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Episode 21:
Wesley walked in the open door of the slayer's house, looking around. He coughed politely but no one paid him any attention. So he very calmly pulled out a gun and shot out a window, making them all stare at him. "Now that I have your attention," he said calmly and quietly. "The Powers are pissed and they sent us back to run this show for a bit." He looked at Buffy, who looked scared. "Fred?" She walked in, reading the local paper they had stopped to pick up. "Giles may be gone, but there are still Watchers," he said firmly.
Fred looked up and grinned at Buffy. "Hey."
"You're dead."
"Not anymore," she said with a bright grin. "Man, can those Powers swear." She looked at Sandy, then nudged Wesley and nodded at her. Wesley reached over and grabbed the girl by the back of the neck, walking her off. "Okay, so it looks like we've got a Frolanx and a few nasty little vamps running around the city. Who's on patrol tonight?" Fred asked, grinning at them. They all stared in open-mouthed shock. "Children, there must be a rotation, otherwise you get tired and bored. Then you turn into Buffy and Faith. Who has patrol tonight?"
Buffy raised her hand. "I'm taking team A out tonight."
"Good!" She handed over the articles to her. "There you go, research the area." She smiled at the youngest one in the group. "How are you, dear?"
"Tired. I can't sleep. I keep getting these horrible dreams about vampires taking over space. They keep attacking these nasty fish thingies but they leave the furry thingies alone because they don't taste right to them. Do I need drugs?"
"Those are slayer dreams," Buffy said wisely. "I don't know why you're seeing fishy thingies or furry thingies though. Unless it's Xander?"
The girl considered it. "The furry thingies look like Xander and his buddies, but I didn't see Xander. Anytime I see Xander it's like he shines or glows or somehow his fur is like those strobe lights in the clubs."
"Well, the alien menace Xander handles did just buy up Sunnydale and transport it offworld," Fred admitted. "I'm guessing they got the seal too." Buffy groaned, holding her head. "We'll have to talk to Micah about that one, Buffy. There may not be a way to save the fish people." The phone rang and she answered it. "Slayers R Us." She smiled. "Hi, Max." She listened to her information then grinned. "Even better. Thank you. How is Dawn doing? Good! I'm glad you're helping her. Sure, later." She hung up. "The fish thingies are called Plutarkians, they're bad guys, and Xander did try to warn them. The furry thingies are probably like him and the others, but it's possible there are other furry thingies in the universe. As such, the furry thingies are presently protected. She said there's a whole group up there like the Watchers." Buffy sighed in relief. "Of course, if necessary, a few of you may have to go if they open the seal properly. But not all of you of course," she said with a goofy laugh, going to find Wesley and tell him the good news. One less menace for them to deal with.
Buffy looked up. "Okay, got the point. We needed some balance and structure. Can they go home now?" she whispered.
"No, Miss Summers, we cannot," Wesley called. "It's your turn to spar. We must gauge how much you've lost." She groaned but trudged in there to spar with him. She noticed Sandy was crying in the corner, curled up in a ball and he tipped her face to look at him. "Nothing in that shall concern you," he said quietly. "That's what Watchers are for." He stepped back. "Come, let's spar." She nodded and attacked, doing as best she could. He was really good though. She found herself on her back, but her hidden stake was against his chest. He grimaced and moved it to the proper spot. "That's the heart in case you forgot." He got up and helped her up. "Good. We'll keep you training with the younger girls. They could use a good role model. I'm hoping you'll become one again." He bowed and nodded. "Go back to your chores."
"This is my house, Wesley."
He reached over and swatted her across the back of the head. "That may be, but I am your Watcher. As is Fred. There shall be some discipline. Bring me the main chore list later, with your duties included. Perhaps we can rearrange them." He looked at the cats, then at her. "An interesting choice."
"Andrew liked them."
"Ah, no wonder. Have someone do the litterboxes next. They're a disgrace. The cats are not using them they're so bad." She nodded, going to assign that one. Wesley looked at Fred. "She's capable of change," he said quietly.
"That's all the Powers wanted," Fred agreed. "Next in line for official sparring?"
***
Xander walked onto his site, grinning at both his bosses since his main boss was hiding in the shadows of the office. "Need driven home?" he asked.
"No, not really." He looked at him. "You know you set a bad precedent, right? Not calling in?"
"I thought I had," he defended. "Sorry, I was busy cataloging Martian artifacts that I found down here." His main boss quirked an eyebrow up. "At the book sale."
"Why?"
"I don't know why, I'm thinkin' a cultist among the smelly people."
"Fine," he sighed. "You were tail-deep in something." He looked him over. "No shirts?"
"I had one, it ripped," he said, pulling it out of his pocket. "See?" He held it up so he could see the holes. "Some punk on the way in was swinging something and caught me before I could duck. I had the music on too high."
"Hmm. Fine." He looked Xander over again. "Are you back? Fully back?"
"I was back before, I was just cataloging."
"Yes, but before you were also tail-deep in other stuff."
Xander beamed at him. "The Powers sent two Watchers to her. I'm back at the *bottom* of the list again."
"Good. I'm glad," Merle agreed. "All your playing buddies are gone?" Xander looked confused. "I noticed a few extra bikers in town and it's not really the season for it."
"Oh, yeah, they were stranded and got picked up. We were just a convenient place to pick them up." He shrugged and sat on the edge of his desk. "It happens sometimes. Mars is ready to have their people back and they're hoping for a population explosion."
"Interesting." The boss looked him over. "Okay, bottom line, Xander, you protect this city. You know that right?" He nodded. "Then why is a new version of Limburger tower going up?"
"Because his son's a prick and we're working on it. We couldn't stop him in space, we didn't have the firepower. We did stop him from bringing more guards down but that was it in that step. Next we'll be breaking this one down over and over again while we gather information on his kind. Then we'll be sending that back to help destroy the others on this planet. A small step back to gain information." He checked outside and muttered something, making someone yell. "Eavesdropping is extremely stupid," he yelled. The worker went back to work. He looked at Merle, who was shaking his head. "I told you he was a plant."
"I know, Xander." He shrugged and got comfortable, putting his feet up. "Are we going to have more problems with the after-hours fun you four have with the tower?"
"We only do that now and then, and I'm still good to go all night and then come in."
"No, you've been sleeping too regularly. You're not quite at the same level you were," the main boss said dryly. "Thank Throttle for fixing that for you by the way." He looked the white mouse over, noticing the spots. "They've changed."
"Just shifted a bit," he admitted, looking at his side. Then he shrugged. "I was told it happens." He looked at them. "Am I being fired?"
"No, but we want to cut you back to part time," Merle admitted. "You have money, kid." Xander raised an eyebrow. "You had about eight mil the last time I knew."
"Well, yeah," Xander admitted sheepishly. "I don't like using it. I'd like that to be for emergencies."
"A million goes farther than you think, kid," the main boss told him. "No, we're not firing you. Actually, I'm moving you to a special project. It's a planning project. It's demonic related." Xander shivered. "I take it you've heard of what's going on?"
"The new bunker club?" He nodded. "Eww."
"Sorry, kid, but we need it defensible and that's why we need you." He handed over a card. "You're to go here tonight. You can bring motor-mouth or one of the others if you feel you need the security, but they won't hurt you."
Xander looked at the card, then at him. "Wolfram and Hart? Angel's nemesis," he said flatly. His boss nodded. "No. I don't deal with the soul-sucking lawyers that are hell's mouthpieces." He handed it back. "I'm not dealing with them, boss. They're evil and I'd feel the need to take them down instead."
He sighed. "Xander, they're the ones building it."
"Then I'd expect there to be sacrificial chambers and the like. I got Angel's notes. No."
"Fine. Then work on a competing design," he offered. "We're the only ones who could build it to specs and I'll need yours in about two weeks. Concept drawings and all."
"What are you looking for? I can get Meg to help me."
"It's to be a club and a safehouse. It's got to have a place to party, a place to stay, and a lot of it has to be underground."
"Okay. So you build it up a few stories. Like a hotel with a good club level and with food service?" The boss nodded. "I'll need the specs. I may not be the most professional drawer but I can do blueprints." Merle smiled at that. He looked at his main boss. "How fancy and how discrete?"
"Discrete is necessary," he noted. "Fancy isn't but nice and tasteful are."
"Gotcha, no whips, chains, leather," he said with a grin. His boss chuckled. "Do we like, say, the Raddison for discrete, or like that pricy hotel on the sands?"
"I like that one out on the beach, but I've never been in their rooms," the boss told him. "I'm not about to pay a half-mil a night for a bed when I've got seven or eight. Speaking of, is Carbine back in town?"
"Expected in tonight, but she'll be fresh from home."
"Decent. Have her call if she'd like to go out." He clapped him on the arm. "I need it in two weeks or less. Build it to local demon population, so no greenhouses really needed."
"I was thinking a small atrium with light diffusing windows, those ones that you can switch."
"I like those," the boss agreed. "Sure, kid." He nodded. "So, I'm putting you on at a higher level."
"Wanna go out this weekend, Xander?" Merle teased.
He looked at him and grinned. "Sure, if you get Throttle to agree to it. He's a bit possessive." He smirked at his main boss. "What am I doing after this?"
"Running that site."
"Really?" Xander's tail swished and he beamed. "Sure, boss. I tried my best with this one."
"I saw, Xander, and you're very good. You'll be able to pull whoever you want from here." Xander nodded. "But he wants Brad."
"Brad should be put on as just doing framing, boss. He's great at it."
"He's good at many things and I'm moving him to your successor's second," Merle told him. Xander beamed at that too. "Hodgekiss?"
"Reynolds. I like Hodgekiss, but his kids are really ripping him a new one. I'd like Hodgekiss, but I don't want to get in the way of the kid's treatments."
"I'll talk to him about it," Merle agreed. "Okay, clean the desk and go home. Go buy a new printer and stuff too. Your old one puts out blurry images."
"Sure, Merle. Thanks." He hugged them both and grabbed an envelope for the few things he had. Merle snatched one picture to put on his desk, winking at him. Then Xander giggled and ran out to his car, tossing the envelope inside. He waved at the guard. "Later, Paul." He waved back and Xander sped off, heading back to the garage. He parked inside and went to pounce Charley. "I got a promotion! I'm designing and crew lead on my new site!"
She got free of the really strong hug and patted him on the side of the face. "Congratulations," she said with a smile. "When does it start?"
"I've got to have a design in within two weeks." He went to tell the others, who were mostly still sleeping. He pounced Vinnie first, grinning at him. "I got a promotion," he said proudly.
Vinnie grinned and patted him. "Good job, Xander. Get off?" Xander chuckled and got off him, hauling him to his feet. "Thanks. Too early for pouncing," he said with a yawn, heading for the bathroom. "Give me ten. Pounce Modo."
Modo held up a hand. "Don't even think about it." Xander gave him a hug too. "Go pounce your man."
Xander beamed and went down the ramp, heading to pounce him too. He paused long enough to knock on Dawn's door to make sure she was up since he heard snoring, then there was a shriek when she saw her clock and a rush for the bathroom. "I'll drive you," he called after her.
"Thanks, really late," she babbled.
Xander walked into his room, watching his lover sleep contentedly, tangled in the sheets. His mind got a naughty idea and his tail swished as he moved closer, then suddenly pounced him, leaning down to blow across his antenna. Throttle woke up but found himself pinned. Xander grinned down at him. "I got a promotion and I'm designing the new building too," he said proudly. He eased up and his mate flipped him onto his back, giving him the cuddle he deserved. "Vinnie wouldn't let me pounce him."
"You'll get it doubly later," he promised sleepily, resting on his chest. "Good job. I knew they loved you." He smiled as his mate stroked his head, and was soon asleep again.
"Xander, car," Dawn shouted.
"Coming." He wiggled out and went to take Dawn to school. By the time he came back, Vinnie was bouncing. "I need to go buy a printer and a new program," he told him. "Wanna come?"
"The computer store? Me?" He let out a wicked giggle. "That's just askin' for trouble, sweetheart. Remember, they banned me from two Walmarts in this city."
"That was for creeping out the fish people," Modo told him. "Micah said he was going to upgrade your machine."
"Yeah, but he hasn't yet," he pointed out. "I'll need a printer for plans and stuff. Good for graphics." He went to look at his old system, then smirked, calling his favorite pair of techies. "Meggy, it's Xan. I need to majorly upgrade my system. I'm designing and crew lead on my new site. Yeah, fully new computer. Maybe even a laptop too so we don't have to wait while Dawn's doing her porn thing." He beamed. "Sure. When and where? Cool!" He hung up and headed out, running into Throttle in the hallway. "Meggy and I are going computer shopping. Need anything?" He stole a kiss, earning a smirk for it. "I need it."
"You do need it," he agreed, patting him on the back. "Go ahead and have fun. Stop at the bank on the way to shift stuff around again. You were going to do that."
"Point." He bounced out to his car, going to do that first. It took him a bit longer but he had planned for a short drive first anyway. He parked and saw Meg looking at her watch. He got out and slammed the door, turning on his security system. "Don't I get a hug for being so brilliant?" She squealed and hugged him. "Yeah, I'm happy too." He bounced a bit. "Crew lead and designing!"
"Cool!" She led him into the store and to the right section. "Okay, you've got a decent enough system now but you're going to need a bigger hard drive. What's your budget?" He gave her a sideways look. "Never mind. Think you're going to be processing NASA data?" He shook his head. "You're sure? Not even your guys?"
"Ahhhh." He considered it. "I guess we should just in case." She beamed and called a salesman over. "Hi, she's helping me upgrade."
"Congratulations, sir." He looked at Meg's outfit of a bikini top and chinos. Then at Xander, then back at her. "Game designer?" She beamed and nodded.
"Construction and design," Xander told him with a sheepish grin. "Real things, not games."
"That's good as well, sir," he agreed. "What are we looking at?"
"He'll need a major setup and a laptop for when his baby sister is doing her porn thing. He'll need the biggest dual harddrive set you have, he'll need the 3-D blueprints and plans software, a scanner, a good printer for the plans, and they have to be bigger, right?" she asked. Xander nodded. "Cool. So it has to handle those sizes as well, and he'll need a networking interface plus a good external firewall." She gazed fondly at a box in a case. "Plus he wants that one," she said, pointing at it with a smirk for the salesman, who she knew worked on commission. He nearly drooled, it was a thousand dollar 6 terabyte external hard drive. "We need it to go."
He nodded. "Sure. Any customizing we can do here in the shop. You can go out for lunch and come back to have it ready." He got that out first, putting it into a cart for them. "How about we start with the scanner and printer first?" They nodded, letting him lead them to the good ones. They obviously were willing to pay for it. The man whipped out a light sucking card and he ran it, and it went through within moments. He handed it back and gave him the slip to sign. He took back their copy and the copy of the customization order, then smiled. "It'll be about two hours if you wanted to come back."
"Sure," Xander agreed, leading Meg out. He pulled out his wallet and handed her a few bills. "Commission."
She squealed and hugged him, then stuffed it into her pocket. "Thanks. Let's go have breakfast."
"Sure. I'll even let you treat," he said with a grin. She pinched him, then checked her pocket and picked up the money that had fallen out. She counted it and frowned so he sighed and made up what had blown away. This time it went into her glovebox and they went to breakfast at a nearby cafe.
***
Xander pulled up behind the lair and got out, taking the first box inside. "Could use some other muscles to help," he offered. "All new computer gear and Oz is coming over to switch it around and install."
Vinnie, being curious even though he was a mouse, went down to snoop. He got handed the printer and groaned, carrying it up the stairs.
"Hey, Xander, what're you doing with the old machine?" Charley called when he came out of the back door.
"Giving it to you if you want it, babe. But I'm copying off all my music files. I can leave a copy on there for you if you want." She beamed and nodded. "Sure. I'll have Oz install the new financial software if you want it too." She chuckled and headed back inside to the office. He carried up the laptop. "Do not drop the brown box. It's a hard drive," he ordered Vinnie.
Throttle watched the boxes go past, then looked at Modo. "I didn't think it took that many things for a computer."
"That depends on what you use it for," Modo said with a small shrug. He chuckled when Throttle got pounced, kissed, and whispered at. Then Xander went down to get his new monitor. "That's bigger than the tv," Modo protested when he saw the box they were carrying together.
"Yeah, and? Think about playing games on it, Modo."
"Fine," he said with a chuckle. "You're playing."
"How much did you spend?" Throttle yelled.
"The brown box is a six terabyte external hard drive."
"Terabyte?" Throttle called, getting up to look at it. "We don't have that space at the command center. The main one."
"I figured you might be asked to do stuff," he admitted. Oz walked in with a few final bags and he grinned at him. "I paid Meggy a commission for helping me find all this stuff. So have her buy takeout tonight." Oz snorted but he was kinda grinning at that. "Okay, Charley gets the old system. I have a new financial manager program that can go on it. I need all my old files copied off though." He nodded. He waved a hand. "That's what she had me buy."
Oz looked at the brown box, then at Xander, shaking his head. "Doing work for NASA too?"
"I was going to let them do stuff if they needed it," he defended. He stroked the box and grinned. "Toy."
"I can tell. Move." Everyone got out of his way and he broke out the cables, handing Xander the bill for them. "Meg said she forgot those."
Xander pulled out his wallet and paid him back for it, then sat down to watch him. "I got a promotion. I'm designing and crew lead for the new bunker club."
"Huh." Oz looked at him. "You know how to do those well enough." Xander grinned at that.
"Bunker club?" Vinnie asked.
"Demon underground bolthole and club together, a defensive fallback position with fun and games attached."
"Hey, that's something we could have used," Throttle offered. Xander nodded, beaming at him. "If I get any computer tasks, I'll bring 'em down," he said with a smirk. He went back to his morning paper reading. Just in case they were publically outed or something similarly bad happened.
Oz looked at Xander. "This'll take a while. I'm going to defrag for her too." He nodded, going to go bounce around and play with the jingly ball in the living room.
"Hey, that's mine!" Vinnie protested, going to take it back. They ended up rolling around on the floor together, struggling for the ball and kicking at each other when they stole it back.
"Kids," Throttle said patiently. "Some of us didn't get our eight hours of beauty sleep."
"I had more than enough," Vinnie said happily, kicking at Xander and stealing it back.
Modo came over and took the ball, going to hide it again. He hated those things. When he came back, the boys were watching the fish to see if they were going to further conquer their fishtank universe, glancing at each other and muttering. He looked at Throttle and shook his head. "Breakfast?"
"I could eat," he agreed. "Vinnie, go cook."
"Fat chance."
Throttle swatted him with his tail. "It's your turn. Go cook."
Xander got up with a sigh and went to put a few pizzas in the oven, then came back out after setting the timer. When it went off, he went to slice it, then carried them out and grabbed them some sodas. He put everything on the table and sat down again, going back to his watching how the big blue fish was slowly muscling everyone else out.
Throttle looked at the clock on the wall. "Bit early for pizza," he noted.
"Unless we're cooking too, we'd probably better eat it," Modo offered. They shrugged and went to eat it anyway. It'd make Xander happy and they'd be unpounced for longer.
Xander leaned closer to Vinnie, whispering in his ear. "Think we can sneak out now?" He got a grin and a wink, and they stood up, him going to check on Oz and head out the window, Vinnie going down to supposedly work on his bike.
The next thing anyone heard was a bike engine and a whoop of freedom from Xander.
Then Throttle groaned and ate another bite of food. He'd need it when he got around to chasing those two down.
"A bored white mouse is a dangerous white mouse, my gray furred momma used to say," Modo said patiently. "One is bad, two is an army of terror, and three or more is a planetary emergency."
"Thankfully we've only got the two," Throttle said dryly. "Rimfire! Food!" The other mouse came up from his room, which was next to Dawn's, and flopped down to eat. "Long night?"
"Doing reports for both Mars and Micah," he said through a yawn. "Until about three." He ate another slice of pizza. "Why are we having this for breakfast?"
"Xander cooked," Modo told him.
"At least it's not sushi," Throttle offered.
"Sushi?"
"Xander's on the 'try new things' kick still," Throttle said with a smirk. "Sushi is raw, marinated fish and seaweed."
"So the cats ate well that night?" Rimfire joked. The elder mice nodded. "Warn me."
"He just springs it on us," Modo said, patting him on the back. "You'll learn."
"Yeah, watch out for hot peppers," Oz said as he came to steal a soda and some of the pizza. "Thanks. I like eating like a college kid."
"Welcome. Can we help tote that next door?"
"In a few. It'll take me about an hour to get it ready for her and make the ghost. I checked the specs, if you need lots and lots of stuff analyzed, he can do that now. Two 400 gig internal and the six terabyte external hard drive was a bit excessive, but it's a good toy." He went back to work.
"Why do I think we're going to be getting more work from Mars?" Rimfire asked.
"That depends on us telling Stoker about it before he comes down," Modo told him. He looked at Throttle. "Yes?"
"Nope," he said with a snort. "Not going there. Xander can brag about his new system." He pushed his plate aside then leaned on the table. "We've got to talk. Since the dangerous duo are gone, we've got two sticky points."
"Junior?" Rimfire asked.
"Well, not really. He's okay but not one of the great ones yet," Throttle assured him, patting him on the shoulder. "The first is that Dawn would *love* to go to Mars. If we've got a detail going up there from Micah, he said he's sending her."
"I'll be her honor guard," Rimfire said instantly.
"I didn't think otherwise," he assured him with a smirk. "But, there's still a problem. There will be people who will pounce her for having magic and want her to help rebuild the world." He saw the nervous look. "What?"
"She's studying teraforming magic."
"I noticed," he said blandly. "Your idea or hers?"
"Kinda mine," he admitted sheepishly. "I wanted to know if there was anything practical we could do." He looked at him. "I'm trying to help."
"You are," Modo told him. "It's a good idea."
Throttle nodded. "A very good idea." He took a sip of his rootbeer. "She still can't do magic on Mars unless it's an emergency."
"Um, I wanted to bring up something, and Vinnie said not to," Rimfire offered. Throttle waved him on. "Did you know the M'dreth have stuff on the Key?" Both adults stared at him and he nodded. "They do. If anyone else tells someone that she's that, then she's going to be mobbed as a living saint." Throttle shuddered, he'd had that happen once. "So, if she goes, she's got a full honor guard and I'm being the overprotective boyfriend fully."
"Good plan, Rimfire," Throttle assured him.
"How did you know about that?" Modo asked. "None of us told you."
"She let it slip during the storm. I was showing her some of my favorite spots on Mars to keep her calm and she reacted to one of them and it changed the view. It doesn't matter to *me* but I know a lot of people would start a cult."
"Yeah, they would," Modo agreed, shaking his head. "We can't not take her."
"No, she wants to go and will worm her way onto the ship if she has to," Throttle agreed dryly. "If someone doesn't stuff her in his luggage." Rimfire giggled at that. "So we'll just have to make plans for that eventuality. Does anyone else know?" Rimfire shrugged. "Okay, a back point. When you go, take her to the craters. I know you're one of those who believe they hold a message."
"She drew them out the next day at class from the view I showed her, tracing the patterns and she found one," he offered. "It's the letter 'Ka' in the old script." Throttle thought back to his early training and shook his head. "Life."
"Oh." He shook his head again. "Interesting, but I still say it's a random phenomenon." He took another sip. "The second problem of us going to Mars is Xander. He can ride, as he's proven. He's still got balance problems though."
"He's more than mouse enough to have his own bike," Modo pointed out.
"Yeah, but if he did that, Throttle would never get ridden behind again," Rimfire joked. Throttle swatted him. "Sorry, but it's true."
"Xander's mostly satisfied with riding behind me," he told him. "Every now and then though he wants the release of a cycle. I can't argue with him about that."
"Then have him buy a human bike for a few more years," Rimfire asked. "Where is his change at?"
"About three years," he admitted dryly. "Enamel doesn't know he's riding by himself at the moment. He suggested seven."
"So either you've got to work harder and change him faster, or we can wait a few years for more than a human bike," Modo teased. Throttle blushed at that, making the others laugh.
"What's the matter? Not been good enough?" Rimfire teased.
Throttle swatted him again, connecting this time. "Yeah, it's been plenty good. He left as a two-year-old and came back as a three."
"Did you get to ride any of the rides?" Modo taunted.
"Many times," he agreed. "This summer Meg won't have to worry about people to ride rides with her at Six Flags."
"Have you noticed Xander's ego is turning into Vinnie's?" Rimfire asked. "It's still subtle but I've noticed him getting a bit more braggy and the like."
"It happens to all mice sometime," Throttle told him.
"You used to go around in your underwear and a cape and say you were Super Mouse," Modo reminded him, making his nephew blush. "Momma has a number of pictures of it. Expect her to show them off."
Rimfire sighed. "I've tried to steal them but she's too sneaky."
"Of course she is. She's my momma," Modo taunted back. Rimfire groaned and hit him on the arm, making him chuckle.
"Primer was the boastful one, bro," Throttle reminded him. "She used to crawl into our laps on leave and tell us she was the most beautiful mouse on Mars and that we'd better crown her right there as Miss Mars."
Modo chuckled, nodding. "I remember. Then Vinnie made her that paper crown and put his picture on it and told her some day she'd be as pretty as he was handsome." Rimfire snickered at that. "Does she still have that?" He nodded, giving him a smug look. "I'll have to tell Vinnie that."
"Tell Xander that story so Primer doesn't pounce him and try to steal him," Rimfire told him.
"She'd better not try. I changed her diapers. I can tan that hide of hers," Throttle assured him. "She's a hellion but she's not that good." They all got a laugh out of that. "So, we're waiting on a bike for him?" Modo nodded. "What about a human one?"
"He could probably rent one," Modo offered. "Lil' Hoss won't mind but she'll pout at him for a few weeks."
"Your girl is the most jealous bike I've ever seen," Rimfire teased. "Does she let you ride behind others in an emergency?"
"Not if she can help it," Throttle told him. "How long should we wait and which type are we getting Dawnie for graduation?"
"She seems to like sitting upright," Modo offered. "I don't think a racer would suit her."
"She can ride behind me," Rimfire said casually.
"She's too liberated for that," Throttle told him plainly. "Now and then, like Xander will, not permanently. She likes to ride too much. That's the second reason she and Phil broke up. He wanted someone to ride with him, not share the road with him." He finished off his soda and leaned back to look into the office. "Need anything, Oz?"
"I'm good," he called back. "Tell Charley to clean her desk."
"Sure. I'll head there in a few. How long?"
"Another twenty. His hard drive wasn't that bad."
Throttle nodded at them. "Let's go bike looking later for her," he suggested. They all nodded at that. It'd give them something to do until the next crisis. Throttle headed over to the garage, finding Charley under a truck. "Want me to clean off your desk for you, Charley girl? Oz said it'd be about twenty more minutes."
"Please. Just pile things together." She searched the floor for a wrench, patting around. He kicked it closer. "Thanks, Throttle."
"Welcome." He went to clean off her desk for her, deciding that a corner spot would save more space and she could put the tower onto the floor that way. It's not like the old wooden desk was meant for a computer anyway. Modo carried over the monitor while Oz got the stack and he pointed. "There." They nodded, setting those up while Rimfire carried in the rest of the stuff. Oz set it up and made sure it was all right, then adjusted the cords so they were out of the way. He was kicked back with the keyboard in his lap when she came in. "How's that?"
"Good. It saves space and I still have most of my desk." She looked at the screen, watching as he connected to the internet. "I only have one phone line."
"I put a box on there to tell you when you're getting a phone call," Oz told her quietly, handing over the keyboard. He got out of her way. "Sit." She sat, putting her feet up on the stack and smiled at the ease of the position. "My favorite too. Are you going tech and doing a webpage?" She looked at him. "I ask because I've got a project coming up."
"Sure, Oz, if you want. I have no idea what I'd do with one."
He smirked. "Advertising." He nodded. "I'm headed off to do Xander's new toys. I'll get with you later." He headed back to the lair, gathering up the sneaking cats. "Not a chance," he ordered. He picked up one last one and carried them inside, kicking the door shut. Then he went to get the mommy cat too. "You're all being fixed."
***
Xander and Vinnie pulled up into the garage area under Enamel's apartment, looking over at his bike, who looked kinda lonely. Vinnie patted his. "Go ahead, girl. He's taking care of Charley, you can talk with her." They got off and the bike rolled over there to plug into the other one so they could talk. He drug Xander up the stairs, knocking on the door. "Hey," he said when it opened, pushing his way inside. "He's still having balance issues and he's good enough on a bike to need that fixed now."
Enamel looked in the hall, then closed the door to look at them. "What?"
"I've been doing some riding," Xander admitted. "I'm still dizzy."
"Oh." He nodded. "How far along are you now?"
"Probably somewhere in my mid three's."
"You're too young to ride on your own."
"Then why was he able to do a riding jump on my bike without a ramp?" Vinnie asked patiently.
Enamel poured himself some more coffee and took Xander back to his room to examine him. He had an idea and he pulled out his old bag, finding something in the bottom of it. He stuck the special headset over the boy's ears, turning it on. His ears still hadn't ascended enough so he was thinking there was a problem with where the tube was laying inside. He plugged his diagnostic pad into it and looked at the readout, flipping a switch. "High, shrieky noises," he warned when they started. After a moment, he switched off that one and flipped another switch. That was it. He took it off and looked at him, then into his eyes. "Take out the contact." Xander did so. He pulled out a light to look in each of them, nodding slowly as he checked. "Well, they're working but not together," he announced. He stepped back. "Also, you've got a cramped tube in one ear. Are you leaning to the left?" He nodded. "If your ears would ascend a bit more it would help. For right now, I'm going to say glasses, Xander." He let out a whine, looking pitiful. "Tough. I have some for reading, it's not that bad."
Vinnie stuck his head in. "Is he okay?"
"Yeah, where his ears haven't ascended yet, it's crimping one of the balance tubes we all have. That and his eyes aren't working the same. His Martian eye is dominant because it gets more input, but occasionally they switch back and forth." He looked at Xander again. "I want you to get your eyes checked. It may just be for a few months or so, but this one may not be. Your ears should be ascending by the time you're four. If not, we may have to go in and uncrimp that area for you somehow. Maybe something like a facelift procedure to lift the outer ear higher." Xander nodded at him, still pouting. "You can wear cool ones. You don't have to have nerdy glasses, kid. You just have to have glasses. I'm good but I don't do much with eyes."
"Fine." He looked at Vinnie. "Not one word."
"Hey, I had some when I was little," he promised. Enamel nodded. "I had really bad eye dominance." He pulled Xander to his feet. "Will that help a lot?"
"Yeah, it should," Enamel told him. "Remember, you can get prescription sunglasses. You don't have to go for nerdly nerd glasses, kid." He looked at Vinnie. "How's Charley?"
"Doing well. Xander's giving her his old computer today, he got a whole new system with a lot of toys."
"Which you shall not break," Xander reminded him. "You promised since it's for work and stuff."
"I did," Vinnie said patiently. "You coming for dinner tonight?"
"I'm invited?"
"Sure. The whole group will be over." He grinned. "After all, you take good care of my girl." He drug Xander out and down to his bike. "You two can chat some more later," he said as they came off the elevators. He found someone trying to unhook them. "Don't touch my bike." The man backed off. "They're doing a systems update." The man ran off so he nodded. "Go get him, I wouldn't presume to touch his bike."
Xander nodded, heading back up the stairs and knocking on the door. "The bikes were plugged together and we found someone trying to separate them."
"Coming." He carried his coffee down with him. "Morning, babe. You sleep all right?" His bike beeped at him. He checked the cords, wincing. "That's severed. I'll have to replace that."
Xander peered at the cord. "We have a replacement at the shop I think. That's the one with the motorolla phone end, right? All the little plugs?" Enamel looked at him and nodded. "You could bring her over. I think Charley has a spare."
"Sure, kid. Thanks. Have fun with the eye doctor. Go to a good guy, not the cheapest." He looked at Vinnie, who had snorted. "Not taking him?"
"Throttle would be really upset if I took his boy to get glasses. That's a style issue and only Throttle can tell him he looks hot enough in them."
"I'll look like a dork."
"No you won't," Enamel sighed. "Go. Tell Throttle or I will, kid." Xander pouted all the way to the bike, getting on in front.
"Hey, my bike" Vinnie complained. But his bike beeped patiently. "Fine, I'll work with him some more." He climbed onto the back, putting both their helmets on. "Thanks, Doc." Xander turned them around and they hurried off.
"He's not bad," Enamel admitted, watching them go. "Lean right," he called after them, seeing the problem now. Xander shifted and tipped his head slightly and that cured it. "Much too young." He helped her retract the cord. "Let me finish getting dressed. Shock anyone who touches you wrong, babe." He went back up there, going to put on more than a pair of pajama pants. Vinnie probably wouldn't appreciate him showing up at the garage in just those. He seemed a bit jealous.
***
Enamel pulled into the garage. "Charley?"
"Under here. What's wrong?" she called from under the truck.
"I think I need a cord replaced. Mine and Vinnie's bike were talking and someone tried to slice into the linking cord."
"Second drawer, red standing tool box, blue plastic. Says Motorolla on it."
"Thanks." He found it and carefully started to change it. "They been back or called yet?"
"Nope. What're they off doing?"
"Hopefully finding Xander an eye doctor. He's got eye dominance issues." He clipped the new cord in place. "There you go, babe. That good?" She shook her front wheel so he wiggled it. "That?" She beeped happier. "Cool. How much?"
"Ten. Leave it on the desk."
"Sure." He went to put the ten on the desk and left the plastic bag there in case she needed it as a reference. He was walking back when Throttle rolled in with Modo. "Your boy call you yet?"
"They came to see you instead of doing fun stuff?" Modo asked.
"Yeah, about the balance problem." He looked at Throttle. "Want a clue?" He nodded, moving closer so they could talk quietly. "His left ear needs to ascend, it's cramped in there." Throttle nodded, understanding that. "There may be a way using a face lift procedure to pull up the outer ear. That would basically tuck a fold of skin behind it to tighten up that area and lift it." Throttle nodded slower. "It's not that hard. We do it on Mars all the time. His eyes are another matter. His Martian eye is dominant."
"We see more than they do."
"True, but that's why he needs glasses, which he was pouting over."
"Contacts?" he asked hopefully.
"Up to the eyecare guy. He walked out pouting about that." He patted his bike. "She and Vinnie's were talking and someone tried to slice the line. Watch out for that stuff. Oh, they invited me for dinner. Want me to beg off?"
"No, you can come," he assured him. "You might as well." He gave him a small shrug. "Any idea who to take him to?"
"There's a good group over on the North side, by that hospital. Go there." Throttle nodded. "He may be able to get contacts and prescription sunglasses." He got onto his bike. "Sevenish?"
"Six. He's off work and Dawn's heading out tonight."
"Cool. See ya then." He backed out. "Later, Charley, and thanks."
"Bye, Enamel." She came out from under the truck. "Glasses?" Throttle shuddered. "Go find him and see what can be done." He nodded, glancing at Modo, who nodded him off. "Have fun," she reminded him.
"Of course. We always have fun and he needs ideas anyway," he said smugly, heading out to find his boy. The tracking system told him where Vinnie was and he headed that way, blatantly riding up behind them and grabbing Xander with his tail, stealing him away before Vinnie could do more than snicker. He felt Xander shift and settle in behind him. "He told me."
"I don't want glasses."
"Contacts?"
"Aren't so bad," he sighed. He nuzzled him. "When am I due in?"
"I was taking you somewhere to make the appointment, then I was taking you to lunch."
"Okay." His mood brightened a bit more. "You won't laugh?"
"No, I won't laugh. I'll help you pick out stuff that go with your image, babe. You know that. I'm not letting you get dork specs." He sped up to go through a yellow, earning a beep from a car running it behind them. "Let me lose them." He sped up and took a corner, which made Xander hold on. "Dizzy?"
"Yeah, kinda." He ducked into an alley instead of getting fancier, letting the car pass by. Xander stole a quick kiss to the back of Throttle's neck. "Do I have to?"
"Do you wanna ride?"
"Well, yeah."
"Then you gotta do that. It may not be for long. Remember, you're still growing up." He headed off for the North side, going to the hospital. There were two eye doctors there and Xander coughed, pointing at one. "Good ones, babe, not Sears. Specialists." He looked around, spotting a doctor. So he rolled over to him. "Excuse me, citizen, our doc told us there were some eye specialists up here. He didn't say which one, just that they were near the hospital and that they were good with eye dominance and stuff. Know which one?"
The doctor looked at him, then nodded and pointed at one building. "Best in the city."
"Thank you. Ride free, citizen," Xander said as they took off.
The doctor shook his head. "I've got to lay off those lattes, they couldn't have been mice." He headed back into the office, going to get his cigarettes and coffee, making it much stronger this time. He apparently needed it.
***
Throttle rode Xander back into the garage, letting him get off, then kissing him. "You good?"
"I'm better," he admitted. He grinned shyly. "Come play with my new toys?"
"Sure." He got off and walked him over to the lair, going to play on his computer with him. It was a huge screen and he could see playing games on it. They found Oz asleep in the desk chair and grinned, clicking to finish the installation. Then their background came up with the usual noise. That woke Oz with a snort. "Hey. You could nap on the couch. We don't mind."
"Thanks. I may. Meg's been in a mood recently," he said, going to nap on the couch with the cats. Most of them liked him. Maybe he'd bring a few home. Those should help him calm Meg down. She was in super-hyper mode. Like Xander on a case of mountain dew. Which the memory of made him shudder. He saw Modo giving him an odd look. "Bad memory. Xander on a case of mountain dew at a school picnic."
"How many times did you have to rebuild that school?" he asked in awe.
"Which school?" Xander called.
"I told him about that picnic," Oz called back.
"Bastard."
"Love you too," he said fondly, smirking at Modo. "We had annual outings. This was in the park."
Throttle came out. "When was this? He's refusing to tell me."
"Eleventh grade picnic. He had a case of mountain dew. We sent him to play with the screaming kids on the playground since he was one."
"How much did they have to replant?"
"He did okay until he ran through the thorn bush and tore down two saplings by accident while playing tag with the kids. Then he ran into a tree. It was still dented the last time I was in town."
"Ow," Throttle winced.
"No wonder he's got such a hard head," Modo said, shaking his. "That's nearly as bad as Vinnie on Muirberry juice."
"Oohh, don't remind me of that!" Throttle complained, shuddering. "I still have nightmares about that day."
"So he should have had white fur back in highschool too?" Oz asked dryly.
Throttle looked at him. "Stoker threatened to give him another quart of the stuff and ship him to Plutark. He figured he'd do less damage there and at least it'd be more useful than us rebuilding the remembrance garden that got destroyed by the tree he ran *through* on his bike, and the building he ran *into* because he wasn't paying attention. Fortunately it was built better than the tree. It took us three weeks to make him walk right."
Modo nodded. "And it took us nearly a week to rebuild everything and plant a new tree." He clapped Throttle on the back. "I could ask Momma to send us some." Throttle gave him a hurt look. "We could send them into the tower."
"They'd still be hyper and we'd have to stop them for a few days," he said grimly. "I hate the stinkfish as much as the next mouse, but that's mean, Modo. You're picking up Dawn's mean streak."
"Aww, shucks, sometimes I try," he said with playful grin.
"Give Vinnie and Xander both a two-liter of mountain dew, or jolt, it should be enough," Oz offered.
Xander stuck his head out of the office. "Yoohoo?"
"What's that?" Throttle asked cautiously.
"Chocolately caffeine drink," he said with a grin. They all shuddered at that so he cackled. "Your wish and all that," he said smugly, going to grab his helmet and call Vinnie, telling him to pick up a few. Throttle tried to stop him but he kissed him senseless and hurried on before Modo could come out of his shock. Vinnie pulled up with the bag and they took off again, Xander telling him the idea.
"I like it!" Vinnie cackled, popping open the first one and chugging it, letting Xander have his own. "Hey, it's not bad. I like these!"
"Me too," Xander said with a grin. He finished his second one and felt it kick in. He let out an evil cackle and Vinnie shivered but went with it. "Top or bottom?"
"More fun going down than up."
"Sure." They broke into the front door and started from the bottom up. They left it mostly standing so they had something to ride down and whoop about, and it crumbled behind them because Xander reached around to fire the rockets as they took off. He and Vinnie shared an evil smirk and they were caught at the bottom by Throttle, Modo, and Charley, who took her stud back. "We were being good," Xander protested.
"Sure you were," Charley sighed. "Let's go home, kids. Someone needs a nap."
"Ooh, do we?" Vinnie asked with a leer. "I can provide that." He grabbed her and put her in his lap, taking off for the garage. He couldn't tease her with her behind him. This way was much easier.
Throttle grabbed the jiggling Xander, pulling him closer to look in his eyes. "Behave. That's group fun."
"You can have the next one," he offered with a shy boy grin. The final piece fell and he clapped, waving at the junior Limburger. "Hi. Can we come play again? You're fun and you have the best toys," he called before getting on the back of Throttle's bike. They took off and that same evil cackle drifted out behind him.
Limburger looked around in horror. "How did they do that?" He picked up a piece of his desk then tossed it. "How dare those vermin test me this way!" he shouted, jumping up and down on the remains of his desk. "I'll get them! Their tails will be decorating my walls!"
A laser blast came out of nowhere and split his suit and mask, and it fell off to each side. He had to cover his Snoopy boxers and sneak behind some higher rubble before anyone saw him.
Modo chuckled. "We're like that. Get used to it." He rode off, heading for the garage. Someone would have to help hold his bros down. He decided to stop at the hardware store, getting duct tape and rope, just in case one wasn't enough.
***
Stoker strolled up the ramp, looking at the two sleeping mice, then at the parental looking mice. "Muir juice?" he asked with a wince.
Throttle handed over the empty bottle they had found in the bag. "They took down the tower. They had three each."
"It took us a while to catch them, they were hanging from the ceiling and doing acrobatics to get away from us," Modo offered. "Then Charley ma'am got a bright idea and looked at Vinnie, blowing a kiss. He came down off the ladder in the garage to kiss her back and we captured him then. It only took four hours of him being tied down to fall asleep."
Throttle winced, moving his shoulder a bit. "It took Xander longer. Oz ended up making a lasso from the rope we had and catching Xander with it. We were worn out by then. We knocked him out so he could sleep it off."
Dawn came up the ramp. "Thanks for picking me up today, Stoker." She looked at the bottle and frowned at Throttle. "Where's mine?"
"Not a chance, Dawn," he said calmly. He pointed at the two sleeping mice. "They had three each."
She shrugged. "And? What did you expect?"
"They tore down the tower, riding down it as it crumbled," Modo offered.
She snickered. "Again, and? What did you expect?" She rolled her eyes. "Any more? I've got a massive test tonight."
"That stuff is banned from the house," Throttle told him. "None of it, even if you hide it. Or else you get to catch them the next time."
"That's easy enough, I'll put on a trashy outfit and they'll demand to fix it." She smiled as Rimfire came in. "I need to make a store run, I've got a language test tomorrow."
"Sure, Dawnie." He grinned back and handed her the helmet he had found. "You left it in the doorway."
"I occasionally do that," she agreed, taking it and heading out with him. She directed him with pressure on his stomach to show when to turn. She walked into the store and grinned at the woman behind the counter. "Hey. I've got a language test." She picked up two bags of chocolate covered espresso beans and one of chocolate covered berries that she knew Vinnie liked, and added a two-liter of her second favorite caffeine fix. "That's it." The cashier held up a cold fraphachino and Dawn nodded so she added that too. She paid and got back on the bike, heading back to the lair to go study.
Rimfire laid on her bed, nosing in the bag. "What're these?"
"Two are chocolate espresso beans, the other's berries that Vinnie likes."
"I'll save him some." He ate one of the espresso beans. He'd heard something about them being good. His ears and his tail went rigid and he ate another one. He got up but Dawn swatted him when he tried to kiss her. Now he knew why they were so good. He took the bag upstairs, going to share them with the others. Vinnie was awake so he let him have one, smirking at him. He gave one to Throttle, but Modo turned them down. Stoker ate one too. Rimfire ate a few more and Vinnie took a few too. He noticed Vinnie's tail went rigid and grinned at him, eating a few more.
Vinnie nudged Xander, who sat up with a yawn. "Try some of those. They're good."
Xander looked at the label. "There's better stuff," he said, but he took one. He got up and wandered downstairs, coming back with a small package. "I found them in Texas." He handed one to Vinnie, one to Rimfire, and had two of them himself. After all, he had to catch up.
"I feel ...happy and perky," Throttle said, taking the bag to look at them. "What are these? Natural prozac?"
"Espresso? That's the beans they make that dark, thick coffee from," Xander told him. He grinned at Stoker. "Can we go clubbing?" he asked sweetly.
"Dawn can't go, she's got a test," Modo reminded them. He took the bag to look over, then looked at the two white mice and his nephew. "Out!" he ordered suddenly. They grinned and went to change and head out. He held it up for Throttle, pointing at the nice warning that said these were 'high caffeine' products.
Throttle looked at the stuff Xander had brought up, groaning at the same warning. "The city will survive, right?"
"It'll mean more work for Xander's company," Stoker soothed, taking the beans to eat another one.
"Those are like muir juice," Throttle warned.
"I'm not one of those that it affects, punk," Stoker said with a smirk. He ate a few more then settled in on the couch to nap. Muir juice always made him mellow and calmer. These were nice. He'd have to bring some home to Switch and the baby.
Dawn came up to repossess her snack, and took Xander's too since Throttle handed it to her. She ate one on the way down and nearly gagged at the caffeine in it. "What are these?" She looked at it. "Chocolate covered ..." She looked up. "Did you know this was the stuff they made tequila from?" she called. "Non alcoholic so far."
"Oh, momma," Modo moaned, holding his head.
"We can rescue the city," Throttle promised. "We won't have to rebuild it." He patted him on the arm. "Hey, old guy, wanna help rescue hapless citizens from those two?" Stoker waved a hand, too mellow to go out again. "Looks like it's just us." He looked at Modo, who wasn't moving. "It's a duty, not a pleasure this time, bro. It's our duty to save innocents from Xander and Vinnie when they're like this."
"I guess, but I want hazard pay," he complained, heading after him. They rode out, tracking the bikes to a bar they didn't usually go to. They walked inside to the head shake of the bouncer and mentally winced. Xander and Vinnie were doing tequila shots with two people dressed as cops. Rimfire was dancing with a guy in a dress. Modo walked over and tapped Rimfire on the shoulder. "Your girlfriend might get a bit upset and since your gray furred grandmomma likes her, she'll swat you like a flea."
"Awwww, I'm not taking him home, Uncle Modo. He's cute though. See?" He released his partner a bit and then they danced off. "I'll get you next."
"No, nephew. Come on." Someone tapped him on the shoulder and he looked down at the young man. "Yes?"
"You're very large and authoritative, do you spank hard?"
Modo blushed and nodded. "Usually, but only when you deserve it." The man giggled and hugged him, then dragged him further into the club. "Um, no, I can't, not tonight. I've got to take my nephew home. He shouldn't drink."
"Ooh, he'll be *fine*, silly," he said with a bright grin. "Just a dance?"
"I don't really dance."
"I'm sure you dance in *some* places very well," he said with a leer. Modo turned and ran out. "Hey, come back! I wanna dance!"
Rimfire grabbed him and dipped him, then spun him off. "My uncle's straight, honey. He just came to tell me off."
He pouted. "You're nearly as nice."
Rimfire winked at him. "Go ask the big tan guy, but watch out for the white mouse if he gets possessive. He will hit."
The man bounced over there, leaning against Throttle's arm. "Would you dance with me, sweetie? You're very studly."
"Um, taken," he said. "Sorry." He looked at Xander, who was glaring at the human.
The human grinned. "You can't blame a guy for trying."
"No, not really. I used to try too," Xander promised, getting up and taking him onto the floor. The man squeaked when he pulled him in *very* closely. "You dance with my man, you dance with me," he said smugly, starting off smoothly, making sure the man could feel how big he was through their clothes. He let out a small moan. "Then again, I'm known to wear people out. I've even had one have a heart attack." The man gasped behind him and ran off. Xander turned and found Throttle there. "What? I told him if he wanted you he had to have both of us."
Throttle pulled him closer, capturing his chin to staring into his eyes. "Get on the back of my bike. We are going home. You're gonna be dancing for me later and you won't enjoy it. No more teasing."
"Not even you?" he asked pitifully.
Throttle spanked him. "Get on the back of my bike, Xander. You're mine. No more teasing other people." Xander beamed and startled to wiggle. "Oh, no, not now."
"Just one dance?" He pulled him onto the floor and started to move with him, making him shiver. "I'm trying to be good. I was defending you."
"Instead you made him want to go blow Rimfire. That's naughty, babe. Too naughty."
"I'll be better."
"Good." He spanked him again and someone nearby gave him an interested look. "He's mine."
"I can see that. Do you spank him publically or is that just tonight's show?"
Throttle looked at him, then at Xander. "I'd never spank you for real."
Xander beamed. "Good. I don't like being spanked, except now and then in the moment. I'm much more a tie me up guy." The people around them groaned and leaned closer. "My stud," he warned. "I am possessive, I will kick butts if you even pinch." They sighed and backed off. "Go tease Vinnie."
Throttle shook his head and pulled him back to where Vinnie was having another one, grabbing him by the ear to haul him out of there.
"Hey, have to pay," Vinnie complained.
"They owe anything?" Throttle called back.
"I've got it. He's a good inspiration tonight," one of the boys called, leering at Rimfire. "How about you, babe? You ready to go home?"
"My girl might not like me to play, so I can only tease."
"Rimfire, get your tail out here!" Modo shouted from the doorway. "I'm gonna call Momma now!" Rimfire scurried out and Modo stuck him on the back of his bike. Rimfire's bike was already going back to the shop with Vinnie's. He looked at Throttle, who was riding triple. "I'd offer."
"No, Vinnie might hit on him." He swatted the white hand trying to stroke his stomach. "No, Xander. Not yet." He took off, heading for home. He made it as quickly as he could, then turned them loose on Stoker since he hadn't helped.
Dawn came out to get Rimfire when she heard Modo's bike return, kissing her man hard. "Rimfire, if you *ever* touch another girl, I'm going to kill you by skinning you and keeping your fur as a remembrance."
"I was dancing with gay guys."
"If you're that bi, tell me. We'll make it a trio." He leered at her. "You've been drinking."
"No I haven't. I had one drink."
She kissed him again. "Yeah, one of tequila. Pass out. I'll jump you when you get up and I need a break later. I promise, I'll even wear the green nightie." She leaned against his chest, teasing the base of his throat with a nail. "Please go sleep it off first, Rimmy?" He groaned and nodded, going to his room to flop down and take a nap. She looked at Modo. "Next time, take the girls. We do it so much more efficiently." She went back to her Hindi text. She really did need to study.
Modo leaned on his handlebars, head down, shaking slowly. He went to the communications system and decided to call his mother for advice. He was slowly being driven insane by Xander and Vinnie. Dawn and Rimfire were getting there. He dialed her number and she popped up with a smile for him. "Momma, come back?" he pleaded. "They went drinking. Vinnie and Xander are *horrible*."
"I'll be down on the next ship, Modo. I have a few pictures of Primer's twins and some of a new mouse that just returned. You'll like her, she's very pretty." She smiled at him. "How is Rimfire doing?"
"Dating Dawn."
"I expected that much, son. What's wrong?"
"They fed them caffeine earlier," Throttle said from behind him, waving at her. "They went to destroy the tower and we had to tie Xander and Vinnie down, then they got into more caffeine tonight thanks to Rimfire and went to a gay leather club. Someone asked Modo to spank them." She chuckled at that. "You can come down if you want. Maybe you can calm Xander and Vinnie down."
She shook her head. "Not those two, dear. It'll be fine. Remember, Xander's not that old, he's playing and Vinnie needed to get out and play too."
"Sure, but they're driving us nuts," Modo protested.
"As you did to me, son," she said wisely. "Even you went through that phase. I'll be down soon. Throttle, your mother is planning to sneak down too." He grinned at that. "You sure? The last picture I had of Xander was as a human."
"That's fine, Momma. She can come down if she can get permission. Those two destroyed Limburger Tower today by themselves. Like the muir juice incident, only worse." She chuckled and hung up and Throttle punched Modo in the arm. "It'll be okay. They'll be calm tomorrow. They only do this once or twice a week."
"Dawn charmed Rimfire into bed with a nightie and a promise of fun later."
"She's a girl, they do that," he advised. "Next time we'll send Dawn and Charley in to get them." Modo nodded at that, heading up to his bed. Throttle went to pick up the sleeping Xander and carry him down to theirs, but he wasn't on the couch. He found him brushing his teeth, looking perfectly normal. "Got sick?"
"A bit, but I'm fine."
"Bull. Let's go to bed, Xander. That way I can hold you still."
"I can't wiggle?" He moved closer, wiggling against him. "Not even like that?"
"Nope, not tonight. Maybe in the morning, when you're not drunk."
"I'm fine!"
"Bull." He drug him down to their room by his wrist, then pointed at the bed. "Get in. Let me do my teeth and stuff." He went to the bathroom down there, finding Rimfire engaged in the traditional morning-after-the-party ritual. "Feel better?"
"No! Nasty!" he gasped, going again. "What was I thinking?"
"You can tell your grandmother when she shows up." He found his toothbrush and the toothpaste, getting to work on his teeth. Rimfire came over to rinse out his mouth and do his own, then he went to crawl back into bed. "That's why you don't drink."
"Quit yelling please," Dawn complained.
"Sorry, princess." He finished up and rinsed, then went back to bed, snuggling against the Xander-shaped lump under the blankets. He looked at it, then squeezed it a few times, then sighed and went to find him this time. He found him in the office working on his plans. "Good ideas?"
"Yeah, I think so," he admitted, moving the light pen to make a new line. "I'm fine."
"I'm sure you are, but I wanted to cuddle." He sat down beside him, watching him draw. "That's pretty distinctive."
"It is, but it's also a fairly simple plan. The first floor would be a neutral zone in case someone got in, an entryway. That way you could pick your door and head to the rooms, to the meeting area, or to the club and food center." He continued to work, labeling some things as he went. Once he was done with the outside drawing, he moved onto the inside one, using some standard program-given basics to outfit each floor. He knew a lot about the local population so he put in some family sized rooms and some single rooms, and a meeting area just above the club. Though he did note to put soundproofing and shock panels between the floors so nothing could go through it and no noise would disturb the upper floors. Demon clubs weren't that quiet. He yawned and kept going, smiling as he added a few whimsical touches, like a pure dirt room for earth demons to come through or to party in if they didn't want to be around the others. "A bouncer there could check in new demons and keep the fighting to a minimum, and hey, if they dig in their own tunnels, we'd only have to offer a reinforced tube probably." He looked back but Throttle was asleep. He smiled and went back to work. He was proud of his ideas.
***
Xander tapped on his main boss's door, handing him the cd and the copies he had made of the plans. "For you. A preliminary."
"Thank you. Let's look." He led him into the study, firing up the cd. He noticed it was the most common program so started that. He stared at the external views, nodding slowly. Then they moved to the internal ones, including blueprints. "An earth room?"
"I know there's a few earth demons around here. There's an altar in the lake." That got a surprised look. "I found it while I was swimming and pissed." He pointed out the safety features. "If we use a hand-held compactor we could make the walls solid and just give them an entrance point into the room through a reinforced tunnel that opened onto bare earth. They can feel those, I know because I asked Wesley last night."
"That's a good idea. A bouncer there could check them in." He moved further down the blueprints. "A small bower-like area for the more delicate ones as well. Slitted windows on the club?"
"With shutters. Just in case, ya know? I built it with bomb shelter parts. It seemed like the best idea. Now, I wasn't sure if a raised floor or an impression floor would be better. Since there's some demons of different heights, they can dance together and not step on the smaller ones. I made it most of the floor with one side still okay enough for the tiniest of the tiny demons to be there." He pointed with a finger. "I know most of you guys don't care about size and stuff, but it's a safety feature that's done quietly and I like mosh pits." That got a small smirk. "Sue me, I've been like this for a while now. Notice between the floors I have sound proofing and anti-shock panels, like I did with the lair. That'll cut down on the noise and I thought a small meeting room might go pretty well there. Especially if there's an emergency you'll want a central location to deal with it. All the windows are polarized, but on the atrium I did put the ones you can switch out. Notice I put a dark corridor behind it for the vampires. Again, for their own safety. I'd say putting notices on those doors that the windows would allow sunlight." That got a nod. "I also know we have a heavy family population so I made some family rooms and some single rooms. On top I put another bar, this one also with those nice switching panels and draw shades as an extra precaution. That way they could look up at the stars and sing like Dru, or they could be closed in during the day." He sat back, looking at him. "So?"
"I like it," he admitted. "Most of the time you only think about the single ones."
"Yeah, but if you wanted to add three levels of singles-only floors you could," Xander told him. "Or rent out the suites to the club if it's not an emergency situation. You said a bunker club."
"True." He flipped through it again, noticing Xander had signed each page. "Good work, Xander. Did you do a cost estimate?" Xander hissed. "No?"
"Yeah, and it's not pretty." He loaded that file and showed it to him. "Broken down by category and then again by floor in case you wanted to know how much adding floors would be."
He looked it over, smiling at the conservative estimates. They would cover any overages, like overtime, but everything was clearly drawn out, even the 'worker comfort' category of hiring a lunch truck and things. "Who did you talk to about the truck?"
"The same guys I had to get for the abuse shelter. I didn't want to make the guys go off property, just in case they were targeted and hurt. I asked them and they said they'd use it. It was a fairly good deal."
"It was," he agreed happily. Some of the workers had suggested that any non-downtown sites had one of those. "All right, let me submit this to the board. I told them your reasons and a few sneered until they learned who you were and why you refused to work with hell's attorneys."
"Tell someone to go over the contracts very carefully. Angel found them contracting for some work on their own building and part of the contract was that the worker's souls were forfeit after one day of work."
"Interesting. I will definitely do that." He smiled at him. "How is Throttle?"
"Doing okay. Pissed because I went out drinking with Vinnie the other night. We kinda went to a leather club and Modo got asked if he'd spank someone. I had to apologize for embarrassing the sweetie." His boss smirked at that. "Oh, Carbine's coming back later tonight. So try calling then." He winked. "She did come home happier." He stood up. "Need other stuff?"
"No, Xander. I like this. Thank you."
"You're welcome," he said proudly. "I'm even open to some changes." He nearly skipped out, heading down to his car. He found someone nosing around and tapped him on the shoulder, smirking at him. "Hi. You are?"
"With the Sun."
"Really? Do you burn a lot?"
"The newspaper, sir. Who are you?"
"Not going to be bothered. I've already got a subscription."
"I see." He looked him over, stopping when he saw the tail. "What are you then, sir?"
Xander smirked and nodded. "Come on, I'll take you to someone who can explain it all to you." The man nodded, gathering up his notes and following him. Xander tapped on his boss's door. "This nice man wanted to know what I was." He gave him a small, happy grin. "I thought you might be able to have a talk with him."
"Sure. Come on in, kid. Which paper are you with?"
"The Sun. What is he?"
"Him? He's my newest crew chief. Come into the back room, I've got a work table laid out so you can take pictures and stuff while we talk." He led him back there and slammed the door, then got him knocked out and onto the table. "Daughters?" he called. His childe and her mate came jogging in, coming to help him feast. Xander had probably meant for him to compel him or something but this was much easier and tastier in his opinion.
Xander drove back to the lair, grinning at Charley as he got out. "We've got a reporter nosing around," he said quietly. "He was trying to get into my car. I handed him to my boss."
"Enamel had a cord cut the other day," she offered quietly. "Go tell the fearless leader."
"Sure." He headed that way, heading up the ramp. "Hey, Carbine, you got in early? My boss wanted to know if you'd like to go to dinner with him. I've got his number if you need it." He went to where Throttle was reading, moving his book to make him look up. "I just handed a reporter to my boss. He was nosing around my car and asked what I was. Charley said Enamel's cord was sliced into the other day."
"That was while we were there," Vinnie reminded him. He looked at Throttle. "Do we lay low?"
"Yeah, we should," Throttle agreed. "No more going out for no reason, kids. Especially you two."
"He was nosing around before we did much of anything," Vinnie complained.
"He asked me what I was," Xander told him. "So he didn't know or he wanted verification." He sat down between them. "Momma's coming, should we take any precautions?"
"Nah, we'll just go to the park at night and things," Throttle assured him. "We've had to do this before. It'll die down in a few days. As long as your boss doesn't do something permanent to him." Xander shrugged. "Is he likely to?"
"He's a vampire, he could snack or turn him. Turning him would probably be the better option because then at least he'd be there. Either that or he's smart enough to arrange for him to show up."
"He probably is. He's fairly old," Carbine offered. Someone pounded on the door downstairs and everyone stared at each other. Since she was up she sighed and went to answer it. "Yes?" she asked the man there.
"Is there a Xander Harris here?"
"He's upstairs resting. What can I help you with?"
"Ma'am, I'm here to deliver a truck full of books and stuff. We need to know where to put them."
"Hold on. Come inside." She let him into the entryway and went to talk to Xander. "Books and things?"
He got up and went into the office, getting her the keys and address of the place he had rented. "There." He grinned. "Thanks, Carbine."
"Welcome." She went to hand them over. "Here."
"Thank you, miss." He looked her over. "We don't see many like you in LA. Mostly they have tentacles and stuff." He headed back out, going to take the truck there.
"At least he didn't say a turtle," she said as she shut the door, coming out to get the cat and put it back inside. "Don't do that." She checked before shutting the door, heading back up there. "Xander, you've got to take them to get them fixed. Even Tara and Joyce."
"They've got appointments tomorrow," he admitted quietly, glancing around. "I don't want to upset them."
"Fine. Please, soon." She flopped down, looking at the trio of mice. "Where's Modo?"
"Out for a casual ride," Throttle admitted. "He took Rimfire to have one of those talks with him about drinking and going to leather bars."
"He picked it," Vinnie and Xander said in unison.
"If it weren't for the spots, you could be twins," Carbine said dryly. "Quit that. Martians don't usually have twins."
"Really? Why not?" Xander asked.
"They're fairly rare, we're not sure why," Throttle told him.
Vinnie nodded. "There was only one set of twins in our graduating class in the main city."
"Wow." He blinked at them. "You know that there've been women down here who've had 8?" They all shuddered. "And a few cases of having 5 naturally? The larger numbers are usually fertility treatments."
"I'll have to mention that to someone," Carbine said dryly. "Just in case." She saw Xander wiggle and shook her head. "Don't even think about bouncing today, Xander."
"I'm being good!"
"He is," Throttle admitted. "He's being very good. I'd reward him but we're laying low now."
Xander leaned against his arm, yawning a bit. "Can I nap on you as a reward?"
"You didn't sleep last night so I'd expect it," he said gently, patting him on the cheek. "You rest, I'm going to read, and Vinnie can call Modo to warn him."
"Sure, Throttle, give me the hard stuff," Vinnie teased, getting up to do that. He grabbed his helmet, sliding it over his ears. "Hey, bro? Xander found someone nosing around his car. Be careful. Enamel had the same problem with his ride." Modo sent back a sigh. "Seriously."
"I understand. Recalled?"
"No, just be careful."
"Sure, bro, thanks. Tell me if Momma gets here soon." He clicked his link off.
Vinnie took off his helmet, looking at Throttle. "Why is he so down?" Throttle stroked Xander's back, giving him a long stare. "Oh." He nodded. "Understandable really." He went to hug Charley, just because. "We need to find Modo a girl," he said in her ear, making her nod and grin at him. "Got any ideas?"
"He liked Paint."
"She was kinda chilly and standoffish," Vinnie complained. "I could see him with Grip, she's calmed down a lot."
"Modo would love those kids to death," she said with a grin. He had played with the kids the whole time they were there. "Maybe among the new ones there'll be a chance."
"Maybe, but we're not getting home for a while, sweetheart." He kissed her. "Not until after graduation."
"It'll be fine," she promised, stroking his cheek. "I promise it will be, Vinnie." She stole another kiss. "Haul this out back for me," she said, kicking the trash can. "Please?"
"Sure." He hauled it back out to the dumpster, looking inside first, just in case one of the cats was in there again. What he found was a mouse. One of their mice. "Carbine!" he yelled. "Now!"
She came running out of the house, joining him to stare down at her. "Who's that?"
"That's what I was wondering."
"Lift her out." She helped steady her, checking her for vital signs. "She's weak." She carried her inside and up to the bathroom. She wouldn't put her onto the couch in her condition and a bath could help revive her. She opened the girl's eyes, finding pink ones inside. "Who are you?" she muttered, testing the water temperature. When the tub was filled deep enough she put her into there, clothes and all. Footsteps came up the stairs and Throttle was there. "We need a doc this time."
"He's on his way, Xander called him. He's out for a ride. Who is she?"
"I don't know." She looked up. "She's got pink eyes."
"So she's fully a Martian. Interesting. Maybe one of the stranded?"
"Maybe, but she's pretty small." She scooped up some water in her hand, moving to wet her head down. The person moaned and shifted. "Shh, you're safe," she said quietly. "You're safe, we're trying to clean you up a bit. There's a doctor coming." The mouse opened her eyes, staring at her. She nodded. "I'm Carbine, it'll be okay."
"You're not human."
"Neither are you, sweetling." She ran a hand over ears, earning a shudder. "You're no more human than I am."
She nodded. "I am. I know I am!" she said hysterically.
"I'm going to check on Enamel," he offered, going to do that. Modo was riding in. "Vinnie found a mouse in the dumpster. She claims she's human." He grabbed the phone but Rimfire took it and nodded behind them. He could hear Enamel's motor and put the phone back. "Thanks. You guys good?"
"Yeah, we had a good talk. Since I'm probably not going to go drinking again, it's mostly a moot point," he admitted with a grin, "but Uncle Modo had some other good points too and I'm listening to them."
"That's all I can ask," Modo promised. "Thank you, Rimfire."
"Welcome, Uncle." They got out of the way of Enamel. "Small twist today."
"Wonderful. What?" he asked as he took off his helmet.
"She thinks she's human."
"She have the eyes?" Throttle nodded. "Then we'll see." He got off and headed upstairs, smiling at the young woman. "Hi. I'm a doctor, my name is Enamel. Can I examine you?"
"You're not human either."
He picked up a hand mirror and handed it over. "That's one of the things I want to check, young one. Carbine?" She moved back but stayed close by to help. He checked her eyes, then her head. No obvious problems there. He moved down to listen to her chest, finding a slight abnormality. "She's got a small crack in her last rib," he told her, moving down to her stomach. He listened again then nodded. "She's pregnant." He looked at her. "What's the last thing you remember, sweetling?"
"Is that a name among your kind?"
"It's a light term of endearment meant to calm you down since we don't know your name," Carbine told her.
"I'm Hannah."
"Well, Hannah, that's Enamel, I'm Carbine, the tan guy you saw in the doorway a few minutes ago was Throttle."
"Am I on a space ship?"
"No, you're on Earth, in Chicago." He checked her neck, finding a small indent. "I'm going to have to snip some of your fur, Hannah. Is that okay?"
"I don't want fur!"
"That's fine. It feels like there's a chain or something embedded in your neck." He found the whole thing then checked her wrists. No marks. One of her ankles had another chain embedded. "Hannah, how old are you?"
"Sixteen. Why?"
"Because I think I have an idea, but I needed to make sure you could consent," he offered. "There's two places where things are under your skin." He touched them, letting her feel them. "I can take them out, it might give us more of a clue what was going on." She nodded, holding up her foot. "Okay. Give me ten minutes to prepare a spot. The lair still has an empty bed, right?"
"I'll give up mine," Rimfire said from the doorway. "Hi, I'm Rimfire."
"I'm Hannah. Aren't there any humans around?"
"Sure, Charley's downstairs and Dawn'll be back in a few hours," he offered with a grin. "Let me go clean my room a bit, Enamel." He went to do that, picking up the few stray pieces of clothes from earlier, tossing them into the closet. He came out and found the doctor carrying the young woman into the hallway. "In there." He got out of the way. "Need help?"
"Yeah, I need something to sedate her. I don't have any real sedatives and I'm not prepared to use what I have. It could hurt her if she's not fully Martian."
"Sure." He looked. "She doesn't have a tail."
"We'll figure it out, Rimfire. Get me some alcohol or something." He nodded, going to find something at Charley's since Throttle had found the few small bottles over here and had tossed them. He pulled out what he'd need, running the sterilizer over them. She was watching everything he did so he explained it to her. To many years as a pediatrician. "That sterilizes them."
"Why are you here?"
"I got banished." He nodded at Rimfire to hand her the bottle. "Drink some, I don't have anything that I can risk on you to knock you out. I'll be as delicate as I can, but I can't guarantee it won't hurt." He caught something coming through the door. "Why do you have demorol, Xander?"
"From Sunnydale," he said, tapping his eye. "It was a parting gift from the hospital. It's part of the medkit I carried with me when I went to find slayers." He walked off.
"I want to see that later!" he called after him. He pulled out a needle and pulled a five milligram dose, injecting it into her arm. "There, that should help a lot," he said with a gentle smile.
"You're a kid doctor, aren't you?" she asked tiredly. He nodded. "Did they banish you because you messed up?"
"More because I was trying to help too much," he said gently. "And I failed at one point." She nodded, accepting that. "Okay, I'm going to start on your ankle. I want you to be more relaxed before I do your neck. That'll hurt and bleed more." She nodded, letting him prop it on a pillow. "Rimfire, are you helping?" he asked when he realized he was still there.
"I can. I'm not that squeamish." He grabbed her ankle, holding it still while Enamel took a deep breath and started the small incision. "It's okay," he said, looking at her. "It's barely bleeding." She nodded, biting her lip. "Hurts?"
"A bit."
"If I could, I'd give you more, Hannah, but I don't want to hurt you further." He freed a link and it looked familiar, so he kept going around until he got it free, then used a pair of tin snips to cut the chain. It was dropped onto the dresser and he bandaged that cut, cleaning it thoroughly. "It should only scar a tiny bit," he promised. "It's not that wide or that deep. It may not look like more than a scratch." She smiled at that. "Okay, I'm going to do your neck." He got to work on it, making her flinch but she was holding onto Rimfire's arms while he worked. This one was loose under the skin so he only had to break it and yank it. Only one spot stuck and it came free after a second's work. He checked her over, finding a solid lump and got that too, making an incision to slide it out of. He tossed them onto the dresser and bandaged those spots. "There we go, Hannah. You rest, princess." He went to clean up and took the chains and tag with him. Once he had them cleaned off he went to present them to Throttle, who he was sure would recognize them from the time he wore one. "Karbunkles' back."
Episode 22:
Throttle looked at it, then at Xander. "Really? Did he get you with anything?"
"Not while I was awake. He shocked me a few times. He came at me with a scalpel. Unless he did it while I was knocked out."
Enamel went back down, drawing some blood to analyze. It didn't take long, Karbunkle always noted his experiments when he tampered with their DNA. He brought the results up and looked at Xander's. "I ran the sample of yours I had, it doesn't match Karbunkle's DNA twisting signature." He looked at Throttle. "Hers does."
"Cheese," Carbine muttered, flopping down. "Now what?"
"We explain it to her," Xander told her. "Otherwise she'll have to backtrack when we get there."
Carbine nodded. "Sure. We can do that." It was a good idea. She looked at Enamel. "Any other indications?"
"She was filthy in the dumpster but I couldn't tell if the grease was from there or not," Vinnie admitted. "Charley said she didn't think there should be that much grease in there."
"So that means Greaspit's back too," Xander said calmly. "How? Karbunkle was taken to Mars, right?" Carbine and Stoker both nodded. "Did he escape?" he asked Stoker. Who shook his head. "Then how did he get back?"
"Unless someone's hiding more stuff from me, I'm not sure, kid," he admitted. He looked at Carbine. "Did you hear anything?"
"No. Not in the least." She went to call someone in the administration, someone who owed her majorly. "Time." He saluted. "Thank you. We have proof of Karbunkle and Greasepit being down here." He frowned and shook his head. "We just found a recent experiment. He turned her into a full mouse."
"That's not possible. He was executed last week."
"Figure it out." He nodded, cutting the connection. She went back into the living room. "He said Karbunkle was executed last week." She sat down again, looking at the cat that had moved. "Sorry."
"Clone?" Xander asked.
"Not totally possible and how would he have changed it out?" Stoker asked.
"They found him injured in the lab and you said he only woke up partially," Throttle reminded him. Stoker had admitted that a few days later. "It's possible he had one there and waiting."
"Or that this one was the clone."
"How would you tell?"
"A lot more hair?" Xander suggested dryly. "Him changing the stuff he hated before? If so, he probably looks like a body builder and did a penis implant to give himself one."
"You're one twisted puppy, Xander, that's what I like about you," Vinnie said fondly.
Modo coughed. "Could he be behind the reporters?"
"There was enough footage of the bombs at the abuse shelter site, they could have caught me on tape," Xander noted. He ran a hand over his head. "Why did I cut off all my hair again?"
"You wanted to look more like Vinnie," Throttle said patiently.
"Really?" Vinnie asked, his ears perking up. "Thanks, bro."
"Welcome. I figure we can use it as a distraction technique some day."
Vinnie snickered, shaking his head. "Yeah, in the clubs. You'd have to dress like me."
"Or you dress like me," Xander said smugly. "The leather would look cute on you. You can wear the dark blue set with the shorts. Throttle hates them."
"That's because you look easy in them," he complained. "Focus, kids." He looked at Modo. "It's a possibility, but he could have also seen us riding around. Xander said Merle noticed a few more bikers at the holidays."
"Question, do I call Oz or Micah?"
"Micah," Throttle told him. He nodded, going to do that. "At the very least he can either get her help to accept it or figure out what she'd need to do to move on."
"If she's that fully a Martian, she could come home with us," Carbine told him.
Throttle nodded. "True, and while that's an option, I'd like to make sure she's not been mentally programmed too. That's a bit too convenient."
Carbine nodded. "Granted." Xander came out. "Anything good?"
"I talked with Max, who said Micah's on his way here anyway with a file for us." He sat down and looked at Throttle. "There's been another crash. She said your name and only your name before going into a coma. She's a kitty and she's black with tan lines."
"Aramatha?" he asked, looking at Modo. "Does that sound like her?" He nodded. "What's she doing in this part of space?"
Vinnie snorted. "She wanted you bad, bro, that's why she said your name."
"Either that or she's got information," Xander told him. "After all, if anyone knows anything down here, they'd know him as the one to go to to get stuff done. As opposed to you, who would just be on posters and calendars everywhere."
Vinnie smirked. "Thanks, little brother."
"Welcome, big brother."
"You two are making me ill," Stoker told them. They giggled. "Now I'm sure I'm not naming my kid after you, mini-punk."
"Aww, but coach," Vinnie whined. "It'll be cute!"
"He'd destroy what was left of Mars," Carbine snorted. "What name are you thinking about?"
"Jet. Possibly Asteroid. Something manly."
"Asteroid sounds like he'll either have problems sitting or he's going to have premature ejaculation problems. We'd have to send him medicine all the time so he could woo as many ladies as Anya does."
Stoker reached over to hit him but could only reach Vinnie so hit him. "Pass it on."
Vinnie smirked and pounced at Xander, who got him in the stomach and flipped him over, into the wall, which shook the fish tank. Throttle saved it from moving too much and the boys moved further out into the room to fight.
"Boys, this is a serious discussion," Carbine complained.
"Not at the moment," Xander shot back, kneeing Vinnie this time. Vinnie noogied him and Xander twisted his arm behind his back, sitting on his back. "I'm sneakier," he said fondly, smirking at him. "You don't even know what I got you for your birthday."
"Presents?" Vinnie asked, going limp. "I'll be good."
"Your birthday's not for another week, bro," Throttle said patiently. "We're not celebrating today." Vinnie pouted at him. "Tough. You can wait a week."
"With our luck it'll be in the middle of a battle." He let Vinnie flip over and sat on his stomach. "If you're really good, I'll give you *one* of them."
Vinnie beamed so Xander went down to get it, coming back with it carefully cradled in his hands. "What's that?" He sat up and took it gently. It was hard but he wasn't sure what it was. He unwrapped it, finding a box. Inside the box was a new earring, and a new blaster. "Wow! Where'd you find the earring?"
Xander flopped down beside him, taking out one of his tarnished ones and replacing it with the other one. "At the store. It'd spoil the other surprise if I told you where. Like the gun? I found it online."
"I do," he said, stroking it. He aimed it at a pillow and vaporized it. "Works good."
"Needs a charge," Throttle said.
"No, it's a new low power application," Xander told him. "Meant for up-close work like when you're next to someone and your bro is on the other side of him. That way I don't have to patch up another burn in your vest, dear."
"Fine," he said tolerantly. He smiled at the new gold in Vinnie's ear. "Feel okay?"
"Feels heavy." He stroked it and smiled. "Thanks, Xander."
"I noticed it was tarnished. I was going to let you decide to do a new hole with it or not."
"No, I switch mine out." He stroked it again, then grabbed Xander by the neck, hugging him. "You're the bestest little brother."
"Thanks. Air," he gasped. Vinnie let him go and Xander rubbed his throat. "Don't play 'choke the Xander', that's Faith's game." He coughed a few times and Vinnie gave him a real hug. "Thanks." He calmed himself so he could hug him back. "I love you too."
"Awww, are you a quad now?" Carbine teased.
Throttle looked at her. "Don't wish that on me, those two would never walk again and Charley would be too sore to sit."
Xander grinned up at him. "Promise?"
"I'll do that to you later," he assured him. "Since you're being *good* today." Xander crawled over and kissed him, making him moan. "Later, Xander."
"He's just being playful," Carbine said, waving a hand. "Let him."
"I will, but I can't play like I want to up here anyway," Throttle assured her, smirking at her. He touched antennas with Xander, shooting him a dirty thought. Which made him giggle and blush. "Behave."
"Fine." He rested against Throttle's leg, looking at Vinnie's ear. "That bottom one needs cleaned, Vinnie."
"I'll clean my old one and switch them around tonight," he promised.
"Good, because you've got white crud built up behind that bottom one." He nudged him with his foot. "Alcohol is a good thing."
"When are we doing his first one?" Vinnie asked.
"Never."
"When he gets his first bike, the same as you did," Throttle said overtop of him. "It's a rite of passage."
Enamel rubbed his ears. "I let mine grow over long ago," he admitted when Xander looked at him. "To be a surgeon, you have to take them out and clear your ears too. It was a hassle and I let it go."
"You should get them reopened since you're not doing that full time anymore," he said gently. "You like to bike."
"I do." He shrugged. "I'm considering it. I used to be a lot more wild in my youth." Stoker groaned. "Oh, shut it."
"I moved wrong."
"You slept wrong since you didn't have a snuggly chest to curl up on," Xander corrected. Stoker nodded. "Then go home. You're supposed to be there with her."
"Duty has to come before family sometimes," Throttle reminded him.
"Yeah, but Stoker can delegate," Xander pointed out. "Or bring her with him. If he wants privacy he'll just have to tell her it's dangerous."
"Heard from my wife, mini-punk?"
"Yeah, and she was crying because you obviously don't love her and she's only a baby factory to you." Stoker looked at him. "A quote. Some of the other women have gotten onto her about you leaving her like that. They're trying to get her to move on."
"Fat chance," he said darkly. "I'll talk with her later. I'm headed home in a few days anyway." He got comfortable in his chair. "Can't you two play nicely or something to break the boredom?"
Xander turned on the tv, handing him the remote. "Here you go."
"Thanks, mindless entertainment." He flipped through the channels, landing on the sports channels longest. "What game is that?"
Throttle looked. "Basketball, coach." He watched as it changed. "Hockey. Football. Golf, boring. Eeeh, an old boxing match. Why do we get ESPN Classics, Xander?"
"It's part of the package."
"Oh." They moved on. "Put it on 23 and leave it there." He did so and the radio station went on.
"That's no fun to watch."
"Then turn it back to hockey, you'll at least get a few fights," Xander offered. "Or to a talk show. Jerry was on."
"That's foul, nasty, cheap stuff," Modo complained. "The worst terrans doing some of the worst things to each other's mates and lovers."
Stoker turned it to that, he needed a decent laugh.
"Why is the guy wearing a diaper trying to make out with the hot chick?" Rimfire asked, sounding quite confused.
"They're just like that," Vinnie said, watching it. "It's mindless entertainment with a few brawls."
"Taped here in the city," Xander said dryly. The commercial came on and the message to call them if you 'were abducted by aliens and wanted to explain it to your loved ones' came over. Xander grinned at Throttle, who shook his head. "No?"
"No. Don't even think about it."
"Fine, spoil my fun." He stole a quick kiss.
"Those types of fun are dangerous. They get us more reporters." He smiled as Charley came up the ramp with a bag of goodies. "What'cha got?"
"Rootbeer's in the car." She handed him a newspaper, one of the trash rags by the checkout lines. "I think they saw someone." She went to put the other stuff up. She was in a fussing mood.
Throttle looked at the front cover of him. "Tell us who this is and get five grand," he read, then moaned, handing it to Stoker, who looked at it then turned to the article. "Do they have other pictures?"
"Yeah. They caught Modo." He looked up at him, showing him the picture, earning a sigh and a head shake. "When was that?"
"Probably the year we landed. I wasn't exactly groomed then."
"Point," he admitted, going back to the article. "It's from a 'source' who said they saw you at the scoreboard in Quigley. Said he used to bring you guys food, and that you were nice enough to pay for it because you were a gentle giant gerbil." He snickered. "Some people need to go back to biology."
"That's what I first thought too," Charley admitted. She looked at her man. "New earring?"
"Early birthday present," he said smugly. "Little brother got me that and a gun." He stroked it and grinned at her. "I'll let you use if it you want. It's low powered."
"No, don't do that," Stoker warned. "The first or second mood swing she'll use it on you. I speak from experience." He got up to call his wife. He'd have to deal with those supposed friends of hers when he got back.
Enamel looked at Charley. "You look healthy. Feeling okay?"
She nodded. "More or less. I hate yogurt and I keep wanting it."
"Drink more milk and eat more cheese."
"Oh, calcium?"
"And iron," he agreed. "Very normal for both species. I asked Grip, she said she craved honey too." He smirked at her. "I head from her this morning. First day of school and the twins got kicked out." Everyone stared at him so he smirked. "Male teacher, and Ajax went in for a *long* cuddle. When he freaked, the other one offered him his mother so that he could get better female cuddles because breasts were nice and he was going to have a harem some day. He kissed one of the girls, who slapped him, and fell instantly in love."
"Man, I thought my first day was bad," Vinnie complained, but he was grinning. "The teacher said I wasn't cute and that I was to be fed to the sand monsters if I didn't sit still."
"Did you hand her an autographed copy of that calendar?" Carbine asked sarcastically.
"No, but my mother offered her one. So she told my mother my handwriting was worse than kids who have to write with their tails because they have no fingers."
Xander nudged him. "Willow's first day of school, she walked in and told the teacher she could leave because she was there."
Throttle groaned, shaking his head. "It's always the quiet ones."
"Then why is Vincent always in trouble?" Stoker asked, as he came back to finish the article. "This guy was apparently stalking you."
"I wonder if it's the same guy as this morning," Xander said.
"This morning?" Enamel asked.
"Some guy was trying to get into my car. I let my boss have a discussion with him after he asked what I was."
"I'm sure it'll be fine," Carbine said smoothly, standing up. "Any idea when Micah's coming?"
"Nope. He was on a plane as far as Lorne knew." He grinned up at his mate. "I still say we should go on the show. Tell them that we were human."
"I'm an immigrant, honey. That'd be pretty clear the first time I opened my mouth."
"I'm not."
"No, Xander." He looked down at him. "Put in a tape or something. You need to calm down."
"Fine." He went to get a tape, finding an unmarked case. He held it up. "What's this one? Did we rent and forget to give it back?" He popped it open, looking at the blank tape. "There's no label." He looked around. "Anyone wanna claim responsibility for this one?"
Throttle considered it. He had gotten the tapes off that guy in Texas for a reasonable fee. But those were locked downstairs. He looked at it, then shrugged. "Um, that place in Texas, I did get a tape from them, but those are all downstairs."
Xander weighed it in his hand, staring at Throttle. "You're sure?"
"Unless Dawn broke into them because she wanted to watch you dance."
"I want to see that one," Carbine said. "I'm still thinking he can't dance."
"Oh yes he can," Vinnie sighed. "Very well. Talk about a club tease. He's a club taunt."
Carbine snatched the tape and stuck it into the machine, then turned it on. "Someone change it to the right channel."
Throttle sighed but did so. He looked at Modo. "You'll be embarrassed."
"Probably," he agreed, staying where he was, smirking at him. "Just a dance?" Throttle shook his head. "Rimfire, go downstairs."
"I wanna see," he complained. "I'm not a baby, I've been to a bachelor party."
Carbine rewound the tape since it was at the end, then flopped down in front of the tv to watch it. It stopped rewinding and she hit play, watching as the duo came in, Throttle went to the bathroom, then Xander went to the bathroom. "Turn it up, I can't hear anything."
"That's because you don't need to," Throttle complained, bright red now. He looked down at Xander and shrugged. "Sorry."
"Not your fault. A certain brunette is going to get my foot up her ass." He rested his head on Throttle's thigh, watching himself dance. "I'm much better than I used to be." He kicked Vinnie. "Quit drooling on your pants, drool on your girl." He pulled Charley into his lap, nuzzling her. She was staring in fascinated horror too. Xander smirked as Throttle pounced him, grinning up at him on the tape.
"Now I know why the radio was stuck on," Vinnie said dryly.
"Glad I missed that." Stoker put the magazine in front of his face. He didn't want to see that. He really didn't want to see that.
Carbine whimpered, pointing and looking back at Throttle. "When did you learn that?"
"You said you wouldn't do that position," he said with a shrug. Modo moaned but couldn't look away. He nudged him, and the one-eyed gentle man looked at him. "Don't watch, it's going to get worse. Xander's got some ...ideas."
"He's very creative," Charley agreed. "He tells me whenever I ask."
"I liked that thing the other night," he whispered in her ear. "I wouldn't mind doing it again if you're not busy."
"It's lunchtime and I told them to come knock over here on the sign." She kissed him gently. "After work."
"Sure," he agreed with a grin. He shivered as the picture shifted and Xander was now teasing Throttle's antennas with his tongue.
Stoker dropped the paper. "You can do that?"
"Feels incredible," Vinnie admitted.
"Mmm," Throttle agreed, lips pressed shut. "Haven't you seen enough, Carbine? He's not dancing." She continued to sit there, staring in open-mouth, drooling, shock and awe. "Carbine!" he snapped. "Turn it off!"
Rimfire walked over and flipped off the tv. "I now have some mental images I didn't need, but it's very informational. He should do a sex talk show on Mars." He headed down to the bathroom, glancing in at Hannah, who was still sleeping. Then he locked the doors in the bathroom and calmed himself down the old fashioned way. He'd have to teach Dawn those tricks.
Carbine was still staring blankly at the tv, drool slightly coming out of the corner of her mouth. "I think she's broken," Xander said gently.
"Sell those, make a few more million," Charley teased, grinning at Xander, who blushed and hid his face. "What? You have others?" He squeaked a 'don't ask, don't tell' and hid his face further.
"Anya submitted to a few online places," Vinnie told her. He kissed her again, shifting her so she was straddling his hips. "There, much nicer." He kissed her again. "Love ya, sweetheart. No tapes, right?"
"I'm not one to perform," she teased back, poking the end of his nose. "You're the one who wants to be stared at."
"Not like that," he assured her.
"Toooo laaaattttteee," Stoker drawled. "Remember Strychnine?" Vinnie shuddered. "There's two somewhere."
"Yeah, well, she got what she wanted," Vinnie said bitterly. "She wanted some tail and she got some tail. Charley girl is much sweeter and better for me. She'd never sell unauthorized photos of me." She kissed him and he moaned, gripping her waist. "Sweetheart, lunch?"
"I am eating." She kissed him again. He picked her up and went into the guest room, using his tail to slam the door. She was on the bed and had one of his antenna in her mouth before he could do more than breathe.
Throttle looked at Xander, stroking his back. "I liked it," he assured him. "Good camera angles."
Xander looked up at him. "Usually that's my sort of line. Are you being naughty?"
"I try sometimes," he offered with a smirk. "Wanna take a nap too?"
"That didn't make me want to nap," Xander told him.
"Or other things. That way Carbine and Stoker can calm themselves down." Xander got up and hauled him up and down the ramp to their room. He laid down and stretched his arms above his head. "Nice choice, babe. I could use a bit of tying up."
Stoker kicked at Carbine, ruffling her hair since he wasn't close enough. "Hey. Carbine." He looked at Modo, who went into the bathroom and locked the door. Then at Enamel who walked out muttering about chains and collars and leashes and he'd stop that. That just made him shake his head though. Xander wasn't one of those sorta guys. He got up and walked around to close her mouth, tipping her face up. "Go for a long ride, Carbine," he said quietly. "Have fun."
"B...bb...bbb.bbbbut."
"No. Go for a long ride, Carbine. Get it out of your system. Remember, you've got to work with the guy." She nodded, getting up to find her bike and go for a drive. Stoker went back to see if his wife was home yet. She smiled, looking down at their eating daughter. "You missed it. You can't pick on Carbine anymore for wanting to see Xander dance. He did it in Texas and it was caught on tape." She giggled. "Don't pick on her about it, babe. She's fairly shocked." He grinned at her. "You know, once you have the baby, you're coming on all these stupid trips. That way I can get to know little Jet." She shook her head, smirking at him. "Asteroid?"
"Then he'll never be more than a passing fancy," she told him, smirking at him.
"That's a better joke than Xander's." He swished his mechanical tail. "I'm not naming him after Xander."
"We could name him after Vinnie or Charley."
"He's got his own coming in a few months," he reminded her.
"How about after the band that sings that song you sing to me when I can't get to sleep? Or even after someone you like. You could name him after Throttle or Modo."
"That'd insult the other two," he pointed out gently. "We could name him after your dad."
She blushed. "No thanks. My dad's presently throwing fits. He was on one of the newly released ships." He winced. "You might want to tell Carbine she's in for a hell of a welcoming committee."
"She probably talked to him en route," he offered gently. "What did he do?"
"Called you a child molester and things." She smirked at him. "I kicked him in the shin for you and banned him from the house."
"Good. Can you do it to some of those brats who keep trying to break us up?"
"I still say they're just jealous and want you for themselves," she said with a gentle smile. Anya belched. "Manners, young lady. Manners. Your daddy is watching." She sat the baby up, letting her see her father. "See, there he is," she said, pointing at the screen. "Say hi."
Anya babbled and waved at him, making him grin. "You're adorable," he said fondly. He heard the door slam. "I'm the only one up," he called. Micah walked in. "Hey. Baby Anya and mommy."
"Hey, Switch. Hi, Anya," he said with a fond smile. "Hopefully I'll be able to send him back in a few days and Carbine can do the rest."
"Thank you, Micah." In the background you could hear someone pounding on the door. "Hold on." She put the baby down and went to look out the door, you could just see it in the screen. She tied her top back into place, opening it. "Father. What did you want?"
"I want to see you, daughter."
"Now you have. Go."
"Can't we start over?"
"You called the man *I* chose a horrible name, father. I love my man. I loved him enough to run away from Carbine to go to him. I love him enough to be carrying a son for him." He looked stunned. "So, either your attitude changes or you can leave and never come back." She walked back over, picking Anya up to cuddle her. "Say hi, daddy, Anya."
Stoker grinned at her. "I'll be home in a few days. As Xander pointed out, I can delegate until after the birth and I can bring you with me, babe."
"Thanks," she said with a sweet grin. "Are there problems, Micah?" Stoker handed him the newspaper.
"Apparently two of them," he admitted, looking at the file. He handed over the picture. "She look familiar?"
"Yeah, she was an external joiner, she and Throttle worked on a few plans together. She was a great strategist." He handed it back, frowning up at him. "She okay?"
"She's awake and demanding to talk to Throttle. I don't know why."
"Carbine found a tape of Xander dancing for Throttle in Texas that he," he coughed, "confiscated from the hotel. Everyone's off doing their own thing." Micah nodded wisely while Switch giggled. He winked at her. "I'll be home in a few days."
"You'd do that to her while she's pregnant?"
"The doctors said it's perfectly fine," Switch sighed. "Daddy, let's move out of the dark ages. I'm legal. I was when I ran to be with him. I waited to run to be with him until after I was legal. I'm going to enjoy my mate's body at least three times a day, each and every day, until the day one of us dies." He looked stunned. "He enjoys my playful streak and I enjoy teasing his back into the light of day." She looked at Micah. "Can you send him home with a Windows 2000 tech guide? I was told to ask." He nodded. "Cool. Also, we stuffed a list into his bag."
"I got it already. Most of it's not a problem, but a few things are fairly costly and stuff. Those we'd have to work out a trade agreement for." She nodded. "Who's doing that?"
"We don't have a full council anymore. The riots took all but two of them. There was a planet-wide election and we managed to get two more seated but there's a recount for the final seat. One's a seclusionist and the other's a well-decorated veteran. They'd probably have to talk to you in person."
"Either way is fine with me," Micah agreed. "If I have to come up, I'll gladly do that and bring Dawn and Xander with everyone else here. That way certain mothers could meet mates."
She grinned. "Too late. Throttle and Modo's mother were both on a ship that left today." She winked at her mate. "Throttle's mother was fidgeting. She's nervous about meeting him."
"I like the mini-punk, he makes Throttle playful, the same way you do me, but in an emergency there's almost no one I'd rather have at my back. He's creative, talented, and skilled in strategy. That whole 'guard ship' issue on the way back was him." He blew a kiss. "I'll let you get back to it while we talk boring stuff. I'll be here until I leave. If anyone needs to talk to us, like the council, have them call and ask." She grinned, her nose wrinkling a bit. "Good girl. I'll work on that name, I promise." She nodded and cut the connection from her side. He held up a finger, putting a call out for Modo's mother's ship. She came up but it was staticky. "I need to know how long to keep everyone here, Momma. There's some naughtiness today."
"Two white mice together? I'm not surprised," she said fondly. "How's the group?"
"Just fine. Grown by one. How long do you think?"
"Probably another four hours. We're about to the heliosphere." He nodded. "Behave and be safe until we get there." She glanced at the woman beside her. "Throttle is doing what?"
"Having sex. Carbine found a tape of Xander dancing for his mate."
"Ah." She smiled. "That's fine, Stoker. I'll see you in a few hours." She cut the connection.
Stoker looked at Micah. "We found a female in a dumpster earlier, fully Martian, with Karbunkle's ID tags and DNA twister sequence."
"Interesting. He escape?" He shook his head. "The execution took place and it's still going on?"
"Xander was thinking a clone."
"Could he?"
"Possibly," he admitted. "We're not sure. We lost way too much in the past." He got up and led the way into the living room, finding Modo on his bed, so he led him into the study. "Xander upgraded."
"I can see that," he said, staring at the nice setup. He noticed the external hard drive sitting beside the desk. "I'm sending them stuff to process." Stoker chuckled. He sat down across from him, handing over that folder. "I need to know what you want done with her."
"You could probably bring her here. She was a trusted ally. Or he could fly out there so Xander doesn't have to kill her for flirting. She's just the sort." Micah nodded. "That might be better."
"Sure. I can authorize that. What about the paper?"
"Some guy who used to work at Quigley tattling."
"Hmm. Fine. I can handle that, it's a gossip rag that's always going on about aliens."
"Xander wanted to go on that tv show with the odd terrans because they were asking about people who were abducted by aliens."
"Springer? Not the best choice to announce yourself on. It's *entertaining* but trash."
"Yeah, I noticed that earlier," he agreed dryly. "The girl downstair's name is Hannah. I don't know anything else. Her tags mark her as being fairly recently done. He sequentially numbers them."
"Handy of him."
Stoker nodded. "Keeps his notes in order too." He leaned back, hearing footsteps. "Come on in here, honey. I'm talking to the man who can help you most." Hannah walked back there to join them. "Hanna, this is Micah. He's the guy who guards our presence down here."
"Hi," he said, holding out a hand. She shook it like an earth girl, with a firm grip. "Go ahead and sit. Stoker, hand me some paper." He nodded, tossing over a notebook. Micah looked for a blank page then delicately handed it back. "I think that's a private journal of Meg's." Stoker looked and blushed, putting it back and getting some loose paper and a pen. "Thanks." He looked at her. "Hannah with two 'n's and an ending 'h'?" She nodded. "Do you remember your last name?"
"Kyle." He wrote that down. "I'm from Pennsylvania, from by Dutch Country." He wrote that down too. She patted herself down. "My wallet's missing and I don't know my social security number, sir."
"It's just Micah, Hanna." He grinned at her. "Do you know your parent's phone number?" She nodded, writing it down with their address. "Thanks. I'll call them later and tell them that we've found you and that we're taking you for mental evaluation because it looks like you may have been hurt, but that you're fine. I'll even let you talk to them." She nodded. "Now, do you remember anything about what happened between your last day at home and ending up here?"
She sniffled. "Bits and pieces." Stoker handed her the box of tissues. "Thank you. You're very nice for being aliens, but I want to be a normal girl again."
"If we could reverse it, we would," Micah said gently. "I'm not sure what we can do yet." She nodded, sniffling some more. "Good girl. Now, I'll need a full report to get the bastards who did this to you." He saw Vinnie come in and give her a hug. "She's fine."
"Coming out of a lab like that made even me cry, Micah." He tipped her face up. "It's up to you where you go after this. Don't let anyone, even your parents, tell you differently." She nodded, swallowing up at him. "We'll have to check to make sure he didn't do stuff to your mind first, but there's a whole planet of people just like us." She nodded, starting to cry. "You're more than welcome up there once you're cleared."
"I've got it, Vincent," Stoker said gently. He nodded. "Keep everyone here tonight."
"I didn't think we were going to go to the clubs with that paper being out." He grimaced. "Pity, I could use some good stress relief. Charley girl's asleep again." He heard a footstep and grinned, walking out to smirk at Dawn. "You're home early." He tipped her face up, noticing the fat lip and the bruises around her throat. "What happened?"
"Bitch patrol." She pulled her face away. "The Headmistress had to suspend me because I nearly killed the girl who was trying to stab me, but by then the bruises should be gone. She gave me a lift home. She said she didn't blame me and she's not putting it into my records." She heard Micah talking and nodded. "Crisis?"
"Little ones together. Rimfire was down in the bathroom last I knew."
"He's snoring in my room." She took off her sweater and walked into the study, making Stoker hiss and stand up. "Bitch patrol struck again." She looked at Micah. "One of them tried to stab me."
He looked up at her, moving her collar to see the bruises around her neck. "I'm not blaming you, Dawn. I know you'd only protect yourself. How long?"
"A week. I nearly killed her." She sat down, noticing the new mouse. "Hey, I'm Dawn. I'm Xander's adopted daughter. He's gonna throw a bloody fit."
"Not on you," Micah said, giving her a gentle hug around the shoulders. "You need medical?"
"Nah, I need a few ice packs. They jumped me in gym." She swallowed with some effort and put her head back up. "We were playing soccer inside and one of them grabbed by hair. Another one took a swing, and the third one pounced before I could stop her. She pulled a knife while the others kept the students from breaking in. Phil managed to get through and kicked the knife away. So she choked me instead. That one I broke and I nearly snapped her neck. I wanted to bad," she sighed, shaking her head.
"It's an instinctive response to kill the threat," Stoker told her. "I have to train guys every day to use it to their advantage." He stroked over the bruise on her cheek. "Where are they?"
"Phil took on one and she's headed to the ER with a broken arm and possibly a crack in her hip bone. I got the one who was strangling me and the other one jumped me so I crushed her, Stoker. I slammed her head on the floor a few times and I hit her in the middle of the chest. She's going to the ER for broken ribs and a broken cheekbone and I'm not sorry."
"You shouldn't be," Micah promised. "I'm going to be taking some pictures."
"The Headmistress did too. I had to point out one wasn't a bruise from then, it was a hickey, and that got the first smile that day. I don't know what's wrong with them. It's like it's that time of the moon cycle and they're werewolves or something. The same thing every month."
"You might ask Oz," Stoker offered gently. She nodded, swallowing again. "Vinnie, get her something for the pain and some ice packs." He carried those in with a can of regular soda. "Where's the camera?"
"The new digital one is in the desk. I opened it and stuck it up on the shelf but Oz moved it."
"Thanks, Vinnie." Micah looked at him. "You might want to interrupt the duo if they're done."
"No, it's okay. They'll find out soon enough." She took the pills and grabbed the ice packs. "I'm going to curl up on Rimfire. If that's okay?"
"I'm not going to say anything unless you two get loud," Vinnie said gently. "I like him, he's a standup guy." She gave him a small grin then winced as he lip split open again. "Come on, I'll walk you down so you don't trip." He walked her down the stairs, listening to Xander and Throttle go at it. "I'll tell 'em when they get up. You rest." She nodded, sliding into her room.
"Who the cheese did that to you?" Rimfire demanded.
"Bitch patrol." She closed her door, curling up next to him. "Here, you can help me ice stuff." He took them from her, putting them where they were needed, including her knuckles. He kissed her gently and held her while she shivered and cried, soothing her.
Vinnie listened to Throttle as he came with a bellow, pretty clear what he was doing unless Xander just bit him deeply, then sighed. He waited until he heard the gentle talking start then counted to ten, just in case they needed to hide anything. He stepped forward and tapped gently on the door.
"What?" Throttle called, sounding cranky.
Vinnie opened the door, sticking his head in. "Dawn got trashed at school. She's got massive bruises. She got suspended as a formality but she's not in trouble." Xander started to get up but the straps around his wrist stopped him. Vinnie grinned at him. "Sorry to interrupt."
"Not an issue. She's okay?"
Vinnie nodded. "Yeah, she'll be fine. Phil stopped the girl from stabbing her and she was choked. Looks like she's got some swelling. I gave some pain killers and ice packs."
"No, she goes to the ER and she goes now," Xander said firmly.
Vinnie nodded. "I'll take her personally. Micah wanted pictures in case this came back to hurt her."
"Oh, those girls' asses are mine," Xander assured him. "Them, their parents, and their parent's wallets are going to be begging for mercy by the time I'm done." Throttle released him and he got up, grabbing a bathrobe to go next door and check on her. He found Rimfire holding her and nodded that it was fine. He moved her hair out of his way. "Dawn, you're going to the ER. That's more than an ice pack injury." She looked up at him. "It is. I want you to go."
"But..."
"No buts." He stood up. "I'll take you myself I have to."
"I said I've got it," Vinnie admitted.
"No, I've got it. I've got authority to treat so they'd have to call me anyway." He went back to his room, going to put on his fighting leathers, because he needed the mental boost past his anger, then grabbed his keys and his wallet, going to gather her. "Come on, baby." He led her up to the car and to the local hospital. The other girls were still in there, he could hear the whiny brats saying it was all her fault. He looked at the nurse. "Those whiny bitches tried to kill her. She's having problems swallowing and I'm told there was a knife earlier. Is the headmistress still here?" She nodded. "Thank you. Here, take her. She needs it." The nurse led her back to the other side of the ward. Xander looked over as a parent sneered at him. "I'd stop it before I smack that bitch grin off your face," he warned. "If one of your daughters did that to Dawn, you're going to be begging for mercy." He looked over as the headmistress came out. "What happened?"
"I don't know why they keep attacking her each month, Xander," she said quietly. "Is she okay? She said she wanted to go home."
"She can't swallow. That's not okay." He crossed his arms as the two girls were led out. "I've had enough. I want them arrested and I want them arrested now." The headmistress nodded, going to tell the parents that. He glared at one mother, who was nearly whimpering. "You're damn lucky I taught Dawn to defend herself or this would have been homicide months ago." He looked over as a cop walked in, nodding politely at him. "These two and one other one took on my adopted daughter."
"She's a whore," one girl spat.
"Really? Because she was a virgin until recently." The girl looked stunned. "She saw something worth waiting for. You probably didn't." He looked at the cop. "My adopted daughter, Dawn Summers, has been attacked by these two and their friend since the first day of school. This is the second time she's been suspended for having to defend herself, which I don't disagree with. The rules state no fighting and she did. It gave us a chance to patch her up." He looked at the headmistress. "You'll be handing over your files?" She nodded. "Thank you. The third?"
"Already in jail for the dagger," she admitted.
"Same case?" the cop asked. She nodded. "These are the other two attackers that the boy Phil mentioned?" She nodded again. "Good, then we have a warrant for their arrest on conspiracy to commit homicide, attempted homicide in the first degree, and carrying illegal weapons into the school." The parents gasped. "We checked their lockers, they had other weapons. There was another knife and there was a short sword and there was a handgun I believe." He checked his notes. "A Browning nine-mil." He looked at the parents. "Anyone want to claim those items?"
"The Browning may be mine," one father said, glaring at Xander. "You'd do that to my daughter?"
Xander went into the room where Dawn was and picked her up, carrying her back. "Take a good look at what your daughter did." The father flinched and most of the parents did too. He saw that same sneering mother. "She in on this or just sneering?"
"No, her son was brought in for a burn, sir," a nurse said gently. "May we have her back?" He nodded, letting her have Dawn back.
Xander looked at the cop, who was patting himself down. "Camera?"
"Yes, sir." He found it and held it up. "I'll have to take pictures."
"She'll allow it." He nodded, going in there. "I hope like hell your daughters learn from this or get whatever mental help they need. It's obvious something's wrong." More cops came in and took the daughters away. Xander went back to sit beside Dawn, watching as the pictures were taken. "Do you have any that I shouldn't see?" he asked calmly. She nodded. "Where?"
"Stomach." She moved her shirt and lowered her skirt's waistband. The cop put a ruler next to it and took a picture. "There's one in the middle of my back too. They threw the soccer ball at me when I got up to defend myself against the next one."
"That's fine, Miss Summers. You're how old?"
"Seventeen. I was defending myself."
"I know, ma'am. Those sort of bruises don't come from playful swatting." He looked at Xander, raising an eyebrow. "Where do I know you from?"
"I'm one of the crew leads for MIB Concepts. I was doing that abuse shelter." He nodded, going back to the picture taking. "Do you need forensics?"
"No, sir. We're good on that. This should be enough to at least make them plea and get some help. I don't know what this is." He took another picture of her face, then put the camera away. "Okay. I'll need a statement. Do you want him here for this, Miss Summers?"
"Yeah, I trust him. That's why I ran away to him and had him adopt me. Please don't tell my sister, she'll try something again." She looked over as a social worker was led in. "Hey, again."
"Hey," Xander agreed, nodding at her. "School brats."
"I knew it wasn't you." She stroked the girl's face. "Are you all right?" She shook her head, starting to cry.
"Shh, you let it out. It's all right. Each and every time I'm threatened that way I break down too," he crooned, holding her as best he could. "Shh, we'll go home soon and I'll tell Wesley personally so he makes sure she knows it was at school and handled." She nodded, turning to hug him. "Shh, baby. I've got you," he soothed. "It's all okay now. I had the bitches arrested for you. They're going to go to hell before I let them touch you again. They're going to start begging for mercy soon and I'm going to laugh for a long while before I let up." She sniffled and nodded, so he helped her lay back down again. "There you go, baby." He stroked her hair and wiped her cheeks off for her. "Go ahead, officer. Before she can go to sleep."
He nodded, pulling over a stool. "Miss Summers. I have a report already, I need your side of the story."
She nodded, sitting up with some help once she moved. "I was in gym class. We were playing soccer inside." He turned on a tape recorder and took down the first few lines. She sniffled and took a tissue from the nurse.
***
Modo smiled as his mother came up the ramp, jumping up to hug her. "Momma." He grinned at the woman behind her, nodding to the table. "Momma, you need to baby Dawn. Some girls at school have been picking on her. They nearly killed her today. She still can't swallow very well."
"That poor baby! Where is she?" She went looking for her, finding her in her bed being babied by Rimfire. "Well, she's in good hands," she said with a smile. She gave her a kiss on the cheek and a hug. "You poor thing. Are you okay?"
"Jello sucks but I can't swallow," she said hoarsely. She grinned at Rimfire. "He's making it better though."
"Then you can have him all you want, princess." She tucked her in and fussed for a few more minutes. "Would some pudding help?" She shook her head. "Can't swallow that either?" She shook her head again. "Then I'll make you some special soup, Dawnie. Give Momma a few hours." She kissed her on the forehead, then kissed Rimfire on his. "Come upstairs once she's asleep. We've got another visitor." He nodded and grinned so she bustled off to start that soup.
Upstairs, Throttle was staring at his mother, who looked really old. "Momma?" he asked finally. She nodded patiently. He got up an hugged her. "Hi, Momma. Welcome to our present lair." He looked around, seeing Xander ducked down and eating, chuckling a bit. "Momma, did Modo's momma give you any news?"
"She did and I wanted to see this human." She looked at Micah. "You don't look the same."
"That's because I changed," Xander admitted, wiping his mouth and getting up to grin at her. "Hi."
"You're a mouse?"
"I didn't used to be. Somehow it happened."
She gave him a hug. "That just makes me like you all the more, you changed for my baby boy." She kissed him on the cheek. "Sit, eat. You're both too skinny, you can see every muscle in your bodies." She swatted them gently and went into the kitchen, finding Modo's mother and Charley in there. She looked at the girl. "Are you carrying a kit?" Charley nodded, grinning at her. "Then you'd be Vinnie's girl." She gave her a hug. "I'm very happy for you, dear. It takes a special and strong woman to love that one." She looked at the pot. "Soup?"
"Dawn got trashed at school by a few girls. She can't swallow," Charley told her. "She's in her room with Rimfire dancing attendance on her."
"That poor thing! Why did they attack her?" Charley shrugged. "No real reason?"
"Xander thinks they're part of a cult who is against Dawn because she's a strong young woman. Either that or they hate the fact that she's pretty, she rides my bike to school sometimes, or that she has Rimfire on her arm." Momma grinned at that. "You're Throttle's mom, right?" She nodded, grinning at her. She leaned closer. "Don't worry, Vinnie and Xander aren't *really* related, it's just really close to it." She snickered, swatting her gently. "He's a nice guy. Very fun loving but very serious in a crisis. He and Vinnie got hyped on caffeine and went to take down the tower a few days ago."
"Good on them," Throttle's mom said with a bright grin. "I like this boy more and more. He makes my son have fun again and he helps Vinnie stay sane." She helped by adding some stuff to the soup. "You need that for her bruises to heal faster."
"Fine," Modo's mother agreed gently, smiling at her friend. "Charley girl, go sit. You shouldn't be on your feet."
"The baby's barely visible with a viewing thing." She was walked out and handed to Vinnie, who pulled her full plate over so she could eat from his lap. "I'm fine."
"Yes, you are," Vinnie teased, making her blush. "Nearly as fine as I am." She pinched him but chuckled and started to eat. He glanced at Xander and kicked him under the table. "It's cool, bro. She'd have said so if it wasn't."
"Eat, boys," Throttle's mother called.
"We are, momma," Throttle called back, digging in again. "He's right," he said quietly, eating another bite. He dug out some potatoes for Xander and put them onto his plate. "There, eat. You'll need those carbs later."
Micah chuckled. "I can get a hotel if necessary."
"No, you can take my bed," Vinnie assured him. "Hannah can have Charley's spare room?" She nodded, eating another bite. "That leaves the couch for Stoker and the guest room for the mothers." Throttle nodded, liking that idea.
"We can sleep on the ship."
"Do not argue with us, mom, you're staying here," Xander called. "I've seen some of those ships, they're uncomfy and always too hot. If it's good enough for Switch to give birth in, you can both stay in there." She laughed and came out to hug him. "Besides, you need to spend time with your son and I'm going to be busy in the office now and then." He patted her on the arm, trying to get free. "It's okay, I promise."
She let him go. "Sorry you're not used to being cuddled, baby, and I understand that. It'll be okay. You'll learn."
"That's okay."
"Momma, he had some horrible parents," Throttle told her. "Plus he's an orphan now. They died when his town was sucked into a portal to hell."
"They're dead?" Vinnie asked. Xander nodded. "Why?"
"They refused to leave. They said it was nothing important and went back to watching the God channel." He shrugged. "We tried to force them to go and they refused." He dug back into his dinner.
Throttle saw his mother's calculating look and shook his head subtly. She let it go for now.
"I'll give you some of my cousins," Vinnie offered with a bright grin. "They'd fuss you to death."
"Eww, no thanks. I get enough of that, thanks though."
"Some people you simply can't fuss over," Momma agreed as she came out of the kitchen and hugged Xander quickly before moving onto Vinnie. "You're one of them because it only swells your head bigger than your tail."
"My tail isn't swollen," he complained. "It's very slim and very strong." Charley nodded so he stroked her back. "Besides, she likes my tail like this."
"She must to put up with your ego, bro," Modo teased. "How long are you in for, Momma?"
"However long I feel like. I'm tired of those tail pipe suckers running the Council. Can't get 'em to agree on anything. If a fishead were to come back today, they couldn't agree to blow him away." She patted him and gave him another hug. "Carbine's got an easier lot when she comes back, her boyfriend got elected." She went back into the kitchen.
"She's dating?" Throttle asked his mother.
She nodded. "Pistol." He shuddered. "They're a lot alike in many ways, son. Don't begrudge her that happiness." She stroked his hair. "You need to grow it out again." She looked at the table. "No hotdogs?" Everyone pointed at Xander, who shrugged. "Are you being pushy?"
"One meal out of every nine," he said dryly, grinning at her. "I can't eat hotdogs so this saves me from burger overexposure." She chuckled and gave him a gentle pat then went back to help in the kitchen, taking something out of the oven and going to put it on the table. Xander looked and got up, taking that to put it back into the oven. "Sorry, not done yet. It's for Vinnie's birthday in a few days." He turned back on the oven. "When it's done, that timer will go off. I'll come and handle it. You relax. You just got here. Relax, talk with your son, see how horrible I really am." She smiled and patted him on the face. He went back to his dinner. She checked the cake, pressing on it, then picked up a waiting toothpick, testing it. She put it back on top of the stove and turned off the oven. Then she got to work helping with the soup. "Will she be able to eat those?"
"No, but she'll make Rimfire eat. He'll not eat until she's out of that bed, I know him too well. This'll give him what he needs too." They shared a smile and worked together. The beeper went off. "I've got it, Xander. Eat."
"Thanks, Momma."
"Welcome, dear."
"He really used to be a human?" She nodded. "Why did he change?"
"No one's sure," Modo's mother offered. "All I know is that he's slowly changing into an adult mouse. He's got the same skills as a mouse who's a few years old."
Throttle stuck his head into the kitchen. "Mommas, you're embarrassing him. And now he's about four," he said smugly, going back to his baby. He stroked Xander's arm, getting a shy grin. "Micah, when am I flying out to check on her?"
"Tomorrow good for you?"
Throttle considered. "Day after?"
"I could bring her here."
"You could, but she's a horrible flirt," Throttle warned, glancing at Xander, who was letting out a small growl. "It never happened, she just likes to flirt, Xander." He was still growling.
"What's wrong?" Vinnie asked quietly, touching him on the arm.
"Something is singing off key outside and it's driving me nuts!" he shouted, getting up to do something about that.
Micah stopped him. "Let me." She went to open the window in the study, looking down at the person standing there. "Did you need something?"
"I'm looking for the Last Chance Garage and the building next to it. That's this, right?" Micah nodded. "I've got a summons for Miss Dawn Summers."
"I'll come get it."
"Only her, sir, it's official stuff you know." Micah held out his badge. "Sorry, sir, orders and all."
Micah pulled back in and closed the window, going to get Dawn up and take her out there. "Dawn, there's a summons at the door."
"Why?" she groaned, getting up and hobbling to the door. She opened it. "What?" she snarled hoarsely. The man stared at her. "You are?"
"Miss Summers?"
"I know who I am. Who're you?"
"I'm with the firm of Wolfram and Hart...." He stopped when she pulled a knife. "I've got a summons, ma'am, that's it," he said calmly, backing away from her. "Please. I don't mean no harm, this is just a job to me."
"Change careers, those people are foul and evil," she sneered. "They hurt some very good friends of mine. Tell them I'm not going down like Angel." She kicked at the summons, sending it after him. "Take it back. I don't want it."
Xander came down and took the envelope, opening it to look inside. "Strong magic." He looked at the messenger. "You a halfie?" He nodded, backing away further. "Then you tell your boss that Xander Harris and Dawn Summers protect this town from their kind. I don't care what they want, I'm not buying it. If they want to interact with us, they can send a lawyer who hasn't sold his soul. By the way, check your contract to make sure that wasn't one of the clauses." He nodded and ran off. Xander helped her back to bed, letting Micah hold the summons. For now. He took it upstairs and got some leather gloves, sitting on the couch to open it and make sure it wasn't going to explode. 'I know what you did in Sunnydale' was scribbled on top of it but it faded after a moment. He read the summons then groaned. "They're taking Buffy's place as her guardian? Why?"
He called Wesley. "Wes, it's Xander. I got a summons here for Dawn from W&H, man. Spelled. Said I know what you did in Sunnydale. Then it says they're suing me for custody of her. No, it was at school. Personally? I'm thinking something that makes them change on the moons. It only happens on moon dark. Maybe a cult, maybe not." He listened to him. "Yeah, they were all dyed blondes." He listened as Fred said something. "Sounds reasonable. What do I do?" He nodded. "Sure. No, tell her I had the girls arrested. They tried it before, that's why she got suspended. Because the headmistress has to, Wes, the school's rules forbid any form of fighting, even self-defense. It's how the code was drawn. Besides, the last time it gave us time to patch her up. No, she's not fine but she'll live. Choked. Nearly stabbed, a few good other bruises. Nah, I've got it and I took her to the ER. They're in jail tonight and the girl with the knife may be staying. Sure. I can fax it or scan it. Which way?"
He nodded, getting up to fax it, smiling as it went through, turning it over to send that side too. "There you go. Yeah, I used that one." He beamed. "Thanks, Buffy. No, she'll be fine. Some bruising. Choked. Three girls, one attacked out of nowhere to distract her and the other one got her onto her back. No, she was holding her own, keeping the dagger from her chest. Then her former boyfriend kicked the knife and the girl used her hands instead so Dawn fought that off. Yeah, but it's hard to do that when you're using one hand to hold the knife and she's pinned your legs. Actually, I saw the tape the cops pulled from the security system and she looked better than you do. Yes, I'm sure she'll be fine. The ER docs said so and her boyfriend, Rimfire, is presently babying her so much he's refusing to eat until she can."
He smirked. "Because he's a sweet guy. He's Modo's nephew. Yeah, him. No, a lot like him. Very sweet and gentle with her. They got together over her wind phobia. There was a blizzard that started while she and he were out clubbing. One room, a bed and a couch, he was taking the couch, but then the wind started to go bad. Cracked the first room's windows. He got her moved, calmed down again, and all that stuff. Yeah, very sweet. No, we liked Phil, but he wanted someone who was a bit less independent. Dawn would ride on a bike beside him but he wanted someone to ride behind him and let him lead more often. Rimfire enjoys her occasional foray into snarky and cold and her dancing nature. Yeah, they go clubbing about every weekend to get away from us adults. No, she's fine. The social worker that got called came in when I had the twats arrested. Yeah, very. Thanks, Wes," he said with a grin. "Should I worry? That's fine." He marked it on his calendar. "Yeah, got it. How are they doing this?" He listened to the reasons given on the form. "They have no interest in her." He nodded. "Sure, thanks."
He hung up and called an old friend's number. "Gunn, it's Xander. I need help. I'm running into a Wolfram and Hart issue with Dawn in Chicago. No, they're trying to take custody of her. I know they don't, but that isn't stopping them from sending charmed summons. Please. I'll pay and then pay for you to pop to Cleveland. Um, Gunn, did no one tell you that the Powers brought back two Watchers to help Buffy since Giles left again?" he asked gently. "Yeah, Wes and Fred, man. Definitely. I'll pay to have you moved if you want," he vowed. "No, I've got money from the Watchers. Sure. Let me get you a..." He smiled. "You're sure? I can have you flown. That's fine then, it's great," Xander promised. "The twenty-fourth. Yeah, that's what Wesley said. Sure. Want me to fax it? Not an issue, Gunn. I'm here twenty-four seven. Come to Chicago, come to the Last Chance Garage. We live next door and the owner is really cool and a friend of ours. Oh, um, don't be surprised if you see some changes in me. No, Fred was looking for you. She couldn't get away yet. Please. Whatever you need, Gunn. Thanks, man." He hung up and found Dawn standing there. "Wolfram and Hart want custody of you." She snorted, glaring at him. "I faxed it to Wes and Fred, who're looking it over, and Gunn's coming."
She gave him a hug. "Thank you," she whispered. "Are they changed?"
"Fred thought so," he said, walking her back into the living room. "She's checking the books, she thinks she remembered something about blonde hair and moon dark." He sat her down in his spot since Rimfire was in the seat next to it. "We're having another guest in a few days. Gunn was a friend of Angel's. He's a nice guy. He won't freak and he's too damned tired to react anymore. He was one of the last ones in LA."
"Connor?" Dawn croaked.
"I'm getting you some ice cream," Throttle's mother said, going to do that.
"He's living," Xander said gently. "He's not coming. He hates Buffy." She nodded, shrugging a bit. "Wesley was thinking about putting one of the better trained girls out there with him. You'll be happy to know his first act in Cleveland was to shoot out a window for attention, then take Sandy to whip her tail very well in a sparring match, then sent her butt to rehab, which violated her probation. She's in deep shit." Dawn smirked at that. "Thought that might cheer you up."
"What did this girl do?" Momma asked.
"Put drugs in her car, set her up to date a gun dealer, who became obsessed, then told Buffy it was Dawn's idea and bad taste to date him. Dawn turned her in one of her first days here." He went back to the couch but Throttle pulled him back with his tail and sat him in his lap, pushing the half-full plate closer. "Thanks, babe."
"Welcome." he said, stroking his back. "Calm down. They take Dawn over my dead body."
"If we can stall until this summer, they can't do it anyway," Dawn croaked, accepting the bowl of ice cream. "Thanks."
"You're welcome, dear. That soup will be ready for you later. You can have a real supper then," she said with a wink.
"Momma, sit," Throttle ordered. "No more fussing. You're wearing yourself too thin for no reason." He stared her down. "It's not necessary."
"Fine." She sat down, digging into her dinner. "I'm just worried about you boys."
"Momma, Xander built us this spot," Throttle said patiently. She looked up, smiling at him. "He's protected us since the first time he met us, way back when." He stroked the back of Xander's head, earning an ear twitch. "I knew even then he was special. The man sent Limburger to hell with his tower."
"I figured they needed the building materials to expand," Xander said dryly. He ate another bite, choking when Throttle pinched him. He got patted on the back, taking the soda Vinnie was holding out to gulp to try and get it under control. "Don't do that if you want me to eat."
"Sorry, even I have bad timing sometimes." He looked at Dawn. "Test?"
"Aced," she croaked before taking another bite. "Practical too." He grinned at her.
"I'm making her teach me too because she keeps calling me names in them," Rimfire offered with a grin for his grandmother. "That way I know when she's upset with me."
"I throw things," Dawn reminded him. "You'll know."
Everyone at the table laughed at that.
It's Important, I'm Going!
Notes: starts around Valentine's day. Missed that part in the regular stories.
Dawn walked up to Xander in the office, hugging him around the neck. "Xander?" she asked pitifully. "Can I have a few minutes?" He grinned and patted her arm, saving what he was working on. "You know I'm a senior, right?"
"What are you missing of the traditional senior package?" he asked.
"I've got my yearbook, my class ring is coming in next month." She hesitated. "Prom's in late May."
"You'd like to go and want to bring Rimfire," he agreed. "Sure. Have you got the details?"
"Yeah, and the dress code," she admitted. "But I don't have a dress."
"We can fix that." He grinned at her. "Going to take Charley?"
"No, I want you and Vinnie, I want to look so hot that he has to pay for a good hotel room that night and we stay there instead of the lock-in." Xander smirked at that. "You don't mind?"
"Why would I? Dawnie, I went with Anya to mine. It'll be fine." He patted her on the arm. "Go get up the Velocity Atrocity and we'll go." She beamed and went to get Vinnie up from his nap. He had late patrol last night so he was making up for it now. She came back with a yawning Vinnie. "Got an idea which store?"
"Kinda. There's only six that everyone likes," she said hesitantly.
"Only six? The girls in Sunnydale went to designers if they could afford to," he snorted. "The town had three places and a lot of girls ordered. You could always tell those, they looked like they needed adjustments made." He saved his latest project again, just in case, then got up and followed her out. "We'll take the car and the bike. You can rent that night, Dawn." She hugged his arm. "Which order?"
She ran into her room, getting a list and bringing it out with the sheet that listed the dress code. "Um, this one," she said, pointing. "It's the farthest off. That way we can slowly work our way back." He nodded, grabbing the camera on his way. Vinnie was waiting at the bike. "Thank you, Vinnie."
"I don't understand, but I'm guessing this is something special," he said tolerantly.
"Yeah, it's like a practice run for the wedding," Xander told him. "One of those events girls remember for most of their lives." He slid into his seat and Dawn got into hers. "We need to stop and pick up film."
"That one's in a mall and there's a pharmacy there," she promised, buckling up. "I'll try not to get something *too* expensive," she offered quietly.
"Like I care," he snorted. "Nothing over three grand, but I don't care otherwise." He started the car and headed off, letting Vinnie follow. It was a pretty day for a ride anyway. They got to the first mall and he went to get film for the instant camera, then they went inside the store. He looked around, seeing all the orange and taffeta and shuddered. "We'll have to take Rimfire to get a tux too," he told Vinnie. "They're easier."
"It'd have to be," he said, grimacing at one dress. "Not that one, Dawn."
She shook her head, then shuddered. "No, not that one." She smiled at the saleswoman coming up, handing over the dress code sheet. "I want to look movie star beautiful, so hot that even they beg for my autograph." The woman gave her outfit of Rimfire's loose t-shirt and her baggy jeans a look. "Sorry, I'm having a slob day," she said dryly. She walked back to the changing area since it was more private and took off her shirt. "I don't think being hot's the problem," she said at the stare. "Please."
"Of course." She read down the list. "You are allowed to do strapless?"
"As long as it's not a plunging neckline. I'd want something tasteful and elegant anyway. My sister went in pink and she could have looked better in my opinion, I am going to look better. I want to look like I came out of a movie."
The woman smiled and went to look through their classical collection, coming back with a few. "I'm not sure about a wider skirt. You don't need to, but they are more classic and you could do with something less frumpy I believe." She let Dawn into a changing room. "What are you wearing for shoes?"
"Everything comes after the dress," she announced. "Including the hair."
"You'll have to make an appointment for that," Xander reminded her. He drug two chairs over with his tail, sitting down. It was going to be a long wait. "She does look very nice in most corsets."
"I'll keep that in mind," the saleswoman said, looking at the other dresses. "Is there a price range?"
"I'd prefer to keep it under three grand, but if it's the perfect one, no."
"Three grand?" Vinnie asked in awe. "That's enough to buy her a car!"
"We have wedding dresses in here that sell for nearly triple that," the saleswoman told him. "This is an event to show off at and it can be costly. The green dress I handed her is a bit over that," she advised, going to look through some of the more modern looks.
Dawn came out in the first and looked at herself, frowning. She shook her head, looking at Xander, who shook his head and Vinnie, who shuddered. Clear enough. She went to try on the next one.
***
By the sixth store she was getting depressed. She didn't have anything she liked and that they liked. They had almost liked one but she thought she looked fat and Vinnie had said she had a small belly pooch so she wasn't going there. They walked into the last store and she groaned. "Formals?" she asked.
"In the back, dear," the saleswoman said with a smile. She was a slightly older woman. "We don't do many that aren't matronly though."
"It's for my prom and I want to look hotter than lava."
"We'll see what we can find you." She walked her back to the back room, leading her right to the rack that would fit her. "If you like something not in your size we could probably alter it for you. It shouldn't tamper with the design any unless it's heavily beaded." Dawn nodded, flipping through the rack. She saw one and held it up. "You could do this one. You do seem to have an impressive body under that shirt."
"Maybe, but I tried on something like that earlier and I need to do more situps apparently," she said grimly. The woman chuckled and handed that one to Xander to hold. She went to another rack and found a dress there, holding it up. "That's kinda pretty," she admitted. It was flashy and gauzy, slowly changing to a lighter color as it went down.
"Nope," Vinnie said.
Xander considered it. "Maybe in the other direction for the fading."
The saleswoman smiled at Dawn. "It's not every woman who has two such experienced gay men to help them shop."
"Vinnie's not," she said before Vinnie could complain. "His woman's back at the garage."
"Oh. Sorry," she said with a small smile for Vinnie.
"That's okay. I just happen to be a kick-tail clothing helper." He leaned on a rack, looking at the ones she was looking at. "I like that pink one," he offered.
Dawn pulled it out to look at it, then held it up against her. It had a fuller skirt but not too full. It was satin and was just pale pink, no designs. The square top was strapless but didn't outline her chest at all. "I'm not sure."
"You can try it on," Xander reminded her. Dawn nodded, handing that one to him too. She found one more in a deep red and went to try them on. The guys sat down, it was going to be a while. "When she gets married, I'm dying this dress white," he said quietly to Vinnie, who snickered. He got a nudge when Dawn came out, shaking his head. "Not the right shade of red."
"I like the style," Vinnie offered. "But he's right, you're washed out in that."
She looked at herself. "Do we have in this style in another color?"
The saleswoman looked at it and shook her head. "Not really, miss. We had a few others but they've been bought." She looked at her. "It is a bit of the wrong shade. You need either a bright red or a blood red, like the goth girls wear."
"I'm not going as a goth chick to prom," Dawn told her, smiling at her. "Not that I can't, but not exactly the image I want to portray." She went back to change again, then came out in the pink one and everyone shook their heads so she went back immediately. She came back out in the last one and Xander slowly shook his head, his lips pursed. Vinnie grimaced so she went to change back to her street clothes. "Thank you anyway," she said politely. "I guess I've got to look at other spots."
"Not today, sweetheart," Vinnie protested.
"No, not today," she promised, giving him a hug. "Next weekend Max has to take me to DC for that interview," she offered as they walked out. "Maybe she'll have a clue."
"Maybe, she has to do the formal thing now and then," Xander agreed, following behind her. Even if he had to call Max and beg her to help Dawn, he would. Actually, he decided to do that on the way out to the car, heading to the bathroom. He pulled out his phone, calling the one he had listed for her, though Lorne answered. "Lorne, is Max there? It's a girl thing." He listened to the report of her being out of town for the week. "No, it's time to pick a prom gown and she needs help of a girl. I'm going to go nuts and Vinnie's about to get hives from all the lace and beads. Please ask her to take Dawn out when she comes up to get her next weekend? Please? I'll give her my credit card, anything she wants, man, just please?" Lorne said he was sure she could so he left it there. "Thanks, man. I owe you guys big time." He hung up and headed out to his car after using the bathroom. Hopefully Dawn would ask her or Max would bring it up. He'd mail his card to Max later this week. Just in case she found the perfect dress.
***
Throttle looked up as Lorne walked up the ramp on Thursday, nodding at him. "I thought it was Max who was coming."
"She's stuck on assignment." He looked around. "Dawn?"
"Room. She just got back from school. Dawn!" She came jogging up the ramp. "Lorne's here to pick you up. You packed?"
"Since last night. No Max?"
He shook his head. "She's off on assignment and got stuck due to a storm. So I'm it." He smirked at her. "Let's go." She nodded, running to get her riding jacket and her backpack, following him out to his rental. Once they were on their way, he glanced at her. "Any big issues coming your way?"
"Only the prom," she said grimly. "I was hoping Max could help me find somewhere to browse. Xander sent me with his card just in case I found something."
"I know a few places," he admitted. "We have to do the formal thing now and then. What's your budget?"
"Xan said under three thousand, but if it's perfect as long as it's not as much as a house."
"Then you're not going couture. Some of them are more than a house."
"Yeah, prom's important but not enough to spend half a million or more on a dress," she agreed dryly. "Xander threatened to bleach whatever I find white for my wedding dress."
He snickered. "He won't. I'm pretty sure he won't." He hit the interstate. "Next time you'll be able to fly in on your own. This time Micah said it was too dangerous."
"He told me but not why."
"There's a convention in town that's full of vampires and demons. It's not making for happiness around the office. We've lost two agents to their new masters." She shuddered. "We had to protect one of them's family. She was going to turn them so they'd be with her forever."
"That poor family," she sighed. "I hate it when things like that happen."
"Yeah, so did Micah. He brought your sister in for a few days to deal with that. Apparently one of the others was already in there for personal reasons."
"Sandy?"
"Yup, it was her," he agreed, heading down the airport exit. "Buffy yelled at her for hours. She's probably still yelling." Dawn nodded. "So we've got to stay careful about you while you're in town."
"I wasn't going to go anywhere outside of that browsing anyway," she promised. "I don't club unless there's someone there to watch my back. It's way too dangerous. Besides, people like to kidnap me." She looked over at him. "Do *you* have any idea where I could look?"
He nodded. "Look in the bag in the back seat. I got you a few magazines." She squealed and grabbed them to thumb through. "Most of them are pretty available but a few are for some specialty shops."
"Cool!" She wiggled a bit, flipping the pages. She bent down a few, moving on. She came to one, staring at it. She waited until they had parked at the rental agency then held it up for him. "What do you think of this one?"
He considered it. "I'd have to see you in it, but not on your body. That's for someone with a heavier body shape." She nodded, double folding that one and moving on. She followed him in, her jacket on and her backpack on her back. "Are you checking that?"
"Not a chance. They'll lose it again."
"Fine," he said, shaking his head. Not that she didn't have a point, he had his luggage lost too. He checked them in and took her back to the gate, watching as her bag got searched. "Lighter?"
"Sorry, I was doing a protection and healing rite with someone the last time I used it. That's why my robe is in there." She shrugged and walked on with him, still flipping. "Why is the big skirt look coming back?"
"It's classic ballgown design, it never really leaves," he said patiently.
"Yeah, but you can't fight in it."
He nearly sniffled, it was making him proud that his student was thinking that way. "Max prefers to have those mermaid style ones."
"I tried one of those on but apparently I need more situps. I have a belly pooch again."
"You do?" He looked at her outfit of tight jeans and couldn't see one. "Where?" She patted it. "That's not a belly, Dawn. Those are muscles."
"In that dress it looked like a belly." She grinned at him. "I had Vinnie and Xander with me through six shops."
He nodded. "Xander told me when he called to ask Max to show you around." She grinned at that. "If I can and you have the time, I'll take you to the mall."
"Thanks." She gave him a hug and they checked in at the gate, sitting down in the chairs. "You'd think someone would design these for comfort," she complained.
"The chairs? Why? Then you'd never leave," he said dryly. "The dresses? Fashion isn't usually comfortable. Any rules?"
"No plunging necklines, nothing above mid-calf, nothing that's see-through, nearly see- through, or clear. Apparently we had a problem with someone in the past. No duct tape dresses for that competition they hold yearly. A few years back someone got stuck to a few other girls and it started a brawl. No weapons masquerading as hair ornaments. All hair sticks have to have blunt ends. No heels over three inches as a safety precaution and for those girls who strip on the side. The last rule was that if it made a man want to pay you for it, it was not allowed," she finished with a grin. "The beauties of Catholic school."
"It's still better for you, Dawn."
"Oh, I agree totally. I've learned a lot this last year. Including how to pick our locker's locks." He gave her a look. "I lost my combo one morning and my friend told me."
"Fine. Don't use it unless you need to," he said tolerantly. "We'll be teaching you that before you join." She beamed at him. Their flight was called so she gathered up her things and they headed in to their seats.
"Business class, I'm impressed. I must really be an asset," she teased.
"Yeah, after a few years, Max and I get to quit and leave you holding the bag," he quipped back. She beamed and nodded, so he chuckled. "That'll be a while."
"Of course. It's going to be at least six before I can join. With a language degree, it's usually at the Masters level. Unless I get to work on it while I'm working with you guys?" she asked.
He shrugged. "Ask Micah. He's charting your progress." He got comfortable, buckling up. "Do the seatbelt." She did up her seatbelt and went back to reading. At least until he groaned and got up. He looked at the stewardess and then at the guy who had just walked in, mouthing 'he's on the no fly list' to her. She raised an eyebrow and went to check his ticket, then call the gate. Lorne sat back down, knowing it was handled by someone else.
Dawn muttered something and handed it over. "His wallet," she said simply when he stared. "It's got his fake and his real ID."
Two cops came on and Lorne held it up. "He dropped it, officers. Both ID's are in there." He shared a look with one.
"Are you FBI, sir?"
"Classified," he said simply. That got a nod and they went to retrieve the man in question.
"Did you know that the first time Xander was in town he had to talk someone out of taking his return plane hostage?" she asked him, grinning at him. "He hated electronics."
"Wonderful. Don't try that."
"I wouldn't. I can't confuse people that way," she agreed, going back to her looking. She found one that made her squeal and held out the book. "That one?"
He looked at it, then at her. Then shrugged. "You'd still have to try it on but maybe."
She triple folded that page and moved on. "It's at the same store as the other one."
"Good. Less traveling that way," he said as the man was led off by the cops. There was a short wait and then they lifted off.
***
Xander looked up as Dawn came up the ramp Sunday night, yawning and carrying a large bag. "You found one?"
"Yup, sure did," she said, handing back his card. "Let me try it on. Where's Rimmy?"
"In bed," Throttle told her. "He's got a dawn patrol around the tower."
She nodded. "Then I can try it on up here." She took it into the bathroom and came out in the midnight blue silk dress. It was form fitting, clinging to her curves, and then fell to a gentle hem that just brushed the floor. The top was strapless but it was tasteful where it dipped and separated between her breasts. She was putting her hair up in a quick bun as she walked.
"It's cute," Throttle said, staring at her. "But it's not real practical, Dawn."
"It's one of those special occasions where you have to be formal," Xander told him. He looked at it. "I like it."
"Me too. I nearly got the black one instead but this one made Lorne pant more." She smiled and turned around, showing that the back dipped impressively down to the curve of her spine, then turned back around for them to see that part. "Well?"
"I like it." He called the garage since Vinnie was over there. "She found the dress." He hung up. Vinnie came jogging over with Charley behind him. "Well?"
"I *like* it," Vinnie said in awe. "So much better than what we found." He walked around her, nodding. "Very nice, Dawn. Your hair?"
"I was thinking a bun," she admitted. "Something classy and decent."
Charley walked in to join them, looking it over. "Prom?" Dawn nodded. "I like that. It looks good on you, Dawnie." She beamed at her. "Where did you find it?"
"In DC. There's a mall out by the Pentagon and I found it out there in a small shop." She dug around in her bag, bending down to grab it, which made Vinnie look. She found the picture and handed it over. "That was the other choice, but Lorne liked this one better."
Charley looked at the picture, then at her. "You're right, I like this one better. That one needs a heavier frame to carry it." She looked her over. "Shoes?"
"Found," she said proudly. "They're in my bag. They came from the same place."
"How much was it?" Vinnie asked.
"Relatively cheap. Only eight hundred," she admitted. Throttle choked on the air.
Vinnie shook his head. "Bro, that's cheap. We were looking at things here in town that were around two grand that made her look dumpy or like a kid playing dress up. This is one of those pre-wedding events that show you to be an adult."
"It's a right of passage. It's your first formal event and it's to show that you're now a grown up," Charley agreed. "I have a cousin and hers was nearly four thousand dollars. That wasn't counting shoes, limo rental, the hotel room that night for her and her boyfriend, or their dinner out at a special place. Eight hundred from a couture shop is *great*."
"It's technically leftover from last season but it's just so perfect and it's classical," Dawn agreed. "This year's collection was fifteen hundred and up." Vinnie nodded. "So? We like?"
Charley showed him the other picture and Vinnie grinned. "I do like this one better, Dawn. Go change before you get fur or something on it." She went into the bathroom to change back and he looked at Throttle. "This is like our dance at the end of school."
"So, we've got to get Rimfire a tux?" Throttle asked. Xander nodded. "I'll have Modo do that with him," he decided, shaking his head. "That's still a lot."
"There are some girls who have theirs designed for them," Xander told him. "Theirs can go up to fifty thousand."
"That's more than her bike for graduation," Throttle pointed out. Xander nodded. "You're kidding?" Xander shook his head. "Then eight hundred is really good," he agreed. "Wonderful in fact. I'm impressed."
"All for a single night that you're going to remember for years," Charley agreed. "It's supposed to be the second most important night of a young woman's life, right behind her wedding."
"What was yours like?" Vinnie asked.
"I didn't have a date," she said dryly. "I didn't go."
He kissed her, pulling her against his body. "Want to go out this weekend?"
"Vinnie, you don't have to," she complained.
"Hush. It's my right to do this for you. We'll go dancing and out to dinner and stuff." He kissed her again. "Find yourself something cute." She smiled and nodded, walking him back to their place for the night.
"Massive style points," Throttle admitted.
"Would have been more if he had surprised her," Xander offered. Dawn came out with the dress back in the bag. "Go hang it up. We'll tell Modo what he'll need to know." She nodded, going to put the special dress in the back of her closet. "Let's hope there's no weight gain," he sighed. "It looks perfect at the moment. Like they already altered it for her."
"No, it didn't look like they had fixed it," Throttle offered. He looked at him. "Was the prom that thing where you were in the tux with Anya?" He nodded. "Why?"
"Why did I take her? Because she said so and decided to latch onto me as her human." He shrugged. "It's not like I was planning on going anyway. It's not like I had another option for a date."
"At least you looked okay," he offered, giving him a kiss. "Let's hope Rimfire can live up to her outfit." Modo came up the stairs a few minutes later while they were kissing. "Big fella, you need to take Rimfire shopping for a tux for Dawn's prom," Throttle said between kisses.
"Prom? What's that?"
Xander pulled back to look at him. "The second most important event in a young woman's social career. Right after her wedding. She's wearing midnight blue, not shiny but a matte finish, and he'll need to look very classical and handsome to match her."
"Take Vinnie with you. He's planning on taking Charley girl out for a weekend of specialness since she didn't get to go to hers," Throttle told him.
"Sure. When is this?"
"May," Xander told him. "Late May."
"You have to plan these things that far in advance?" Throttle asked. Xander nodded. "Why?"
"Because you can't find dresses like that the week before," he said wisely. "Plus time to alter them and time to make other plans, like limo rentals and things. I'm allowing them to spend the night in a good hotel and to get a limo. That way she doesn't get dirt on her dress."
"Point," Throttle admitted. "I can't see some of those girls in her school waiting until the last minute."
"Some will but most have been thinking about this since earlier this year. Some since last year." Modo moaned, shaking his head. "Seriously. There's some girls who have theirs designed for them. Dawn did good finding that dress."
"She looks stunning," Throttle agreed. "I still can't see anyone spending a few thousand on a dress you'll only wear once."
"Wait until her wedding," Xander said dryly. "They're usually more expensive, mostly white, and have a lot more decoration. Not to mention the jewelry for that event, the ring, the reception, the hotel room for the getting pretty, the honeymoon, and all of that." He stole a kiss. "I think the cheapest one I've had to go to or heard talked about was about fifteen thousand, without the honeymoon trip afterwards."
"On Mars, we wear a simple robe, have a simple ceremony, then a night out," Throttle told him.
"Here we have a huge production with a wedding dress and everything, then a reception, which is a dinner and dancing thing, then the couple goes off on a trip for a few days."
"If those two get married beyond the bonding, they're doing it on Mars," Throttle decided.
"We'd still have to have a reception and the big wedding cake," Xander said with a smirk. "It'd probably feed the whole town, but it'd have to happen."
"Shit," Dawn said as she came up the stairs, looking at her hands. "Broke a nail," she said at the odd looks. "The hanger got caught under it." She held up the bleeding finger. "See?" She went into the bathroom to clean it off and get a bandaid.
"That dress is hidden so nothing can get near it, even the cats, right?" Throttle asked.
"Yup, and it's still in the heavy plastic bag. I had a talk with Tara and mom and they're protecting it for me." She came back, letting Modo put on the bandage. "Did you want me to take Rimfire tux shopping?"
"No, I'll take him," he promised, patting her on the head. "You sure you want to go through all this?"
"Prom is important," she said firmly. "I'm going!"
"Fine," he said, backing away from the subject. He might not understand, but Dawn in a snit was a very bad thing. "When is it?"
"I'll give you the sheet," she promised, giving him a hug. "Thank you, Modo." She went back down to her room to get to her homework. She had put it off until tonight and she did have to hand it in tomorrow. Plus Micah had assigned another paper to her. She went to get the books for that, bringing them back to her room. Demons were better than calculus any day.
***
Modo walked his nephew into the tux shop he had used once, his hand on his back to force him with Vinnie right behind them. A salesman smiled at them. "His girl's got a prom coming up. She said to tell you she's wearing midnight blue, she wants him in something classic, and he's not to have anything like a colored bowtie. She said he has to look better than James Bomb does."
Vinnie snickered. "She's fairly demanding. She's wearing a darker midnight blue silk, not shiny."
The salesman nodded. "I can see that. Is that the only one?"
"No, I need one for this weekend. Since my girl didn't get to go to hers, we're going to recreate it. I need to look even more studly than I already do."
"I don't need anything, I'm just pulling escort duty," Modo offered.
The salesman smiled at them. "Right this way, sirs. I think I have something for each of you." He found one and looked at Vinnie, then put it back and pulled out a bigger size. "Here, try that one on," he said calmly. "Did she want her young man in a colored tuxedo? I do have a very nice midnight blue one."
"She said nothing colored," Modo told him. He shrugged. "I don't understand this prom stuff. My school didn't have one."
"Really? It's usually seen as a right of passage to mark the change to adult status," the salesman told him. He found two somethings for Rimfire and handed them over. "Try those on, young man." Rimfire went to the other changing room and the salesman went to check on Vinnie. "Are you all right, sir?"
"Yeah, fine," he said, coming out. He looked at himself in the mirror, nodding. "I like it, but it's a bit baggy." The salesman went to find him something else, handing it over. By then, Rimfire was out and looking at himself. Vinnie peeked out. "I like that."
"Try the other one on," the salesman told him. "We can do better." Rimfire shrugged and went to do that. "You're all built very impressively." He shooed Vinnie back in there to change, smiling as he came out. "Yes, that's perfect," he decided, making him look at himself from the front. "We can fix that tail spot for you," he promised.
"I look studly," he decided. "It definitely befits the baddest mammajammer in the six closest galaxies."
"Vinnie," Modo moaned. "Must you?"
"Oh, hush," he chided. "It's something special for Charley girl."
"Yeah, but we're in public, bro."
"So?" He turned to look at his backside again. It would look much better when his tail hole was done. "Fine, I'll take this one. How much?"
"We charge fifty dollars a night rental."
"That's cheap compared to her dress."
"It usually is," the salesman agreed, smiling at him. Rimfire came out and he smiled. "That's the one," he decided.
Modo looked at his nephew. He did look very grownup. He was fidgeting but so had he when he'd worn one once. "You look good," he said.
"Good? He looks nearly as studly as I am," Vinnie said with a grin for the young mouse. "Hot stuff, Rimfire."
He looked at himself, raising an eyebrow. "I look odd in this," he decided.
"Unfortunately it is one of those things that comes with the most special events," the salesman told him. "At least we men have it easier than women do. They have an endless round of trying on until they find the right one."
"Don't remind me. Six shops and she found hers in DC," Vinnie said dryly. "I never want to see another piece of hanging taffeta again."
"Hey, Vinnie, where are you taking Charley this weekend?" Rimfire asked.
"Out to a special dinner and then to a formal club for some dancing," he admitted. "Then a romantic night at a hotel." He flattened his lapels. "They won't stay down."
"We can fix that as well, sir," the salesman promised, going to get someone to do the temporary alterations for them. Fortunately tail holes would be on the seamline.
***
Dawn pounced Charley when she came back dressless. "Couldn't find anything?" She shook her head with a grimace. "Come on." She led her out to Xander's car, getting in to drive her where she had looked. There had been one dress that would look great on her if it was still there. She walked her into the third store they had visited, it was more of a free- thinking store and had less uptight people in it. Except for the mother and daughter team looking at dresses. She presented Charley to the saleswoman who had helped her. "They're creating her very own prom since she didn't go to hers and her boyfriend said so. She needs to look hot and stunning. I tried on something that I *think* will be great for her. Remember that jade dress?" The woman beamed and went to get it from the rack, taking Charley into the changing area to let her try it on.
Charley came out. "I can't zip it up."
Dawn came over to zip her into it, letting her look in the mirror. She could see the hesitant look and did Charley's hair up for her, making her smile. "I like. You?" she asked the saleswoman.
"I do like it," she agreed. "It suits her figure and her level of muscles." She walked around her, nodding. "Could use a bit of fitting in the chest. The halter straps appear to be too long. She'll need a special bra as well." She nodded. "I do like it. You, miss?" she asked.
"I feel like I'm playing dress up."
"That's about half the point of prom," Dawn said dryly. "So do I in mine." She looked at the saleswoman. "I found mine in DC at the mall out by the Pentagon. It's like a second skin."
"Congratulations," she said happily. "Green?"
"Midnight blue."
"Well. That must be very pretty," she agreed. "You looked quite good in most of ours, but you could tell it wasn't perfect for you."
"It was a steal, only eight hundred," Dawn told her. "Silk too."
"Then I'm highly impressed," the saleswoman agreed. "Do you have the name?" Dawn handed over the card she had carried so the woman could copy it down. They always needed good suppliers. She handed the card back. "She'll take this one? I can get the alterations done today."
"Please," Dawn agreed, handing over the card Xander had given her, hers. Charley gave her a look. "We're aiding and abetting Vinnie this weekend, might as well get used to it. We're going bra and shoe shopping next." She took the card back and signed the slip. "Okay, fit it to her. She's got to look perfect. Vinnie's studly too."
"Of course. Let me get our alterations girl." She went to get her from her break. It wouldn't take much, just shortening the straps around the woman's neck. Maybe thinning them out too since they were so thick.
The alterations woman came out and looked at it, pinning it in at the waist before she did anything else. "I can do three things. I can shorten the straps, which will leave them being wide. I can roll them in and shorten them, which shouldn't look odd, or I can replace them with the velvet cords," she said, holding up a set. "They'll be along the same lines as the current halter."
"I like those," Dawn admitted. "Maybe chains?" A set of those was held up but Charley shook her head. "Sorry, it's that S&M part of me," she said with a grin. "You'd look hot in my leather and chains outfit."
"I'll borrow it for this weekend," she said dryly. "Since Xander confiscated it until you're eighty."
"It's not my fault I have such an impressive chest," Dawn quipped, grinning at her, then at the alterations woman. "How soon?"
"If I replace them? Tonight. I can take off one of the straps right now so you can take it shoe shopping."
"Please." She took Charley into the back to do that and to fit the velvet cords to the dress. Then she drug Charley out of the shop once she was redressed.
The mother and daughter looked at her. "I want something that makes my daughter look like that," she announced.
The saleswoman looked at the slightly lumpy girl and mentally sighed. "How about something Elizabethan?" she asked, leading her to the empire-waisted dresses. It was the kindest thing she could do for the girl.
"I'm on a diet," the girl offered.
The saleswoman licked her lips and pressed on the girl's stomach, getting kicked. "When are you due, dear?" she asked kindly.
"You're what?" the mother asked. "How far?"
"I felt a kick," the saleswoman told her. "By prom, she could have slimmed down again. As long as she delivers by the first week of the month, she can shop then," she offered. "We can do fast alterations."
"I think that'd be better," the mother agreed. "Her chest will be growing too." She grabbed her daughter by the wrist and walked her out, calling her doctor on the way. They'd be checking into this before they made any more plans for the prom.
***
Vinnie let Modo fuss with his bowtie while they waited for Charley to come down from her room. He was the first to catch sight of her, shivering. "Ooooh, sweetheart," he moaned, walking over to take her arm and give her a quick kiss on the cheek. "You look hot. Much nicer than Dawn did in that." He kissed her again, not minding the taste of lipstick. "We've got to book. The limo's waiting."
"Limo?"
"You can't ride my darlin' in that," he said with a teasing grin. "She's agreed to let Xander borrow her for the weekend so he'll spoil her rotten." They waited while Throttle took pictures like the dad he could be, then he walked her out. The driver got out to open the door and he helped her inside, using manners Modo's momma would have been proud of. He tipped the driver with a wink. "To the restaurant," he ordered before sliding in next to her. He opened the champagne and poured out her glass, handing it to her. "I'm told this is traditional," he said with a shy grin. She grinned back and took a sip, then looked at it. "They said it was the good stuff."
"This is really good stuff," she said in awe, kissing him. "Thank you."
"Anything for you." He stole a sip, then grimaced. "Rootbeer's still better, but I'm all for special stuff tonight." He sat back and cradled her against his side, letting her sip her champagne. It was going to be a long ride. They were going near to where Throttle and Xander had went their first weekend away for dinner, then they were spending the rest of the time at that same resort. He had a silent hope that she'd turn furry too but he wasn't doing more than hoping. She wouldn't be quite as special if she were a mouse. He topped off her glass. "It's going to be a bit, we're going out of the city for the weekend," he said in her ear, making her shiver.
"I wondered why we were leaving so early for dinner. It's barely two," she said with a small smile. "Where are we going?"
"It's a surprise," he said with a smile. "You've got a bag in the trunk." He popped up the tv and put in a dvd, smiling at her. "Something to stare at beside me."
"You're not turning it to the ballgame?"
"No. You're more special than a ballgame. Besides, I'll get all the highlights from the bros." He kissed her again. "Go ahead and watch, sweetheart." She curled against his side, watching the movie start. It was one of her favorites and she smiled up at him. "I like Die Hard." He shrugged. "Shoot me." She chuckled and took his hand to hold and squeeze.
***
Marshall "Junior" Limburger looked at his people in disgust. "I want those pulchritude posse of pleased puss to be wiped off the earth," he said grimly, running a hand over his mask. He tossed down the newspaper special on proms and looked at Karbunkle and Greasepit. "There's no reason for them to be so...happy," he finished with a shudder. "They're spending millions of dollars on this...prom thing and it's taking away from what's really important. How can I take over the world when all those *happy* people are focusing on a *dress* and *shoes*," he sneered. "Even if I were to stomp them flat with a stench cruiser, they'd only complain about their dresses." He shuddered. "I need a way to stop this prom disease. It's not right."
"If I may, your melted cheesiness," Karbunkle wheezed. "We could do something to the dresses."
"In the paper was a story about how a mother saved her daughter's dress over her younger daughter when robbed," he sneered. "I can't think of any villain who's tougher than an enraged mother." He ran a hand over his mask's face again, then looked out his window. "I don't like this. We need to subvert this trend. This must be the last generation for such happy-making events. But how?"
"Those mousies have that one in school," Greasepit, stupid henchman for hire, stated. "We should kidnap her and make her tell us what this is for. I never had one of those in sixth grade."
"I'm not from this planet and my home didn't have these either," Karbunkle admitted. "We could create something that would eat taffeta. It's a nauseating fabric anyway, your cream cheesiness," he offered.
"No, that's only a small portion of the problem," Junior stated, glaring out his window as a limo went by. "What we need is to create a story that scares mothers into stopping this trend. Mothers are always more worried about their children's health than fathers are. We need to make an example of one of them. They lose valuable slaves...children each and every year and it still goes on. We need to make it horrific and evil." He suddenly hit on an idea. "Those runty-tailed, ruinous rodents, don't they have a minor in their possession? Wouldn't she about the proper age?"
"Yes," Karbunkle said. "She's said to be due to graduate this year from what we've found out," he offered, sounding confused. "Do you wish me to call someone to kidnap her and bring her back here for some fun torture, your sliciness?"
"That would bring them to our doorstep," Junior said grimly. "I don't want their attention yet." He considered it. "Can we do it ourselves and not draw attention to us?"
"Duh, I could drive the limo," Greasepit offered. "I drove your daddy everywhere once in a while."
"Hmm. That may be what we need," he agreed. "Then you can torture her, doctor." He looked back at them. "Find out when it is and if she's made any plans. It won't do us any good at all if she's riding behind her *boyfriend*," he sneered the last word. "Those wretchedly cute creatures annoy me."
"Your hard to sliceness, have you been watching PBS again?" Karbunkle asked.
Marshall reached over and hit a button on his desk, which made a weight drop down and hit Karbunkle on the head. "Keep your opinions to yourself, doctor," he warned. "You're not the only demented scientist around these days. You failed my father too many times for me to give you carte blanche." He went back to his city watching, planning his next block to conquer. He had to do it very quietly, unlike his father, but he was making some progress. The High Chairman was very pleased with him. He could learn from his father's mistakes.
***
Dawn looked up as her boyfriend came up the ramp on their fateful night. She smiled at how good he looked, if he weren't drooling, and walked over to wipe it off for him. "You look very handsome," she purred, kissing him gently.
"Cheese, Dawn," he gasped on awe. "You're...." He looked her over, unable to find a word. "Wow." She smiled at him and Throttle took their pictures before she walked him out to their Bentley limo for the night. Xander stopped to give her a hug and then she was handed in by her gentlemanly lover. He slid in next to her and she smiled. "Where did you and Xander decide we're eating?"
"There's a nice place out by the lake," he said, picking up her hand to kiss the back of it. "Go ahead," he told the driver. The car was started and they drove off.
Dawn looked from Rimfire to the driver, then back at him and smiled sweetly. Then she pulled the blaster out of her garter and coughed politely, holding it in plain sight. "I would pull over at the company, Greasepit. Before I blow your brains out. The laser will go through the glass between us, but it won't shatter so your brains won't splatter us and ruin my dress."
"Mr. Limburger said," he started.
"Do I care?" she asked coldly. "Drive us to the company, now." He glanced back and she fired a warning shot. It got him in the shoulder. "I am a *very* good shot. Vinnie made sure of it."
"Dawn, may I?" Rimfire asked casually. He took the gun. "You shouldn't have to deal with that."
"I may be a female, Rimfire, but I'm not going to the one who waits at home like Charley does on occasion. Not now and not when I go to work at ECHO."
He nodded. "I know. You shouldn't have to deal with the blowback tonight. Neither of us need the residue on our clothes." The limo stopped and Greasepit got out, and he followed him, kicking him into the shop. "I don't believe this was our driver," he said casually, putting up the gun. "He demanded things from us and said he was kidnaping us. Do you have another driver and is our original one all right?"
The man behind the desk nodded. "Sure, kid. You and your date all right?" He nodded, smiling at him. "That's fine, let me get one of our bodyguard-trained ones. Nice piece by the way."
"One of her fathers handed it to her I think." He went back to the limo. "Who gave you the blaster?"
"Vinnie. He said I was hot enough to need protection beyond your big, strong muscles." She kissed him and he smiled back. They were interrupted by a new driver coming out. "He was nasty and dirty. You may want to put something down."
"Sure thing, miss," the man said with a British accent. He went to get a seat cover then came back and put it over the puddle of oil, getting in to drive. "Where to?"
She looked at Rimfire. "El Carte," he said quietly. "Thank you."
"Not a problem, kid." He started the car and backed out slowly, heading for the lake. "This must be your prom?" Dawn nodded. "You both look quite nice."
"Thank you," she said with a smile, which got turned onto Rimfire as she leaned into his arm again. "El Carte? We're going to a steak place?"
"No woman of mine will ever need to pretend to starve on that fancy, miniscule food," he said firmly. "You can eat like a real woman, like my grandmomma." She kissed him on the cheek. "Thanks, Dawnie."
"Welcome, Rimmy." She snuggled in better, watching the scenery.
***
Limburger heard the announcement of Greasepit's arrest and groaned. "Karbunkle, I need that backup plan!" he shouted as he departed to the lab. Those in-office elevators were very handy. "Where is he?"
"He's being stubborn," he said grimly. Suddenly a green skinned alien with a futuristic guitar came through the beam, growling at them.
"How many times do I have to point out I don't work for Plutarkians," he sneered, his accent more British than the driver's. "I don't work for you, not any of you."
"My dear Hard Rock, we don't want you to work for us," Junior said smoothly. "I want to give you a chance to spread your fame to this planet." The alien rocker snorted in derision. "Truth, my dear boy. There's a high school here who could use an act tonight for a few hours and of course I thought of you."
"A high school?" he asked coldly. "With my millions of fans, why would I want to play a bloody high school?"
"Because the adoptive daughter of one of those *mice* you like so much is having a special ritual dance tonight," he said calmly. "I'm sure she and her boyfriend, who is also a mouse, would appreciate that."
"What's in it for me? Or better yet, for you?" he sneered. He knew there had to be a plan and at the least he could help foil it if it called for him to destroy something.
"For you, you get more fans," Limburger said calmly. "For me? I get the joy of them being bothered all night. I wish to have a quiet night without destruction for a change."
"We'll see. Usually things like that require special music and are booked in advance."
"Yes, well, their actual group had a small accident in town," he admitted casually. "Something about their bus overturning and their drummer getting a broken arm." Hard Rock winced at that; it was a horrible fate for any musician. "You see, it benefits all parties involved." He smiled. "I can give you directions right now if you'd like."
"I still smell a rat," he said coldly.
"Perhaps one of those mice is in here again," Karbunkle said with distaste. "You'll have to hurry, the dance starts in an hour."
"Fine, but I'm not signing any bloody contract and you're not gettin' no royalties," he sneered, getting into his car. "Directions?" They were handed over. "Thank you." He jumped his special car out of the window, letting the jets cool his descent to the street. "A bunch of high school kids," he said with a shake of his head. "My fans would laugh."
***
Dawn was handed out by the driver, earning a small smile and a tip from Rimfire, who took her arm like a gentleman on the way into the school. Dawn smiled at the teachers, nodding at them regally. She heard a cheering section and blushed. Xander and the others were there to hoot and holler for them. She curtsied to the headmistress at the top of the stairs. "Evening, ma'am."
"Good evening, Headmistress," Rimfire agreed with a smile. "May we enter?"
She looked them over. "You look positively exquisite, Dawn, and Rimfire you look quite handsome. Go ahead inside. The special act is starting up." She let them inside, into the student's walkway. The yearbook people were there to take pictures for next year's book and the newspaper.
Rimfire walked Dawn inside after paying for their tickets, pausing when he saw what was up on the stage setting up. A green skinned alien with greasy orange hair and a very pointed chin. He'd seen the pictures of him destroying part of Mars. "Hmm, a two-part assault," he said quietly, walking her that way. "Hard Rock," he said calmly. "What brings you to Earth?"
The alien flinched and looked at him. The mouse was clearly Martian and looked like he could take him, but the girl looked like one of those culturally fashionable young women who were just a bit softer than the average Freedom Fighter would normally date. "I'm playing the dance so Limburger has a quiet night," he admitted. "I've reformed, kid. You can ask the others if they're still around."
"He has a name," Dawn said coolly. "As do I, and a title with the local bureau for...immigration like yours," she said quietly.
"I'm not here to harm any," he promised. "You can ask those others if you want."
"Easily enough done," Dawn agreed, opening her purse. She pulled out her cellphone but someone caught her hand.
"You know the rules, no cellphones at dances," the headmistress chided.
"But," Dawn said, pointing at the alien on the stage. "I need to check."
"One of your uncles is chaperoning," she chided quietly. "Put it away and I'll bring him in earlier than he wanted. He was going to wait so he didn't embarrass you." She walked out, going to get Vinnie and Charley, who came back in dressed like they were going to the prom themselves. "Dawn wanted your opinion on our performer tonight," she said gently. "She thought there might be some conflict coming."
Vinnie looked in the gym, then at her. "He's reformed but I don't totally trust him." He walked in there, going up to the stage's edge. "What are you doing here?"
"Getting back to my roots and increasing my fan base," he said dryly. "I got summoned. Certain people said they wanted a quiet night in."
Vinnie smirked. "No destruction, right?"
"Not a thought of it," he admitted. "I was told this was some sort of ritual that said you were an adult. I've got two twenty-minute sets and then I'm off again for a concert on Genesis Four. My girl Darla's there waiting on me."
"It is, kinda," Dawn admitted. "We'll explain it to you later." She looked at Vinnie. "Worry or not worrying?"
"Not worrying about him," he said with a wink. "Let us do that and enjoy tonight." He kissed her on the cheek and walked out, taking Charley with him to where the others were chatting under the trees. "Guys, Hard Rock is playing the prom," he said dryly, smirking at Throttle.
"Really?" Throttle asked, smirking back. "Interesting. Why?"
"Limburger said he wanted a quiet night in."
"I'm sure we can help him have the quietest night of all," Xander said smoothly. "Shall we dance, love?"
"You sound like Spike when you say that," Throttle taunted, smirking at him. "Let's head."
"That is *SO* unfair," one girl shouted. "My father wouldn't rent me the Bentley limo, he said it was too much at a grand an hour! Who *dared* get better than me?"
Dawn came to the door. "Why, gee, Tiffany, Xander did. He said he wanted my night to be perfect." She smirked at her. "That's what we who are worth more than you in every meaning of the word do for our children." She walked Rimfire back inside once she heard the bikes take off. "Sweet. They're going to go blow up the tower I guess."
"Yes, but we'll have the more interesting night. Rocking n' riding is great, but I'd prefer to rock the night away with you." He stole a quick kiss, all they were allowed on school property and went back to dance to the DJ filling in. Rimfire noticed Hard Rock watching them and smirked at him, putting a possessive hand on Dawn's lower back. He heard a cough and looked at the Headmistress. "It's not her tail."
"It's not and I'm impressed," she admitted. "Dawn, we'd like for you to pose for some photos, would you mind?"
"Not in the least," she agreed happily, walking Rimfire off to pose with him. She was liking being the center of attention, she'd have to do stuff more often. They went back to dancing and everyone was having a good time. Then the first set came on and Hard Rock did some loud things and some softer stuff, but it flowed very well and he got some great applause. The DJ came back on and they danced some more. They were breaking to announce the queen and king when the goons broke in with their blasters firing. Dawn looked at Rimfire, who sighed and nodded. A few of the students were protesting, claiming their parents could pay a ransom if they weren't killed. Almost everyone else was just standing there like statues. Dawn led the way through the crowd, checking her hair to make sure it was going to stay still. She found one pin coming out and pushed it back in, then one of the goons caught sight of her and sneered. "You want me, you come get me," she said smartly. "Your choice. Hunt or be hunted, darling?" she asked dryly. The man lunged at her and she kicked him, then took his gun and hit him with it. She shot the next two so they couldn't get blood on her dress, and Rimfire took out two more with well-timed punches. They turned look at the last one. He was cowering and babbling, shaking his head.
"I call him," Rimfire offered. "He looks like a bleeder, Dawn."
"Then the easiest thing to do would be to shoot him," she noted, shrugging. "I'm sure Bethany and her friend there could move." They moved very quickly out of the way of anything messy. Dawn balanced her weapon in one hand. "I can take him, Rimfire."
"Yeah, but you've already gotten three, I only got two. It's only fair."
A wail of guitar cut across the crowd, knocking that guy into a wall. The wall cracked but held. "You two kids were scaring him," Hard Rock said dryly. "It's always better to do than to warn." He put his guitar back over his shoulder. "Nice work however. You didn't look that tough."
"Almost everyone underestimates me because I wear cute clothes," she said with a shrug. She put the safety on the blaster and tossed it to the headmistress. "I believe we were dancing," she said, offering Rimfire her hand.
He looked at her hair and pushed in a pin. "What did he use to hold that up?"
"I told him I didn't want it to move even if there was a hurricane that suddenly blew through here. I did say not to use too much hairspray because I didn't want a helmet and I expected you to run your fingers through it after you help me take it down, but he pinned it death." She moved back into his arms, dancing slowly, grinning at him. "Not too bad."
"No, not too bad," he agreed, stealing a kiss. "No messiness to ruin the dress." He stole another one with a wink for her. "How much longer? You know how you being so tough turns me on."
"Me breathing turns you on, Rimfire," she said dryly, smirking at him. "Music, people," she called, reminding the DJ he was supposed to be working. He turned on a new song, polluting the air with rap music. "Um, not what I'd call prom music," she said dryly. Rimfire chuckled and gave her another kiss then a squeeze.
"Miss Summers, Rimfire, hands!" the headmistress snapped. He moved his hands and she took hers out of his jacket. "Thank you." She glared at the DJ and he changed the song. "Much better. Please, children, get back to the spirit of the evening. I'll have someone come clean up this mess." The students slowly moved back onto the dance floor, some of them giving Dawn some very odd looks now instead of the admiring ones for her outfit. The headmistress walked up to where Hard Rock was watching the couple and frowned at him. "Friends of her adoptive family?"
"Kinda. Wasn't my intention to be here tonight either, but I got sucked into it and I don't like the person who hired those goons. Limburger is not nice." She nodded. "You've heard about him?"
"Every few days Dawn comes in and complains about him." She looked over at Dawn. "She is very well trained."
"She is. You can tell the other mice took her lessons into hand." She looked stunned. "What did you think Rimfire was, ma'am?"
"I thought he was a bunny," she admitted. "Though I suppose the tail would give it away." She shook her head. "After the crowning, they'll have their dance, then we'll do your second set," she told him. "Hopefully nothing else goes wrong tonight." She went to retrieve the votes for Prom King and Queen, bringing back the official envelope. She nodded at the DJ to stop after that song and took the stage, smiling pleasantly at everyone. "Well, let's get on with the night's traditions," she said gently. "I have in my hand the winner of King and Queen. Would those who ran step forward so you don't have to push past people?" The girls who were in the running stepped forward with their dates, and a single boy stepped forward too. "Thank you." She opened the envelope, looking at the tally, and smirked. "We have the vote counted twice and it looks like we have Tiffany Therlson and Mark Kingston as our new Queen and King." Everyone clapped politely as the trendy girl and the single boy walked up onto the stage, clearly not liking each other. The headmistress lifted the crown to crown the king when the doors burst open and a few more goons walked in.
"Sorry we're late, but we had to stop and get gas."
"So, how was the Mexican food?" Dawn asked sarcastically.
"Oh, it was good and waiting on me when they broke me out, but that's not why we're here." He smirked at her. "I'm here to pick you up."
"Um, sorry, I'm dating someone and I never pick up strange men in bars, especially not greasy, nasty ones like you." She looked up at Rimfire. "Outside?"
"Yeah, we probably should. I'll take Greasepit so you don't have to get dirty." She smiled and kissed him on the cheek and he waved at the Headmistress. "We'll be on the side lawn probably," he noted as they ran out, heading for the doorway with most of the goons looking too startled to do more than get out of their way. Greasepit tried to grab him but he missed completely and Rimfire managed to get away with only a few dots of oil on him. They made it to the side lawn, which had some dim lighting and some areas of shadow that would work in their benefit, and turned to let the goons attack. It was only fair to let the lesser beings have the first move after all. Greasepit advanced on them and Rimfire stepped in front of Dawn to take him instead, leaving her the others. He had faith in her skills. She wasn't the best, yet, but she knew how to whip tail pleasingly. Greasepit laughed and lunged at him, so Rimfire caught his foot with his tail and yanked, sending him onto the ground and sliding off past them. He turned to get the next goon in line, taking two of them from Dawn and clapping their heads together. "More coming," he offered.
"Wonderful. Just what we needed! You know, if I'm too sore, we're only going to be bathing tonight."
"That's fine, any time spent with you is a wonderful omen of future bliss," he offered.
"Real smooth, mousie, your uncle teach you that?" Greasepit sneered as he returned. "Get them!"
"Come and get it," Rimfire offered coldly.
"If you think you can," Dawn finished, sneering at him. "What's the matter, did you want the crown?" she said in her most baby-voice, condescending manner. "We can put you into a dress and crown you something if you want."
"Dawn, I love you, but that's a nightmare image," Rimfire said patiently. "A villain drag show is not what I want stuck in my head."
"Then, honey, consider what happened last week," she said smugly.
"Hmm, much nicer image," he agreed happily, nearly purring again. He jumped Greasepit, making him sorry for daring to show up. Dawn kicked the last goon in the chest, and that was all of them. He took out his handkerchief and cleaned off the spots as they walked back into the building. "Did I miss any?"
"One or two on your back," she offered, getting them for him. "How's my hair?"
"Perfect, just like you," he said, stealing a long, slow kiss. He heard a cough and looked at the former villain standing there. "They're asleep," he said, walking her past him with an arm on her back. "Just a smudge of dirt, babe," he said, using a clean spot on his cloth to wipe at it for her. "There you go."
"Thanks. Later, dude." She waved back at him and walked back inside. "They're unconscious," she told the Headmistress. "On the side lawn."
"Thank you, Miss Summers, Rimfire." She smiled at them. "You know, had we been voting after the first attack, you probably would have won."
"Yeah, but I don't need a crown. I'm his queen," she aid with a nod for Rimfire. "He'd get really jealous if someone else had to dance with me." Rimfire nodded, giving her a hard squeeze, which made her moan. "How much longer?"
She considered it. The rules stated students could not leave the dance without a parent picking them up, or parental permission to leave when the dance was done. There were still about two hours left. "Go ahead. Xander sent in your permission slip." She smiled and danced with Rimfire for one last song, then they left together.
The limo driver smiled at them as they walked out. "The Hilton," Rimfire said, grinning at him.
"That was nice work, kids," the driver offered.
"Thanks, we're still in training but we're much better than most people think," Dawn agreed with a shy smile. She took Rimfire's hand, giving it a kiss. "Thank you, Rimmy."
"For what, babe?" He kissed her gently, making her lean closer to him. "For having your back? That's what I do." She smirked and pinched him, getting a hiss. "For taking on Greasepit?"
She shook her head. "For not protesting leaving early."
"It's your special night. If you wanted to leave early then that's up to you," he said practically. "I'm a patient man, I could have waited." He grinned at her. "I just woulda groped a few more times." She giggled and kissed him again and they were off to their hotel suite for the night.
***
Limburger glared at his failed, bandaged, broken, and limping henchmen. "I suppose we'll have to try again next year to stop this vile excuse for happiness and overspending." He sighed and shook his head. "How could two *children* defeat all of you?"
Karbunkle looked out the window, then at him. "I'd say it was because one was a mouse, your gooey string of cheesiness, but I believe the others are here to have a word with you."
Limburger groaned. "Go defeat those meddlesome mindless morons and then come back here for your punishment." The goons hurried out as best they could. Limburger had learned his lesson however, he was already heading for his escape hatch. He didn't want to be around when they destroyed the tower.
It was what always happened, but he could learn this lesson from his father as well.
***
Rimfire walked out onto their balcony with the room's phone, whistling over it when his uncle held the phone out. "The usual place, girl," he offered. His bike started and he hung up, going back to help her into her clothes. They had sent a small bag ahead for this morning and their formal gear was safely in their bags too. He checked the room, handing her one of her hairpins on the way past the dresser, and walked her down the stairs to his bike. It pulled up a few minutes after they got there and he climbed on, letting her scrunch her dress between them. They'd be dropping it off at a dry cleaner's to be cleaned and pressed, then preserved. His tux could get handed back on the way home. Then they could go for a ride once they faxed in their report on last night's problems. He felt her arm go around his waist and took off, heading for their first stop, smiling because everyone who saw them was grinning at them because they were so cute.
***
In DC, Micah looked up as a report hit his desk, looking at the pictures embedded in it. "What's this? Dawn did a trouble report on her prom?" He sat back to read it, eyebrows going up at the description of what had happened. It was very detailed and thorough, including the inter-girl sniping and what she had for dinner, and how many goons they'd had each fight. At the end was a simple phrase. "It was a lovely evening and we had fun most of it. The end," he read. "I've got to tell her how to write a real report," he complained, going to hand it to Lorne since it was his trainee.
"What's that?" Lorne asked, busy typing into his computer.
"Report from Dawn. Teach her the formal style."
Lorne looked at the picture. "At the prom?"
"At the prom," Micah sighed. "Tell her reports don't end like a fairytale even if the night did." He walked off, heading back to his desk.
"Well, she said she wanted to be a princess," Lorne said dryly, taking it to read.
Episode 23:
NC-17
Xander grinned at the man coming up the ramp. His dark skin and bald head were easily identifiable, but the more street look wasn't what he had seen him in the last time he had seen the man. He noticed the small stoop to the shoulders and the way he was nearly trudging and coughed, making him stop and stare. "What? I grow fur and you stare? At least you're not trying to kill me."
"When you said a few changes, you could have clued me in, Xander," he said, frowning at him. "Why are you furry?"
"I'm turning into my boyfriend."
"Oh, okay. You're dating a demon?"
"Martian."
"Martians are furry?" He nodded. "Okay." He shook his head. "I've seen too much to not accept that too. What's up?" Xander handed over the summons, then led the way into the living area. Gunn nodded at everyone. "Hey." He kissed Dawn on the head. "Shouldn't you be in school?" He noticed the bruise. "Your man?"
"Bitch patrol."
"Hmm. Pity. They gone?"
"Locked up. They took a plea," she said happily. "One of them to spare her life in prison." He smiled at that, going to sit down. "Are you okay? You look really tired."
"Yeah, well, it's just me and Connor now, Dawn." He flopped down, reading the document. "They can't do anything without Buffy."
"What worried me is what was spelled over top of it. It said 'I know what you did in Sunnydale'." Xander got comfortable. "Someone toss me a soda for him?"
"Got anything stronger?"
"Sorry, man, the bros can't drink."
"That's okay." He took the can of soda with a smile for the older woman who handed it to him. "Thank you, ma'am." She smiled and went back to the kitchen. "Dawn, Connor wanted a letter."
"Sure. When I've got some free time. Unfortunately my mentor is grilling me in Russian tonight. I'm even typing in Russian tonight."
Gunn shook his head. "Better you than me." He reread it then shook his head. "Buffy?"
"Is keeping me here or I'm going to be spilling some crap she didn't think I knew," Dawn told him.
Xander chuckled. "She turns eighteen this summer too."
"Okay, these guys don't work without a reason," he said, looking at her. "I know you're a witch." She nodded. "Powerful?"
"Fairly. I tend toward creation and teraforming and stuff." She came over to sit next to him, curling up against his side. "Can I?"
"Not if it was spelled. It could hurt you," he said, looking down at her. "Comfy?" She nodded. "I'm not yours."
"I know that but you looked like you could use a cuddle and my man's running an errand." She gave him a hug. "I missed you guys."
"We missed you two, Dawn." He patted her on the back, noticing the gray, vibrating lump of mouse on the ramp. "I'm an old friend, I'm Gunn. I'm assuming but you're the boyfriend?" Rimfire nodded. "I don't poach, she's not for me."
"Good." He smiled. "I'd hate to have to whip your tail."
Gunn snickered. "Good one, kid. She decided I needed a cuddle."
"You probably do," he admitted. He left his girlfriend there, going to deliver the supplies he had been sent to pick up. "Here you go, Grandmomma."
"Thank you, Rimfire. You're such a good boy," she cooed, pinching him on the cheek. "Go put Dawn down for a nap."
"She's curled up against her friend's side." She gave him a look and he glanced around before muttering a swear. "Can I steal her for a ride?"
"Ask Xander."
"Sure." He walked back out. "Xander, can she go for a ride? Some fresh air might help her."
"Later, kid. It's going to rain soon," Xander told him, grinning and winking at him. "Come cuddle?" Rimfire sat down beside him and Xander pulled him in for a cuddle, whispering in his ear. He got a nod and Rimfire got up, going down to do sweet stuff for his lady. He looked at Dawn. "Give him ten minutes. He's been working on a surprise for you."
"Thanks." She read the letter. "My grades go up and that worries them?"
"Yeah, basically. That and they think you're incapable of doing anything for yourself." He looked at her. "I wouldn't say anything about the furry stuff." She nodded, getting that. "Anything else I should warn her about?"
"Can't we just go in and kick their butts the old fashioned way?" Xander complained. Gunn gave him a look. "What? I can hunt! I'm very good at hunting!"
"They'll get you for assault. That would get her back to Cleveland." Xander handed over the custody agreement for him to read. "Throttle?"
"Husband."
"You're gay?" He frowned at him. "Since when? I never noticed you checking me out."
"I didn't check you out, Gunn. I respect you for other things," he said dryly, earning a smile in return. "I've been dabbling since my roadtrip after graduation." Gunn nodded at that and Xander fully relaxed. "I'm having a horrible thought, Dawn, but what if this is Ethan or Giles?"
"It could be Ethan. Giles is back at home," she said, looking over at him. "What am I getting?"
He shook his head. "You can wait." He looked at Gunn. "Ethan?"
"Only ran into him once and it's possible if he thinks he can use her." He looked at her. "You know the magic big three for power. You fit?"
"I'm not a virgin, I've drawn blood but not killed, except for a vampire, and I'm attached to a sect of faith."
"Does he know this?" Gunn asked.
"The last time he saw me I was a virgin... no, wait, at the booksale I wasn't but he wasn't paying much attention to me. He was paying more attention to Xander and what he was picking up." She wrinkled her nose. "The time before that I was a virgin and more blood innocent than I am now, and I've found my faith since then. Even though it's not quite native." Xander looked over at her. "What? It spoke to me!"
"I'm not going to dictate that to you," he said dryly, making her grin. "Does anyone else know that you're worshiping a Martian deity?" She shook her head. "Not even your man?"
"Yeah, he does I think," she admitted.
"We need what for an altar?"
"Um, nothing. As far as I can tell."
"Thou shalt find out," he said seriously. She nodded, getting that he wanted to make sure everyone was fine with it. "Thank you." He relaxed again and Rimfire was hopping up the ramp. "Nice jump, kiddo. Need her now?" He nodded. "Go ahead, Dawn."
She got up and let him lead her down to the bathroom, where there was a tub full of bubbles, some of her favorite treats waiting for her, one of her magic books, a few candles, and a smiling boyfriend who seemed more than willing to be her bodyslave. She shivered and hugged him. "Love you. You're so thoughtful."
"Xander told me to clean your room for you and to draw you a bath. Everything else was my touch."
"And you touch me very well," she said with a grin, kissing him again. "Help me out of these?" He nodded, helping her out of her clothes. He even helped by putting up her hair for her, then steadying her as she got into the tub.
"Rimfire," Grandmomma called. "Where are you?"
"Talking with Dawn," he called back. She came to the door and stopped so he grinned. "She deserves to be so spoiled and pampered."
"She does," she admitted with a smile. "If you're that serious, I'll allow it."
"Thanks, Grandmomma," he said, getting up to hug her. He overturned a candle but quickly stopped it from hurting anything and put it back into place. He gave her a hug, smiling as he whispered in her ear. She patted him on the back. "I do, Grandmomma," he promised.
"I know you do. The same as I know she adores you. Just take it slowly. No great- grandbabies this year."
"Not until after I start working for Micah," Dawn assured her, waving her hands under the water with a grin. "I'm due to go to college first and then go to him."
"That's fine then, Dawn. I like that man." She smiled. "You've got your head on right. I like that about you."
"Momma, come talk to me?" she asked. She nodded, coming in and sitting beside her. "You too, Rimfire. Close the door." He closed the door and relit the candle that had went out. "Momma, would it be okay if I worshiped a Martian deity? She's the one I feel the pull toward and Xander and I both wanted to make sure it was okay with everyone and wouldn't hurt anyone."
She considered it. "It wouldn't bother me, child. Which one?"
"The one of growth and nature." She nodded at the book. "Her." Momma looked at it and smiled. "That's okay?"
"It's fine, child. She was a splendid Goddess in our lives." She kissed her on the cheek. "I did a bit of praying to her in my youth before I had Modo." She stroked her bangs back. "I'd be more than happy to help you set up a shrine to her." Dawn grinned at that. "We'll go shopping this weekend, dear." She nodded. Momma got up with a small moan. "I'm too old to be sitting on the floor. Now let him spoil you rotten. You need it." She kissed her grandson on the cheek. "Be good to her, Rimfire," she said gently. He nodded, smiling at her. "Good boy." She walked out, closing the door behind her. She went to clue in Modo, just in case it bothered him. He was shining his bike and she gave him a hug, whispering in his ear. "That good with you?"
"It's fine with me, Momma. She'd be proud to have her." He grinned at her. "Where is that pair of trouble?"
"She's bathing and he's being sweet by reading to her and hand-feeding her chocolates and the like," she said with a smile. "He even cleaned her room."
"I'm impressed. I never cleaned anyone's room but my own." She laughed at that and gave him a hug. "Does Throttle's momma like Xander? It'll break their hearts if she doesn't."
"She does, she just doesn't know how to soothe the boy yet. He'll show her. Xander's a complex guy."
"He is and he's been so hurt, Momma," he said quietly. "When he got back here with Switch, he wasn't sleeping, barely eating unless he was reminded. He was miserable and Throttle soothed that."
"I know, son. I saw some of that. He's good to him and Xander treats him like his favorite treasure and a toy, which that boy needed to make him play some more. Too old for his age." She tweaked a bit of fur, making him chuckle. "You need one of those, son. You need to date and be happy. Even if it's not permanent, you need to be happy."
"Yeah, but Charley ma'am's taken and Dawn's taken. I'm not dating Micah, momma."
She chuckled. "I never expected you to, son. I know the sort of girl you like. That Paint was pretty, you were right, but she's so very serious. She'd drag you down, not lighten you up. You need someone like Xander to make you play more." She smoothed the fur on his head. "Finish up so we can go for a ride, son."
"Yes, momma." He finished that coat of wax and buffed it quickly. Then he grabbed their helmets and handed her hers, climbing on and letting her climb on behind him so they could go. He roared out of the lair, heading for the parks. His momma had always liked parks.
***
Throttle smiled as his mother walked around barefoot in the new grass that was just starting to come up. "This is one of our favorite spots."
"Yours and Xander's?"
"No, all of ours. We haven't picked a favorite spot yet." He grinned at her. "You do like him?"
"I do, son, but he's so very hurt." He nodded. "What happened to him?"
"The people in his former life." He leaned forward, looking at her. "Momma, he's protected this world since he jumped in at fifteen and no one thanked him for it. Almost no one knew and those who did didn't value him. I find it hard to take since he's so skilled, but I saw his memories." He pulled his legs up to rest his chin on his knees. "His first slaying of a bad thing was of the demon his friend turned into. He did it to save someone who didn't thank him and didn't like him when they dated a few years later." His mother shook her head. "Time and again, Momma. Xander's one of the best good guys and no one saw it and no one valued him." He heard a quiet footstep and looked at her. She nodded behind him so he got up and pounced the reporter, taking everything off him to rip up. "I'd leave," he warned. The reporter scrambled off. He went back to the clearing.
"Sorry about that." He sat down again, looking at her. "His first time here, about two years before Switch crashed, he slayed a vampire in front of us. He was here to pick something up from a clan and one of them made a slight step towards Charley girl. He staked him. The next night, they had to go take the thing back from Limburger. We saw the commotion and went up there to see what was going on. He got it back after being captured for a few minutes." She groaned, rubbing her head. "Then he jumped out the window without anything to stop him from dying except the vampires at the bottom of the tower waiting on him. He told them they'd better catch him and they did, then he sent the tower to hell, Momma. Said they got what they deserved." She shivered and he nodded. "That was my reaction. Two years later and he came back a weary, tired, hurting man who had been tossed aside because he had lost an eye. The girls he had protected and helped had tossed him aside because of that. I saw them on Thanksgiving this last year. They still don't appreciate how much he gave up for them. He's fought down extreme odds and won, Momma. After a few short days, even Stoker respected him. But his former best friends couldn't and didn't."
"Calm down, son," she said gently. "He's got you now. You appreciate and respect him. It's clear how you feel about him." She sat next to him. "Do you love him though? Is it love or is it that respect? That's what got you caught up in Carbine, honey."
"I know." He looked at her, shaking his head. "I liked him before I respected him. I thought he was more reckless than Vinnie that first time. He came back into our lives and it was like a light going on. He needed me to help him. He needed someone to make him let go and have fun again. He needed me, Momma. He wasn't sleeping. He'd forget to eat. He was a miserable man. He'd go two or three days without sleep, get maybe six hours, then do it again. He was going to the clubs to wear out that anger and rage he carries."
"He's got a temper?"
"He's got a fantastic temper. It's every bit as hot as Modo's and every bit as violent as Vinnie's, but he comes by it naturally." He shifted. "I had to do a life review for Micah because we found some strange stuff. Karbunkle noticed it first. He trapped me in his head," he said with a chuckle. "He's one of those who the spirits crawl into to speak through." She nodded, taking his hand to hold. "I saw it all, Momma. I sped through most of his childhood, but I saw the major highlights. The kid didn't have a lot of highlights. Then I started intensely with him meeting Buffy, Dawn's sister who he jumped in to help. I was so deep it was like I was watching it next to him but I could feel everything happen to my body. I saw it all. The bad things, the good things, the dangerous things. Each time he kissed someone, each time he got hit, all of it." He swallowed. "That's when I started to feel for him."
He glanced around then back at her. "I saw the man he was and it ...turned me on. He's like nothing I've ever met before. It's like he's this savage at times when necessary. He can go on automatic when he's fighting but never with me. He's a lot like Vinnie. That's why they started that joke that they're brothers. He's like a more hurt version of Vinnie. When I took him on our road trip, it was like he was this airy, feather-light creature suddenly. He just shed it all. We pulled into the garage and he went on the defensive because of that general. He pounced him and introduced himself like he was insane, momma." He grinned at her. "The guy would still be scared of him if he was alive."
"When did he turn furry?"
"Our first weekend away together," he said with a small blush. "I took him to this place in Pennsylvania that sounded really nice. It was, but it was one of those places where you go to have sex all the times." She nodded, smirking at him. "Oh, Momma, I learned stuff. He's the one who came up with the idea of teasing the antennas by sucking on them. He did everything to me that weekend and let me do anything I wanted to him. And during one of them he suddenly sprouted a tail. Then each time we got together it got a bit more involved. He came back being a chocolate colored mouse, like his hair was. He shed it that first night back and turned into a white baby mouse. That same baby mouse fur. Now he's aging to catch up to his natural form."
She gave his hand a squeeze. "I can see that you like him that much, son. Can you tell me how to make him relax?"
"I would but I'm not sure. Modo's momma nearly drove him to leave because she wasn't comfortable with him being a human. We left during that first time she was here. That was our first trip away." He blushed a bit, looking shy all of a sudden. "Momma, I've never had anyone make me want to spank them one minute and then kiss it away the next."
"I get it, son. It's the most true form of love. I'm glad you got him instead of Carbine. She was sucking all the fun out of your life." He grinned at that. "Does he make you go have fun?"
"He makes me go dancing with him and he's the one who gets pushy about our diet now and then. The only thing I can't get past is I think there's some sort of barrier there between us. I can't understand that. I don't know where it comes from."
"Son, if he was that hurt, it comes naturally. The same as Vinnie has it. Modo's got a small one and you've had a wariness of strangers for a few years now." She stroked his cheek. "It'll be fine. He loves you and trusts you fully. I think, if you look, that's just an illusion that he's creating to protect himself. He thinks he can't let go and be himself with you. He obviously does with Vinnie." He chuckled, nodding. "Then it's good he's found a family. He's just not sure what a family means yet. Did he have one?"
"Yeah, they were physically there. Most of the time."
"By your answer I'd expect something like that boy up the street's upbringing?" Throttle nodded. "I'll ignore it when he gives me this hurt look for hugging him then."
"I'm not sure it's hurt, I think it's panic. He's a pretty deep well, momma. You thought Modo was deep, but that's nothing to that one." He smiled at her. "Thanks."
"If you're happy, I'm happy." She kissed him on the cheek. "Let's go for another ride. I've had enough of this spot. Show me some of the wilder things."
"No, those two are still at home. Speaking of," he said, looking at his watch. He called the lair. "When is your eye appointment?" Xander groaned. "Today or tomorrow?" He sighed. "Check the board, Xander." He heard the scowl. "So go, I'll meet you there with Momma. Then we'll go for a drive. You can go faster." He hung up and looked at her. "He needs his eyes checked, he's seeing funny and it's giving him headaches." He helped her up and got onto his bike, letting her sit behind him. He handed back her helmet then took his and started his bike, heading off to meet Xander there. Otherwise he'd never go.
***
Xander groaned as he hung up and called the number on the card. "Hi, this is Xander Harris, I'm running a few minutes later. Yeah, I'm on my way now. Thanks." He hung up and headed for his keys and wallet. "I've got that stupid eye exam. I'll be back," he called as he walked.
Gunn looked at Dawn. "Throttle makes him take care of himself?" She had come out of the bath and come up here when Rimfire had left to do something so he wouldn't have to lounge around.
"Throttle helps him take care of himself," she corrected with a smile. "He used to have to remind him to sleep. He's good to Xander. They're cute together. Throttle gets these possessive moods and plants Xander in his lap. He'll eat then fill the plate and hand it to him so he has to eat. He takes good care of him."
"I'm not sure that form of possessive is good."
"No, it's good for him. Xander knows he cares because he does things like that. Throttle tries to spoil him and Xander complains but accepts it. He's met his match. Their first weekend away together, Throttle paid for it. Xander paid for the beds they broke."
"Then he's better for him than Anya was."
She laid a hand on his arm. "You think you're tired now. Xander came in not able to sleep from the nightmares." He shuddered. "He was getting eight hours a week if he was lucky. His body was starting to shut down from it." She gave his arm a squeeze. "Throttle stepped in to help him, him and Vinnie both. Vinnie helped him go wear it out at times by dancing. Throttle took him for rides and very carefully got his trust. Then the Willow thing happened," she added sadly. "Throttle and Vinnie sat with him all night. Throttle got him blasted on rum and let Xander sleep on him all night. When he got up, Vinnie helped him from the living room." He nodded, looking down.
"Throttle is very special to him. We're talking fairytale romance. Throttle had to do a life review to see why Xander was so odd. After that there was no separating them. Before that, Throttle and he had the 'you're a great guy and I'd love to bend you over right here and now, but I only play at being gay now and then' speech. Then they started going for rides. That got Xander to rest. Throttle went from 'dad' figure, which he does very well," she admitted with a grin, "to being the tender and gentle lover who was willing to do anything and everything with that man. If it was possible, Xander was creative and Throttle sucked it all in with the best of 'em. I got here and Throttle instantly accepted me. Xander was teaching me self defense and I wanted a bit more. I went to Throttle and he taught me. He still does each and every weekend. They taught me how to ride a bike. They taught me a lot about people. I'd die for these guys."
He gave her a hug. "Then I'm glad you're happy, Dawn. You were never happy in Sunnydale. All that stress with your mom and stuff just made it worse."
She grinned. "Joyce?" Her mother came trotting up and hopped up into her lap. "Gunn, she came back."
He stroked her fur gently. "Hey, Joyce kitty." The cat gave him one of those looks. He stopped and stared at her. He found another staring at him from behind Dawn and stared at her. "What is going on?" he breathed.
"We've been gifted with a few rebirths," Dawn admitted, patting her mother's back. "This is mom. The one behind me is probably Tara." She glanced back and grinned. "Hey, Tara." She kissed her. "I hope you guys aren't mad about the fixing stuff." They both purred and nudged her to be petted. "Easy. Tara, come down here so I can pet you both." She hopped down and nested into her lap with Joyce. She grinned at him. "Andrew went to live with Buffy."
"Fred and Wes?"
"Are human. They got pulled back like everyone else the Powers yank."
"Like Spike?"
"Only with the memories and a few additional things," she admitted. "She got the magic spells and he's got the magic to do the spells. She got the 'good person' list and he got the facts about each. I'm guessing someone needed to learn how to play nicely together." Another cat leapt up onto the couch and walked along the back of it. "We're not sure who he is yet but I'm pretty sure he's one of them." She reached back to stroke over his back, earning a purr. "Thanks, Buddy. Who was your person before?" Buddy nudged her and gave her a smirk before moving on. He jumped down when he heard Vinnie, going to twine around his ankles.
"Hey, Buddy." He stroked his back, picking him up to nuzzle. "What's up? No one awake to play with you?" He looked at Dawn. "Why do you have a book on the Martian Goddess of Nature and Fertility?"
"Because she called out to me," she admitted. "That a problem?" He shook his head and shrugged. "Cool. Xander told me to make sure."
"No, I've had enough of fertility for a while. By the time the baby's born I'm going to be a gray mouse." He let the cat hop down. "He reminds me of someone."
"Me too but I'm not sure who." The cat gave them a smug look. "Hey, as long as you're not Spike or Angel." The cat gave her a dirty look. "Were you human or a mouse?" The cat's tail swished. "Human?" The swishing stopped. She looked at Vinnie. "So a mouse. Hmm."
Vinnie got down to play with the cat. "Give me a hint, sweetheart. Female?" The tail swished again. "I know so few of those," he said dryly. "Um, Harley?" The cat glared at him. "Sorry, I had to try." The cat gave a look at one of the new kittens trying to fish. "Hey!" The cat jumped down, coming over to nuzzle him. "Thanks, babe." He smiled at her. "Harley?" The cat jumped up and ran away. "Yeah, that's her all right," he said bitterly. He looked at the new one. "Okay, so you were a mouse. How would Dawn know you?" She shrugged. "Fine. Hmm, female mice I've known. Were you related?" The tail swished and she leaned against his leg, allowing for better petting. He stopped and looked at her. "If I didn't know Primer was fine, I'd say you were her." The cat meowed. "I know, she's fine." He went back to stroking her, smiling at Modo as he came back with his mother. "We've got another rebirth kitten."
"I know, I've been trying to figure her out all day," Modo admitted. He bent down to scratch her. "What's wrong? Does he know too many? Were you a Freedom Fighter?" The tail swished and she gave him an adoring look. He pulled back and stared down at her. "You'd better not be my niece." The cat snorted and licked her paws. "Or my sister." The cat stared up at him, blinking at him. He looked at Vinnie. "Do you ever wonder why we got these ones?"
"They came with Xander."
"Point. We like him too much to drive ourselves insane with this."
Dawn coughed and looked at the cat. "You might as well tell 'em, they won't be figuring it out."
The cat got up and went to weave along the table legs.
"Train," they said in unison, smirking at each others. "Figures."
Modo's momma laughed. "What are you two going on about?"
"Some of the cats are people reborn for a second chance," Dawn told her. "My mom and Tara are two of them. So's that one and so's the one fishing, who Vinnie called Harley."
"I'm sorry, bro."
"I figured as much," he sighed. "Harley, I'm watching those to see if all fish like to take over their universe." The cat stared at him. "Don't give me that look. Go suck up to Stoker. Maybe he'll take you home." She hopped down and went to find him. She snuck around the guards that kept the cats inside and found him next door helping the nice woman work on his bike. She walked up to him and plopped herself in his lap, nuzzling his belt before giving him a satisfied look.
He looked down. "You're one of those odd cats, aren't you?" She swished her tail. "Why me?"
"There's probably a connection. I'm assuming Anya's getting a pet?" Charley grinned at him. "I was thinking she seemed awfully familiar too, Stoker." He stroked her slowly and she raised up into his hand. "How many females have you known who would let you do that?"
"Harley." The cat meowed. "Oh, no," he sighed, looking down at her. "You are?" She got up and kneaded her claws against his stomach, then laid down again with her head against his belt. "Honey, I'm married now with two kids." She stared up and him and he nodded. "Really. I am. I married Carbine's sister last year while she was carrying our first one. She's carrying the second one now." The cat let out a pitiful meow. "No, honey, I still remember you. You've always been in my heart." He stroked her back again, getting less pressure into it. "I'll understand if you wanna stay with the punk." She shifted and nestled in more firmly. "Fine, if I can, I'll bring you back." He looked at Charley. "This is just odd."
"Yeah, but it's comforting. They're getting a chance at a healthy and happy life of being spoiled rotten." She picked some fur off a spot of grease, then wiped off the grease. "She needs brushed and fixed."
"She's too young to fix."
"Then you'd better hope Mars can sustain a cat population," she said with a smile.
"We've got plenty of rodents." Harley made a disgusted noise. "You're a cat, you have to act like one." He went back to helping, letting her sit in his lap.
***
Throttle forced Xander into the office, pushing him the whole way. "Sorry, he doesn't like these sort of things but it's affecting his balance. Since we mostly bike and the other doctor said he thought it may be a dominance problem, he has to this time."
"I'll look like a dork in glasses."
"You sound like every six-year-old we've had in here," the nurse said kindly. Xander pouted at her. "It's not that bad. Surely you've had your eyes checked, Mr. Harris? Or am I assuming you're the wrong patient?"
"No, that's him," Throttle offered, standing Xander up. "He's admitted he only got those school checks."
"Interesting. Come this way, Mr. Harris. Your spouse can come with you if you want." Throttle nodded. His mother though, she walked around and pinched Xander by the ear, walking him in there, and the nurse chuckled once they were in there. "She's good."
"That's my momma," he said proudly. "He told you about one of his eyes being different?" She nodded. "He's got a contact in that one and it's the stronger one." He opened the door. "Come on, I'll hold him down." She smiled and led the way in there to find Xander rubbing his ear and his tail. "It doesn't hurt, I promise."
"Bet me." He looked up at Throttle's mother but a warm, furred hand went over his mouth and Throttle smiled at her instead.
"Okay. Mr. Harris, your spouse said you've got a contact in, I need you to take it out please. I've got a dish here so we can safely store it for you." She poured some contact solution into a small ceramic dish and he slipped it out, putting it in there. "My, are they supposed to be that pink?" She looked at Momma, then nodded. "I guess they are." She touched a chin rest. "Put your chin there. We'll be doing the most irritating thing first to get it out of the way." He groaned but did it and she adjusted the machine. "This is going to blow a small puff of air. It's either this or the doctor will have to get up close to your eye with a very bright light." He shuddered. "Then try not to flinch or blink, Mr. Harris." She hit the switch, watching his reaction and noting it. Then she moved the setup and did his normal eye, which reacted slower. "Good job, sir. That's the worst. Let's go to the next part." He nodded, taking his contact with him. Before he got into the office they had taken pictures of the retinas and the veins, then they had done the other minor tests. She let them into an office and left them there.
Xander pouted at Throttle. "This is torture."
"It's not, really. I can show you some if you want."
Xander kissed him. "I saw already." He looked up at him. "If I end up looking like a dork, you are *so* not getting any for at least a month."
"As long as I get to cuddle, unlike the last time you were crew lead." He gave him another kiss, pushing him into the padded chair. "Don't make me tie you down." Xander shivered and curled up some. "Good boy." He sat down next to the chair, at least until the doctor came in, then they got to sit in the corner and watch. This was so much worse than the Martian ones, so maybe Xander had a point. He'd have to give him a treat for only fighting a bit. His mother pinched him on the thigh, making him yelp. "What?"
"Pay attention. The nice doctor asked you a question."
Throttle looked at the man. "What?"
"His eye is supposed to be this color?"
"Yup. All ours are."
"Oh. May I compare yours?"
"You need to ask my mother, I've got implants."
"Oh, sorry to hear that." He looked at Xander again. "Okay, we're going to do the most thorough job we can and it shouldn't bother you." Xander groaned. "We're down to the eye chart and the one-two test, okay?" He nodded, accepting that. He pulled over the big, black head mask looking machine, putting it in front of Xander and adjusting it. "Okay, focus on the wall, Xander."
Xander looked at the wall. "I can't see the wall."
"Let me flip open the window." He flipped it open. "How's that?"
"I still can't see the wall." He closed his other eye. "Oh, there we go."
"Yes, you definitely have very strong eye dominance issues, and non-binocular vision," he said, making a note of that. "Okay, on the chart on the wall, how far down can you read?"
"The next to last line."
"Go ahead then."
***
Modo looked up as Xander came back eating an ice cream cone and Throttle shaking his head behind him. "Not go well?"
"His mom likes my car but she pinches worse than yours," Xander told him, sitting beside him. Vinnie leaned over and stole a lick so Xander kicked him. "I just got tortured at the eye doctors. I'm getting it for good behavior." He licked around the cone, making his mate stare at him. "You're not getting any tonight. You tried to put me in dorky looking glasses. Even your mother said they were dorky looking on me."
"Does that mean we have contacts again, like for real this time?" Vinnie asked. Xander grumbled and nodded, eating more of his ice cream. "How bad was it?" Xander glared at him. "Oh, come on, I won't pick on you."
"His Martian eye is beyond human perfection. His human eye is weaker, being shut out by his mind, and giving him headaches from light spots when it is working. So now he's got matching contacts. One just colored and one clear with a fairly strong prescription."
"He wanted to put me into these dorky black plastic frames," Xander said darkly.
"I could have tried the hot pink."
"I would have kicked your tail in the office," Xander promised, glaring at him. "Keep it up, make it a week and sleeping on the couch."
"Don't, bro, it'd make you more miserable than him," Vinnie warned.
"You think you could hold out that long?" Throttle asked. Xander nodded. "You're sure?" Xander nodded, looking smug. "You're on."
"Sure." He went back to licking his dripping ice cream cone, letting Vinnie steal another bite. "Did you just get the bad image of sharing someone?" he asked. Vinnie shuddered and moved off, not trying to steal any more. "Thanks. I didn't want to know where your mouth had been and I do have fairly sensitive taste buds." He went back to licking, glancing up at his mate, who was staring at him. He slurped out the last few spoonfuls then nibbled on the cone until it was all gone. Then he had to clean his fingers and his wrist from the drips. He heard the growl and looked at Modo. "I'm the wrong sex for you, big guy, but I'll let you steal my man if you want."
"No, I avoided that trap years ago," he admitted. "You don't sleep with your team on assignments."
"Yeah, I know that rule very well," Xander sighed. "That's one of the major braking points of our former group. Willow and I kissed. I got blamed, but we kissed." He finished cleaning himself up then stood up and stretched. "Is it safe to go out tonight?" Throttle shook his head. "Then we'll just have to hold the party here or at the garage." He went to talk to Charley, getting him on her side. She agreed to let them use the garage since it was empty and more soundproofed. He went to select some of the CD's, bringing them over so Charley could play DJ. She only had a small stereo so he went to get his boombox from his room, which had a six disc changer and a random setting. He set it up and grinned at her, going to order dinner.
Then he went to change. He looked through his clothes, finding the ones he wanted were in the wash and still sweaty. He thought about the black jeans but they weren't tight enough. His hand hovered over an old pair of jeans he'd had for years, but they weren't that tight either. Then he spotted it, his former favorite clubbing outfit. He pulled it out and tossed it onto the bed, finding his tightest t-shirt to go with it. He considered shoes, considered barefoot. Put the jeans back and pulled out something else instead. He hated those former clothes. He saw a bag in the bottom of his closet and looked inside, then smirked. Well, it had been Vinnie's third birthday present but he wouldn't mind. It'd look just as good on him and he'd get him another pair. He looked at the tags, then at the bag. That wasn't the birthday present. He searched and found it in the back of the closet. He pulled out these new pants to look at, smiling at the simplistic beauty and his t-shirt would still go. He went into the bathroom to change since there wasn't anyone to put on a show for. "Dinner's on it's way," he yelled as he came out. "We're going to club next door if anyone wants to come."
"Be right there!" Dawn yelled. She and Rimfire headed for their rooms to change.
Vinnie came down the ramp, looking at Xander. "I like those on you." Xander winked. "Mine?"
"No, yours are in my closet." He strolled next door, going to pay for the pizzas and fries, putting them all on the table. He went to flip on the music, taking Charley out first. She blushed a bit but he was insistent and she was pretty decent once she relaxed. Vinnie came in next and blatantly stole his woman back, smirking at him.
"She only dances with one white mouse, bro, and that's me." He danced her off, teasing her the whole way.
Xander shrugged and stole Rimfire from Dawn, so she could go get Modo and dance with him, showing him how it was done. He saw Throttle come in and ignored him, showing him how to do this hip-swish thing he had learned stripping. Rimfire tried it and Xander shook his head, standing behind him to correct him by moving his body for him. "That's it," he encouraged. Rimfire grinned and they switched, he got Modo. "Hey," he said with a grin, dancing closer. "Come on, I know you're not *that* shy," he teased. "You're very athletic and you can move. You have a sense of rhythm." Modo blushed a bit but got with it. Charley came over to steal him so he got Dawn while Vinnie taught Rimfire some of the other club dances going on these days.
Throttle leaned against the wall, watching his mate and Dawn. Two excellent teases and it was clear that she had taken lessons from the older one. He sipped his rootbeer slowly, shaking his head. Tempting but he could hold out for the whole week. Someone blew in the door and everyone stared at the man standing there. "Hey," he said over the music. Dawn reached over to cut it off. "Sorry, were we disturbing the neighbors?"
"I'll kill you all!" he shouted. He rushed for Xander and Dawn since they were the closest. Xander tripped him, Dawn kicked him in the jaw, then Xander hit him in the back of the neck, putting him down.
"Really?" Xander asked. "You're sure of that?"
"If he's not, I am," another voice said smoothly, walking in.
"Huh. Look, it's Junior." He yawned. "Yay. Vinnie, can you please take the delicate people, like the mothers, and Modo there to the back room?"
"Bro," he whined.
"You can come back!" He grinned at him, nodding for him to move the others. Dawn caught the hint and headed back to where Modo was. The mothers weren't going to be moving for anything and he caught Throttle's eye, smirking at him. He looked at Junior again. "What did you want? And you do know you're going to be fixing that door, correct?"
"I own this place," he said smugly.
"I don't see how considering *I* own this place," Xander told him. "I'm the one who bought the mortgage on it and I still hold it. There's no other one outstanding." The man stopped. "Didn't think about that? She owns the land down to the mineral rights level. That's fifty feet down, Junior. Next time, read a fucking book." The Plutarkian glared at him so he shrugged. "Your choice. Spoil my happy mood, I dare ya." He waved a hand and a guard came forward. Xander tucked and rolled, taking that gun from the guard, using it on him to knock him out with a chin and throat strike with the grip, then he turned it on the intruders. "I'm going to shoot your boss. I'm not the nice one."
"You're a Martian," Junior sneered. "They have ethics."
"Yeah, and I'm a warrior and protector from a long line, babe. I was a human and I only got a 'D' in civics." He shot him in the knee, watching as he fell. "Anyone else?" The others backed off. "Seriously. Pissing me off majorly. Your choice, people." The ran out, one of them remembering their boss at the last moment.
"Freeze, Federal Agents!" someone shouted outside.
Micah walked in and took the gun. "I'm going to teach you how to use on of those properly."
"I did, I knocked that one out," he said, kicking the body next to him. "We're holding a dance since we can't club. Wanna come?"
"Sure. Be back in a few minutes. I'll even bring Lorne." He drug out the other body, depositing him on the ground. "Here's another. They're holding a private party, wanna come, Lorne?"
"Sure. Let the Feebs do the paperwork."
"Why does this one stink?" one of the FBI agents yelled.
"Because he's rotten to the core," Micah called back. "If he gives you any shit, just threaten him with salt water." He walked back inside and found Xander pulling down the auxiliary door. "Nice work."
"Thanks." He looked up. "Music?" It was flipped back on and Xander grinned, taking Micah out to dance with him. He wasn't too bad, a bit old school. He definitely needed to get out of the office more.
Carbine came in a while later with Stoker and stood against the wall shaking their heads. Carbine looked at Throttle. "Take me for a spin?"
"Sure. Your boyfriend mind?"
"He's not here," she noted, leading him out. It was a slower song so she got closer than she normally would. "What happened?"
"I was picking on him about getting glasses," he admitted. "My own fault."
"Huh. So who's sleeping with your husband tonight?" He shrugged. "I'll offer," she said with a smirk.
"You couldn't put up with him, babe. He likes to try new things." He dipped her then let her go to Micah at the next song since he was nearby. He looked around and didn't see Xander or Vinnie. He checked in the kitchen. One of the pizzas was missing. So were one of the two-liters of root beer. He walked out back and looked around, spotting them up on the lair's roof. He had no idea why but apparently they were comfy for now. He went back to dance with his mother. "They're on the roof," he said at her confused look.
"He was serious?"
"It's a childish bet, momma. It'll be fine."
"You can't let a boy like that get stolen from you, he won't come back."
"Momma, I've got it."
"Fine." She backed down on the matter. "So, who's sleeping where tonight?"
"Not a clue. I know Vinnie's going to be over here unless he does something really dumb, and then he'll still probably be over here." He saw the back door open and Enamel came in so he waved him inside. "You can come too."
"Thanks. I came to see how the appointment went. Xander?" he called back. Throttle pointed so he stole a few slices of pizza and headed next door. It was nice how they had the ramps set up. He found the two white mice talking quietly on the landing pad and plopped down beside Xander. "That bad?"
"Yeah." He handed over the note he had gotten earlier. "For my records if you keep them."
"On you and Charley I do." He read it over, nodding at most of it. "I had no idea our eyes were so much stronger." Xander groaned and nodded. "It'll be fine. It could still even out."
"Maybe." He took another drink and put the two-liter down. "Throttle tried to put me in ugly glasses."
"He was just teasing," Vinnie reminded him. "He does that. That's how you know your bro loves you, he picks on you." Xander gave him an odd look. "Really."
"I wouldn't really know about that stuff," he pointed out dryly. "Remember, I only had girls."
"Point," Vinnie admitted. "He was just picking on you." He looked at Enamel. "He made a bet about no sex for a week."
"I'm sure both of you will be crawling the walls by then." He nudged Xander. "What else is bothering you." Xander shook his head. "Give, kid."
"It's nothing. Just some older nightmares." He stretched and had to catch himself before he fell. "Ooh."
"Did you not sleep last night?" Vinnie asked. Xander shook his head so Vinnie groaned. "Did you try the allergy pills?" Xander nodded. "Need to sneak out?"
"I was thinking about it, but it's not working tonight. Usually I could at least bleed out a bit, but it's not working." He shrugged. "It'll fade. It's not like I have anything to do tomorrow."
"You could try sleeping with the light on since you're sleeping alone tonight," Enamel offered. "You guys need more bedrooms."
Xander smirked. "I have a whole warehouse of books and weapons waiting on my pleasure."
"So you really do need to expand." Xander nodded. "What're you going to do about it?"
"Keep most of them in storage. I was thinking about digging a basement but it might be interpreted as an escape hatch." A breeze started so he shivered, and nearly fell again. This time Vinnie grabbed him and pulled him back further. "Thanks."
"That's what bros and siblings are for," he joked, looking at Enamel. "Problems?"
"Looking for something to do beyond obstetrical textbooks and possible fertility treatments for Mars." He sipped his rootbeer, quietly staring out at the stars. "There she is, boys," he said, pointing at Mars. "She's pretty, but fairly distant."
"Did you have a sweetie or wife when you were banished?" Xander asked.
Enamel looked at him. "I had a girl before then. She broke up with me weeks before I managed to not save that last patient. She had a bad genetic instability and I couldn't get the stabilizer to work on her. I switched to a new one and it was something she ended up being allergic to. They looked in my records and found out I was doing private research," he sighed, shaking his head.
Xander punched him on the arm. "That wasn't what I asked. You don't have to keep going over that. Yeah, it sucks. It changed your life. It was a horrible thing. If you dwell, you end up like me. Or like Gunn, who was sleeping on the couch the last time I knew." He stared him down. "It's done. You can't change it," he said quietly. "All you can do is have nightmares." He nodded, accepting that. "Use it to make sure the next generation doesn't get caught, Enamel. Sorta like how Rimfire got suspended for following orders." He stood up. "I'm going for a drive."
"You sure you wanna do that?" Vinnie asked. Xander nodded, heading off. He waited until he was gone. "That was pretty smart. He gets it from my side of the family."
Enamel chuckled. "Yeah, he must. Those girls warped him badly." He looked at him. "Why is he having nightmares?"
"Depends on which one. The ones about going into the hellmouth to fight. The ones about other battles. The one about staking his only male friend as his first kill. The ones about being captured and tortured again. The ones about Angel and Spike getting him, which didn't get to happen. Thankfully. I think he'd make one of the most scary vampires around."
Enamel nodded. "He probably would," he agreed. He nudged him. "Where's your girl?"
"The last time I saw her, she was dancing with Modo and making him blush." He stood up. "I'm going back in."
"Have fun, Vincent. It's too fleeting." He nodded, heading back inside while Enamel continued to stare at Mars. "I used to be angry with you, girl. Now I'm just sad. Maybe some good blues tonight." He gathered up everything and took it inside to put away, then headed back to his bike. He got about a mile away when he saw Xander's car parked and him slumped in it. "Oh, please, not tonight," he hissed, parking his bike so he could check him. "Xander?" He got a small moan and moved the head back carefully, looking at him. Someone had hit him with something but the car was undamaged. He heard a buzzing and glared at the source, making the person run. "Demons," he said in disgust. He looked at the boy's face. It was going to be a pretty bruise. He patted him gently until the boy woke up. "What's going on?"
"Wolfram and Hart," he growled. His eye blazed and he started the engine, taking off in a spew of dust.
Enamel watched him go, then called the garage. There was no way that boy should be doing things like that alone. He heard a voice come on. "Charley, it's me. There was just a demon coming after Xander. He said something about Wolfram and Hart and took off. Yeah, eye blazing, over-pumped on steroids, gratuitous violence kick. Yeah, that one. Want me to follow?" He nodded. "Sure." He got onto his bike and followed anyway. That kid would need patching up.
***
Xander walked into the lobby of W&H Enterprises and to the elevator.
"Sir, do you have an appointment?" the receptionist yelled.
He turned and walked back, slamming a fist into her desk, breaking it. "They're fucking with me. They just sent a demon after me. I'm going to talk to someone about that. You can tell them I'm here if you want." He headed to the elevators, sniffing. He could smell the demons but the one who had attacked him was here. He followed the scent to an inside corner office and kicked the door in, then casually strolled in. He looked at the demon. "Let's try attacking me when I'm not blinded by putting in a contact, shall we?"
"What is the meaning of this?" the man behind the desk shouted.
Xander looked at him, a cold, emotionless look. "This demon just attacked me, probably upon your orders. I'd sit down and shut up. I'm not here for you."
"He is my client and assaulting him...." His words went to an 'erk' sound as Xander grabbed him by the throat and pulled him across the desk.
"Hear me this time. Unless you sent him after me, you're probably safe from me. Unless you're the one who's trying to fuck with my life, little man. All I want is this demon, *this* time. Next time, it'll be worse. Oh, and by the way, it won't work. You didn't put it over on Angel and I'm worse." He let him go and grabbed the demon before he could bolt, dragging him down to the parking garage, where he pushed him against the wall. "You wanted it, come get it." He shook his head. "Why not? Scared? You attacked me. I don't know which project it was that got the attention, but you might as well stop it now. Attacking me was *totally* stupid." He stepped closer. "Being who I am means that I know what bringing the pain home means and I like it," he hissed. "Now, if you want some of me, take me. If you don't, I suggest you tell me which of those nice demons upstairs sent you after me."
"Wrong white mouse," he said fearfully. "I was to get the other one. He's the target. Him and his wife."
Xander grabbed him again and walked him out to his car, shoving him in the other seat. He climbed in ad started his nice, fast sports car, heading back to the garage. He found Vinnie on his bike and got out, handing over the demon. "He thought I was you," he said quietly, his voice like ice. "He thinks you and your *wife* need attacked."
"Oh, really?" Modo asked, glaring at the creature. "Then maybe we should talk to him." He grabbed the demon, dragging him around to the back of their place. Charley didn't need to see this.
Xander got back into his car and took off again, heading for a drive. It was a pretty night for a drive, even if his face did hurt.
Throttle was the one who realized that Xander hadn't followed and went back around the front of the building, not seeing the car there. "Where did you go this time?" he muttered, checking the tracking system. It was listed as 'discarded'. "How in the name of Mars?" he asked, frowning at it. He tried to reestablish contact with it and found it was in his room. That told him everything he needed to know. Xander and he would be having a talk the next morning. He went back to hit the demon a few more times. He needed the stress relief now. His mate had better come back in perfect condition and he had better not smell off. Or else they would need a new building by the time he got done yelling.
***
Enamel walked into his apartment and found Xander in there on his computer. "Something you need?"
"Yeah to be changed back. That's what this shit was about," he said, looking at him. "Wolfram and Hart were concerned because I tipped the balance in favor of the mice."
"Pity." He walked in. "How did you get in here?"
"It's not that hard. Your security system doesn't register if you take the door off and put it back on." He went back to browsing. "You're sure it's permanent?"
"Yeah. Why? Hate the fur already?"
"No." He turned to look at him fully. "Think about it, Enamel. What's going to happen when this has to go to court?" He shrugged. "Court proceedings here on earth are recorded. In this state by video recording. You're sworn to tell the truth, no matter what. So all they have to do is call me as a witness, which they'll have to do anyway, and ask me what I am. Then I'll have to answer or risk losing Dawn. I'm strong, not smart, I can't duck that question that well. How do I do this and not expose them?"
"Us, Xander. You are one of us."
"Point," he admitted. "Can you think of *any* way, short of magic, that I can deal with this temporarily?"
He shook his head. "I can't even think of a way to do it permanently. Temporary would be impossible. Can't you just do an illusion or something?"
"Wolfram and Hart are Hell's lawyers," he said calmly. "They're the top people in the occult, research, magic, demonic, and data cataloging systems in the world. Anything I or Dawn could do they can undo or make it so we'd have to undo it." Enamel sighed. "So, the choice then becomes do I try my best to keep her, which will expose all of us, or should I let them win, which means that I'm going to kill them all?"
"There's got to be other options. Gunn, or whatever his name was, should be able to come up with something."
"He looked it over. What they did is perfectly legal. They're filing to give her back to Buffy, which I don't believe."
"Then have her ask for emancipation."
"I thought about that and asked him. They can block it while this case is in trial. Gunn's going to ask for a continuance since he was just brought onto the case. I have two days to decide this."
"Have you told her?"
"We did." He stood up, moving over. "I don't have ethics that cover this. My first instinct is to fight them, which is stupid. They've got Hell's coffers. They can literally create gold if they need it. They've got plenty of judges in their pockets. Even if I lose and appeal it, they can have her."
"Then send her off on a learning trip, Xander."
"I suggested that and it's blocked. She can't even go to Micah to talk about working with him. He checked. We're at stalemate and I'm not sure what they want. Is it Dawn? She's not the person they think. Is it us exposed? If so, that's a pretty brash plan. Is it something else that I'm not seeing?"
"I'm not seeing anything else unless they're pushing weight around to let the dark win."
Xander shook his head. "Chicago isn't a powerful demon location. If this were LA, then yeah. New York, 'Frisco, hell, Fresno. Seattle. Vancouver. Most of Florida. We're in a null spot. This is the most peaceful place with demons ever. This is where shy demons bring their families to raise them in peace. I don't know what I'm missing."
"Me either," he admitted, patting him on the cheek. "How's your face?"
"It's nothing. I've had worse." He glanced around. "I can be arrested for sending her away or taking her away."
"If it's the right thing, he'll bail you out."
"Which would expose us. The only thing I can think of was that I stepped on their toes to design that new club myself. They don't realize who I am. They don't know me as more than some jumped up person who's flaunting their will. They may be using Dawn as a pawn against Buffy, I'm pretty sure about that. It's like a marker at a betting table." Enamel leaned against the back of his couch, letting him talk it out. "The problem with that is that no one knows what I did back in Sunnydale unless one of us told them. Since the girls don't usually know what I did back in Sunnydale other than fetch food and sharpen stakes for them, I doubt that unless it's from Giles or Ethan. Ethan knows enough to know that I'm a protector. Giles knows more than Ethan does but not enough about me to gauge what I'm going to do. So the question still remains, do I expose *us* or do I let her go?"
"Only your heart and Throttle can advise you of that, Xander. Personally, I'd stay low tech. If they've got all the cards and the weapons, they're being smug. They won't consider the lesser tactics because it'd be beneath them." Xander grinned at him. "You know that you're mated to a strategist, right?" He nodded. "Then why aren't you talking to him about this?"
"Because it's not really his problem. It's mine. They're threatening what's mine. It's my job to protect that."
"Uh-uh." He shook his head, using his tongue to remove some leftover pizza from his teeth. "That's now what mates, brothers, or bros do, Xander. If it's yours, any of those categories of people should help you protect them."
"Yeah, but this isn't a war."
"Point, but it will turn into one if you go after Wolfram and Hart." He stared him down. "You're good, very good, but you're aiming high and jumping from a plane without a chute. You don't jump to the moon on a pogo stick, but it can take you home."
Xander shook his head. "Not this time."
"If it exposes us, you have to tell them."
"I will, if I decide to go that way. Though I'm sure it'd be pretty self-explanatory and obvious. I'd think of that problem. I know Charley did."
"Well, I'm betting Throttle hasn't yet, at least not until he asks the question of what to expect." Xander shrugged. "You have to tell him."
"If I do, I put them and Dawn in greater jeopardy. If she runs, then she can and will be taken away." Enamel sighed. "So it's a box. A very tight fitting lid. A seriously small keyhole. And a bazooka to pick it with. Either the box goes or I go." He shrugged. "I'm going to think if they call." He walked out. "I fixed the squeak." He closed the door behind himself.
Enamel covered his face, shaking his head. Why was he in the middle of this? He hadn't allowed himself to care for years. Suddenly he cared, he was fighting for Mars again, and he was fighting for one strong group of people who didn't really like him enough to talk to him on the streets unless they wanted something. Except for Xander, he did talk to him. Whenever he saw him he gave him an update on the problems he was going through and then changed the subject. It was like he was getting the necessities out of the way so they could move on. He had given him good advice earlier too. He hoped he had repaid it by letting the boy think out loud.
***
Throttle woke up and sniffed. Something was not right. The other side of his bed was cold. That definitely wasn't right and there was a strong smell that shouldn't be there anymore. A human Xander and his old cologne. He got out of bed and slid into his jeans, heading up the stairs to search out the scent. He found him on the roof, looking normal, but for a slender leather strip around his neck. "That had better be magic."
Xander turned to look at him, nodding. "It is." He took it off and handed it over. "At the trial, I'm going to have to be there."
"They're not going to do it by phone or whatever? It'll be in a real courtroom?" Xander nodded. "Since when?"
"Since most of the time judges don't hear cases in their offices. We'll be in a full courtroom that'll be open to anyone who wants to come in and watch. There'll be cameras there to tape the proceedings and someone there to type it in too. They'll have their people, we'll have ours. It'll be like a polite assault."
"Do you get to hit anybody?" Vinnie asked as he joined them.
"Nope, no hitting, screaming, yelling, raising of voices of any kind, or any other outbursts. You have to answer the questions they ask you and you can't lie. No matter what, because they make you swear an oath." They both winced. "Vinnie, you're bringing Dawn quietly to the courthouse earlier in the day. You're to guard her, she's not to run, which she may. Rimfire's a great kid but they'll try to use that against her too. If he's there, it'll only make it worse," he said bitterly, looking at Throttle. "You'll probably be called to testify. Be yourself, please."
"If they find out we're mice, then everything can bottom out," Throttle said patiently.
"Then the choice becomes do we fight to keep her here and safe or do we let her go back."
Throttle winced. "I'm not the enemy here, Xander."
He nodded. "I know. I'm still trying to figure out why they're doing it. No one from Sunnydale would have mentioned me. No one thought I ever did anything but hang out."
"With everything you did and no one said anything about you?" Throttle asked. Xander shook his head. "What about graduation?"
"I assigned section leaders, they got their sections into position. Those who knew were mostly the strongest, that's why I put them in charge. Which also put them into the most danger." Throttle shuddered at the matter-of-fact tone of his voice. "I don't know how they even know who I am, beyond some minor documents here and there." He shrugged. "Here's the dilemma of this moment. Which do we do?"
Throttle shrugged. "I don't know. How long do we have?"
"Two days. Mid-afternoon in two days." He walked off, leaving it in his hands. He went to talk to Dawn, who was bouncing a ball off her ceiling. "I did that for years until I didn't catch it a few times."
"I heard," she said, continuing to bounce. "What's the plan?"
"I don't have one," he admitted. She stared at him, forgetting to catch the ball. "At least it wasn't broken," he said with a grimace. "I don't want you to go, I don't want you at that courthouse because I have the feeling that something's going to happen, and I want this to be one of my nightmares. It's certainly turning into one of the more routine ones." She grimaced back at him. "You're nearly an adult, you know the risks. What do you want to do?"
"I want to stay."
"We want you to stay," Throttle told her as he joined his husband. "We're going in with you as the Biker Mice. I don't care, Dawn. You're too important to risk."
"Then that exposes you guys and puts you at risk of NID people showing up."
"Yeah, but you're worth it," Xander told her. "On that mushy note, I need to have some fun. I want you to stay here all day and tomorrow too. No going out, not even for an errand." She nodded, snuggling back into her pillows. "Good girl. We'll handle it. Call Buffy, maybe Wes's had a new idea." He headed up, finding Lorne checking his email. "Is there anything *fun* going on today? I need a distraction."
"Gun show." He looked up at him. "You like weapons."
"True." Xander beamed. "Clearance necessary?"
"Only to try some stuff out." He waved at the table. "Micah's in the kitchen making coffee."
Xander bounced that way. "Micah, can you get me into the gun show?" Micah gave him a look. "I'm serious!"
"With the way you look?" Xander ran off and came back with the leather strap, putting it on. "Well, that covers everything but your tail."
"I'll wear a real shirt and baggy pants, it can hide it."
"Fine. I'll get you into the gun show. You can go blow stuff up." He shook his head. "Maybe you should take someone with you."
"Then we'd look really odd. I can't change Vinnie into a human."
"Point." He considered it. "Let me call someone." Xander beamed. He went out to feed the fish and to take out the newly dead one that the others had partially eaten. He shook his head and called one of the guys he knew was there. "Pete, it's Micah, I've got two of my new special people, possibly three, who need a stress break and they like to see explosions. Yeah, fully certified. Um, the top one has omega seven." He sipped his coffee, smirking. "Yeah, that one," he agreed, rolling his eyes. How had someone in the Pentagon learned about Xander this time? "No, him, Vinnie, who looks a lot like him, and their mentor if I can wake him up to chaperone." He took another sip. "Nope, pure stress relief and looking after the local emergency arsenal. Sure. Thanks." He hung up. "Xander, take off the collar, you can go as yourself. The boys in blue said that you're creepy, but good." Xander rushed in and hugged him. "You're welcome. No buying stuff and I'll show you a secret later. Unless it's really nice and then you call first," he sighed to ease the pout.
Xander whooped and went to find Vinnie, dragging him to his bike. "We're going to the toy show."
"Toy show? Why would I want to go to the toy show?"
Xander beamed at him. "To look at the new toys. Micah said we could go. He's gotten us into the special section even." Vinnie looked hesitant. "Stoker's coming too."
"Fine," he grumbled. "At least I'll find something for the baby."
"No buying stuff for the baby until it's almost born," Charley complained.
"Yes, sweetheart." He looked at Xander. "Shoes?" Xander ran back to put on his sneakers and grab his helmet, dragging Stoker behind him. "He said it's a toy show, old guy."
"Anya could use some stuff," he admitted, getting onto his bike. Vinnie had to stop Xander from taking his and shook his head. "They've got to get him his own," he complained. He started his bike. "Later, Charley girl."
"Have fun playing with the new toys," she called, smiling at them. "I didn't know Xander liked toys that much. I'll let him help me pick out some for the baby." She walked into the office and found Micah kicked back checking his email. "Someone on both of them?"
"Yeah, Lorne's doing official stuff and Dawn's being scary and watching smut. Since I'm only checking my email I thought I'd come over and help you after I emailed a contact to warn them that Xander was coming."
"What toy show has agents?"
Micah looked up at her. "Toy show? Who said that?"
"Xander."
Micah groaned. "Gun show, Charley. Gun show."
"Ah, big boy toys," she said, rolling her eyes.
"Not that he doesn't have good taste in regular toys. He's got a great collection under his bed." She grinned at that. "They'll be back after lunch, depending on some of the demonstrations."
"That's fine. A few less to cook for." She went back to work, doing the simple tune up and oil change on the priceless old antique car.
***
Vinnie pulled up outside where Xander had told him to go, a small convention center just outside the city, and stared in awe.
"Like I said, toy show," Xander said happily, pointing for Stoker's benefit. "Toys."
"Toys," he agreed, grinning back.
"Yes! New weapons!"
"Micah said we can shop but if we want anything we have to call him."
"Hey, that's fine, we've got better already but this'll be great! I needed a new toy!" They sped down to the parking lot, parking near the doors. Xander strolled up to the door, smiling at the guards there. "Hey," Vinnie said from behind him.
"Sir, this a private showing day."
"Micah sent me. I'm Xander." The man checked his list and opened the door for them. Xander beamed. "Thanks. We need new toys." The guard simply nodded while holding the door. Xander smiled and walked in, finding a general there in the doorway. "'Scuse us."
"Who're you?" he asked, looking them over. "Designers?"
"No, I'm a Xander."
"Oh, Micah's talked about you," he said, shaking his hand. "How is the local arsenal?"
"Not that hefty. I'd like it to be bigger," he admitted. "I'm the sort who like the SBD weapons and the good things that don't require a tank to haul. Though, explosions are always nice."
The general laughed, clapping him on the arm. "We can show you those. Urban, desert, or other sort of warfare?"
"I tend to multi-task," Xander admitted. "Stoker, this guy," he said with a nod for him, "does a lot of desert warfare these days. He's in training. Vinnie," he said, nodding at him, "is my big brother and we basically do it together. I do demolitions and things like rifles and grenade launchers, and some techie toys, and he does the tried and true - missiles and the like."
"Then you've got a good start going," he assured them. "Let's go, I'll lead you around. I'm Peter, I was actually Micah's CO when he was a Marine."
"Cool. He told me this great story about him and a beach crab stand with his whole unit."
Peter laughed. "Yeah, I remember that fondly. A full month in the hospital with food poisoning because they were going for cheap stuff." He shook his head. "They had cast iron stomachs after that." He led them to the first booth, where Xander picked up the pamphlets. "Good idea. That way you can compare and make orders later." Xander beamed and nodded. "Okay, this is one is a ballistics supplier."
Xander looked at the offerings. "Do you do crossbow bolts too? I've got one at home and I need a new supplier."
"No, not really. My company does more of the exploding tip bullets." He held one up. "Packed with a small mercury charge to blow up on contact."
"Cool," Vinnie said, grinning as he leaned closer. "Does it make big or little holes?"
"It'll totally shred a person's chest or blow through armor, but it won't do more than dent walls. We've been working on a larger model, but it's not perfected yet and it's too heavy." He smiled and handed over a small bag with three bullets. "Here, our sample pack."
"Thank you," Xander said, tucking it into one of the pamphlets. They moved onto the next table, going on until they made the complete circuit and then there was time for a snack and then the demonstrations. Some of the higher end military weapons, vehicles, and toys. Xander nudged Vinnie, nodding at Junior, which made Vinnie snickered and shake his head, giving him a nudge. They clapped as the missile they were watching took out a concrete bunker, sending the little pieces very high up. The better the explosion, the more they liked it.
***
Stoker forced the two boys back inside, letting Xander put down his new toys, but carrying all the pamphlets and sample kits. Every table had something and Xander had picked up all of them. He flopped down on the floor in front of the couch, handing them to Carbine. "From the weapon show."
"I thought they went to the toy show."
"To some of us, they are toys," Xander said smugly. He hugged Micah. "I only got personal stuff. Some crossbow bolts for my personal bow, as I told them, and some new bullets, oh! And a flame thrower."
Micah patted him on the back. "You were very restrained," he promised. He sat down beside Carbine to look through them, sorting out the people who weren't good enough. He handed her the smaller stack. "Most of those sell to anybody and they're not going to be too picky. The few on government contract I can get authorized if you find something you like."
She looked through them, handing them off to Stoker. "What're these?" she asked, holding up a package of bullets.
"Sample pack of .... those are thermal tipped if I remember right."
She read the description of that product then looked impressed. "Nasty. I can see them being used." She put those aside and went onto the next one, shaking her head as she read, but she was smiling. "Fairly ambitious. I wonder what they could do if they had a working prototype."
"Not gonna happen," Micah warned. "If you give them one, everyone else will want one and then it'd be lost to the highest bidder and we'd have to be scared again. Even with an exclusive contract, there's still espionage at those places." She nodded, shrugging a bit. "Now, if you could figure out a way to get a few good designers to Mars, that'd be different." She smirked at him. "Hey, you guys could probably recycle old ones."
"True. Actually, there's some other alien races that do weapons very well. They're the ones who finalized the design for the blasters." She looked over as Throttle walked up the ramp. "They went to a weapons show."
"Find anything pretty?" he asked, kissing Xander on the head. Vinnie was bouncing and opening his mouth. "Slow down."
"You won't believe it! You know those old Bronc bombs we had? They've got those!" he said excitedly. "They're refined them, they're smaller! We could fit them on the bikes!"
Throttle looked impressed. "Those would be handy."
"Especially since Junior was at the demonstrations," Xander offered. Throttle nodded, going to get them something to drink. Xander handed off the rootbeer and got up to get a real soda, coming back to sit down and pull out the ones he had liked best. "I like them, Micah."
Micah looked at them. "For simple assaults and things, they're good," he admitted. He found one in the other stack, handing it to him. "These guys are very good at making things go boom."
"Their rep was creepy and vamp-like," Vinnie complained. "Pale, wheezy, and shaky."
"Ooh, they had the General there," he said, shuddering. "It's his company. His sons run it now but he used to sell to anyone and their brothers just to watch the carnage." He tapped the brochure. "They've updated the old bazookas and things."
"Wow." He curled up to read over that one, smiling and nudging Vinnie at the description. "If we could get one and modify it, that could be a replacement accessory for the bikes, like whenever was needed."
"Hmm, plug and play, I like that idea," Vinnie admitted, reading over it. "A bit too big but it could probably trimmed down. We need Charley to look at some of these. She does most of our upgrades and I'm hoping she can get an idea." He got up to get her, pulling her out from under the antique car. "Hey, we're doing dinner and looking over stuff from the toy show. There's stuff that we liked a lot if you think it might be okay," he said with a smirk. "Very suitable for the house and all that," he said with a wink since there was a customer.
"Give me an hour to finish up and then I'll come over," she said with a grin. "Have fun?"
"Lots. It was wonderful! We even got to see the blowing up demonstrations!" He cackled and went back to helping Xander think up new things for the bikes.
Xander looked at Micah. "Can I learn how to design weapons?"
"Sure, kid," he said with a smirk. "I'll send you the beginning texts the Marines use." He nudged him. "We need to go for a drive later." He nodded, grinning at him. "So, did you have fun?"
"Lots of fun. We cheered ourselves hoarse over some of the demonstrations." He beamed at Vinnie, who beamed back. "It was so cool!"
Modo rode up and stopped, looking at them. "What're we doing?"
"They went to the big boy's toy show," Throttle said with a grin for him. "Lots and lots of weapons."
"Cool. Hey, momma, come look at the weapons."
"Coming, dear." She came out and saw all the pamphlets and sample kits, smiling. "Did you have fun?"
"Yup, I raided each and every table," Xander said proudly. "Then we got to watch stuff blow up. Ooooh, Micah, I forgot. There some new plastic explosives that I *need*," he said with a manic grin. "Please?"
"From?"
"Murdertech."
He shook his head. "They finally got it to work?"
"Apparently," Vinnie said dryly. "Either that or they laced it with something else. A small bouncy ball sized ball made a huge crater."
Micah nodded. "I'll look into that. There's more subtle things."
"Sneaking is not the mouse way," Vinnie complained. "Stealth is for less studly bodies and less talented mice."
"Yeah, where's the fun if you can't blow it up?" Modo asked.
Micah snorted, starting to laugh. "You guys are so bad." He looked at Lorne. "Did you go too?"
"You told me to." He handed over the carefully selected ones. "Sent Xander too?"
"He shops for different reasons, you shop for ECHO, pal." He looked at them, nodding at his choices. "Good and efficient. I don't like them for bullets, they seem to fall behind a lot."
"Ooh, I like these guys for bullets," Xander said, pulling out a booklet and sample pack from the 'good' stack. He handed it to Lorne. "Those guy's were undersized slightly. I saw them loading and they were too loose. These loaded right and they didn't wiggle wrong and they seemed quieter for some reason."
"Low gunpowder," Micah read, looking it over. "I'd like to try some of them." He put those aside and moved on, nodding at the other choices. "We'll sit down and talk with them in a few days, Lorne, good job. Any problems?"
"They should've had pom poms," he said sarcastically. "They warmed the hearts of all those cold, hard-heated generals by cheering for each explosion. Then rating it. The Sisyphus system is up and running too."
"Wonderful!" Micah said happily. "I'm going out with him, Charley, and Throttle later. Can you hold the fort if something happens with Dawn?" He nodded, going to get a drink. "Thanks, Lorne."
"Better me than Max. They'd have had a lot of 'little lady, can you handle that big of a gun' issues with her. Or Dawn I guess." He pulled out a soda and went to help them look through the other things. He had only browsed at some of the places he knew they wouldn't use.
***
Throttle pulled up beside Xander's car, which Micah had been allowed to drive Charley to the spot in. Xander slid off the back and he found he missed the warmth. He got off and looked at the nondescript building in front of them. It looked like one of those concrete shacks that housed gas shut-offs and things. Micah walked over to it and tapped in a code on the security panel, getting them access. Once they had all squeezed inside the small building, he tapped the back panel, opening that security door. That one he had to say something into. "Okay, we're authorizing new people to get into here," Micah said as he typed. "Each of you will need to give a retinal image, a thumb print, and a voice scan." He got out of the way. "Throttle, you're first since you're going to have the most problems."
Throttle stepped up, reading the instructions on the screen. He put his eye in the right spot, watching as the little light came out to scan it. He felt Xander shudder and put his tail around his boy's wrist to calm him down. When the light was done he pulled back and put his thumb on the thumb spot, then said his name "Throttle."
"Please say authorization code," the computer said quietly.
"Mary had a little lamb," Micah told him. Xander gave him a look. "Some General decides that."
"Mary had a little lamb."
"Thank you, Throttle. More input?"
"Yes," Micah said, coming over to type again. "Okay, Xander. Go ahead and use your human eye. Just in case it can't pick up differences." Xander stepped up and went through the steps, then Charley did. When they were all in, he slowly punched in the access code again. "Okay, not very original. Your access code is month, day, and full year of your birthday. You do that, you get the three scans, and a door pops open." He went through the scans again, and sure enough the black security door slid open. They climbed on the elevator and went down.
"Wow, this is better than the Initiative's stuff," Xander said, liking this. They came out in a warehouse, and he stared in awe, not minding when Charley had to move him. "Wow. Toys," he said in awe. He grabbed onto Charley's arm, bouncing again. "Toys! Lots and lots of toys!"
"Which you can only use if the world is getting ready to end," Micah told him. He led Xander off. "You can't restock from here, Xander. This is military property for the end of the world."
"Sure, REM moments only," he agreed. He beamed at him. "Can we add to it?"
"You probably shouldn't," he admitted. "The Army technically deals with these. Now, with that said, if you *have* to get into it to save the city, go ahead, just yell at me first and then afterward to tell me what you used, all right?" He nodded, beaming at him. "Good boy. Throttle?"
"I heard, not a problem," he agreed. "We can get ideas from this stuff though, right?"
"Yeah, that too," Micah agreed with a smile for him. "That's why I wanted you three. Charley designs most of yours and has to fix 'em. You and Xander plan things so you two needed to know too."
Charley came back with a small tube. "What's this do?"
"That?" he said, taking it to look over. "Oh, that's the XA-8. It's a shortened missile launching system for assault vehicles. This is just the replacement tubing."
"Oh. What's the full thing look like?" He handed it to Throttle and walked her off to look at it, making her smile. "This is sorta like what was in that one pamphlet," she admitted, stroking it. "Too heavy for a bike." She moved to look it over. "Half of this is unnecessary."
"Of course. This is military you're talking about, Charley."
She grinned at him and went back to looking it over. "I think I can cut this down to size if we could get a new sort of missile."
"Vinnie and I were thinking something along the plug and play idea," Xander offered, trotting over to get into the assault vehicle, looking over the controls. "Do they not come with a radio? You need good music when you're blowing things up."
Throttle chuckled but he couldn't take his eyes off Xander. He looked good in the assault SUV. He moved to look at some of the other things and stopped at a car. "Micah?" He turned so Throttle pointed. "Isn't that Max's car?"
"Yeah, modified," he admitted, walking over there. "This is a cross between hers and one by Q. Again, minor missile system, guns, bulletproof, things like that." Xander ran over to hug it and then get inside to look everything over.
"They put high-tech weapons on a car that's not that great, not that safe, and handles poorly?" Charley asked.
"That's who they had the contract with," Micah admitted. "It was part of the deal for Toyota to set up an east coast shop." He patted her on the back. "Come look at this one. I think you'll like it more." He led her to a small case and opened it, showing it to her. "Titanium alloy. Thermal tracking, exploding tip, and small enough to fit onto the bikes."
"I like the sound of that," she admitted, picking it up. "It's not that heavy."
"That's why they went with titanium instead of real steel," he admitted, patting the thing. "It's a very practical baby but we don't have anything that launches those. So they're on the outs."
"Can we get these for our personal stash?"
"Possibly, that's why I mentioned them. Would they fit in Throttle's bike?"
"We can check if we can take it outside."
"Sure. Throttle, have your baby pull around to the side entrance," he said, pointing at the other door. Throttle nodded, going to open it and whistle for his bike. He let Charley carry it out and insert it. She had the bike spit it out, then loaded it the normal way, watching as it was a cramped fit. That could be fixed though. He looked at Throttle. "They're very nice."
"We'd have to grind down the fins a little bit," she offered, looking it over. She popped it back out, then looked it over. "Is it stealth?"
"No, but it's often too small to be picked up." He shifted so he was leaning against the wall. "Like I said, we have nothing that will shoot it. Not even the cars. They need something that's smaller and torpedo shaped. So we have weapons that work very well and nothing to use them with. I'm waiting for final authority to transfer them to you, for demolition of course," he finished with a smirk.
"Oh, I can think of a few things I can destroy," Xander said wickedly, grinning at his mate. "Can't you?"
"If they're that good, we should send them home," Throttle offered.
"Which could also be done. Could they replicate the majority of it?"
"Probably. We've got one small munitions factory going." He took the missile, looking it over. "It's not too heavy or anything." He handed it back to Micah, watching as his mate sighed. "We might keep a few for emergencies though," he admitted.
"I figured you guys could make that decision," he admitted. "We have to go back out the way we came in or else it'll sound an alarm."
Xander walked inside, stroking the assault vehicles on his way past. A gentle brush of his fingers across a side, or down a gun barrel, occasionally up a gun barrel, a longer stroke down the line of a hood. Throttle watched him and moaned. The final straw was Xander bending down to look at a gun sitting on the ground, and picking it up to hold it, looking quite deadly with it in his hands. He sighted down it then put it down with a sigh of longing. Xander found a touring motorcycle with weapons on it and straddled it, shifting his hips to get comfortable on the wider seat. That's where Throttle walked over and kissed him. "Home, babe."
Xander looked up at him. "I thought I said none for a week."
"I can't take that. You win," he said before kissing him again. "You keep winning. It's all good." He pulled him off the bike. The only bike Xander should be on was his. He crushed their mouths together, making Xander moan and go limp against him, giving in this time. Next time he'd have to hold out longer. Xander moaned again, rubbing against him.
"Guys, I get enough of that at home," Charley interrupted, but neither one heard her. Micah shook his head and walked her off. "But they can't do that in here."
"As long as they clean it up, it won't matter," he assured her. "It's probably not the first one." He nodded at the bike. "They'll be a few, go back to the other entrance. We've got to come out up there." It beeped and headed that way so he closed the doors. Xander yelped and Throttle chuckled and he had to hold it in. He looked at Charley, who was biting her lip. "If you were single, I'd offer, but I'm not that sorta guy," he promised. She smiled and hugged him then they went their separate ways. He went to sit in one of the old assault vehicles he used to drive and she went to play among the weapons. "Damn those two are loud," he moaned, leaning his head back. Otherwise he would have to watch them from this vantage point. He refused to give in and do anything about it. He would not, he wasn't some horny teenager and he could hold off until they got somewhere decent, like the house. Maybe a long, hot shower. He lifted his head to stare at them, unable to resist. They did look good together.
Throttle had Xander pushed against that touring bike and was presently teasing him with his fingers. Xander was moaning into the bike's seat and Throttle switched to his tail. So they could do that too with those handy things. Xander was whimpering and making pleading noises. Throttle pulled his hips up and slid home, making Xander moan into the old leather, and his legs were shaking. He shifted them so he was straddling the bike and Xander was on his back on it, taking him that way instead, and Xander was smiling up at him. Throttle leaned down to kiss him, whispering gently in his ear while he worked himself in and out of that body. Xander slowly raised a hand and Throttle lowered his head, letting Xander have his antennas. Xander was grinning but it wasn't triumphant, it was gentle and tender. Like it was a special gift or a great honor. Throttle let out a moan of his own and his back tensed, his hips quit moving and Xander said something to him. Throttle laid down overtop of his lover's chest, letting him do whatever he wanted. Xander lowered his head, linking their antennas and they both moaned, but Throttle's seemed to be more needy and then his hips were going again, and their tails were twining and stroking each other's. Xander let out a low moan and went limp and Throttle just sighed and did the same, cuddling with him. They shared a small kiss.
Micah looked down at himself, seeing the small mess, and decided he didn't care. He untucked his shirt and got out, slamming the door. It didn't make either mouse flinch. Though Xander did raise his head and then let it flop back down. "Babe, gas cap, my back. You're going to be kissing the marks for days."
Throttle grinned at him. "Sure. You deserve a backrub. You didn't come home with all the weapons." He gently slid out of his mate, helping him up to his feet to redress them both. Xander was still wobbly and weak-kneed. He led him to the elevator. "Sorry, people."
"Not an issue," Charley assured him, giving him a hug. "We love you anyway."
"I'll make sure Vinnie doesn't jump to the wrong conclusions," he promised, nuzzling her throat. She blushed and Micah joined them. "Come on, let's head home." They piled into the elevator and headed out, letting Micah lock everything back up and making sure he knew where the openings were. He got onto his bike with a groan and sank into the soft seat, letting Xander curl up behind him. "Bike, did you remember this route?" It beeped a negative sound. "Okay, on the way back, memorize this route. Mark it auxiliary emergency storage." He groaned as he kicked his bike to life, then shook his head. "I need a nap."
"Let me," Charley sighed, getting out. "I'll drive, you hang on, let Xander nap in the car." Small problem, Xander wasn't going to let go of the bike. He had his tail wrapped around it. So she got on in front of him and slid back, and he snuggled into her back instead. She smiled at Throttle. "Follow behind us." He nodded, going to nap in the car. "Okay, babe, let's go. Your rider's exhausted." It beeped so she started it, heading back to the garage after the car. She felt Xander shift a few times and blushed when he managed to rub against her rear, but held it down. He was just cuddly. They pulled in behind the lair and she rode his bike up to the living area, earning an odd look from Vinnie. "He's asleep. Throttle's in the car with Micah."
He came over to grab him, putting him on the couch. Micah walked Throttle in and laid him down on top of Xander and covered them. Then Micah headed for the bathroom. Vinnie looked at Charley, sniffing something. He stepped away from the post-coital couple and sniffed his girl. "Have fun?"
"He took off in one direction and I went the other when they started," she said, staring at him. She got off the bike and hit him on the arm. "You know I'm not going to cheat."
"I never said that," he defended. "All I asked was if you had fun." He pulled her closer, kissing her gently. "I know you won't cheat, sweetheart. I give you all you need and more." He stroked her back, and she moaned. He could smell she was more than ready for this. He let out a soft sound of contentment and went back to mugging her lips. She moaned and he knew she was desperate. He grinned at her when he pulled back. "Charley girl, if we keep this up, I'm claiming you right here and right now," he said gently. "In front of everyone." She kissed him, too desperate to do anything else. "Bros, she's mine, right?" he called between kisses.
"Yeah, if you fall she's ours," Throttle said sleepily. "Want the couch?" He looked down at his pillow and smiled, sitting up and pulling his mate into his lap. "Here, you can have the blanket too." Vinnie drug her back to the couch, putting her down onto it and taking his time to have her. Throttle threw the blanket over them and shook his head as Modo came up the ramp. "There's an emergency station of weapons in case the world is ending."
"Good. Have fun?" he asked with a grin. He sniffled. "He's claiming her?"
"Yeah," Throttle said with a grin, nodding at the blanket. Then he kissed Xander and pulled him closer to him so his boy could nap on his shoulder. Xander nibbled but he didn't mind. It was nice. Nice enough to make him hard, even without Vinnie's groans and moans of delight. He was rubbing against Xander's body and that was enough for now. Xander woke up and gave him a sleepy smile, kissing him before moving his hands to stroke Throttle's chest, making him moan. It was going to be too much soon.
Modo got his sheet and tossed it over them, and the gap over Vinnie and Charley's blanket too. Then he went into the kitchen to warn his mother. "They're going at it out there."
"There's no claiming people in the living room!" she yelled.
"Tough!" Vinnie yelled back. He was nibbling on the spots she liked while his hips and tail worked on her lower half. She was weak and babbling for more so that's what he gave her. One didn't deny their girl anything when she was like this. He shifted and his feet came in contact with someone's leg, so he kicked it to get more room. He got tail-whipped for it and used it to brace against instead. He needed some traction. She let go for him and he moaned, enjoying that more than most things she could do. He continued, he was still needy and he wasn't ready yet. He teased her until she was close to a second one then he felt himself start over the edge. He hurried her across that finish line so she came in right after him and went limp across her chest. "Sweeeet," he whispered. "Better and better each time." He tried to move but she had her arms wrapped around him and as every stud in the universe knew, when your girl wanted to cuddle, you did so to keep her happy. He felt his footrest move and smirked back there. The blanket ended just above his ankles so he could tell it was Xander on top and they were still dressed. Listening to them was starting to get him up again and he kissed his lady. Maybe they should move this to his old bed. Xander moaned again and the moving leg quit moving, followed by raspy panting noises. Throttle finished up with a small moan of complaint and kissed him, then relaxed to. They cuddled again, one of Throttle's hands coming down to cup Xander's butt so he couldn't move. So apparently it was good all the way around. He looked down, finding Charley staring at him. "Hi, dollface."
"Hi." She stroked his cheek under his mask. "Did we do what I think we did?" He nodded, grinning at her. "So now I'm officially your girl?" she teased.
"By biker law, you're claimed and marked, sweetheart. If you try to escape, my bros will bring you back and help us work through it. If something happens to me, then they'll take you in and if you want you'd be like you were theirs." He stroked her chin, then ran a finger across her lips. "You're so mine."
"I guess I am." He grinned and kissed her again. She shifted and ran into a leg, which got her whacked on the leg with a tail. "Which one is that?"
"Xander's on top of Throttle. They just got done." He kissed her again. "What happened?"
"Xander was stroking the guns and the assault vehicles. He sat on this older model touring bike and stroked the tank, and Throttle lost it. He jump him and it was soft and gentle. From what I saw, they were mentally touching." He nodded, grinning at her. "You can?"
"Yeah, three different ways. You can bring up memories to taunt the other, you can join into those memories to be with them, basically reliving it only it was you two in their bodies, or you could just do it like they do and touch minds and stroke each other that way." He kissed her again. "I'm good but I can't do that last part. That's really hard to do because you've got to be deep in their mind so that your thoughts actually feel like they're rubbing against your fur. You're so deep that each time you think about thrusting, their body flexes around the intruder they *swear* they can feel pushing into them. It's like a fantasy but there's someone invisible there doing it while you're thinking it." He licked her lips before diving in for a deeper kiss. "I'd do that with you but you're not supposed to during pregnancies because you can get lost easier."
"I don't know that I could handle it anyway," she admitted softly, pulling him down for a real kiss. "We need a bath."
He grinned. "I'm all for bathing, sweetheart. Want bubbles?" She smiled at him. "Let me clean up a bit and then I'll go run you one. You can stay over here if you want." She nodded, letting him help her clean up and then he tucked himself back in his jeans and headed off to run her a bath downstairs.
She stretched and got comfortable under the blanket. Apparently the other two didn't mind or they were still stuck in each other's heads. Vinnie came back and picked her up, blanket and all, taking her down there to help her into the soothing water, but making sure she was in his lap. She let him gently bathe the newly sore parts and then tease her to another orgasm. "You're good," she said sleepily, grinning up at him.
"It took you this long to realize that? I must not have bragged enough," he teased. He picked up her fingers to lick them clean, making her moan. "Did you have fun?"
"It was just so sweet and tender," she told him, sounding awed. "Usually I can see those two going hard and fast, breaking beds and doing slightly kinky stuff now and then. This time it was just holding and rocking, Xander staring into his eyes, gentle words and touches. Then they joined minds."
"That's when it's best," he assured her. "Pretty soon they're not going to be fully separate. Throttle will keep an awareness of Xander all the time. I've seen an older couple but they both died during the war." He stroked her stomach. "I'd love that but I don't think I could handle it. Being that deep is scary. You've got to expose everything to them, like they're the sun in your desert."
"I'm not asking you to, Vinnie. What we have and what they have are different. If only because I'm not a mouse and I'm a girl."
He leered at that. "That's a good reason to love you right there. You're a wonderful girl. You put up with a lot of stuff."
"Oooh, mushy alert," she teased gently, smiling at him.
"It only happens briefly, enjoy it," he teased back, kissing her on the forehead. He slid a little lower, getting more comfortable and that meant the water came up to her chest. It was barely covering her nipples and he liked that sight so he focused on it while he played. "Pretty soon I'll have to be really careful with you and these," he reminded her.
"Not for months yet and we're not exactly the slamming into the wall to have it right then sort, Vinnie."
"If you'd let me, I'd pounce you anywhere and everywhere," he said quietly, speaking into her hair. "I'd pounce you so much your butt would have a permanent Vinnie imprint from my hips. You'd be jumped while you were working, cooking, cleaning, showering, sleeping, or even just sitting there staring at the tv. The only time I'd leave your body was for necessary things, like bathroom breaks and you having to talk to new customers or go outside. I'd be buried so far up you you'd know I was there and staying there." She shivered. "Fortunately I have some self control."
"It's a good thing," she agreed, snuggling into his arms, which made her hips wiggle and he started to come back. She found his tail around her waist and stroked it gently, feeling him swell. It didn't take long before he was coming against her body and she smiled as he moaned her name. "Let's rest. More later."
"Yeah, more later," he agreed happily. "If you had antenna, I'd do that sucking and licking thing you do to me."
"I have other things you can lick later," she promised gently, smiling up at him.
"I'm so there," he promised, grinning at her. "Let's nap."
"Sure, you nap and I'll guard your bod."
"You can guard my studly body anytime, babe. It's all yours now to mark and claim and get jealous over." She chuckled but put her head down on his pec and he fell asleep cuddling her.
Rimfire started to walk in about an hour later and blushed, backing out so he could close the door quietly. He looked at Dawn and shook his head. "Sleeping," he whispered, leading her off. Upstairs, the other couple had laid down and were cuddling on the couch. They still had the sheet draped over them but now Xander was being held like a teddy bear. You could just see the tops of their heads from under the sheet. He heard a sigh and looked at Dawn, who shook her head and took them back down to her room. Since they were short of rooms, the adults had decided that they could spend the rest of the week together. That gave Gunn his room and the other spare room at the garage went to Micah, while the bigger room upstairs went to the mothers. Lorne had taken Hannah back to DC earlier that evening so that had eased a bit of pressure. He kissed her gently. "I want what they have," he whispered.
"Me too, Rimmy. We're still kinda young though, ya know?"
He beamed. "There's plenty of lovers who find themselves bound during high school." He brushed his antennas across her head, sending a flickering image, not a full one, just a flash, past her mind. She shivered. "If it is like that, then we'll know. Though, from what I've seen, this not fighting with you stuff is pretty nice." She grinned at that. He stole another kiss and got to his knees, helping her out of her, well actually his, t-shirt, then he pulled off the one he was wearing, laying down so she could brush herself against his fur. They both liked that. He was always very gentle and reverent with her. It was like she was his most priceless gift and he wasn't going to part with her for anything. Though he would not let her get into trouble. He was nearly as bad as Vinnie and Throttle were about that. One of her legs went over his thigh and that was all it took. He snapped her panties to give him easier access and slid home. She groaned and clutched at him while he played and teased, just like she liked him to do. He connected with her mind, seeing where he could go this time to tease her that way too. She arched up and growled as he found a spot he hadn't played with yet. It was good between them. He knew they'd be that close.
Episode 24:
NC-17
Xander looked at the board who were deciding on the designs. He had just gotten done explaining everything in his to them. "Are there any questions?"
"How big do you think the local population is, Mr. Harris?" one of them asked.
"At last best guess, I heard about ten thousand." They gaped at him. "I also know that a good portion of those are families. That's why I included family sized spaces and why it'd be easy to add on additional floors, either now or later on if you felt it was needed. I also know that many of them will run instead of going to hiding spaces. At last count there were five other bunker bars in and around the city." He took a sip of his bottled water. "There's also a few hotels who can and do stand up in the middle of a crisis. That leaves approximately three percent by my calculations that are absolutely without anyplace. This will hold that many and a few more. Even if, in the event of a total disaster and witch hunt, you have to use the club to protect and house them it can be done. The other design was cute, but it left no room for expansion. It left no room for hiding even a tenth of the people who would be exposed. Frankly, I've never seen a bunker bar done in country club pale creams and blues," he added sarcastically, "and it wasn't suitable for a club. I'm not sure what demon clubs they go to, but the ones I do are mostly in older industrial spaces because they're big, they've got room for us who are differently shaped and sized, and they're mostly pretty grungy when you look at them. A pale cream wall would be dirt brown and sweat gray within the first night. Even if all it was holding were little kids. Because even they like the mess."
One of the board members smiled at him. "I can agree with that. My daughter managed to ruin ours within an hour." He looked at him. "You're not demonic."
"No I'm not."
"What are you?"
"Classified," he said promptly. The board stared at him. "Sorry, truth but sorry." They all nodded at that. "I can say that while I'm not demonic, I have lived in and among the demonic community for years. Both as a hunter and taking refuge when the nightmares got to be too strong and I had to be somewhere I couldn't self-destruct." They stared at him. "I'm from Sunnydale, gentlemen, and lady. I used to help Buffy Summers." That got a few gapes. "And personally we only hunted those who were causing problems. There wasn't time or energy for preemptive strikes. When my memories started to weigh on me, I found a haven within those who I didn't have to hunt. There was a nice place called Birogi."
A few of them nodded at that. "It's the best sort of place when you need to bleed out anger, rage, pity, sorrow, grief, and all that stuff. Again, those weren't the sort we hunted. Have I been to vampire bars? Yeah, there's one in the free-from-eating zone I set up and I go there all the time. My boss is a vampire. I can distinguish and I can give back to those who don't make me hunt them like that bull last night." The female on the board shuddered. "It was stop him or he was going to go through a children's hospital, ma'am. Even if he was peaceful, it was necessary." She nodded at that so he faced the board again. "I'm not going to lie to you. I'm one of the city's protectors. I'd rather see them protected and safe if something majorly apocalyptic were to happen. The greater majority of demons in Chicago are pleasant, peaceful folks, and quite a few of them are families with kids. I don't want to see them hurt." He took another sip. "I'd ask that you judge on the merits of each design." He sat down and got comfortable.
The board mostly smiled at him. "Is this your first full design, young man?" the demon at the head of the table asked.
"Second. I designed the house I live in and implemented the plan after an emergency move." He grinned. "We're about to need to expand due to me acquiring Angel's book collection."
"You knew Angel?" the female member asked. Xander nodded. "How?"
"First from Sunnydale and then his crew later when they came up to help us. Angel and I never really got along like best buds, but I could respect his goals and he found out he could respect me after he stopped seeing me as some goofy kid who followed Buffy around." He shrugged, smirking at her. "It was a friendly animosity most of the time to be truthful, but we had similar goals in life." She nodded at that. "Plus, Cordy was my ex, Wes came to be the Watcher on the hellmouth for a bit, and all that good stuff," he finished dryly, smirking at the rest of them.
"I heard there were some new Watchers in Cleveland," the other contractor said quietly.
"You'd have to take that up with them. I know that there's two there but I'm on the bottom of their emergency contact list now. I stay out of Cleveland unless it's a problem with my adopted daughter or another case of everyone in the city falling." He shuddered. "Yeah, that was me on the tape," he said dryly. "It was necessary. Buffy and the rest weren't able to respond." He looked at the demon at the head of the table. "I protect Chicago now with my spouse."
"I saw you pull up with him this morning," he admitted.
"No, that was Vinnie. He's like my big brother." He grinned. "My spouse will be picking me up if I'm lucky since we're supposed to be going to lunch."
"Are you gay?" the female member asked.
"Actually I'm bi, but I am married to a man, yes."
"I didn't know any of them were gay."
He snorted. "You're assuming that they have the same social standards of this country. Their homes aren't like it is here. Things are a lot different and it's not seen as the problem some people in this area see it as." She tipped her head at that. "Are there any other questions?"
"If we give it to you, since you are the crew lead, how much later would it make the start?" the head demon asked.
"The same time. I'd still have to do the final ordering. I gave them a head's up that we're going to be needing the basics, steel beams, concrete, things of that nature, but I didn't tell them an exact quantity. So we've got an order on hold. All I need is the final design and the outline plans to start off with. I noticed that their design only came with external ones so I'd need an estimate of materials in a more detailed way than a final cost breakdown. "
"Which yours did have," the woman agreed.
He nodded. "You should have more than a pretty picture to go on. Pretty pictures are wonderful, but it doesn't give you a bottom line estimate of how many pounds of bricks you'll need or how many windows, things that have to be shipped in. It can slow up work if you don't have that already." He took another sip of his water. "This way you get everything of mine up front and in your face to consider. Along with the pretty picture," he finished with a grin.
"What would you say this was if asked?"
"Private residential facility with a small commercial center in the bottom two levels." He finished his water and tossed it at the garbage can, smiling when it went in. "Sorry, missed breakfast."
"Not a problem, Mr. Harris." The head demon leaned closer. "What about those who would ask for an application."
Xander shrugged. "We're not in a housing slump, sir. Depending on who asked, I'd say it was either multimillion dollar condos or low income housing." He smiled. "You've never seen a rich person run until they realize they liked the look of the new projects." He shifted down some, stretching his back. "In the part of town you're thinking about it could be either. Either that or I could be having one of my mean and snarky moments and tell them that it's for a new cult that's starting in Chicago and that they're looking to live together so they're not polluted by anyone or anything. They're like deep Buddhists and unable to interact with the outside world without temptation." That got a few laughs. "Hey, it's worked in the past."
"It probably would," the female said, smirking at him. "What about your crew?"
"The boss said I could have a full crew and we'd be at normal priority unless something happened. I was working on Merle's crew before and he was generally satisfied with my work. There were a few times when I got injured and couldn't come in for a few days. There was that one time that I got caught up cataloging artifacts and forgot to call in, but we weren't in a critical phase either and most everyone was working on the external jobs that day. I'm hoping I don't have any more car accidents, being pummeled by something, falling into that stupid gas project's holes, or the like."
"You did?" He nodded, holding up two fingers. The female member shuddered and the person beside her asked another question. "Before or after the grating?"
"Before and after. I'm the one who demanded that they bring in someone to investigate it as part of my settlement. Then I later fell in at another site and got caught in the grating when it broke under me. I ended up with twenty-three holes in my body, one of them puncturing my intestine and one of them pressing into my lung." He crossed his hands on his stomach. "The first was at that clinic that fell in as they were moving materials in. We had filled in the hole that developed under the new parking lot. Then a new burp happened and a sinkhole developed under the building itself, taking out the center circle of support. It mostly fell intact but there wasn't anything we could do to stop it or to predict it. I'm glad this one is farther away." Everyone nodded at that. He stood up. "Are there any other questions?" They shook their heads. "Then I await your decision. My phone number was put in with the forms and everything, plus it's on the Power Point presentation as well. If you have anything else, I should be home later this afternoon or someone can call us if I'm out for a ride. I thank you for your indulgence." He nodded politely and headed out to where he knew Throttle was waiting impatiently. "Sorry I took so long," he said with a kiss.
Throttle looked at him. "I wasn't here that long, it's the staticky radio." He looked up at him. "You felt me being impatient?" Xander nodded. "Interesting. I remember Vinnie was explaining that stuff to Charley girl the other night. Since you're here, hop on." Xander hopped onto the back, putting on his helmet and grabbing on. "Briefcase?"
"I couldn't find it this morning."
"Jacket?"
"Wearing it."
"Leather jacket?"
"Back of my usual chair at the table if I remember right," he said with a grin. "Come on, daddy, let's go play," he teased. Throttle let it go and they sped off to go have fun. "It's hard to believe it's been almost a year," he called.
"It has," he agreed, counting mentally. "Do you want something for your anniversary of coming here?"
"No, I'm good."
"Sure." He took them back to the lair since everyone was waiting to head to the courtroom for the first session of the custody case. They passed Dawn and Vinnie, getting nods. He pulled up outside and let Xander head inside to change to a more serious suit. The dark blue suit and white shirt had looked good on him but he wanted to look a bit more dangerous for the court appearance. Just in case something was tried. He came out in his favorite suit, all black with a black tie, and got back on, and they headed off again. They were going to lunch while Dawn and Vinnie met Buffy at the courthouse and had a lunch there, just to scope out the problems heading their way. Throttle took them to his favorite Chinese place and got them a back table, settling them in. Throttle looked at him, giving him a small smirk. "You're sure you don't need a 'one year ago you moved here' gift?"
"Nah, I'm not big on anniversaries. The important ones maybe, but not I'm not gonna cry and pout like Anya did when I forgot the first time she told me icky story about her former job." He shrugged. "I'm not quite that bad."
"Good." He smirked at him. "So, what do you want for our real anniversary?"
"Not a clue, man. Surprise me with something cute."
"I'm cute."
Xander beamed. "You certainly are. And more cuddly than anything else on the earth. I'd take a picnic or a ride or something, babe. Don't stress."
"I'm not, just trying to be thoughtful. Carbine woulda been dropping hints within a month of the last one."
Xander snorted. "Yeah, certain blondes were like that around me too, but then again I wasn't dating her." He looked up as the waiter came over, smiling at him. "Number six, easy on the sauce." He nodded. "Plus a soda, no ice."
"Coke?"
"Sure."
The waiter wrote that down and looked at Throttle. "For you?"
"I'll have the same, and no eggroll or rice." He nodded and wrote that down, hurrying off. "You sure you want to do caffeine?"
"Yeah, I'm tired of bottled water after the meeting earlier." He shrugged and got comfortable, reaching over to tease the strong, tan hand. "Did you want anything?"
"No, I'm good with what I've got," he admitted. "Maybe a new CD if you find one." Xander nodded. "Thanks, babe."
"Not an issue." He grinned as the waiter came back with their plates. "That was quick. Must have been on the buffet." His soda was brought and then the waiter hurried off again. "I'll know in a few days if I got the design work too." He unwrapped his fork and put the napkin into his collar. "Just in case," he said dryly, putting another one into his lap. He dug in, eating heartily. He hadn't had much breakfast due to his nerves. Throttle gave his hand a squeeze and he looked up, raising an eyebrow since he was chewing.
"It'll be fine. She's staying," he said quietly. Xander nodded, grinning at him. "Calm down and slow down."
"I didn't get much breakfast from my nerves."
"Point. How did it go?"
"I think it went okay. I had a full set of plans, including blueprints and a breakdown of costs and materials. Theirs was basically a pretty picture and an idea. I showed them where they could expand to give them more options if they wanted somewhere bigger or wider. I answered their questions and ducked the ones on Cleveland." He shrugged. "I think I did great. They were smiling when I left. My design was prettier and more practical. They wanted creams and blues."
"In a sort of place like that one out in the industrial park?" he asked, looking disgusted. "It'd be filthy within a few hours."
"I pointed that out," he said dryly. "Especially down in the club area. I can see it in some of the rooms." He shrugged. "I accounted for every type of thing I could. I put in good safety features for those places that needed them, like blinds for the light-sensitive and those neat polarizing windows and things."
"I liked your design, it was good. I'd go party there if they had good music," Throttle assured him, grinning at him. "Plus, I know how many of those rooms would be occupied a night." Xander grinned and nodded. "I hope you get it, yours sounds like the better idea."
"Thanks." He grinned at him then went back to eating. "How long?"
Throttle checked his watch. "Forty minutes." Xander dropped his fork and got up, heading to the bathroom. Throttle looked at the plate, it was nearly empty. His was still mostly full so he dug in since no one would do more than grin at him for making a hog of himself. By the time Xander came out with his hair dampened down and slicked back, his breath minty fresh, and his hands shaking, he was done and had finished off Xander's as well. He paid the tab and they got back on the bike, heading to the courthouse. He parked and whispered at his bike to protect herself, then went to find Vinnie and Dawn. They were having a picnic under a tree in front of the building with Buffy, Wesley, and Dawn eating while Vinnie kicked back. "No lunch?"
"He scarfed it like he was starved," Buffy said with a grin. "Hi, Xander; hi, Throttle. Cute look, Xan."
"Thanks." He kissed Dawn on the top of the head. "You good?" She shook her head, finishing her salad. "It's nearly time, we should pack this in."
"We've got about twenty minutes, Xander," Throttle said calmly. "It'll be fine." Xander gave him a look. "Okay, it'll be well enough for today. Where's Gunn?"
"Already inside," Buffy told him, dusting off her hands and finishing off her remaining cucumbers, then covering it and tucking it away in her bag. "Okay, I'm set." Dawn was eating the last few bites of hers, then she got up to collect the trash and toss it out. Wesley folded up the small blanket they had brought and it went into the car with Buffy's bag. Then they headed inside together with Vinnie behind, walking beside Dawn like a guard. He had promised Rimfire that she'd be perfectly safe today and it looked like it was being taken seriously. They found the right courtroom and slipped inside to sit down.
Xander noticed the judge's funny look and stared back. He went back to the case they were presently working on. He looked at Dawn, who was jiggling her feet, laying a hand on her knee and giving her a calming look. She took a deep breath and relaxed, nodding back at him. She took Vinnie's hand to hold, clinging for a bit. Finally the last case rested and theirs was called. They moved forward and sat at the appropriate table, Vinnie right behind Dawn. He looked at Gunn. "We okay?" He got a nod. He looked at the other table. "She and the guy in the dark blue were at my meeting this morning over that new bunker bar I'm building," he said quietly.
Gunn glanced over. "They're London Wolfram and Hart," he said quietly. "The man in the red tie is New York. There's no one from the local office." He cleared his frown as the judge asked them to come to order.
"Are both parties here?" the judge asked.
"Yes, your honor," Gunn said. "I'm Charles Gunn for the minor Miss Summers and both sides of her family."
"We are as well, your honor. We five represent the Wolfram and Hart team assigned to this petition."
"Very well." The judge looked at them. "Miss Summers?" Both of them raised their heads to look at him. "Which is which?"
Dawn raised her hand. "I'm Dawn, the person in question. The brunette beside me is my sister."
"Thank you, miss." He smiled and she gave a weak one back. "I'll hear opening motions?"
"Your Honor, we have no motions at this time," the head lawyer noted.
"That's fine, because I do," Gunn said as he stood up, handing copies to the bailiff and the other table. "Motion to dismiss since the people involved in the custody don't want it changed. Motion to delay if it isn't dismissed since I was only hired a week ago, motion to close the courtroom in case something odd comes to light so it cannot hurt Miss Summers, and motion to close the transcripts for the same reason."
"What could come to light?"
"Miss Summers is of a smaller religion and there are those who do persecute such as she, even in this area. She's had problems with some of her schoolmates because they were in a cult and wanted to sacrifice her. It's for the minor lady's protection, your honor."
He looked through them, nodding. "Any objections?"
"We do object to the motion to dismiss. We are acting in the girl's best interests."
"Really? Considering Social Services, her sister, and her guardian all agree she's fine where she is? Her sister never asked you to intervene either," Gunn noted. "Nor does she want custody of her sister because she does work in the occasionally dangerous situation with some of the girls she mentors." He glanced at Dawn, then the judge again. "Between all of us we couldn't find a single reason for this action. For that matter, we're not sure who sent Social Services to the house."
"I had to talk to her last night, she said it was in relation to the first time I got jumped," Dawn said quietly. "Sorry, thought I had told you."
"No, but that's okay," he said with a grin. "Sorry, she said she asked last night at her meeting with the social worker and she said it was due to the first time those cultists jumped her as a potential sacrifice."
"You say cultists, are you sure?" the other lawyer asked.
"That's what they said at their plea hearings for attempted homicide in the first degree," Gunn said dryly. "They said their Dark God need a sacrifice of a powerful and strong woman who was as pure as could be. Well, she's certainly those."
"She's pure?" the lawyer asked.
"That status of her sex life isn't at question here," Gunn told her.
Dawn stood up. "Can I say something? I know Gunn told me not to but I'm going to have a fit soon." The judge nodded, waving her on. "Thank you. I'm six months away from my eighteenth birthday. I'm more than old enough and reasonable enough to decide where I want to live. I'm the one who initiated my move to Xander's care. I'm the one who set things up so I could be adopted by him. I'm the one who was the major push behind it. I wasn't happy with my sister, her mentorees were brats who were going to get me killed because they did things like stash drugs in my car without my permission." The judge looked stunned at that. "She's back in jail now, your honor. I found 'em and turned her in. I went to the local cops here and turned her in and gave them every detail I could to help them get her friends.
"For that matter, I'm safer here. That girl was dating drug dealers. I don't have that here. I'm very well protected." She looked at the other table then back at him. "I have no idea what they're talking about in their complaints. It was explained to me and I don't know why. Can they give me a reason why they think I'm more wild *now* when I used to shoplift, dabble in drugs every now and then to see what it was like and drank at times to see what it was like? Now, I train for my future, and I occasionally club. My grades have went from a 3.2 to a 3.8 GPA. I'm in a fairly safe school once those tw...brats were removed. Yeah, I have a boyfriend, I've had two since I moved here. Yay. I got some smoochies with the first and the second one was *such* a sweetie when I got jumped the last time. I'm with a guy who *refused* an order from his grandmother and uncle, the people who *raised* him, to go eat to sit beside me and help me. He helps me study and is learning the languages I am so I can call him names in it." The judge smiled at that. "I have no idea what they're hoping to gain. Buffy doesn't like 'em. I hate 'em at the moment and if it was in my powers to suddenly create a tornado it'd be in their lobby."
She looked at Buffy, then at Xander, then back at the judge. "I'm going to be real candid here and my sister's probably going to cry. Before my, our, mother died, she was the strength behind some of the group. She was Buffy's strength and she was there for me. She fell ill, a brain tumor, and Buffy tried, but she had a life that was getting worse and worse at the moment. Xander stepped in for me. He saw me doing stupid shit and he talked to me about it. He did stupid shit when he was younger and he told me what it was like. When I was dabbling now and then in the field's of 'what's this one do to me' he told me. He gave me all the risks. He sat me down and was brutally honest with me. When things got too bad and I did some weekends drinking, he sat me down and bitched my ass out until I cried. Buffy couldn't see past her own grief and I was reacting to mine. He's the one who got me calmed down. When I started to shoplift, he's the one who kicked my ass over it. He's also the one who held the group together. He's the one who held me together.
"He taught me how to defend myself. He taught me how to fix a faucet. He put up with so much crap from some of Buffy's mentoring projects. When he left the group, I was left stranded in the middle of a sea of sharks who wanted to eat me. I had to defend myself against a few of the girls who wanted to play and prove they were the alpha bitch. Fortunately, Xander taught me how to defend myself and Buffy listened. When things got dangerous, I called Xander and I said I'm coming and he said 'tell me when you hit the city limits and I'll give you directions'. The *only* reason I can see for them doing this to me is because my sister knows someone that they want to get back at, or because they don't like Xander because he's with a guy, or because they think I'm going to be useful and they aren't planning on handing me over. Any of those cases, the answer is no. I like his husband. When I asked to be taught further self-defense training, I went to his husband. He's better, and he's stronger, and he wouldn't baby me like Xander can at times." She grinned at Throttle, then at the judge.
"They could care less what I do at times, things like going to the mall, what I bought, the average homework stuff some days, but I know they're there for me. When they found out I had stopped a friend from shoplifting and still had evidence, they hit the roof. Vinnie, who isn't even my adopted parent, hit the roof. He and his wife both yelled at me. Then they told Xander and Throttle, who yelled at me, even though they said it was a good thing, just bad timing." She shrugged. "Xander and Throttle are very tight. I don't think anyone can say that someone my age might be suddenly corrupted into turning gay, my boyfriend would be fairly upset with me. I already know who I am and it was Xander who helped me find that and helped me recover from my grief. It says something that when I go out on the weekends, Xander and Vinnie actually help me pick out my clothes. Sure, they're not much help when I've got problems in my Hindi language class, but I never go out looking like a ho." Gunn coughed at that. "Sorry." She shrugged. "Even if you sent me back to Cleveland, I wouldn't go. I'm already financially stable. I have a trust fund and we've talked with the people to make sure I can get my college funds from it if necessary. It was Xander who pushed me to apply and reminded me to apply. My sister doesn't even know what I took last year in school, when I was living with her." She sat down. "Please, make them stop. There's no reason, and they're wasting your time and money and they're giving me an ulcer."
Throttle leaned over to give her a hug. "Good job, princess," he whispered, feeling her relax. "It's all right. You're always welcome." She nodded, resting against his side.
Gunn stood up and waved a hand at her. "That's the most eloquent reason I could ever state for a full dismissal. She's loved, she's wanted, she's happy, she's secure, and she's overprotected by some very, very strong personalities. I've spent the last week watching them interact by staying with them. I'm an old friend of the family. I had a sister and I've seen families that needed to be ripped apart. Taking her from them is only going to rip her apart, not do anything else. Xander's turned her into a strong, powerful young woman that her mother would be damn proud of. I know I, and the rest of our friends, are." He glanced at the other table then at the judge. "This is heinous and unreasonable. She's right, it's wasting everyone's time and giving her an ulcer. She doesn't need this. She's doing just fine where she is. Leave her there." He sat down.
"Do you have a counter?" the judge asked the other table.
"We do, your honor. While Miss Summers seems to think she's safe, we do have evidence that she is doing dangerous things that her ...parents may not know about. She is dating a biker."
"We're all bikers," Throttle told her. The judge gave him a look. "Sorry."
"That's fine, sir. Is her boyfriend here?"
"We thought it might look bad," Xander told him. "He can come if you need him to."
"Why would it look bad?" the other lawyer pounced on the offered subject.
"Because you've stressed her out so much she'll cling to him," he said sarcastically. "It's what people who are in danger do, they cling to those who can help them get out of it. Rimfire's the most polite young man I've ever met. Her first boyfriend, Phil, was a very nice, sweet guy with excellent manners and the sweetest disposition. He biked too." He smirked at her. "Rimfire's even more polite, straight laced, and patient than Phil was. Yeah, they go dancing. Dawn likes to dance. She wears clothes that we consider borderline and doesn't wear them out unless there's someone with her. Besides, it's only him and her at their age level in the house right now. It's to get away from us older folk. A great number of times, the rest of the group goes out to join them in the club because we need the stress break. The fact that he rides something with two wheels instead of four doesn't make him a bad kid. That makes you prejudice." The judge coughed. "Calling it like I see it."
"Fine. Thank you for keeping it polite." He looked at the main lawyer. "Continue."
"We have evidence that Miss Summers has drank since she's been here. We also have these supposedly borderline clothes that she's been wearing." She handed over a stack of pictures.
The judge looked at them. "Young lady, come up here?" Dawn got up and walked around the end of the table, coming up to see them. "What's in that glass?"
Dawn looked at the outfit. "That could be the single time someone bought me a real drink and I did start to drink it before realizing what it was. If so, it was a light rum and coke. If not, it was probably coke. That's what I usually get." She looked up at him. "A rum and coke, light on the rum, wasn't enough to even phase me. That was within my first hour in the club and I made sure he didn't buy me another one and that I don't accept anything from him again. I only accept drinks from my boyfriend." He smiled at that. "My guy's about six-foot-tall. There's not many problems." That got a small chuckle. "Did you need to know anything else?"
He flipped to a particularly risque outfit. "When was that?"
"Actually, that was not what I started out wearing but I managed to get soda poured down me by someone running into me in the club. I went and bought that," she admitted. "Usually I wear that with a shirt or a jacket." She blushed a bit. "Sorry, sometimes I do have some pretty outrageous taste in tops. I know I'm pretty and I like it when others think I'm pretty. Rimfire kept trying to put his shirt on me all night."
"I wanna see," Buffy called, holding out a hand. Dawn brought the picture over and she looked at it, then at her. "If you had pulled that at home, you'd have been grounded."
"Rimfire only told us that her other outfit had gotten messed up and that she had bought a new one," Xander said, glancing at it. "She came home in a silk shirt over that." He looked at Dawn, who 'eep'ed and blushed. "You are so not going out this Saturday." She nodded, trudging back there with the pictures.
The judge held up the other one. "This one?"
"Borderline and tamed down a lot from what she wanted to wear," he admitted. "Again, that was a night when we were all going out. Rimfire protected her from everyone and she was teasing him to death," he said, shaking his head. "It was tons better than it could have been."
Vinnie leaned forward. "I can't see."
"Want my contacts?"
"No." He hit him on the shoulder. "Which one?"
"Blue, leather, suede," Xander said dryly.
"Yeah, now she wears that skirt with a real shirt and that top usually goes under it," Vinnie admitted. "We've got to be in a *real* tolerant mood to let her out in that one."
"You are?" the other lawyer asked.
"Vincent Van Wham." He smirked at her. He thought so hard about making a smart comment about how she wasn't worthy to be in his presence, but Throttle caught his eye and shook his head. "I'm usually the one with Xander and my girl who help her figure out what to wear."
"And your *girl* does what?"
"She's a mechanic. She runs the shop next to us."
"I see. Miss Summers, are you learning how to be so...tough?"
"If I'm driving I should be able to take care of my car or bike," she said coldly. "It's the way to respect your ride. By the way, diss Charley again in my presence. She's a damn sweet woman who actually only needed to hear it from Xander that I was okay to treat me like her kid sister. She's also the one who lends me the motorcycle I occasionally ride to school on. She's made sure I could handle it on ice and snow, and a car on ice and snow. She's been there for me when I had girl issues and she's closer to me than Buffy is. So no, don't go there," she finished, glaring at her. She looked at the judge. "Do you need anything else?"
"No, go ahead and sit down, young lady." He looked at her back. "Are you seeing someone about your anger?"
"I'm not holding a grudge, it's only morons of the universe like those lawyers who cheese me off," she said bitterly. "I've done nothing to deserve this. I'm being punished for being good, and being better than I was before. How is that right?"
"You're not being punished," the lawyer said. "Your guardian is simply not fit."
"How would you know? Can you point out which one he is?" Dawn snapped. The lawyer hesitated. "Go ahead."
"Please, do so," the judge agreed.
"We have Mr. Harris as being a white male with dark hair." Xander wiggled his fingers. "You don't have hair."
"I know, I cut it all off recently. It was bothering me. You can come check my roots if you want. I'm sure I've got some stubble. Wanna see my license?"
"Yes, I do," she snapped. He pulled out his wallet, pulling out his Firearm Owners Identification Card, his driver's licence, and the official pass Micah had given him, which made her blanch. She handed it back and moved back to her seat. "Fine, he is Mr. Harris. He is a white male with dark hair starting to sprout again." She flipped some of her own back. "Still, he is not fit. He's never home."
"He's on hiatus until his next job," Gunn interrupted. "Xander is crew lead at a local construction company. Yeah, he gets home at about six every night, but Throttle works in the garage next door. Besides, she's seventeen, not seven. She can spend a few hours alone in front of the computer or tv."
"Really? And what does she do on that computer?"
"The last time I knew, I was surfing for smutty stuff to make myself feel better," Dawn told her. "Again, I'm legal. I can do that now. I pay for my own passes and we worked it out so my stuff isn't bookmarked in Xander's work list." Buffy coughed. "Sorry, I still have it in for certain jocks though."
"I can agree with that. How much do you do that?"
"Not so much now that I have Rimfire," she said with a sly smirk. "Coming for dinner?" She nodded. "Good." She looked at her. "Go on."
"Your honor, this is a mockery of the process."
"Actually, I'm seeing it as a very tightly knit group of family and friends. The only thing that the law may have a problem with is because he's gay and frankly, I've never liked that law if they're decent parents. Which he appears to be. He got this young woman straightened out and on the right path. She went from probable juvenile delinquent to good student on her way to college. Where do you see the problem in this?"
She gaped, then spluttered. "Your honor, she's in danger in their home. He has some very powerful enemies. Mr. Limburger alone...."
"Whoa, hold on," Xander said, standing up to face her. "This was due to Limburger? That putz can kiss my ass. You can tell him I said that or I will the next time he comes in to threaten our friend Charley to try and buy or steal the land we live on. The man is a cretin with hygiene problems. All he wants to do is play little kiddie games to conquer and destroy and I don't play that. And yeah, I blocked him a few times. Go me!" he said flatly. "If I had the money, I'd buy him out and send him packing. The man is a blight and he's the reason the neighborhood we live in is so damaged. He's the one who had punks going around to tear down stuff. He's the one who helped his daddy do that. He's the one who made it so there's whole sections of the city you can't live in anymore. If he wants Dawn, then I want a restraining order. Against him and your employees. Every last one of them."
"He can't be that much of a threat," the judge said patiently.
"Oh, he is," Xander told him. "We were being security conscious the other night so we were basically clubbing in the garage. He blew in the door, had thugs come in to try and hurt us, and when we fought back brought out weapons. He made a threat to the owner of the garage, who is Vinnie's wife-to-be. He made a threat against me because I own the mortgage, we never have transferred it back, and he threatened to demolish the place while we were in it. If he wants Dawn, I want a restraining order. I don't know why and I don't care why. That man is scum and deserves to be put in the place where scum lives."
The judge looked at Gunn. "Can you prove it?"
"Only with witness substantiation. Most of the family was there and he was picked up by the FBI shortly thereafter." Gunn shrugged. "Ask the family here, sir. They can all say the same thing."
"He did," Throttle agreed. It was a slight stretch of the facts but not a real lie. It was implied instead of stated what was going to happen to all of them. Vinnie nodded to back him up. "We can defend ourselves but Dawn does have to do things like school. If you could keep him from getting near her, any of his employees and any of Wolfram and Hart's employees, we'd be grateful for that."
The judge considered it. "Yes, I believe I can." He looked at the other side. "Do you have any other evidence that he's not fit?"
"Look at him!" she shrieked. "He's not a normal human! He can't be, he's furry!"
"So?" Xander shrugged. "I have a bit of extra hair. Fortunately my man likes me like this. He didn't mind when I didn't have any and he doesn't mind me now. It's a good thing he didn't pick on physical beauty."
"You're very handsome, quit putting yourself down," Vinnie chided, smacking him on the arm.
"Ow, mean big brother," he said, frowning at him. "Do that later!"
Throttle reached over and stroked Xander's ear. "You're more than pretty enough, Xander. That's why I have to go into jealous person mode at the clubs. They all want you instead of Vinnie. They can have him but not you."
Xander beamed. "You say the sweetest things."
"Gonna gag now," Buffy interrupted. "Serious things, people. Mush later." She grinned at Xander. "You are prettier now. Not that you were bad before, but you're prettier now."
Xander sighed. "Thanks, Buffy."
"Welcome." She grinned and batted him on the arm, making him wince. "Sorry." She shifted a bit away. "Didn't mean to hit you that hard." She looked at Throttle, who was growling. "Sorry, didn't mean to do it that hard."
"I'll get you later," he said with a smirk. She grinned back. He would and she'd probably run all the way home by the time he was done with her. Dawn snuggled up to his arm again so he calmed down. He couldn't rip into her for touching his man in front of Dawn. It might traumatize her. He looked at the judge, who was trying not to laugh. "We'll stop her later," he promised.
The judge nodded. "It's clear to see that Miss Summers is well protected, loved, and cherished by her adoptive parents. Since no reasonable arguments have been given I'm going to dismiss this case and issue a restraining order. It will be in effect for ten years." He smiled at the other side. "Your group and all its employees, down to the lowest of the low or temporary hires. Mr. Limburger's employees, again, down to the lowest of the low and any temporary employees are to not go within a thousand feet of Miss Summers for the next ten years. Do you understand?" She opened her mouth and he held up a hand. "I don't care. Do you understand?" She nodded, sitting down. "Good. Case dismissed. Miss Summers, I wish you much luck in college next year and many happy moments with your boyfriend. It's clear to me that you like him quite a lot. I wish you and yours a happy day." She beamed at him and he smiled back. "Go, have fun, it's a pretty spring day, child." She nodded, getting up with everyone else when he left.
She hugged Gunn. "I love you! You're the bestest buddy!" He groaned so she eased up on him. "Sorry, weight training." She grinned and hugged Xander and Throttle together, then pounced Vinnie for a hug. "Thank you!" She walked out with him, going out to his bike to head home. "Hey, baby love, I'm staying," she said, petting the bike. It beeped happily. "Let's go home and have ice cream!" Vinnie chuckled and got on, letting her get on behind him. They sped out of the parking lot.
Throttle shook his head, glancing back at Wes and Buffy. "Come over for dinner." He led Xander to his bike, getting on and letting him settle behind him. "I think I chose on beauty and brains," he said gently. "Don't say that again or I'll have to spank and not in the fun way." He started his bike, knowing Xander had the goofiest grin on his face. He sped home, hoping that they had some cones for that ice cream. That cone after the eye appointment had nearly driven him mad. Especially when Vinnie tried to poach. They stopped at the store and he ran in for some, then came out and let Xander keep the bag. "Don't smash it, it's got ice cream cones." Xander's wicked smirk was clear behind his faceplate.
They got home to find Stoker pacing back and forth in the living room. "What's wrong?" Dawn asked.
"Baby's born, it's a boy, it's white. I need a name really fast, I've got to name him within the next day."
"How do two gray mice have a white mouse?" Modo asked from the kitchen.
"Her grandmother was white." He ran his hands through his hair. "Anyone got any ideas?" He saw Xander and Throttle come up and got Dawn out of the way. "I need a name for my son."
Xander only had to think a second. "Spike," he said firmly, and for some reason it felt so very right. Even more so than when they had named Anya.
"Spike?" Dawn asked, looking incredulous. "You hated Spike."
"Well, yeah, but he respected me. I respected him, if he could have he would have ripped my guts out and used them to decorate Buffy's room." He shrugged. "First name that came to mind. You wanted me to say Angel?"
"No, I like Spike, it sounds like a Martian name," Stoker admitted, shaking his head. "Thank you, Xander." He went to call his wife back. "Spike," he told her. "Former friend of Xander's since we seem to be taking names from his life."
Throttle looked at Xander. "Wasn't he that bleach blonde vampire with the 'tude?"
"Yeah." Dawn nodded, taking the ice cream and cones. "That's putting it mildly. Really. But he was *very* protective of what was his so if he's anything like his namesake, Anya's never going to have any boyfriends, he'll drive 'em off."
"I like that idea," Stoker agreed. "Can I see Spike?" Xander nodded and shared those memories with him, making him chuckle. "Yeah, that's just what I need," he agreed. "He'll be more like me when I was younger, only not undead." He went back to tell her about him. That way she'd quit fussing. "You'll love him, Switch, he was just like me when I was younger. Snide when the mood suited me, well balanced in a fight, and whipped tail very well." She smiled at that. "That okay?"
"I like that idea," she said, cooing at their new son. "Anya, come see your new baby brother, Spike." She bounced over to look at the baby in her walking chair, patting him on the arm. Baby Spike, the white mouse, let out a wail of protest, which only made Anya chuckle and try to hug him. "Oooooh! They love each other already!" she cooed. "Look, Stoker, they're already good together!"
"Yeah," he said proudly. "My daughter will get along with my son and my son will be a lot like me. She's got your gentle nature and he'll whip tail." She smiled at him and he beamed back. "Give me another day, Switch, and I'll be home. I'm calling Micah and he'll probably release me today." She nodded, cutting the connection. He walked out there, taking his bowl of ice cream. "Anya came over to love him already," he said proudly.
Throttle choked. "Is he okay?" he gasped, wiping off his mouth.
"Yeah, she patted and hugged him. She loves him," he said proudly. "She's got her mother's loving nature. He'll be just like me and whip tail." He smiled at Xander. "That so fits perfectly, man. Thank you."
"Hey, happy to help," Xander said with a grin. "I called Micah already and he said book it home." Stoker ran for his ship and Xander licked his ice cream, looking at Vinnie. "If he's anything like Spike, there's going to be new versions of hellraising on Mars," he said fondly. Dawn choked and spluttered, so Modo patted her on the back. "You don't think so?"
"No, I think there will be," she gasped, letting Modo take her cone so she could take a drink.
Buffy walked up the stairs frowning. "One of the junior brats just forced Andrew to breed," she complained, sitting down. "Ice cream?"
"Kitchen," Modo's mother said, pointing behind her. She looked at Wesley, who smiled and shook her hand. "You are?"
"Wesley Wyndham-Pryce," he said with a smile. "Her Watcher."
"Oh. Then that's Buffy?"
He nodded. "She apologizes for not introducing herself first, she must have thought you knew who she was." She smiled at that. "May we help ourselves?"
"Go ahead, dear. Such nice manners and a very cute accent," she shared with Throttle's mother. Who nodded and smiled back.
Buffy came out and sat beside her sister. "So, what's new?"
"Xander just got to name our mentor's new baby," Vinnie told her. "The first one that popped to his mind was Spike."
Buffy looked at him. "You named a mouse after Spike?" He nodded, licking around the base of his cone. "Do you have to do that? I'm getting naughty images, Xander."
"You're the one with the smutty thoughts. You'd rather I licked my fur clean of it when it drips?"
"You mean he doesn't for you?" Buffy asked.
"Only when he's good," Throttle said smartly. "He was *very* good today too."
"Like, weekend at a place like in Texas good?" Xander asked hopefully.
Throttle considered it. "I might go for it, but only if I get something in return."
"What do you need that he doesn't give you?" Dawn asked.
"Hush, woman. Go tease your own."
"He's out." She licked off the top of her cone and then around the edges with little kitten licks. She heard Modo groan and get up, looking at him. "You okay? You sounded kinda achy."
"I'm good," he promised. "Just tired. I was about to take a nap." He went to the bathroom and shut the door. He pushed all those thoughts aside and stomped on them until they were flat and bloody, unrecognizable to anyone looking. Then he used the facilities as planned and washed his hands before going back. He flopped down again and his mother caught his eye. She gave him a look and he shook his head, looking disgusted.
She sighed. "Son, when are you coming home so I can fix you up with a nice mouse?" she asked him.
"The next time we can, momma. Maybe this summer if possible but maybe not." He shrugged. "I don't get to decide those things."
"Big fella, if you wanna go home for a few weeks, go," Throttle assured him. "It's not like we're doing much and we just got a restraining order from Limburger or his goons coming here or to the garage." He looked at his mother. "Guess who was behind this?"
"Really? He spent money for this?"
"He probably offered them someone's soul in return for the favor," Xander said dryly. He licked off more of the chocolate ice cream. "Either that or they'll be coming back for something that they want him to dig up later." He took a few more licks, glancing at his mate, who was staring at him. "You're dripping." He leaned over to clean up his ice cream for him.
"Hey, mine!" Throttle protested, cleaning it up himself. "Eat your own."
"I was, but you were dripping and then you'd have to lick your hands and wrist and arm."
"That's what washclothes are for," Throttle's mother put in.
"Where's the fun in that?" Vinnie and Xander asked her in unison.
"God, they're like twins," Buffy said, shaking her head.
"No, Vinnie's much more athletic and limber than Xander is," Dawn told her. "Xander's just now getting to the limber portion of his life so he's been doing the yoga stuff and pretty soon they'll have to teach him how to leap, tuck, roll, and flip."
"Take gymnastics and ballet, that's how I did it," Buffy said dryly.
"Me too," Dawn agreed.
"I don't think I could handle all the shrieking little girls trying to pet my fine bod," Xander said dryly.
"You keep saying we've got to do something with all of Angel's books and weapons anyway," Throttle pointed out. "Plus, we seem to need more rooms." Xander whimpered. "It's not that bad."
"It is that bad."
"It's not, maybe you can build a basement in that one and you can put the weapons locker down there. You could give Charley girl a workspace too."
Xander looked at him. "Where are we going to put this mythical building?"
"Next door?"
"That's not available."
"The other side of the garage and put a walkway underground?" Vinnie asked. "Or behind us in that wreck everyone lands in?"
"How do you propose I do that?"
"Buy the land, design it, have it built? No rush this time so you can go slower and not do most of it yourself, Xander," Modo offered.
Xander considered it and it was a tempting idea. It'd give them another landing pad. They could have a real gym and somewhere to hang the heavy bag without having to put in a reinforcing bolt where it was now. "I guess I could have a room just for weapons." Throttle nodded. "Plus a reinforced section for the poor heavy bag since it keeps falling down." He looked at Dawn, who had snapped the chain last, somehow.
"Plus, more room for the kitties," Dawn promised. "Without them escaping again."
"True." He thought about it. "A basement with space to work out, the next floor up with weapons and books? Maybe a few spare bedrooms?" He looked at Throttle. "Why can't we add onto the back?"
"At last count, over a year before we closed shop, there were over ten thousand books in our collection, Xander," Wesley offered. "We can take some of the more obscure ones, but we can't fit many more in Cleveland."
"No," Buffy said, shaking her head. "No more books. I hate books. I hate shelving books. I hate dusting books and I hate books. No more books."
"Ten thousand?" Xander asked. "There was only one truck!"
"There was one of those convoy, semi trucks that blow you off the interstate," Wesley said dryly. "Not a small U-Haul like Gunn's. By the way, we're taking him with us."
"Sure, go for it. He'd probably feel more comfy with you guys anyway." Xander went back to eating his ice cream cone, the ice cream was long gone. "Ten thousand is a lot of books!"
"You said you wanted Angel's collection," Wesley said dryly. He smirked at him. "Wish granted, dear."
"Oh, that's so cruel! I bet that you guys got all the good weapons."
"Fred's got her axe. I've got a few swords and the like, but nothing else." He gave him a smug look. "We managed to save nearly everything from the Hyperion." The phone rang and somehow he knew it was for him. "Yes, Fred?" he answered. He listened to her wondering why this name was sparking something. "He's a chaos sorcerer, former friend of Giles, did some things in Sunnydale. Not to be trusted but can be turned and used for our aims at times."
"Tell Ethan I said hi," Xander told him. "Watch him freak."
"Ask him if he's found any more Martian stuff like Xander found," Dawn agreed.
Wesley listened to her babble at him. "Dear, tell him that Xander said hi and Dawn wanted to know if he had found anything like what Xander bought the last time the saw each other?" He listened. "Interesting. No, have him bring it here. Tell him it's cursed and the only way to remove it is to give it back to them. He can give it to Xander or any of them here and that'll be good enough." He smiled. "Of course. Oh, we're having a guest. I'll be driving back with him and Buffy. So prepare one of the guest rooms, Fred. Thank you." He hung up. "He's got some sort of large stone that he found. It was apparently put around that Xander was looking for these stolen objects and that they were cursed if you used them and weren't of the original race of people. Some sort of bookseller at the last book fair I believe. So, since people know that Ethan and Giles know you, they've been dropping stuff off at their houses. He's bringing a trunk full of odds and ends. That's all right?"
"We love things like that," Throttle agreed, reaching over to stroke Xander's back. He grinned at him. "Thanks for being so scary, babe."
Xander blew a kiss. "I like being scary. It keeps me out of trouble." Vinnie giggled. "You, behave. I can't get into fights if people think I'm scary."
"Bullsnot," Dawn said fondly. "You're just a scary, scary man, Xander. Admit it." She licked off the last traces of ice cream, smiling as her man rode up the ramp. "Hey, Rimmy. Buffy, this is Rimfire. Rimfire, this is Buffy, my older sister."
"Hey, ma'am," he said, smiling at her. He took off his helmet. "Ice cream. Did we win?"
"Yup, I'm staying and there's a restraining order against Limburger coming within a thousand feet of us or the garage, and against Wolfram and Hart too," she said happily. "Hug?" He got off and came over to hug her, making her moan with how strong he squeezed. "Want some ice cream?"
"No, I'm good. I've got all the sweetness I need in my arms," he said, sitting down beside her.
Buffy looked at him, then at Modo. "If I ever find a man, can I bring him to you two so you can teach him to say things like that?"
"Sure, not a problem, Buffy ma'am," Modo agreed happily. "Every man should learn how to say sweet things to their mate. My gray furred momma taught it to me and we both taught Rimfire how to be sweet to his gals."
"Do you have any cousins?" Buffy asked him.
"A sister but she just had twins," he said with a gentle smile.
"Your cousin Rod survived," Modo's mother offered. "He's fairly sweet and gentle but he's been having those horrible outbursts of anger and hitting trees and things."
Modo nodded. "I can see that. I'd be doing it too, Momma. He spent a long time being in that place and I don't blame him a bit."
"Neither do I, child, but he keeps knocking down all the trees around the house." He smiled at her. "You can plant new ones when you come back up."
"Of course." He got comfortable, his arms behind his head and his feet stretched out and crossed. "Xander, if you do, can you build a new place for the bikes?"
"Sure," he sighed, nodding. "I'll do that too." Throttle hugged him. "That way we can have the house back. The bikes can have the downstairs and I'll move that other stuff to the other spot, except for the weapons." Throttle grinned and kissed him, making him moan. "Thanks."
"Welcome, babe."
"Can we still have an underground tunnel?" Vinnie asked.
Xander nodded. "Sure. If I can find a good earth demon to do it."
"We have dwarves?" Buffy asked. "Like in the Artie books?"
"No, no flatulent dwarves, but we do have a few earth demons my company uses for excavations." He shrugged. "We'll talk with Charley about it later." Everyone nodded at that.
"I still can't believe you named his baby Spike," Dawn said, shaking her head.
"Hey, he'll fit in with Anya," Xander said with a smirk. "Even though she was floating around in Texas."
"She is?" Buffy looked confused. "Why?"
"Apparently she wanted to do the theme park thing and told him it was fun to watch us the night before," Throttle said with a shrug. "I didn't get to see her." That got another nod and a confused look. "I don't deal with that."
"I try very hard not to," Xander pointed out. He got up and made an ice cream cone, taking it over to Charley, who was doing bills on the computer. "Here. We won." She took it with a smile for him and went to work on it. "It was demanded that I put up a second building with more rooms and stuff for the library and everything."
"It'd be helpful," she agreed. "Where?" He pointed at the other side of the garage. "Won't that get inconvenient?"
"Well, we can't build up the present one. Vinnie wants an underground tunnel. I apparently have about ten thousand books plus weapons in storage. I thought there were less than that," he said at her gasp. He looked in the garage and waved. "Hey, Max. Do I need to kill someone?"
"No, I got him after he hit me. Dawn?"
"On the couch."
"Thanks." She walked that way, going to get the girl to get a report. The bug in her cellphone hadn't worked because it had been left in a small lockbox at the front of the courthouse as a security precaution. "Dawn?" she shouted, getting a running bundle of girl. "Come on, we need a report."
"Do you need an ice pack too?"
"No, this was yesterday. He's dead now." She led her off to talk to her.
Charley and Xander watched them then looked at each other. "Buy the land behind us."
"I thought about that too," he admitted. "That'd be one big building though." She nodded. "But then I could have my study back from the research room." She patted him on the arm. "So, you think an 'L' shape or what? We'll need a garage for the bikes and the car. We'll need the library, a play room with the heavybag and stuff. Plus a few extra rooms and more room to land."
"Most of them will crash."
"If they do, they rebuild the reinforced walls." She giggled and leaned against his arm, finishing her ice cream. "So, straight back, L-shaped? Curved?"
"Can you do a real curve?" He nodded. "Wow." She looked at the empty lots. Then up at him and sucked off more of her ice cream. "How about an L-shape?" He nodded, that would seem the most reasonable. "One longer section and then a thick section?"
He considered it. "I need some inspiration. Wanna head out tonight?"
"Yeah, if you can get our mice to agree."
Xander grinned and winked. "Vinnie, I'm taking your girl out to get inspiration from dancing, that good with you?" he called.
A white flying blur came out a window and pounced him, rolling around to pummel him. "My girl. You've got Throttle, you can't have my girl too! We can't be a quad so therefore you can't have her!" Xander kicked him in the stomach but he only grunted and got him back. Xander tried to get him off again but Vinnie pinned him and grinned down at him. "My girl. No more spoiling my girl, no more treating my girl to little presents, no more buying her candy, and no more taking her dancing."
Charley kicked him gently in the side. "He can spoil me if I want to be spoiled."
Throttle came out and sighed, pouncing Vinnie. "How many times have I told you not to pounce my mate like he's yours?" he demanded, pummeling him. He got Vinnie under the chin and the white mouse laughed and landed a few of his own but Throttle got him again on the stomach. Vinnie moved and kicked him but Throttle got him in the stomach, making him wince this time. "My man. He's good at spoiling. Otherwise he'd be rusty when I needed it."
"He's spoiling my girl! That's my job! Unless we're a quad!"
"You'd never walk right again," Xander said dryly. He dove into the playing/rolling/ tumbling to pummel Vinnie himself. "I'd do things to you that would make you beg for weeks." He got pulled off by Throttle, who spanked him. "Ow!"
"Behave, Xander. I'm trying to discourage him from pouncing you."
"Why? I don't mind him pouncing me." He got Throttle back by twisting around and getting him into a headlock and wrapping him up so Vinnie could get him back. "So, Charley," he asked casually while Vinnie was making Throttle howl. "We on for tonight? I promise I won't push the quad thing that your mate so *obviously* wants. But then, who can blame him with how cute my tail is?"
She laughed, shaking her head. "You're so bad, Xander." He beamed and nodded, grabbing Vinnie by the tail and pouncing him again, which freed Throttle to help him. Once Vinnie was shrieking he hopped up and ran off before his mate could retaliate, taking Charley with him to her bike and taking off.
"Gee, he didn't look like a goon," Throttle said, staring at the retreating bike.
"He stole my girl!" Vinnie said, getting up. He whistled and his bike came rolling out. "Xander stole Charley, let's go." He rode off and Throttle headed after him to save his poor man. Vinnie found them outside the usual club and tossed a few bucks at the bouncer as he strode in. Xander and Charley were dancing together, not really provocatively, but that was his fun. He stomped down there and got her back, dancing to entice her away from his bro. Xander moved closer and smirked at him. "Dance off," Vinnie shouted, smirking at him. "She's mine."
"She can make that decision." He started to dance a bit more teasingly, making Charley blush as Vinnie joined him. "Winner gets the park and loser gets the house with everyone there."
"Don't bother me any!" he shouted back.
"Guys!" she called.
They both moved closer and she was thankfully stolen by a tail and Throttle smirked as he danced her off. They checked the duo's dancing contest, noticing that they were both hard, but Vinnie was drooling. Xander was about to unbutton his shirt when Throttle dove over there and stole him back, bringing Charley with him. They ended up between the duo, getting teased to death by them. Somehow Throttle ended up being teased by Vinnie and Xander was dancing against Charley's back. She was blushing hard. He was pressed against her stomach and Vinnie was against his back. He smirked at Xander over Charley's head and moved a bit closer, one of his hands on her hip. Xander let out a smirk and put on a bit more of a show. Throttle growled lightly in Charley's ear, making her moan.
Charley tried to move from between the lovers but they were pressed tightly against her. She looked over Throttle's shoulder at Vinnie. He smirked and a tail snuck around her, pulling her from between them. She ended up against his stomach, one hand in his chest fur, the other on his hip while his hands were on her hips. She could feel Throttle's tail against her tail, and she moaned because it was a nice feeling. He grinned and ground against her front and then Vinnie's hand moved to grip her butt. It pushed Throttle's tail out of the way, putting his hand in its place. She grinned and he changed rhythm, showing her what he was going to be doing for her later. Then the tail came back, and a butt was up against hers and it was pinning her against Vinnie's chest. It was like a warm, living, vise filled with fur to cocoon her. She glanced back and saw it was Xander behind her now. So it was a white fur cocoon. She felt a hand brush her but it was the back of a hand so it must be Throttle's hand. It was rubbing and she tried to move but she was trapped between them. So she put her head on Vinnie's chest and enjoyed the dual sensations.
Throttle looked up as Vinnie's tail tickled his ear. "Hands off my girl's cheeks," Vinnie mouthed. Throttle looked confused until Vinnie gave a pointed look down. Throttle looked down and backed Xander off some. "Thank you, bro," he mouthed, dipping Charley to kiss her deeply then pull her back up and go back to making her hotter for him. He looked up and saw Xander all-but doing Throttle right there. He gaped in awe. How did the man do that? He looked down at Charley and then got a wicked idea, doing the same things Xander was.
"Change back," Throttle yelled. "You're going to hurt her." He stole Charley before Vinnie could get too intense with her, letting him have Xander so he could cool off. He had sweaty fur now. "They're on fire."
She smoothed a few beads of sweat off, grinning at him. "I can see that. Thank you." He grinned and was doing his best to keep her hot and bothered for Vinnie. Not that he wasn't hot, but he wasn't her mouse. Her mouse was backed up behind her and his tail was teasing the inside of her thigh. She squealed and tried to move away but it wrapped around her waist, still between her thighs. She blushed bright red and hid her face in Throttle's chest.
Throttle flicked Vinnie's on the ear. "Watch the tail," he complained. Vinnie looked and smiled, wiggling it a bit. Charley squeaked and he moved it, wrapping it around her waist and under her shirt so the tip could tease her. Throttle shook his head but let it go since she wasn't saying anything. Somehow they ended up shifting again, and Xander was back behind Charley and Vinnie was behind him. The tail was gone from under her shirt. Xander was brushing her backside and smirking at him, giving him that look that made him want to go through Charley to get to his tail. He was sure Vinnie was doing the same thing. He could feel him ready to explode as he rubbed against him. He was pressed so tightly against her that she was blushing again and he felt like he was ready to lay her down right there. If he wasn't taken and she weren't taken he might, but he was taken and his mate was smirking smugly and licking his lips, then sniffing her hair. Vinnie nipped Throttle's shoulder and Xander growled and moved closer.
"Guys, I'm going to be smooshed," Charley complained. "I'm only with one of you," she tried again. "Vinnie?" He winked at her and stole her, kissing her deeply. "Let's go! Please!"
"Sure, doll face, let's go. Park?" He walked her out to his bike, looking at hers, then at her. He looked at Throttle's bike. "They're still inside, girl, and we've got one too many." His bike stayed where she was. "Fine." He got onto his bike and let her settle behind her. "Give me ten minutes and it'll be great, babe." He sped off, going to the park for a dark spot. Once he found a shadow under a tree he pulled her around and kissed her, working her jeans off. His own were put across the tank too to pad her resting spot. Then he dove into her, holding her up to lick her. She was so hot, so ready, so his. All it took was a few licks and she was wetting his tongue with fresh fluids. He dove in to clean her up so he could get her dirty again. He finally let her slide down onto his lap, helping her sit up while he worked his way in and out of her. She was clutching him, her nails digging into his shoulders. She threw her head back, letting the quiet cries out into the night. He was sucking on her neck and shoulder, making a string of love bites down to her nipple.
He slid out and had to put himself back in, pushing her down to plant himself as deeply as he could. Grinding into her, teasing that small spot and making her get off again. She was slick with sweat and he kissed her. "Can I keep going?" She nodded, grinning up at him. "Good. I need more." He turned her over, sliding back into her. She whimpered and he moved gently. He didn't want to hurt her. He leaned against her back, moving sweetly. She moaned and pulled his tail around to tease and nibble on. His breath hitched and he came, nose buried in her hair, his breath cooling the sweat on her neck. He laid there for a few minutes, panting hard. "Charley?" She hummed. "Just checking." He sat back, helping her turn over so he could kiss her again, gently, just stroking her lips with his. "You okay?" She nodded, resting against his chest. He cuddled her, letting the slight breeze dry them.
"We should get dressed before we're caught," she whispered.
"Yeah, probably, but I think it's too late." He looked over at the cop, shrugging. "She's mine, she's having my baby, and we were just at a club. Sorry, thought the shadows were deeper."
"They're plenty deep, sir, it's just that you're loud." He handed over the ticket. "I could have been meaner," he said smugly, walking off.
"Thank you, officer," he ground out, tucking it into his pants pocket. He kissed her on the head. "You ready?" She nodded, getting up and sliding into her pants. He slid into his and she came back to sit on his lap again. "You sure you're okay?"
"I'm good," she yawned, snuggling in. "We should stay out here for a few more minutes."
"Sure." He grinned as she fell asleep against his chest. He saw Xander ride past and Throttle chasing him and smirked. "He's so going to get it for teasing that way."
"You're both teases, and you got poor Throttle and me good," she complained, turning her head in the other direction. "Hush." She heard a crash and winced. "That had better not have been my bike."
"No, that was cars." He listened then smirked. "No, they're closer to the lake, where we usually sit." He nuzzled her hair. "You sure you're okay?"
"I'm fine, she's fine, and we're just tired, Vinnie." She got off the bike and looked at him. "It's not hurting me."
"Babe, I'm sore," he told her, smirking at her. "I haven't had it that good in years. When it's that good, it's a miracle." He pulled her back across his lap. He put on his helmet, put hers on he head, and took off like that. He heard Throttle swear and went past their location, heading down to the next secluded area. He stopped his bike and got up, carrying her closer to the lake, then lying down with her, letting her cuddle again. "There. That's better." She let out a tired chuckle. "Bike, guard us, we're gonna nap." She beeped and moved closer. Vinnie pulled her against his chest, letting her rest on his shoulder. "A comfy pillow, a warm, furry blanket, and the love of your life."
She smiled. "It's pretty good," she agreed, smiling up at him. She kissed him and snuggled in, closing her eyes.
Vinnie smiled as she fell asleep, one hand curled in his chest fur. He looked over as Throttle joined him, nodding at him. "You can come down here."
Throttle joined him, flopping down. "Xander'll be here after he takes the ticket." He put one arm over his eyes. "At least you guys had fun."
"You didn't get to finish?"
"No, I did," he said smugly. "The cop was standing there."
"Yeah, us too," Vinnie agreed. "Fifty dollar fine. You?" He looked over as Xander came down to join them, parking Charley's bike beside Throttle's. Xander trudged down and flopped down. "Fifty dollar fine?"
"Three hundred fifty, public indecency. Since we're both male it's worse and a higher fine." He snuggled into Throttle's side, looking at Charley. "She okay?"
"Just tired," he said smugly, then ruined it with a yawn. He blinked a few times and found himself being cuddled. "I'm fine, cuddle your man." He moved Charley closer, and Throttle stroked his back. "Tha's nice." He yawned again and slowly drifted off, very comfortable.
Throttle looked at Xander, nodding him to move. Xander shifted but Charley whimpered. He whispered in her ear, stroking her hair until she calmed down. He moved away again and Throttle slowly shifted away but Vinnie's tail caught him. "Wrong body, bro," he whispered. "She's in your arms." Vinnie's tail went around her and he curled himself around her. They moved back to sit by the bikes, watching them and the water, then the stars started to pop out. Throttle heard his radio start and reached up to grab it, putting it on his head. "We're at the lake, Vinnie and Charley girl are asleep," he said quietly. "No, we'll get our own. Go ahead." He took it off, looking at the helmets on Vinnie's bike, then at Xander's. "Helmet?" He blushed. "Xander?" He pointed on Charley's bike. "Good. Thanks, babe. I needed that." Xander kissed him and grinned at him. "You okay?"
"Yeah, I'm good." He cuddled against Throttle's chest, stroking the open area where his vest gaped. He heard a cleared throat. "We're just guarding them."
"Thank you. It's still not right."
Xander looked up at him. "Really? Why? Because I'm a guy? Want me to go cut off my dick to make myself a woman? That way the fine's lesser?" The cop blushed. "Shove off. We're guarding them. She's just recently found out she's pregnant." He sighed and walked off. Xander flopped down again, getting a grunt. "Sorry."
"No, it's okay. It's reasonable. Just don't cut it off. We'd both miss it." Xander grinned up at him. He stole another kiss and heard that same tired sigh. He pulled his gun and looked back, finding their doctor. "Hey, come sit." He shrugged and came down to join them.
"Hey, Enamel. It was good for them," he said with a grin.
"I hope I'm taking that one wrong." Xander nodded. "Good. She'd probably be too tired if it was all four of you at once." Xander grinned and nodded. "You guys okay?" He looked at the cop walking past. "Evening, officer."
"Are you all going to do it now? Just so I know how many tickets to write." Xander glared at him. "Watch it, sir."
"Officer, have you ever seen someone snap and go into a violent rage?" He shook his head, smirking. "Do you wish to right this moment? Unless the answer is yes, I'd go away. You're disturbing Charley's sleep and she needs it." He strolled off. "I want his name and I'm going to report him," he muttered.
"What did his nametag say?" Enamel asked, glancing at Throttle.
"Timers."
"How did you see that?" Throttle asked.
"His pink one is pretty strong," Enamel shared with a grin. "Which would be the nearest precinct?"
"Eighteenth," Throttle offered. "We can easily stop by there to pay that fine." Xander nodded. "Once the happy duo wake up." Xander grinned at him.
"Maybe I should check her over," Enamel said quietly.
"He's got PFS," Throttle warned. "He doesn't like Xander to play with her either."
"PFS?" Enamel asked.
"Protective Father Syndrome," Xander explained. "He growls if I try to dance with her."
"Tonight he leapt out a window to pounce Xander for dancing with her. We all got into it while she complained, then Xander took off with her. Vinnie took off after them before I could get off the ground."
"Then we went to the club and danced," Xander added with a grin. "We ended up in some strange contest to turn on the significant others on." He stroked Throttle's stomach, earning a moan. "I'm not sure who won."
"You did, babe. You got her, you got me, and we all got him riled up so he worked on her, then we helped her."
"I heard that," Vinnie called quietly. "I won."
"Actually, bro, I think those of us who got you two won," Throttle told him, kissing the top of Xander's head. Vinnie grinned back at him. "We've got to get our own dinner."
"That's fine. She could use some more spoiling." He stroked his girl's stomach, then felt something and paused. "What's that?"
"Is it hard?" Vinnie nodded. "That's a normal thing. You were gentle, right?" Enamel asked. Vinnie looked up and nodded. "Then she's fine. Remember, there's a big water sac around the baby. She'll be fine as long as nothing too violent happens." He stood up, dusting his pants off. "I was off trolling for a girl, so I'm going to go back to that. I'll be up in a few days for the usual check, Vincent." He nodded at Xander. "Be safe." He walked back to his bike and took off, going back to his ride and trolling for a few hours fun. He wanted what they had but it wasn't that easy to find. Maybe someday soon. After all, if Stoker could at his age, then he could at his age, which was slightly less.
Throttle kissed Xander again, hearing the stomach grumbling noises. "Soon, babe." He nodded, going back to resting on his chest, watching the stars pop out. They'd wait until Charley woke up, she needed the rest. Throttle grinned as the younger mouse spoiled his girl, gently stroking her hair and her face, her stomach. He was so tender with her and he would do anything to keep them together, even keep Xander away from them if they needed. He looked down at his mate. "You don't want them, right?"
"Nope, it's a tease, and she knows that. We're buddies and she knows that. Vinnie knows it. That's why he allows it." He looked up and grinned. "Jealous?"
"Insanely," he admitted, kissing him again. "I'm a bit possessive, babe." He stole another kiss then he relaxed. He looked down at Vinnie, who was speaking quietly, twitching an ear to focus in their direction. "Just don't think about the tease becoming real," he whispered.
Xander pinched him, hard, making him yelp. "I'm not like that. You know I'm not like that."
"I know, just pointing out that he needs her."
"I know that."
"I know you do...."
Xander bit him on the neck, making him yelp. "I'm. Not. Like. That." He looked at him and stood up, stretching. He looked around. "How much is the fine for skinnydipping?"
"About another hundred," Vinnie called. "Apologize."
"For?" He grinned at him. "For taking your girl out to show her some fun?"
"For biting your mate when he became an overprotective boob again." Vinnie looked at him, then at Throttle. "I know he can't steal her, and we're not becoming a quad, though that would be interesting, but not my style. I'm a one-on-one kinda guy. So's Xander."
"It's like you warning me about drugs," Xander said dryly, heading for the bike. "Where am I picking up dinner from?"
"I've got your wallet in my pants," Vinnie told him. Xander caught it. "Sweetheart, whatcha wanna eat tonight?"
She smiled and yawned up at him. "Something I can eat with my fingers." She looked back at Xander. "Finger food?"
"Fries, cheese sticks, bloomin' onion?" She nodded at that. "Sure. Guys, hotdogs? No onions, Vinnie?" He grinned and nodded. "Sure. Throttle?"
"Just you," he said quietly.
Xander walked back and kissed him. "You have me but I'm not putting up with that sort of accusations." He walked back to the bike. "It'll be about a half-hour. Relax." He tucked his wallet down his shirt and started Charley's bike, heading off to find them dinner. He swung by the steak place first, then heading to Chef Andy's. He nodded, grinning at him. "Hey, Andy."
"Hey, Xander. Are you okay?" He nodded. "You sure?"
"I'm fine. Throttle and Vinnie need some food. He's curled up with Charley so no onions on Vinnie's."
"Sure." He put some together and boxed them up. "You sure?"
"Yeah, I'm good."
"Onions on Throttle's?"
He sighed. "I don't know. He'll probably think I'm mad at him if I say yes." Andy chuckled and fixed the rest of them. He handed him a twenty and a wink, heading to the bike. He found Modo in the parking lot. "Hey, Modo."
He stopped him. "Did you two fight again?"
"It's one of those thing he does that pisses me off. It's like warning in advance about things that he knows aren't going to happen." Modo nodded, letting him go. "So I'm volunteering for dinner duty to give him time to calm down. Why? Did he call?"
"No. You just looked down." Xander grinned at him. "I know. Everyone okay?"
"Yeah. Charley was about to go back to her nap on Vinnie's shoulder." He nudged him and headed to the bike, settling everything together and keeping one hand and his tail on it as he took off. He managed to save it during the one turn he had to make. He parked in the clearing they were still in, getting off. He handed Throttle one of the boxes, then went to hand Charley and Vinnie the rest of it. He ruffled Vinnie's hair. "I ran into Modo at Chef Andy's. Apparently the kids drove him out." He went back to sit beside his man.
"Where's yours?"
"I nibbled waiting for her snacks."
Throttle gave him a look. "You need to eat."
"I will when we get home. I don't know what I wanted so I nibbled on some chips and fries."
"And you say our diet's bad," he teased. He stole a kiss. "You okay?" Xander nodded. "You'd tell me if you weren't right?" Xander nodded again, snuggling down onto his thigh to watch the stars. "Then why are we sleeping with the lights on?"
"More nightmares. They're handled."
"You want me to help?" he asked, eating a bit of his first hotdog. He smiled as Charley got up and ran for the bushes. "Morning sickness. Fun." He finished that one and closed the box, putting them aside. He saw Vinnie's frantic look. "Unless there's blood, it's normal," he called. "It's called morning sickness."
"It's not morning!"
"Doesn't matter," Throttle assured him. He stroked over Xander's scalp, earning a shiver. "What nightmares?"
"Don't ruin the happy mood with that shit," Xander warned.
"Fine. I still wanna know."
"I'll tell you some day," he sighed, closing his eyes. He was comfortable. He was soon asleep, curled up on his thigh.
Vinnie helped Charley back to sit beside them, then went to get their dinner, bringing it back. "Got anything for her to drink?"
"Nope, sorry, bro. Looks like he forgot."
"That's fine, I've got my canteen and there's a fountain a few feet away," Vinnie said, hopping up to get her some water. He came back a few minutes later and handed the dripping canteen over. "I made sure it was cold and good first." She grinned and took a long drink. She put it down and capped it, giving him a hug. "You're welcome."
"Only a few months of this," Throttle offered gently.
"Wonderful." She looked at the food, taking off a leaf of her split, deep fried onion. She dipped it into the sauces, then ate it, smiling. He had gotten her the good ones. She dipped it again and held it out for her man to nibble. He grinned and ate it, then kissed her once it was swallowed. He heard the first whimper and moved everything of theirs out of the way. Xander was a kicker and he didn't want to upset her. He settled her in his lap so he could stroke her stomach while she ate. He scarfed a hotdog while she was bent over. "You could let me down so you could eat."
"I can eat any time," he assured her. "You need to eat."
She nibbled on the next bit of her onion, offering him one. It was only fair since he wasn't eating. He'd need the strength. Xander flailed for a minute and Throttle pulled him into his lap, joining their antennas to get in there and stop that. She looked up at him and he grinned. "Eat, Vinnie. You're going to be tired by the morning since I don't have anybody but Meg's Civic." He groaned and scarfed the other hotdogs in his box, then one of Throttle's. She grinned at him and fed him another leaf of her onion. "Have half of it." He grinned and split it for her, taking the smaller portion. Then he kissed her, grinning at her. She ate another bite, making him happy. She decided she was hungry and did eat the rest and Throttle's remaining hotdog. He came out with a gasp, shaking. "You okay?" she asked gently, leaning over to touch his leg.
Throttle shook his head. "Don't. Please." She pulled back. He looked at Vinnie. "I don't know what that was," he admitted. Vinnie raised an eyebrow. "I can't bring him back."
Vinnie sat Charley out of the way and moved over to help him. They went into Xander's head, found the issue and that it was coming from outside of him, and that was something they could deal with. They blocked it and made it manifest stronger, beating it inside Xander's head. Then, it was gone and they could see the nightmare and Vinnie had to pull out and get sick. "What was that?" he gasped.
Throttle shook his head, taking off his glasses to rub the bridge of his nose. "Hellmouth battle." He put his field specs back on and looked at him. "You okay?"
"No!" Vinnie got done and took his canteen of water, sipping it a few times before rinsing and spitting. He went to get more water, coming back and sitting down next to his girl. "That was what?"
"That was the battle that created that ripple we saw," Throttle told him. "It was pretty realistic, but we know that two of those didn't die and that Anya didn't live." He shook his head, watching Xander sleep. He was snoring so it was normal again. He looked at Vinnie again. "Thanks."
"He sees that every night?"
"In rotation. That's probably one of the most horrific."
Vinnie took a breath. Then he nodded, looking at him. "You saw it all, like that, like you were standing next to him?" Throttle nodded. "How many others are there?"
"That seems to be a standard deviation on the actual battle. The wrong ones died." Vinnie nodded, he'd had a few of those sort. "It's just the severity of the battle." He shuddered and Vinnie handed him the water. "Thanks, bro." He took a long drink and handed it back. "Charley girl, you okay?" She nodded, reaching over to hug him. "Thanks." He let her go and looked down at Xander, who had quit snoring. "Not another one, babe, not tonight. You need to sleep." Xander groaned and he stroked his back and the back of his head. Xander grumbled and drifted off again. He sighed in relief. Xander groaned and shifted, curling around his leg, using it like body pillow. He went back to stroking him.
"Guys, back off," Charley warned. "He will thrash." She leaned down to whisper in his ear. "Xander, you're in the park," she said gently. "You're in the park and you're scaring Vinnie. Come out of it. It's just a nightmare and it's not real." She gently stroked his cheek. "Come on, it's time to come out of the dream. Come on, you can wake up." Her wrist was grasped and she took a deep breath, going back to it. "Xander, it's me."
Throttle pried his fingers off. "Don't, it's not working and he could jump up and hurt you," he said gently. He handed her back to Vinnie. "Back off." He nodded, backing them off. He slowly stroked his boy's arm, then down his side and gently poked him. Xander mumbled. He poked him again. Xander mumbled louder. He poked him again and Xander slapped his hand away and took a swing at him. Throttle caught the hand, putting it back down. "Xander." Xander started to struggle. "Xander! Wake up!"
Vinnie moved back over, flipping him onto his back and sitting on his legs. He looked up and Throttle nodded that he had his wrists. Vinnie slowly ran his hands up Xander's neck and put his hands on either of his bro's head, pressing gently. It was enough to cause mild discomfort, but not enough to cause real pain. Xander jerked awake and Vinnie stared down at him. "Hey. Really bad nightmares. We couldn't get you up." He got off him and Throttle released him so he helped him sit up and gave him the canteen. "What sort of creature can send nightmares?"
"There's seven or eight," he said before taking a sip. "Why?"
"Because you got stuck in one and we found something external sending it," Throttle said, stroking his back. Xander flinched so he moved closer. "It's just me. We blocked it. We can figure this out later. Are you all right?" Xander nodded, taking another sip of water. "You're sure?"
"Yeah, I'm fine." He handed the canteen back. "Thanks, guys."
"It tweren't nothin'," Vinnie said with a small grin. "We've had to do this for each other for a few years." He ran his finger down Xander's nose, not minding when it was swatted away. "You wanna talk about it?" He shook his head. "You could." Xander gave him a look. "Hey, the guy behind you saw it from your mind. Seeing just a few seconds made me puke but I'd listen." Xander shook his head again, standing up. Vinnie pounced him, shaking his head. "Not working this time." He pulled him closer, holding him, making him face Throttle. "Tell him about them. That's what he's there for."
"Yeah, I know, but it doesn't help me any." He yawned and wiggled free, standing up. "We should probably head back."
"You're not riding my bike while you're that tired," Charley said, grabbing him by the tail. Vinnie winced at that. "Oh, give it up!" she said, glaring at him. "He knows I don't mean it the same way as I do when I yank yours."
Xander removed his tail from her hand and shook his head. "Nightmares happen. They happen to plenty of people. I'm fine, but if you don't want me to ride your bike I won't."
She got up, getting into his face. "You're overreacting, Xander. We're worried about you." She stroked his cheek. "Tell me what it was about," she said gently.
He kissed her on the forehead. "That one? It was about a battle so bad that I can't block it out. That's what happens when you walk into a situation where you're outnumbered a thousand to one." He gave her a hug. "I'm heading home." He turned and walked off.
"Freeze," Vinnie shouted. "You can ride with us."
"I need to think." He kept walking.
Throttle looked at his bike. "Go get him. Bring him back here."
His bike rolled off, cutting him off, blocking his path. The bike herded him and Xander moved but the bike followed him. He considered it, then dove over it and rolled, coming to his feet. "I'll see you guys later." The bike continued to follow and trying to block him. He stopped, reaching down to pat it on the headlight. "Babe, we love you, but I'm walking today. I need to take a walk. So go back to your pet and I'll be on you tomorrow. Okay?" The bike shook her front wheel. "Now, please. I'm going for a walk and you can't follow. Someone might try to hurt you." He moved, the bike moved. He backed up and the bike rolled forward. He considered it. "Don't make me do stupid stuff."
"What's wrong? It rabid?" the cop who had been bothering them all night asked.
Xander looked at him. "No, actually I'm going to be asking if that's a real law when I go to pay this fine and make sure you that wrote that summons correctly." The cop looked shocked. "We'll see, won't we." He looked at the bike, then up, then he sighed and pulled something off his belt, firing it up into the trees above them. He waved and hit the switch to reel himself in, then hopped from tree to tree until he got to a cleared area. He saw the bike and shook his head, taking off his shirt and tossing it toward the path. The bike turned and Xander leapt, doing a tuck in mid air, and nearly made it to the next tree. He yelped, catching a lower branch, but it wasn't going to hold him either. He fell, and was caught. "Hi," he said, smiling at Modo. "They're that way," he said, pointing in the right direction. "Follow the fuming cop." He wiggled until he got down and looked at the bike his bigger friend was riding on. "Hey, Lil' Hoss, can you maybe run some interference for me?" The bike beeped, so he took off running. Throttle's bike tried to follow and Modo had to stop his from helping the boy.
"No. Throttle wants his boy back. Let his bike go. We'll follow." They followed the bike and the boy, noticing the bike was trying to cut him off. Xander was now heading over the fountain and into the water nearby. He dove in and headed to the dock area. The bike beeped, unable to see where he was going. "The docks," he called. The bike beeped and headed that way. He saw Xander change direction and come up too soon, grabbing him as he came out of the water, whistling at Throttle's bike. They headed back to the quiet grotto the others were in, Throttle's bike leading.
"Hey, Modo. Thanks for the retrieving job." Throttle pulled Xander off his bike, looking at him. "Why are you wet?"
"He went into the water to get away from your bike. I caught him as he fell out of a tree." He smiled at Charley. "Comfortable?" She was back in Vinnie's lap finishing her treat. She nodded, grinning back. "Good. You look good there." He got off his bike, patting her gently. "Go ahead and play, girl." She rolled off to talk to the other bikes. "He didn't look too bad. He needs more work flipping and rolling but it was okay."
"He's been skipping yoga too," Throttle told him. "We'd have to do it with him."
"I hate yoga."
Throttle gave him a squeeze. "I'll do it with you."
"You'll hate yoga," Xander told him.
"Probably but a little work now makes it easier later." He gave him another squeeze. "Where's your shirt?"
"He threw it to distract your bike," Modo said smartly, smirking at Xander. "Nice try. It worked for a moment."
"Hey, I only needed a few seconds. I needed a better launch pad."
"How did you get up into the trees?" Vinnie asked. Xander pulled out his mini crossbow and tossed it over. "What's this?" He looked at it, then at Xander. "That's a winch." He looked at him. "Been watching too much tv off USA?"
"Probably. Give." Vinnie put it down beside him. "Vinnie." Vinnie gave him a look. "Vincent," he growled. It was tossed back. "Thank you." He tucked it back in the special holster. He stood up but Throttle pulled him back. "I can go for a walk!"
"Why? We'd give you a ride," Modo reminded him.
"He had a bad nightmare and we wanted to let him talk about it," Throttle told him. "He got upset and went for a walk."
"Hmm, that's why your bike was herding." Modo looked at Xander. "How do you usually get them out?"
"I don't. They're kinda permanent, Modo. That's why they're nightmares." The big guy looked hurt so he sighed. "Sorry. I'm tired." He stood up and dodged the grabbing hands and tail. "I'm going for my walk to calm myself down. Which was what I was trying to do before." He looked at Modo. "They happen. Some nights they're worse than others." He shrugged. "It's part of my life anymore. It's not like you can drill them out of someone's brain." Modo nodded, smiling a bit. "Not upset?" He shook his head. "Good. Later." He walked off. He heard the whistle and shook his head, going back into the lake from the next grotto. He swam off as quietly as he could, heading for a distant shore. He had the stamina for that now. There weren't any boats and he did stick out being white on top of the dark water. He headed for the beach section, it was probably nearly empty. Probably just some necking teenagers. He heard a motor and dove down, heading on under water for a few feet. He came up as slightly as he could and continued on. He made it to a shallow section and glanced around, spotting the biker in the distance, so he headed off again.
He made it to the far end of the beach and decided he was tired of swimming and there were some nice, concealing rocks there so he got out and snuck behind them, turning to lean against them. He saw a man standing there. Big head, carrot colored hair. Glasses. Long white coat. Wheezing. Goggles pinching his brain. Tube running out of his head to his back. Smirking evilly. "Oh, hey, it's you," he said, punching him and sending him flying. "So much for this hiding spot. He got up and went to work it out in a fight. He saw Greasepit heading for him and kicked him, then got him onto the ground. He used the guy's shirt and Karbunkle's belt to tie him up, then put him on top of Karbunkle. Maybe someone would find them. He stood up and found another cop standing there, watching him. "They kidnaped me last year. They're still free. Feel lucky I didn't kill him." He walked over. "Speaking of assholes. Is it true that if I make out with a woman in the park it's only fifty bucks but if I'm with my husband it's three-fifty?" He slowly shook his head so he fished out the wet ticket, handing it to him. "Then someone should probably tell Officer Timers that. Fifty right?" The cop nodded slowly so he paid it, putting them both into his shirt pocket. "There, I actually paid it and I feel much better now." He stomped off, heading into the shadows.
"Sir!" he yelled, turning around to look at him. Xander had stopped, giving him a bored look. "Did you make a report on your kidnaping?" He nodded. "Did we get it?" He shook his head. "Feds?" he asked hesitantly. Xander nodded. "Do you know if there's a warrant?"
"Yeah, it's with Agent Simms." He dug out his wallet and handed over the card, then put his wallet back. "Give that back to him when you see him." He smiled. "Thank you. The dirty one is Greasepit and the other one is Karbunkle if it helps you any."
"Thank you, sir. I'll have someone pick them up and call him. I'm sorry about that discrepancy. If there's a difference, we'll notify you."
"Sure. Thank you for being so understanding." He heard an engine and groaned. "Sorry, escaping the overprotective husband for a walk. Have a nice night, officer." He headed off at a jog, blending into the shadows after a few feet.
The officer pulled up his radio, checking on the bound prisoners once the boy was gone. "Dispatch, this is Henderson. I'm at the rocks on the far end of the beach. I've just witnessed a boy beating up two people who he said kidnaped him. I need a car for the detainees and warn the captain that it's a fed case." He hung up and walked over there to wait by them. The kid had looked pretty good. Maybe he'd join the department when he was old enough.
***
Micah walked into the lair the next morning, looking around. He saw Charley and nudged her. "Hey, it's nearly eight." She yawned and got up, heading into the bathroom. He looked down at Vinnie, who was staring up at him. "Where's Xander?"
He sat up with a small groan of complaint. "No one's sure. He went for a walk last night. Why?" He rubbed his eyes. "New problems?"
"He beat up Karbunkle and Greasepit. Gave the local officers my card, then jogged off into the night. Some of the cops wanted to know if he was Batman." He frowned. "He never came home?" Vinnie shook his head. "You're sure?"
"Reasonably. Go ahead and look. I didn't hear him and I would have woken."
Micah checked the office, then the other bedrooms, then up on the roof. He found the boy curled up on the landing pad. He walked over to him and watched the boy snap to alertness and hop up, and had to catch him before he fell. "Morning. You worried them sick and gave me more paperwork than I can do in a month." He sighed as he looked at him. "Another one?" Xander nodded. "Is this another of your 'not quite a prophetic one'?"
Xander shook his head. "Just a standard nightmare. I was studying how we're expanding." He handed him the paper. "What do you think of this?"
Micah looked at it, then at him. "Do you need that much room?" He groaned and nodded. "Then I'd say have fun with it. Will you get a discount if you use your own company?"
"Yeah, ten percent," he admitted, yawning a bit. "Sorry. Did you not want me to have them arrested?"
"No, it's good that they were arrested. We found their underground lab and their files with Hannah in it. We checked but yours wasn't in there."
"It was a hope," he sighed. "Not a real one." He heard footsteps and grimaced. "Laters." He turned and jumped from their building to the top of the garage, then down the fire escape and off.
"Xander!" Charley yelled. "Get back here!"
Vinnie came jogging up. "How did he get up here?"
"You relaxed from the bad times. It's a natural reflex," he said, handing over the plans. "He was thinking that for the back yard." Vinnie looked at it and nodded, grinning at it. "He ran off again."
"We'll get 'im later," Vinnie promised with a grin. "Thanks, Micah."
"Not a problem. We've got some new information and we found another lab last night thanks to him." He walked off, going to wake up Throttle. If anyone should be finding the boy it should be him. Throttle opened the door, sliding on his vest. "He headed for the highway."
"Of course he did. Any good news?"
"He kicked Greasepit's and Karbunkles' asses. We found a new lab because he turned them into the cops. Oh, your ticket was only sixty five, he gave them a fifty so you still owe fifteen." He handed over a new card. "He handed his to the cop."
"Thanks, Micah. I'd better go chase him. Where was he?"
"The roof."
Throttle shook his head. "Wonderful." He went to where his bike was waiting, heading out on her to find his boy. He found him hiding and panting in an abandoned building, and pulled up beside him. "Well, you're dryer now. Feel better?" Xander shook his head, still panting. "Hurt?"
"Stitch." He stood up, pressing on his side. "I'm fine."
"Good. Get on, let's go for a ride." Xander shook his head. "Now."
"I'm still working through it."
Throttle grabbed him and pulled him closer, looking at him. "You're not. You're avoiding it. It's pissing everyone off. Even Vinnie got upset that you took off instead of letting us help. This is what bros do for each other."
"Sorry, all I had were Buffy and Willow," he said bitterly, getting free. "I'll be fine, I just need to finish thinking."
"Get on the bike," he said calmly. "We'll go for a ride and talk about it. Where's your helmet?"
"Didn't you bring it home?"
"Yeah, probably. We'll take the back roads. Come on, we'll hit a nice, secluded spot and we'll talk. You can work it out by babbling at me. Then I'll explain to you why you shouldn't run from us when we're trying to help. Right before I control my temper so I don't hit Buffy or Willow."
"Kinda hard to do, her spirit went to Plutark."
Throttle picked him up and put him in front of him. "Stay." He lifted the boy's eyes. "How long has it been since you've really slept?" he asked quietly. Xander shrugged. "Do you want to do this mentally?"
"That's like tampering."
"It's not, really." He stroked the soft fur on his nose. "All I ever do is look, like doing research in some ways." He stole a kiss. "It could be much worse. I could be the pushy sort, like Vinnie is."
"I..."
Throttle joined minds with him, walking into him his mind. "Okay, this is what I do when I do this," he told him. He pointed. "That's where the nightmares come in. Between you and them are you and your bros, who are willing to go through fire for you if they're true bros to you." He looked at him. "This is what bros do for each other. We're there for each other. We get between you and your worst instincts, like running away." Xander hung his head. He lifted his chin. "I understand. We all do it but when it gets to the point of a habit, it's time to get some intervention. Which is what bros do. Now, you wanna talk or do it this way?"
"Talk," Xander sighed.
"Good boy." He nudged him out of his mind and woke up, looking up to see people with guns pointed at them. "Huh. Xander?"
Xander looked at them. "Wonderful." He looked at the skinheads. "Sorry, were we in your spot?"
"You're not human."
"Really? Prove it."
"You're furry!" one of them said in shock. "What do you mean, prove it?"
"Prove it. Don't you have body hair?" The man looked confused. "Don't you?"
"No psychological bullshit, man!" one of them yelled, pulling his gun back up.
"Sure, not an issue," Throttle assured him. "Though he's right, you guys are furry too. The only difference is that our tails never fell off before we were born and we're a bit more furry."
"You're mutants!" the guy in the back shouted.
"Bet me, moron. Do you see a special outfit? I mean, *seriously*! Do you not read the comics? They all have better clothes than I'm wearing. Shit, man, I was in the lake last night. That's why I'm furry, it's the damn pollution in the lake." They looked at each other. "Don't believe me? Go take a swim, man. Let's see what you come up as." They backed off. "Up to you, really. You can go test it for yourself. Maybe you guys'll have better luck than I did." He knew he was starting to sound hysterical, but it was all part of the plan. "Come on, let me show you!" He took a step and they ran, one of them trying to shoot as he ran away. Xander growled and pulled Throttle's gun, firing back and getting his gun. "Don't shoot at me. This makes me better." That one screamed and finished running away.
Throttle took his blaster back. "Good job." He saw Vinnie ride past, going after them. He took off his helmet and sure enough his radio was on. "I've got to fix that stuck button." He looked at Xander. "You okay ?" He nodded, leaning against the wall, looking at him. "Wanna talk now?"
"Not really."
"Fine." He pulled him closer with his tail, bringing him back into his lap, going back in his head. Xander struggled and tried to push him out but he wasn't doing it. His shields were down. That's what part of the problem was. He put them back in that same spot, looking around the blank spot. He concentrated and pulled Xander to stand beside him. "So, let's talk." Xander groaned. Throttle pulled him closer, putting an arm around his shoulders. "Okay. Let's start with the basics." He created two windows. One showed Willow and Buffy. The other showed them. "Okay, those are girls. Girls who didn't like you. Girls who didn't appreciate you. Even though they were there at times for you, and they're friends, do you expect them to come for you if something happens?"
Xander looked at him. "I did for years."
"Good. Did they?" Xander shrugged. "Honestly."
"Usually." He pulled away. "They tried. For me, that was enough."
"Okay, what about me? Do you think I'm going to try or be there?"
Xander considered it. "You'll be there if possible."
"No, not possible. If I'm alive, I'll be there." Throttle pulled him closer, looking into his eyes. "If I'm alive and you're in trouble, I'll be there," he repeated more quietly, hoping it sunk in. "The same as the other two will. The same as Dawn will and Rimfire will. This is what family does and what bros do because they're as close as your family." He saw one of the windows change, and realized who they were. "Your family are not the tightest of all people. They're not exactly well-wound and they're not the sort of family I mean."
"Oh, I know. Did you know they found my mother's body? Under the excavations. Then the insurance company called to see why her body was found under about a mile of dirt. When they found her there weren't any marks on her and she was laying on her stomach. Now, they called me to see why she was under a mile of dirt, why I had claimed she was dead before then, and apparently did not read the file at all. So I ended up screaming at them at work." Throttle shuddered. "And I went to the local office and laid it all out for them. They called Corporate to yell at them for me. Speaking of which, I put you on my life insurance."
Throttle was almost thrown by that change of topic. He knew it wasn't a diversion it was just how Xander's thoughts went. "Thanks. Did they find your father?" He shook his head. "Any idea what's going to happen?"
"Yeah, the formal paperwork to have him declared legally dead is next week. I still don't know how they thought I had put her under a mile of dirt with no tunnels near there, under a big, heavy building that was still partially standing so they could tell it wasn't repaired, and somehow managed to teleport her down there. The workmen found her during the day of digging. It wasn't like they walked in and she was suddenly lying in the open hole. They scooped up some dirt and saw her butt." He started to pace and Throttle let him. "I don't know what's going on."
"It's starting to build back up."
"Yeah, it is, I guess. Stress over the new site and the design, stress over the hearing, stress over the hellmouth on Plutark. If that goes sour, I'm going to have to go save Plutarkians from vampires. If I don't then no one else will."
"That's why Wes and Fred came back," Throttle reminded him. He looked at the windows, watching as the various scenarios started. The recent nightmares had taken over the one that went from Buffy and Willow to his parents. "Do you have any other relatives?"
"A possible cousin but I haven't seen her since she ran away at twelve. She ran away from my Uncle Rory and that's why he started to drink. I have no idea if she's still alive or not. If so, I'm betting she's going to show up with her hand out. Willow filed her with that national place that puts up the signs. After the hellmouth went I called them to update her file that her father was now dead and that I was the only relative." He stopped pacing, looking at him. "I don't know what's going on!"
"I do. Turn around." Xander turned and went pale. "Each time one of the stresses was mentioned, the window changed. So each of those is starting off a new nightmare." He heard Vinnie outside his head and shook his one in there. "I think Vinnie's arrived." He saw the other picture change and sighed. "No, I know it's not really possible." Xander gave him one of those harsh 'get real' looks. "Okay, let me amend that since I need to be totally honest here to help you. It's possible, but it's not probable. You two would look good together. I think the energy you would create between you would probably light the whole east coast for a few days at the least." Xander grinned but shook his head. "I know. It's one of those things that I keep getting stuck on. Sorry but you'd look adorable together. Twins are so rare on Mars that it's almost like touching something holy."
"Yeah, but I don't think about him that way!" Xander complained. "I like him, I like him a lot. Possibly, *possibly*, if we were free, we might try something but not without that being met. I couldn't do that to her or you."
"Sometimes you're this gentle little nice guy and sometimes you're this violent force for destruction and protection." Xander groaned and nodded. "I like it. It means you won't be boring to be with." Xander snorted, shaking his head. "I don't mind." He pulled him closer, using one hand to cup his cheek so he could get a kiss. "The reason I get stuck there is because I can see it. You'd be good with them and for them. Either of them would be good for you. I can't say that you'd be bad with them. I can easily see you making a trio with those two." He stole another kiss. "I don't want to lose you to them and that makes me a bit jealous and Vinnie feels the same way. Besides, she's his girl and that's his baby and the only one who should get anywhere near his baby is him." He stole a third kiss. "I know you don't get it and Charley keeps yelling at us for being cave mice." That got a small smile and a nod. "We're trying, Xander. We've both lost most of everything." He used his thumb to stroke the soft cheek. "I'm glad you like my mother but can you relax about her hugging you?"
"I always feel like she's going to hit me."
"She noticed. She hasn't swatted me since I was eight, honey. It won't happen." Xander nodded, relaxing some. He heard Vinnie again and shook his head. "He's getting impatient. Wanna go back to the real world?"
"Not really. It's kinda easier to talk this way." He looked at him. "Was he right? Is there going to be a permanent bond? Like the other morning?"
"Probably. I know I can feel when you're in trouble. I have since the second car crash I think it was." He shrugged. "It's a good thing in my book. Yours?"
"I don't mind," he admitted. "It's good in a lot of ways but every now and then you pull out the dad act and I can feel the irritation and it just makes it worse." He shrugged and suddenly felt himself be knocked to the ground, staring up at the grinning white mouse. "It's his idea. We're doing therapy."
"Yeah, I heard." He beamed at him. "Your shields are *history*." Xander stared at him so he nodded, still smirking.
"They are?"
"Yeah," Throttle admitted. "They were totally gone this time." He walked over and squatted down. He looked at Vinnie. "I know you're getting the same feelings I am about the four of us."
Vinnie nodded. "Yeah, that it'd be cute and something else, but she's mine and he's ours and ... I mean yours. Sorry."
"It's only natural. We used to date, he and Charley are incredibly close. You two are nearly twins. That connects us. Then poor Modo has to sit there and watch it all."
"Eeeh, the next time he comes home, his mother's got a girl from him to meet," Xander admitted. "She was telling Dawn and Rimfire about her. She sounds really sweet but with a slightly wild streak. One of those who found her own way to do whatever her mom ordered."
Vinnie noticed the windows then looked at Xander. "Can I?"
"Do you want to be bound with me too?"
"Bro, we're already bound," Vinnie told him, staring in his eyes. "That's how we're nearly twins. I don't know why or from what, but it's a rush."
"That's how you guys pull that twins trick," Throttle agreed. He sat down to spare his knees. "There's been a lot of stress. They found his mother's body. They're about to declare his father legally dead. Then there's the hellmouth on Plutark." The window changed and Vinnie shuddered. "He saw that one lat night and puked, Xander."
"I'm sorry." He looked up at his big brother. "How did we get stuck?"
"Probably the time I was showing you the pools. That's about when Throttle got stuck in there too." He gave him a quick kiss. "It may happen but I'm not looking for it."
"Me either." He touched his antenna to Vinnie's and showed him how he felt about him. Vinnie sniffled and crushed him against him in a hug. He pulled back. "Okay?"
"Great actually." He grinned and pulled Throttle between them for a hug.
"I feel like I'm wrapped in a white, furry blanket. Feels nice." Xander snickered and squeezed him harder. Then Vinnie squeezed him harder. "Okay, no more acting like a big snake," he groaned. "Even worse than Modo on an emotional kick, guys," he complained. They nuzzled him and he got kissed. "Thanks, guys. Can I get up now?"
"If you have to," Xander sighed, easing off. Vinnie let go and Xander let him go so he was just lying between them. "Now what?"
"Now, you come out of here and go home to take a nap. Not on the roof this time."
"Losing your patrol touch?" Throttle asked. Vinnie pinched him so he smirked. "You didn't hear him sneak up?"
"You didn't either, I came in and changed clothes," Xander told him. "I can sneak."
"It's that ability that's polluting you and giving you those spots." Vinnie poked him. "Come on, you can come out. We love you and we've got to take a nap."
"Fine. Get out of my head. I'll figure out why my shields are gone."
"Well, last night we did find someone trying to impose nightmares on you," Throttle admitted. Xander looked at him. "We blocked it, but you've got to rebuild your shields before we have to deal with a possessed you." Xander nodded.
"I saw the plans and I liked them," Vinnie offered. "Can we?" He nodded. "Good. Then let's do that." He pushed Throttle off and stood up, hauling up Xander and holding him still. He grinned at him. "If it happens."
"If it happens. Or if something happens to you."
"Hey, if something happens to our fearless leader and dad there, then you're mine anyway," Vinnie gloated.
"Will one of you sleep with me?" Xander asked, blinking a bit.
"Sure. Let's go home." They nodded and removed themselves, then Xander pressed and broke through the barrier in his mind. He looked at it, then shook his head and went to the office area, flipping the switch to remove that barrier and then the switch for his shields. Then he woke up. He blinked, finding Micah and Modo staring at him. "What? Not my idea." He pointed at Throttle. "Yell at him."
"How are your shields suddenly back?" Vinnie called from where he was sitting.
"I flipped the switch." He craned his head back, looking at him. "How long was I out?"
"Sixteen hours. By the way, congratulations, you got the design and you've got a meeting on Monday afternoon to make any changes. Bring your laptop." Throttle threw down his cards. "I hate three card stud."
"Hey, there's only one stud in this game," Vinnie bragged.
"Yeah, but I'm over here," Xander called. He sat up and took the soda Micah was holding, gulping it. "Bless you, you saint."
"You say that now, just wait," Micah said dryly. He sat down beside him. "Your lawyer has talked to the judge about your mother's body being found. He said it doesn't have any bearing. The insurance company said that you were still owed the money and she still disappeared at that time. They're standing by their earlier decisions." He patted him on the arm. "We have a slayer dream from Cleveland about Plutark." Xander's ears perked up and he looked at him fully. "Martians don't taste good to vampires. Not even those. She said they were more than willing to eat the Plutarkians but not the furry people she saw." Xander slumped. "So it's cool, okay?" He nodded. "Good. Any other issues you're seeing?"
"Only the plans for the new addition. Vinnie, do you still have that?"
"Yeah, it's in the study. Oz was fiddling with the drawing program to do that." He grinned at Throttle. "You tell him."
"We held a meeting and we liked it. Especially that partially covered lounging area. Are we planning everything to be the same height?"
"I was thinking one extra level up. Put the library level to this level with the doorway on the other side of the kitchen. Put another one downstairs. A ramp in the middle and one on the far end. Make that one two stories maybe?"
"Three works and it'd give us empty space for a change," Throttle offered. "I especially liked the workout area and how you could go from there to the outside." He gave him a fond look. "We'll work out final plans tonight, babe. Wanna come play?" Xander shook his head. "Hungry?" Xander hesitated. "Momma, Xander's up." She hurried out, picking him up and putting him at the table, then Throttle's mother came out with a full plate and gave him a hug. A very gentle, motherly sort of hug.
"You eat every single bite, Xander. I don't care if you don't like it, you need it and you'll be eating it." She patted him on the head and went back to the kitchen.
Xander looked at the plate, then at the mice, then shook his head. "Hotdogs?" he mouthed. Throttle nodded. "Tofu?" he asked hopefully. Vinnie nodded, smirking at him. Xander shrugged and ate the first one. At least there were enough toppings to cover the taste because these were those nasty meat hotdogs. He dove into the chips after that. He looked at the other two hotdogs, nearly whimpering. "Mom, can I have some pizza or something? I'll make Vinnie eat these."
"Eat those Xander and I'll let you pick what you want to eat," she called.
"They're not tofu," Xander said, letting out a belch. He gave Vinnie a look. "Please?"
"I don't need swatted."
Xander looked, then pushed over the plate. Throttle and Vinnie scarfed the other ones and he took the plate into the kitchen, pulling out one of the frozen pizzas. "Thanks, mom." He kissed Throttle's mother on the cheek and went back to the table.
"Why don't you like hotdogs?"
"We took a tour through a meat plant when I was younger. You're lucky I eat any meat," he offered with a grin. She chuckled and patted him so he went back to the table. "Can I play?" They nodded, dealing him into the next hand. "Come play, Micah."
"Huh?" He looked up from his book. "I'm reading while I hide from Lorne." He went back to his book. Modo's mother brought him a few hotdogs, getting a smile. "Thanks." She gave him a pat on the head and went back to the kitchen. Micah ate the first bite. These weren't too bad for being tofu. Apparently someone had gotten them mixed up. He didn't care, it was good enough. Xander chuckled and Throttle moaned. "Play for favors, boys."
"Bike washings this round," Vinnie called. "We're up to tiny shorts and a wax job."
Micah shook his head. "Only you guys." He took another bite and smiled. At least he didn't have to hide from them like he did Lorne. The main phone rang and he grabbed it, putting it against his ear. "Yeah?" He listened. "Sure." He hung it up. "We've got another crash," he announced, changing the page. "She'll be here in a few hours."
"Who?" Throttle asked.
"No name given."
Xander looked at Vinnie. "Possibly another ex?"
"There's six or seven out of over six hundred thousand, those are pretty slim odds," Vinnie said dryly. "Modo, we've got another crasher coming."
"Wonderful. I'll keep an ear out."
Xander looked over as Oz came out with a picture, looking at it. "I like that. Are those mine?"
"Yuppers." He sat down, taking the cards Throttle was shuffling to deal. "Fish?"
"Poker."
Oz nodded and dealt, dealing himself in. "Played on the ship to Tibet." They got into it. "Bets?"
"Last round was for washing bikes in tiny shorts," Xander said with a grin. "The owe me. I'll let 'em do their own bikes though."
"Gee, thanks," Throttle said dryly. "I'll borrow your blue ones."
"Hey, I get to borrow his clothes," Vinnie complained.
"Guys, I'll buy you your own," Xander said, more to defend his poor clothes than to stop the argument. He looked at Oz. "You liked it?"
"I did. It's simple, got too much room, and it'll be fun."
Xander grinned. "Sure." He looked at Throttle, who nodded. Then at Vinnie, who beamed. "Fine, you guys can even help the crew. I don't think Merle's doing anything." He grabbed the phone, calling the bank first. His bank account was a bit emptier than it should be. So he called Wesley. "Did you take some of the Watcher money back?" He got a negative response. "Thanks." He hung up and called the bank. "I just checked my balance..oh. How soon?" He nodded. "Thank you." He hung up. "Someone hacked the bank and took about two percent of the money. Though, if they only took two percent I'm wondering where the extra came from."
"Interest." Micah looked at him. "It'll be returned by the insurance people tonight. Merle's at home, you're right, his crew's done."
Xander called Merle at home. "Hey, me. We need more room at the house." He chuckled. "No, I'm not asking if you could put up a few of us so you could hit on Vinnie." Vinnie chuckled at that. Xander grinned. "Sure, I know I'm the only white mouse you like. No, I'm planning an expansion project. Because the family keeps growing and I just got gifted with a library and weapon collection." He beamed. "Sure. Thanks. Yeah, I did a preliminary and Oz prettied it up. Thanks." He hung up. "He'll be over soon."
"Do we have to buy any of that land?" Micah asked.
"One piece and only about a hundred feet of it," Xander offered. "I've still got to transfer the garage back to Charley too." He got up and went to talk to her, finding her alone in the garage. "Why didn't you remind me to transfer the garage back?"
"It's not a problem, I knew you'd give it back if I asked." She smiled up at him. "Finally awake?" He nodded. "Good. Can I have a hug?" He hugged her. "So, how much were you going to be paying me for the encroachment onto the garage's property?"
Xander winked. "What'dya want? Fair property value?"
"That'd be fine." She tickled him and grinned. "We need to draw up those forms."
"I was going to call someone today to do that. Or if you've got someone we can do it with them. I've got to buy about a hundred feet of the people behind you too."
"Sure. I know a lawyer, I'll call him to see if he's got a few free minutes." He nodded. "Go eat." He nodded, going to it. She checked her rolodex, calling the lawyer she did repairs for. "Hi, this is Charley at the Last Chance, is Bob in?" She smiled. "No, just a bit of legal business. A title transfer back to me and a small bit of property exchange. Thanks. Yeah, I'll be here. Thank you." She hung up and went back to her book. It was too early for baby names but Vinnie was going to be stubborn if she didn't get it in sooner. Her phone rang and she picked it up. "Last Chance Garage." She smiled. "Hey, Bob. Nah, I had a friend who found out my mortgage was up for sale and bought it for me to make sure no one bad could. Plus I'm selling a bit of the spare land behind me to the same guy for an expansion of their house. Yeah. Sure. Anytime's fine. Yeah, Xander, how did you know?" She grinned. "I didn't recognize you. When did you cut off all your hair?" She chuckled. "Sure. I'm here. Thanks." She hung up and shook her head, humming a certain disney song about the shrinking nature of the universe.
***
Xander walked into the bank, going to the people in the office he usually dealt with. "Hey," he said, making her squeak. "My funds back?" She nodded, waving at the chair. "Thanks." He sat down, grinning at her. "We're all set then? It's all back and I can do what I need?"
"What do you need?"
"To add on some new rooms before we're cramped for too long."
"Ah." She smiled. "Okay, are you doing it as an auto-draft?"
"I don't know. I know the guy's doing it very well, I used to work on that team. I could do it up front. I'll have to buy a few small pieces of land too." She nodded. "Are any of the ones around me up on the block? Just to check."
She typed his address into the search engine on her computer, finding one surprising thing. "There's an order for no construction on that site," she said, frowning at it. "I don't know why."
"We're not near the gas project. Did you put road instead of ave?" She nodded, changing that. "Did it fix it?"
"It's listed under your name."
Xander groaned. "Why?"
"I don't know, it's the city, Xander." She typed into the real estate finder, and smiled. "There's two but none on the adjoining lots."
"I need about a hundred feet from the one behind mine and the one behind the Last Chance." She clicked on those and wrote down the names and addresses, handing them over. "Thanks. Any idea which department put the hold on my construction?"
"Not a clue, Xander." She went back to that screen and looked it over. "It doesn't say."
"Okay. It can only be one of two places." He stood up. "I'm off to City Hall. Is everything in that one account?" She nodded. "Any problems with that?"
"No, Xander. It's a good thing, you're fine, and you're doing good on interest too." She smiled and he nodded, going out to his car.
He headed for the permit department, going to talk to them. He walked in and got a smile. "Hi. I just found out there's a hold on me doing an expansion to my home. Why?"
"Name?"
"Xander Harris."
"Hmm." She found his name on the list and shrugged, looking at his file. "I don't know, sir. It was filed that there were structural problems."
"I just built it last year. We haven't destroyed it. Who did the walk-through?"
"It's on hold until we do a walk-through," she admitted. "Let me get an inspector." She dialed to an office up the hall. "Hi, Philip, this is Kelli. I have a contractor here in my office wondering why his home expansion has a hold. Please." She hung up. "He'll be right up, sir."
"Thanks." He shrugged. "I know I was thinking about it." He pulled out the list and handed it to them. "Can you see if they're in your system as on hold or on sale?"
"Of course." She searched through the system, finding the addresses. "They're not on hold. They're both for sale. As is the one on the other side of the Last Chance."
Xander considered it. "Who?"
"Um, the city has them for demolition. We bought it because it was so rundown. Going cheap," she teased.
Xander nodded, considering it. "The one behind me, behind the garage, and the one beside the garage. Fine. Let me call my bank." He called her office. "Well, I'm at city hall and they're for sale by the city for demolition." He looked at the woman. "How much?"
"If you're going to demolish, or do a promise to demolish within ten years, you can have it for fifty percent of market value." Xander handed over the phone. "Hi, we're looking at buying him some property. With a promise to demolish..."
"Not an issue. We can do that. It'll help when I'm having an angry moment." The other woman in the office chuckled. The door opened and he looked at the man behind him. "Hi, I'm Xander Harris. Is the hold because I'm filing for a permit for expansion or was it something else?"
"The person reported that the building was poorly built."
"Fat chance. I worked on it myself. You can come and look if you want."
"Please. That would remove the block." He smiled at the women. "Expanding onto another lot?"
"Yeah, I've got plans for an L-shaped one behind the present building. We only built it a year ago and we're not that rough on it. I even built it to earthquake and tornado standards."
"That's fine, Mr. Harris." The woman over there chuckled and closed his phone, handing it back. "Need him?"
"For ten more minutes. Let me print these forms out and we'll get him to sign them to start the sale." She finished typing and started the printing, handing over the stack. "Sign on any blank." He nodded, going through, glancing at all of them. He looked up at one point. "It's a standard clause."
"No, I agree totally. We have a restraining order against him," he told him, signing that one with a bigger signature. He went through all the forms, then went back and found a spot to sign before handing it over. She looked them over and nodded, handing one back, which needed his social security number. She smiled and stamped them, then handed him one with the cost and the details. "How long?"
"Probably about three weeks, Mr. Harris. Thank you."
"You're welcome." He tucked that one into his pocket, taking his phone off the counter and following the inspector. "Need a ride?"
"No, I've got my own," he promised. "I'll meet you there."
"Sure." Xander got into his car and plugged in his phone, calling the house. "Coming back with an inspector. Clear the bros," he said as he started his engine and took off. "Sure." He took off, heading for the garage and the house. He parked and got out, waiting for the other man to show up. He looked at the garage wall and noticed a hole. "Charley, do I need to patch something?"
"Please." She came to the door. "Enamel thinks Vinnie's too hyper and said he can't have sex for a week." She grinned at him. "Inspector?" He nodded. "Sure, I'll make sure he know's your fixing that one."
"I could expand the window." She shook her head and ducked back inside. He went to look at it, then got the patching wire and compound. It wouldn't take him that long and the inspector could look around. They hated it when he hovered. The inspector came out the back door and stared at what he was doing. "Hole appeared last night from the neighborhood."
"Oh, that's fine. You're good at that."
"It happens," he said with a smirk. "I'm trying to class up the neighborhood by being here." That got a small laugh. "So?"
"I don't see any problems. That bottom bathroom isn't on the plans?"
"It was finished later but we had the drain and water lines already in place. I checked, I didn't have to say anything to you guys to finish it."
"No, you didn't," he agreed. "Very nice taste by the way. Where are your plans?" Xander took him up to the office to look over them with Merle, who smirked at him. "There's a hold."
"I heard that and figured Xander would go to your office directly."
"I had to go buy land," he said, handing over the paper. "We'll work on demolishing as needed."
"Thanks." He looked it over, nodding. "Good price."
"Thanks. Did you know there's a clause saying that you won't sell to Limburger?"
"I hadn't but it makes me happy." He handed over the plans. "This is what he had planned."
The inspector looked them over, nodding. "I like those. It's simple, nice, pleasingly laid out. What's with the roof?"
"We like to hold parties up there. We have this one reinforced too."
"That's fine," he agreed. "It looks good. Have you filed the paperwork for new permits?" It was handed to him. "Ah. Even better. I'll file these for you. You should hear back within a week. Probably about the same time you hear about the land. I'm not foreseeing any problems. I will make a note that Limburger has a restraining order against him in case he files a protest." He shook their hands. "Thank you, gentlemen. Have a nice day." He went back to his car to make his report and file those papers. By the time he got back to the office, they were entered in the computer by the secretary he had called. He popped into the first office. "Hi, any problem with the Harris sale?"
"Not so far. I did note that Limburger has a restraining order, as does Wolfram and Hart." She smiled at him. "Was it pretty? He does good work."
"It is, it's very nice. It's clear that they're cramped in there because there's dents in the walls and things, but otherwise it's nice." He went down to his office to finish filing those for him. Under the section of designed by he put Xander's name since it was clear it was his plan.
Episode 25:
The day had finally come, Xander was starting the new project, all the decisions had been made and ordered. He pulled his car up to the new site and rolled down his window, holding up his corporate pass. "Hey, where do I park?"
The man looked at the name on the pass, then on his list. "I don't have you listed to work here, sir."
"I'm crew lead."
"Oh." He flipped the page and nodded, then pointed at a spot beside a huge, souped up, toxic lime green truck. "Beside her. That's your exterior crew chief's truck." He nodded, going over there to park. He came back and accepted his pass. "Thank you, sir. I'm Craig, if you need anything."
"Don't worry, I like you guys. Tell me personally if you've got any problems." He walked onto the site and saw everyone gathered. "Morning all." Everyone stared at him. He nodded at the trailer. "Give me two." He headed in, finding a woman already in there. She was pale, had black hair and you could tell it was natural, and was wearing cutoff shorts, a mesh top with a tank underneath it, and was paler than he was. "Wow, you a relative to Morticia?" She jumped and looked at him. He grinned. "I'm Xander."
"Oh, hey, I heard great things about you. I'm Trisha and yes, I am, related to the grande dame of scary women." She stood up and shook his hand. "Welcome to our site. I hear you used to work with Merle?" He nodded. "Cool. I'm assuming I'm doing exterior, that's my usual job."
"That's fine, I'm good with interior crews. I'm the sort that you do your job, you don't slack off too much, and you tell me if you're going to have problems. An issue for you?" She shook her head. " Good. Merle and I had this system where we'd meet each week on Sunday to go over the week before and the next week, that sound good?"
"I'm taken."
"My man wouldn't like it either," he assured her. "Work only." He grinned. "Sorry, but you're not my type." She giggled and nodded. "Cool, we'll work that out Friday. Let's go meet the crew. I tend to do daily check-ins, just to make things go smoother."
"I usually just grab the list off the guard."
"Yeah, but this way I get to check in with each of my crew and make sure there's no issues." He shrugged. "I tend to work with my crew." She nodded. "Let's go." She got up and followed him. He walked out with her and everyone stared at them. "Yeah, we're extra pale people. It happens sometimes." He looked up and around, deciding to hike himself up onto the trailer's roof by way of a saw horse. He sat down so he wasn't towering above them. "Everyone see me okay?" he called. Everyone nodded. "Cool. I'm Xander, I'm crew lead. Some of you may or may not know me from working with Merle. This is Trisha, she's the exterior crew chief." He waved a hand at her. "Does anyone have any starting questions?"
"What are we building?" one guy asked.
"A new residential and club facility," he said.
Trisha looked at her crew. "A bunker bar, kids."
They nodded, accepting that.
"Sorry, didn't know how many people would get that." He looked around them. "Any other questions?"
"I've seen the blueprints," one guy said. "There's an earthen room?" He nodded. "Why?"
"Because there are some earth movers in the city and they'll want a comfortable access. Plus, it can be turned into an escape hatch under the right circumstances. I'd have one of them come do that though." Everyone nodded at that, saved them some digging. "Okay. Any questions on the plans?"
"Do we have the first day's stuff?"
"It should be here at ten. That gives us time to assign teams, go over the blueprints, the week's work, and all that. If not, we'll break when we're done until it gets here. Also, we have hired a lunch truck, the whole crew will be breaking about one since it's usually hotter then. I have nothing against the occasional breaks and if you guys are running ahead I'm more than happy to give longer breaks. I'm the sort who'll work with you guys and I'm also the sort who you come to when you've got problems. I'll listen, I'll help any way I can. Even if it's just a personality conflict or you don't like me personally. Okay?" Everyone nodded. "Now, as my last crew could tell you, I'm not a slacker, but I am a joker. I will crack jokes. If I offend anyone, yell at me. I'll stop." That got another nod. "Any other questions before we go over the blueprints?"
"Do we have a special window team coming?"
"Yeah, I checked with the boss and they'll be put in by the window company themselves. It's just easier and less liability for us. By that time we'll be down to landscaping and interior crew." He looked around but no one said anything. "Okay, let's move onto the blue prints." He jumped off and landed, then grinned. "I'm being athletic today, sorry." He went in to get the blue prints, taking them to the lunch tables to spread out so everyone could look them over. "Okay, we've got a basement level and then a first level. Basement should have been dug?" Everyone nodded. "Good. Then we'll start here with the partitioning and putting up walls. Did we get the compactor?" One guy nodded. "Good, if that's you, I want you to start on the earth room's walls first. I have the feeling you'll have to come back to them." He nodded again.
"Good. The rest of us are going to partition today, then work on the stud walls. Tomorrow we'll start on the steel because you never overload your workers the first day." That got some smiles. "We'll do framing for the first week probably, get most of the way through the third floor if possible, then we'll start on external walls from there. You notice most of it is steel, it's just a few rooms that have stud walls so we may be able to get those out of the way today. If possible and everything goes according to plans. By the time we're hitting the top floor for framing, we should be about a level behind on the external walls, that's when the windows will come in, and then we'll be finishing up the external and moving everyone internal, unless we've got some landscaping people at that time. Then they'll be planting bushes and things." He looked at them. "This is a normal priority job but it is a class A hush job. We don't tell people what it is. You can brag," he said with a grin, "if you know someone in the community but not to the general public. If someone thinks they want an apartment here, you refer them to me and Trisha." That got a nod. "Who specializes?" Two of the guys raised a hand. "You are?"
"Looking for wiring. As a timetable. I've got two before you. I do the magic specific wiring."
"Good deal. I've run it before and I'm thinking probably about the same time as the windows go in." He nodded. "That long enough?"
"Yeah, I've got one that's ending this week and then a corporate structure to rewire during a remodel that'll take me about a month at most."
Xander thought about it. "You might be running a bit tight if we're running by my mental schedule instead of the official one. I like to come in under schedule if possible. If we didn't have seven other jobs waiting, I wouldn't care but with that many we're just losing the company money. Make sure I've got your number so I can update you." He nodded. The other guy had the compactor. "You're probably going to be here all week."
"That's fine. I'm also a great cement guy if you need it."
"We shouldn't. It's mostly stone, steel, and special glasses." The guy nodded. "But, if they change their mind, I'll gladly call you back. Do we have your number?"
"I do," Trisha said.
"Cool beans." He grinned at her. "We're going to get along just fine."
"Probably." She looked at the top level. "What's this?"
"It's a club. I planned to do those switching windows, plus there's going to be an installation of steel shutters. That way there's no chance of flaming vamps. Like this room," he said, pointing at the atrium. "It'll have those same switchable windows and we'll have to put signs up saying that this place does get direct sunlight if windows are open."
"Can we wire a flashing light or something if they're opened?"
"I talked to the company and they didn't say they couldn't but they weren't sure how. If so, that'll be something we'll have to install. The owners liked that idea too." Everyone nodded at that. "Then again, that's also why I put in the windowless corridor behind that atrium. So that people who go 'whoosh' in the light don't go 'whoosh' and need a vacuum." That got a lot of nods. "I know we're a dual shift crew, I'll be going over this with the night shift later." He saw a truck heading over and nudged Trisha. "Go ahead." She nodded, going to check the truck in and do the inventory. "Okay. Any other problems any of you can see?"
"Did you design it?" one of the guys asked. Xander nodded. "Wow. You're good."
Xander grinned. "And I'm from Sunnydale too." That got some laughs and one uneasy look. "They're in Cleveland. If any of that group comes here for longer than a few hours, I warn the whole company. Yeah, we were friends, but unless I see you eating someone who's screaming 'help me' you're safe." That guy relaxed. "Got it?" They nodded. "Good. Now, Trisha said she does check-in from the guards and I do it personally so I can make sure there's no problems. Again, if you guys see a problem, have a problem, even with me, or start having problems at home that are going to affect you, my ears are open. I will gladly pull my discman off and talk to anyone. For my interior crew, expect me to spend a great deal of time working with you. My husband won't mind me taking an extra hour here. We work from eight to five, with an hour lunch and two breaks. Got it?" They nodded. "Good. Who's here for interior?" A few people raised their hands. "Let's separate out the groups so we can divide the rest up fairly." The two groups separated and there were a lot of people who were just there. "Okay, sixteen of you. Eight on each team. If you've got good experience with framing, stud walls, or other interior tasks, step forward." Most of them did. "Who'd rather work interior only?"
"I'm allergic to most fertilizers," one guy said, holding up his hand. Xander pointed at the interior crew. "Thanks, Xander."
"Welcome. Anyone else like that? If there are any major medical concerns, I'm making a sheet tonight for quick reference. Severe allergies, anything that could make you collapse or anything else here." That got a nod. "So if you think I don't have it, come tell me after lunch." That got a few smiles. "What? I know how hard it is when you've got issues like that. One of my last crew had a kid in chemo. I hesitated nominating him for my spot because it would mean more hours away from her, and I told him that personally a few nights later when he asked me. I'm not a mean guy. I'm a fun, nice, good guy who will kill anybody who tries to hurt my crew. Just ask the people who tried to hurt the abuse shelter site." That got a lot of shudders. "I took crew lead for the first part of it, until Merle came back. We were still nearly on schedule when Merle came back, until that final bomb, and then Merle made sure they kept on track." That got some nods.
"So, my personal timetable is a bit more ambitious, but open for revision. I won't run you guys into the ground, but I'll expect at least six good hours of work out of the eight, okay?" That got some nods and smirks. "Hey, I'm realistic. I did this in the summer in Sunnydale. It's hot!" That got some nods. "I'm also going to be buying some mega bottles of sunblock. Use them, people. The lunch truck will be here from break to break so you can get cold drinks too. I don't mind coolers as long as the dripping doesn't do any damage. Sealed drinks are fine. No straws or uncapped drinks. Sorry, but we don't want to have to redo a spot and if it's your drink's fault you'll be redoing the spot." That got some laughs. "Okay. Any other issues?" They shook their heads. "Trish, they checked in?"
"Yeah! We're good, we've got the full first shipment."
"Then let's start partitioning today, guys. Go for it." They headed off to do that. Xander went to slide that page of the plan into the glass case on the outside of the trailer. That way it could be referenced faster. He looked down there. "Hey, premeasured, I like that," he said happily, grinning at her. "If we could agree on a musical system, I'd let a full site music experience happen."
"Ah, no, boss. I listen to heavy metal." He shrugged. "You're serious?" He nodded. "Okay, your death. I listen to eighties metal."
Xander walked over to the edge. "We're talking about setting up a site-wide stereo system. You guys mind Trish's choice of eighties metal and we'll switch out by week?" That got some cheering and one frown. "Don't like music?"
"Not too loud."
"Of course not." He grinned. "That would bother the hospital." That got some chuckles. "Okay with you?" He got a nod. "Fine, I'll have someone bring my box from home." He went to make that call. "Hey, Charley, can I have my stereo? Yeah, that one. No, we're doing a site-wide stereo. Thanks. Sure. Sure. I'll have him put onto the list anyway." He hung up and went to talk to the guard. "Hey." Craig stood up suddenly. "If you salute, I'll laugh," he said with a grin. The guard calmed himself and grinned back. "Okay. My husband looks just like me only he's tan. There's another white guy, and 2 gray guys beside me. One of those is actually my doctor so it's a real emergency usually if he pops around." That got a nod. "They're all bikers. If they show up and ask to speak to me, ya let 'em in as long as it's them. You'll get to know them pretty quickly." That got a smile and a nod. "Thanks. We're doing a site-wide stereo so tell me if we get bonked for noise." He went back to the site. "It's on it's way. By lunch, guys." He looked at Trish. "Got CD's?"
"One."
"My box holds six. I've got some in my car." She smiled and nodded, getting down there to help him work, followed by him. Vinnie drove by the stereo and Xander nodded that he was one of them so he got to set up the stereo too. "Get my black case out of the car," he called. "Give 'em ta Trisha. Trish, stereo's here."
She hopped up and went to get her CD, going to play it first. She grinned at Vinnie. "Thanks for this."
"Music makes the task lighter," he said with a grin, going to get Xander's CD case. He handed it to her, then shut the car door. "There ya go, sweetheart. Have fun and tell him we're having dinner out tonight so don't come home too nasty. Tell him we're doing Mexican because Charley girl wanted it."
"Sure." She went back into the site, loading her CD, then picking some of his. The case went into the office and she turned it on random, hopping back down to join them. "The other white one said you're having Mexican tonight so don't get too nasty on the way out to join them."
"Sure. Charley having a craving?" She nodded. "She's pregnant. That's his girl."
"Cool. Do you do that pet name thing?"
"Sometime it slips out. It doesn't mean anything."
"That's fine. My husband doesn't and that's usually bothered me."
"Someone should." He grinned and helped the guys working on the partitioning wall. She got the next section, getting in there to do some of the bottom nailing. She definitely wasn't afraid to move the guys out of her way or give them a shove when their beltlines got too close to her head.
***
Xander walked into the Mexican place, his hands, arms, and face scrubbed. "Sorry. Had to stop to talk to the night guy. He had some questions on the plans." He flopped down, taking his soda to sip. "Thanks, whoever ordered."
"Not a problem, Xander." Charley smiled at him. "Vinnie said you had a goth coworker."
"She's exterior crew chief," he admitted. "Trisha. She's pretty cool. Likes eighties metal. She got first week's pick for the stereo. The night guy liked it too so he's keeping it safe. We're going pretty well for a first day." Throttle nodded, stuffing his mouth. "We're going to end up short in a few weeks, when school vacations start. But we're doing steel construction."
"Nah, Merle said he'd need people now and then," Modo promised. "We'll just come visit you."
"That's fine." He grinned at Charley. "I got everyone but you passes. I didn't think you'd be coming over that often and I'd have you authorized at that point on a permanent guest pass." She smiled at that. "That cool with you guys? Lunches are at one." That got a round of nods and smiles. "Good. Speaking of passes. Six Flags passes are coming out next week. Meg wanted to know if she could buy into our group so we can all get a discount."
"I wouldn't mind," Throttle agreed, sipping his soda. "Eat." Xander dug into his food, clearly hungry. "No lunch?" he teased.
"No, but that was at one. I didn't have a chance for a snack." He ate another bite. "My guys knew what we were building. They're pretty clued in and no one gave me funny looks. How did the first day on the house go?"
"Good," Vinnie agreed. "They're working on the wider back part first. We got it mostly framed and set up. That full crew is *good*."
"It should be. They're used to working pretty well. How's my replacement?"
"Hodgekiss had it, but then he got a call and Richardson took over. His daughter got bad results today," Modo said quietly.
"I'm sorry to hear that, Sheila's a great kid," he sighed, shaking his head. "I'll call or write him later this week." He sighed again, but then perked himself back up. "I might know something...." He considered it. He'd mention it to the father, just in case he didn't realize that there were demonic doctors in town who might be able to help some. "So, how long were they estimating after the first day?"
"Probably not more than a few weeks," Throttle told him. "That extra bathroom would be the most destructive thing. They'll have to dig up space for the lines and run them." He ate a bite of food. "How about yours?"
"I'm thinking three months, though the official one was four. Usually my crews come in under budget and under time instead of over." That got some nods. "Plus, I've got some pretty good workers on both shifts. The night guy and I see eye-to-eye on most things. So does Trisha. Oh, we're going to be doing that Sunday chat thing."
"No dating," Vinnie teased.
"Not dating." He punched him on the arm before eating another bite and chewing. "All four crew chiefs. That way we stay in contact." That got a grin from Throttle. "It'll only be for a few hours and this means less hours at night, except around payday."
"That's fine, Xander. We know you're not abandoning me. What's after this one?"
"We've got seven jobs waiting, six crews about to stop, so whichever's left if the other crews don't get there first." That got a round of nods. "This is the busy season. Oh, I've scheduled myself two weeks of vacation in late July." Throttle did grin at that. "So we're taking one, even if we only stay here."
"We can probably hit the road," Throttle offered quietly.
"We heard from Stoker today," Charley said after a short silence of everyone eating. "Spike is fine and healthy. His baby boy's a lot like him and likes to stare at his mother too." Xander grinned at that. "Anya loves her brother, she keeps hugging him and trying to take him. She's fully walking now and they've had to install a heavier door so she can't push it open and get outside. She apparently tried to go for a walk without her parents. She was found a few feet outside the front gate of the base."
Xander snickered. "Good for her. Any other good news? How's the crasher?"
"She's fine. Enamel's still babying her," Throttle admitted with a small grin for him. "We told Stoker about her and he said she'd have to stay for a bit, but that doesn't seem to bother either of them. She smacked him when he started in on himself and he only stared, then apparently kissed her. So they're good together."
"Excellent. I have his number on my desk for 'in case of emergencies call first, then the spouse'." He ate another bite. "That way we don't have any problems if I get seriously hurt again." That got some nods. "Anything else happen today?"
"Yeah, Dawn skipped," Vinnie said dryly. "Rimfire talked her into a picnic."
"Didn't she have a test?" Xander asked. Vinnie nodded. "Did she at least take it?"
"Yeah, she remembered it during the picnic and he brought her back for that then drug her off again. That's how we found out she had skipped. The headmistress called."
"Hmm. We'll be talking later."
"Already done," Throttle told him with a wink. "She's grounded all weekend and can only go on rides to and from school. She thought that was really unfair so I offered her a month without weekends instead and she decided it was okay. I also made Rimfire move back to his own room."
"'Bout time," Modo agreed.
"They're quieter when he doesn't have to sneak into her room," Xander said dryly. "He needs to learn not to wear his boots when he's sneaking." That got a light blush and some laughter from Charley. "He tripped over a cat the last time, woke everyone up."
"I thought that was you," Modo said, staring him down.
"Nope, he begged and pleaded for me not to tell you and your mother that it was him. Since she just went home, I think it's safer now."
Modo shook his head. "I've got to talk to that boy again. He hasn't claimed her yet."
"She's not legal for fully claiming by earth standards until her birthday, big fella," Throttle reminded him. "Xander, if you don't finish up, I'm putting you back into my lap." Xander started to eat again. "You too, Charley."
"Vinnie does that well enough," she taunted, but she did start eating again. "What's on for tonight?"
"Movies," Xander said before anyone else could suggest stuff. "We haven't had one in a while."
Modo nodded. "Sounds good to me. Throttle?"
"Sure. Plenty of opportunities to cuddle or give backrubs." Xander grinned at him. Vinnie leered at Charley. "Not those sort of movies, Vinnie."
"We could probably find your stash again," he taunted. "Xander, Carbine's back, and she's pouting. Her man refused to try new things so they broke up."
"So she's changed?" Xander asked Throttle, who nodded. "Good for her. It'll make her happier."
"It'd have to," Throttle agreed. "He was one of those that couldn't even stand the lights on." He shuddered. "She's still a bit prim and proper, but she'll find someone else. She's got people panting after her already."
"She seems to like my boss."
"I don't think he can run the company from Mars and she won't give it up, Xan," he said gently.
"Besides, he's soothing the ache of her dumping him anyway," Vinnie said cheerfully. He nodded across the room. "Unintentional."
Xander glanced over then grinned and went back to his dinner, eating again. He was hungry. When he was done he stretched and yawned. "Hurry up, guys. Let's go watch movies. Charley, you want rental privileges?"
"Sure. Action?" They all nodded, they were guys after all. "Fine, but I'm getting one comedy."
"Fine," the guys groaned.
"Get a funny romance or something," Xander suggested. "Something to sit and cuddle Vinnie during."
"Don't do that to me, bro," Vinnie whined.
Xander leaned over to whisper in her ear, getting a nod. "He'll like it. I didn't mind it and it's pretty funny."
"Sure. You can watch it with me if he refuses." She finished her dinner and wiped her mouth, looking at them. "We nearly done?" Modo moved so she could get up and go to the bathroom, which was very nice of him. She came back and everyone was grabbing stuff so they could go. "We paid?"
"Yup, super stud there did," Throttle said, nodding at Xander. He pulled his mate up and out to his car. "I'm following you."
"Wanna go for a ride this weekend?" he asked with a grin. "An overnight somewhere private and kinda naughty?" He kissed him.
"Sure. I can do that." Xander whooped and got into his car, speeding off. Throttle got onto his bike, looking over at Vinnie. "We're going out on Saturday. Don't wait up, kids." He sped off, heading back to the house. Xander would probably want to do a walk- through, but he found him in on the couch, shirt off and stretched out in perfect position for a backrub. "Sore?"
"Kinda. Can I be spoiled?"
"Backrubs aren't spoiling, Xander. Backrubs are necessary." He got down to just his jeans and sat on Xander's rear to work on his back. That's how the others found them, with Xander moaning and arching up into his fingers.
"I thought you said we couldn't get those sort of movies," Vinnie teased.
"You can't, Vinnie, he's just went back to work after a few weeks off. Give Charley girl one, it'll make her feel good too." He looked at Modo. "Let me finish him and I'll get yours too."
"Not necessary."
"Bull. Sit." He finished off and moved to do Modo's shoulders and upper back for him. The guy was tense and uptight but he could fix that. He got closer to his ear. "I heard from your mother, she's sending down treats with the next ship down." He grinned and nodded. "Don't worry, she said you'll like 'em." He went back to working on the knots. "How long before the tower's finished?"
"His new plan's just now starting," Xander said sleepily. "We've got a spy on our night crew and he's going to try to do something about the ball field."
"We can't let him do that," Vinnie said firmly.
"We've got to wait and see how he's planning on doing it before we rush in and cause chaos, mayhem, and destruction, bro," Throttle reminded him patiently.
"Fine, spoil my fun," he complained, going back to Charley's arms.
"There's no monsters yet," Charley offered.
"That's a nice change," Throttle agreed. "Of course, I'm expecting that to change." He patted Modo's back. "Okay, someone put in a movie."
"Want to get the romantic comedy out of the way first?" she teased.
"Whenever's good for you and the baby," Xander agreed.
"Democratically speaking," Modo interrupted, "the three studly, action oriented mice here don't really do romances, ma'am."
"It's funny, Modo. Trust me, it's really funny," Xander said with a yawn at the end. "You'll be laughing by the end. Or she can watch it later, after you crash."
"Fine," he complained. "It'd better be funny."
Xander leaned down. "I've been forced to sit through all sorts of dress movies, Modo. I've sat through so many movies where the girls were sobbing and I was wondering how people got into those corsets and got them that tight. I had to sit through Howard's End and *every* Helena Bonham Carter movie *ever* made in one sitting. You'll like this one and even I laughed."
"Yeah, but cool superheros like us don't watch chick flicks," Vinnie whined. Xander kicked him, making him wince. "OW! Meany!"
"Put it in first," Xander told her. "If they can't stand it in twenty minutes I'll watch it with you later."
"We're strong enough to stand twenty minutes," Throttle admitted. "It won't weaken our super stud immune system."
"Fine," Vinnie complained, slumping down some. Charley got up and put the disc in and turned it on. She came back and snuggled into his side, turning on the disc once it got to the menu.
"Down With Love?" Throttle read, shaking his head. "Eww." Xander stroked the inside of his thigh and he piped down. They introduced the hero and he raised his eyebrows. "Obi Wan?"
"Yeah, as a super lady's man," Xander said smugly.
Modo tipped his head to the side, watching as the movie went on. Then the female lead was introduced. He tipped his head the other way. "She's perky."
"And she's a brat." Dawn came in. "Sit your grounded ass down, daughter."
"Fine," she complained, sitting between Throttle and Vinnie. "Down With Love?" She looked at Xander. "A chick flick?"
"We offered to sit through it for twenty minutes," Throttle said grimly. Vinnie snickered as the guy tried to call off their date. Then it happened again. And again. And she reacted. "Huh. Took her that long?" Vinnie and Xander both pinched him and he realized he was outnumbered. Charley was leaning against Vinnie's side and was stroking his stomach under his bandoliers. Dawn was curled on his other side and doing the same thing on his other side. Xander was curled into his side and was giggling now and then while teasing a patch on his stomach. Modo was snickering. Throttle sighed and watched the stupid chick movie. He guessed it wasn't *so* bad as chick flicks went, but really. He watched her turn it around on him and did laugh at that. She planned pretty well. The hand shifted and now the patch of stomach was just below his bellybutton, which was exposed by how he was sitting. He looked down and kissed Xander on an antenna, getting a twitch. He went back to watching her going back to destroying the guy's life to make him change. Then he snapped and went after the girl, who was miserable, until he got his way. Then there was a song at the end that was kinda funny. "It wasn't *so* bad," he admitted.
"There's a blooper real," Charley offered, turning on the extra menu and got into it. That did get more laughs.
"If there's more like this I guess it can happen now and again," Vinnie admitted quietly.
Dawn kissed him on the cheek. "Love Actually is kinda cute but it's one of those odd ones that follows a few people, including stand-ins for dirty movies that are doing things so they can set the lights."
"Not tonight. I'll lose my manly man license if I watch another one within the next month," Vinnie said, looking at her. "Studly men get weaker when we have to watch girly movies. Then what would you do when you need things moved?"
"Ask Modo," she said with a sweet smile.
"Ah! He'd be weak too," Vinnie said smugly.
She kissed him on the cheek and gave him a hug. "Fine, I'll wait a few weeks to make you watch that one, but then I'll tie you up and force it on you." He shook his head. She nodded. He shook his head and she nodded, nodding at his hands, which were now handcuffed. "See?" she asked with a grin, getting up. "I'm going to change. I'll be right back."
"You've got five minutes," Xander warned.
"I'm not going to do anything!"
"You should have thought about that before you skipped. No sex for a week. That is part of being grounded."
"Fine," she complained, heading down to change clothes. She found Rimfire putting something in her dresser. "You did the laundry?"
"I had to do some and I noticed some of yours needed done." He kissed her. "What's going on?"
"Movie night and Xander said we can't have any nookie until I'm ungrounded." She pouted at him.
He kissed her gently. "It's only fair. It is a privilege and we did get caught breaking the rules. It'll just make the next time one of those great, explosive, times that make you shake and shiver and beg." He smirked at her. "What're we watching?"
"More guy movies. Charley got her chick flick." She pulled out her pajamas and smiled at him. "I'm changing."
"I've seen it."
"Rimfire, I'd get your tail up here," Modo yelled. "I want to talk to you!"
"Coming, Uncle Modo." He headed up the stairs with a sigh. He saw his uncle, and gave him a small pitiful look. His uncle's frown got turned up. "Sorry. It was just a picnic."
"Next time, skip the test too," Xander said dryly. "We might not have known about it otherwise." He smirked at him. "No sex, no cuddling, no kissing for more than a gentle, no-tongue, no-touching kisses, you sleep in your own room, and we'd better not hear you jacking off until after you're both ungrounded."
"But Xander!" he whined. Xander stared him down. "Yes, sir. Uncle Modo?"
"No, I agree. Cuddlin' is a privilege and you've lost it by breaking the rules. You follow the rules, you know that."
"Yes, Uncle." He sat down, curling up against his side. "I'm sorry."
"You're young, you're supposed to do wild and crazy things that make us cringe if we'd ever find out about them," Throttle told him gently. "I agree, she's got the same rules and those aren't that bad. We could be really mean and make her wear clothes that have *collars*."
"Eww," Rimfire moaned. "I'm sorry."
"So, how much was your fine for having sex in the park?" Vinnie asked with a smirk.
"Fifty bucks, twice," he said grimly. "Already paid."
"Good," Modo said, staring him down. "How did you get caught?"
"Twice?" Vinnie asked.
"The cop found us the first time playing in the water and I was playing with her and the next time we were deep in the forested section and on my bike and he found us again. I swear, he was like a magnet for sex."
"Maybe he's part incubus," Xander said dryly. "Don't feel bad, you're not the only one who gets those."
"At least ours came down," Throttle said dryly. He patted Rimfire on the head. "Relax. It's only a week. You can wait that long."
"You couldn't," Rimfire reminded him.
Throttle smirked at him. "Yeah, but I'm an adult with a Xander. You may have a near- Xander in Dawn, but it's not quite the same thing."
"It can be two weeks," Modo offered.
"Never mind," Rimfire said, slinking down against his uncle's side. "I'll behave."
"Good idea," Vinnie said smugly. Charley pinched him and he winced. "Ow, sweetheart! Don't abuse me. I can't be sweet to you if you abuse me." He kissed her, tangling his fingers in her hair.
"People, no sex in front of us if we can't have any," Dawn complained as she came up in her pajamas. "It'll be hard enough holding off without the living porno channel that's you two and Xander and Throttle's own gropey peep show." She flopped down between Vinnie and Throttle again. "No kissing?"
"Brief pecks, nothing else. No wanking off either," Xander said dryly. "If I have to hear that one more time I'm going to start screaming."
"Bad enough you were loud, you woke us up," Throttle agreed. "It was creepy."
"Definitely things we didn't want to know about you," Modo agreed. "Or what you two do."
Both teens blushed and nodded.
"Thank you," all the mice said.
"Non-chick flick, Charley girl?" Throttle asked.
She got up and changed the disc, putting in Heavy Metal, the animated movie. "There, the only chicks are firing guns or victims." She flopped down, watching Vinnie's reaction. His mouth fell open and he was drooling so she pushed his chin up, making his teeth clink together. "Don't even think about it," she said in his ear. "The baby won't fit into those. Besides, some day *she* will be Dawn's age and wanting to wear those."
He looked at her. "She'd better not. Our daughter can wear real clothes. Nothing worse than Dawn's leather and velvet outfit." He kissed her, making her moan. "If a daughter of ours wants to wear an outfit like that, I'm going to be grounding her tail to the house and possibly nailing it to the bed."
Throttle looked down at her. "If we ever find a kid of yours in a chainmail bikini, we'll drag her home after putting clothes on her." Modo nodded, grinning at them.
"Oh, I don't know, I'd probably teach her why it was wrong first," Xander said dryly. He looked at Dawn. "Didn't it work for you?"
"Yeah, bringing me to that strip club and letting the girls tell me all about my future if I continued to wear stuff like that one outfit of a bikini top and skirt was more than enough to make me wear full pants, a turtleneck, and a jacket in the middle of July."
"You did what?" Vinnie asked, staring at Xander.
Xander pulled out his wallet and handed over the picture. "She wanted to go out in that outfit for a night with her friends at the mall. I took her to the nearest strip club and let the girls there tell her alllll about being one of them or working on her back for a living since she looked like she was." He grinned at him. "It worked."
"It did," Dawn agreed, nodding quickly. "I had no idea those girls had it so badly." She shuddered and Vinnie pulled her closer to cuddle. "I don't care if I'm fucking starving, homeless, and going to die if I don't get a bite of food, I'm never hooking or stripping."
"It'd never come to that," Throttle said gently. "We're here." She gave him a hug. "Don't worry, we'll feed you even if we're mad at you. That's what family does." She nodded, relaxing against his side. He looked at Xander. "Graphic?"
"Yeah, to say the least," he said dryly. "One of the girls had recently had...issues with one of her customers. Her boss said it was her fault. Her former customer had a bit of a problem," he shared with a smirk. "Dawn got told all about the bad side of the trade and learned a lot that night." She nodded. "Which is why she won't be doing things like that."
"Nope, not me. Not this Dawn. I may be hot enough but I don't want to live like that. I don't want to have to drink to do my job, I don't want to drink for a living period. I don't want to turn my body into a commodity. I don't want to make it a cheap thing. I never want it to be like that."
"As long as it isn't your intention, it won't happen," Xander reminded her gently. She nodded. "I sincerely doubt Rimfire would allow that sort of thing to happen." She relaxed and nodded. "Now, do we have to talk about you and the bad things? Thinks like the black lace outfit?" She winced and shook her head quickly. "Good. We'll be doing another clothing thing this Sunday. Just in case." She nodded, curling up into Throttle's side. "Good girl."
"Lace thing?" Throttle asked.
Xander got up and went to get it, bringing back the spider-pattern black lace bodysuit and the simple skirt she had worn over it. He held them up.
"I liked it," Rimfire said weakly.
Vinnie looked at her. "How were you not showing everything through that?"
"The two spiders covered my nipples," she admitted sheepishly.
"Uh-huh. No, Dawn."
"Crotchless too," Charley noted, smirking at Xander. "I've seen those. Are they comfy, Dawn?"
"Not really and there was a bad breeze on the way to the club." She blushed bright red and hid her face in Throttle's vest. "Sorry."
"Oh, we'll be going through those," Vinnie promised. He held out a hand and Xander tossed it over, so he handed it to Charley with a grin. "Just the once?"
"I may love you but I'm not putting on something that trashy, Vinnie. If you have to cover up the outfit to be decent, it's not to be worn."
"You'd look cute in it," Vinnie offered. She gave him a dirty look and shook her head. "Please?"
"No!" She took it and stuffed it under the couch cushion. "Not going to happen." She stole a kiss. "Someone turn on the movie."
Throttle nuzzled the top of Dawn's head, making her look up. "You're supposed to be wild, but not quite that wild. Nothing that would get you on one of those 'Girls Gone Wild' tapes." She nodded, snuggling in again. "Xander?" Xander came back, curling up on his other side, handing Dawn back her skirt. "I've seen hankies bigger than that."
"It's fine."
"We'll see," Throttle told her. She sighed and nodded. He kissed her forehead then Xander's. "Movie?"
Vinnie grabbed the remote with his tail and flipped it on. "There, proper manly men movies." He stopped, looking confused. "Men in Tights? What's this?"
"Mel Brooks," Xander said, bouncing. "Comedy!"
Throttle kissed him, making him moan and quit bouncing. "We'll see. Give it the twenty minute test." Vinnie sighed and did so, and started to giggle a few minutes later. Modo was already laughing by the fight scene on the log over the river. Throttle was snickering by then too. Xander beamed up at him. "Fine, I like this." Xander gave him a kiss. "Fine. Any more of them?"
"Spaceballs," Charley offered. "History of the World Part 1."
"No Blazing Saddles?" Dawn asked. "I'm shocked."
"I hate fart jokes," Charley said dryly.
"Shh!" Vinnie demanded.
"OOOOOH! Dance number!" Xander shouted, bouncing again a bit later.
Everyone stared at it, and burst out laughing. They'd have to try more of his stuff. Though, Throttle would have to tie Xander down apparently. He solved that by nudging Dawn to curl up on Vinnie and he laid Xander down, using him as a pillow. He was covering him from thigh to neck and he was still bouncing. But that was okay. He wasn't shaking the whole couch now. Charley bolted for the bathroom and Vinnie stopped the tape. "Sorry, but we can wait, right?"
"Sure, Vinnie," Xander agreed with a grin. "Not gonna help?"
"She swatted me the last time." He curled up against Dawn, looking down at Uncle and Nephew curled up together. "You two awake?" Modo nodded, grinning back at him. Charley came out and curled up against Vinnie's chest, getting comfortable. He restarted the tape and kissed her on the forehead. "You okay?" he whispered. She nodded, looking up at him. "You're sure?" She smiled and nodded, so he kissed her and went back to watching. "Those are some ugly women," he said at the cross-dressing scene. "Why couldn't we have gone there instead of to Camelot? That would'a been more cool."
"We'll see if we can get thrown back in time again, Vinnie, maybe you'll get your wish," Throttle joked.
"If you do, you go without me," Xander said firmly. "I do not tamper with time, think about messing with time, or even look at books that mention bothering time. Otherwise the future would change mucho and I'd be the one to blame."
"Just like in Back to the Future two and three," Dawn agreed. "I can't imagine what you'd do to the past."
"That is a scary thought," Vinnie said dryly. "We just introduced our bikes to King Arthur."
"I don't want to remember that," Charley said quickly.
"Sure, Charley girl," Throttle agreed, grinning at her. He looked at Xander. "We didn't change any history."
"How would you know?" he asked. "It would seem normal to you."
"Point," he admitted. "Fine, if we go back in time, we'll leave you here." He stole a kiss and they managed to watch the last song. "We went from the saving to the song. What happened?"
"The bigger fight scene, the last few comedy bits, and the wedding," Dawn told him, handing him the remote. "I like the 'everlast' scene anyway."
Throttle rewound it by about ten minutes and they went back to watching the movie. He was back to laying on Xander's stomach. He was a great pillow and he was purring. He glanced up. "You purr?"
"I was yawning."
"Uh-huh." He teased a bit of fur and got smacked for it. He looked up. "What?" he asked.
"Don't do that! I'm sore there! You bit me there!"
Throttle grinned. "Sorry," he said, clearly not. He kissed the spot and went back to teasing his fur, making little patterns in it. He hit the sore spot again and a tail tip grabbed his hand, pulling it away. "Xander," he said quietly. "Let me go."
"Quit hitting the sore spot."
"Fine. Can I have my hand back?"
"No."
Throttle looked up. "No?" he asked with a casual, cool smirk. "Do you think you can keep me tied up?"
Xander smirked back. "I'd say yes, but I still have to make it to work tomorrow." He tightened his tail, smirking at him. At least until something exploded outside. "I'm guessing that was a call to the bikes?"
"That was a call to Rock..."
"And Ride," Vinnie finished, getting up with a groan. "So much for a night off." They ran for their bikes, heading out to see what was going on. Xander ended up on the back of Throttle's bike because his car wasn't there. They headed for the fire boiling by the interstate. "What's going on?" Vinnie yelled when he found Micah in Xander's car.
"Junior!" he called back. "Stupid bastard is trying to blow up the sewers!"
"What? Are the reptiles bothering him?" Xander called once they caught up to him. "If you scratch my car, I'm kicking your ass, boss." He leaned forward. "Go right!" Throttle shook his head. "You'd better, there's a new sinkhole in the next block!" Throttle sped up and jumped it. "Fine."
"Bros, stop the dune buggies first, take out the machine second," Throttle yelled.
"Crazy eights?" Modo asked.
"Sure," Throttle agreed, watching as Vinnie and Modo taunted some of the goons in the dune buggies. They were taking it. "What's going on?"
"Junior's hired a higher class of idiots," Xander called. "Jump 'em and hit 'em from behind. It'll break their line." Throttle nodded and jumped the line, firing down at them as he passed by. That did break the line but they fell back to guard the machine. "Okay, out of patience," he decided. He started to mutter, concentrating very hard. Something came flying at him and he leapt up to catch it, landing on his feet on the back of Throttle's bike, his tail wrapped around Throttle's chest for balance. He took aim and fired on the machine, making it blow up and the drill shooting fire down into the sewers stab Junior in the head. The mini Limburger knocked it off and went running around slapping himself on the head. Then he ripped off his mask and stomped on it to put the fire out before putting it back on. Xander tossed the remains of the launcher into his car, then grabbed a gun and started to fire at the goons. The others broke into his fun, going after them with their lasers. The goons broke and ran, mostly crashing into each other when they tried to turn a corner wrong. Xander slowly and carefully slid down and settled himself on the back of the bike. "Now you crisscross and crash 'em."
"Sounds good to me," Vinnie laughed. He sped ahead to chase one down, taunting him. The goon couldn't resist and rode after him, and ran into the one Modo was leading. The bros high fived and Vinnie had to jump Xander's car to get the next one.
Micah pulled to a stop and looked around, then at the weapon beside him. "XANDER! WHEN DID YOU START DOING MAGIC!"
Xander looked at him. "It came with the fur?" he asked with a grin. "Why?"
"I want you to be trained," he said. "I want it in your file." He stood up, glaring at him. "That's a valuable gift and you didn't tell me!"
"You've seen me summon the remote before," Xander told him. He looked at Throttle. "Hasn't he?"
"I don't think I have," Throttle admitted, looking back at him. He drew his gun and blasted an oncoming dune buggy without looking at it. "You're doing magic?"
"Yeah, just little things." He slid of the back of the bike. "Why?"
"You're taking the training, Xander," Throttle told him calmly. He turned and punched the goon stumbling toward him, sending him flying into a building and denting it. He flexed his fingers and looked at his mate, but his mate was gone. "Vincent, find your little brother when you're done," he called, looking at Micah. "It's nothing major."
"Nothing major? He summoned a grenade launcher over a mile away!" Micah got out of the car and walked over to him. "This is something that should be in his file. I want Dawn to figure out what he can do, work on his training, and submit the proper reports. This could be something that could make a difference in a battle."
"Sure, it's another weapon," Throttle agreed. "I got that. Did you see where he went?" They heard an engine roar to life and suddenly the car was gone. He shook his head. "Need a ride back? Modo can."
"Yeah, please. Go chase your boy."
Throttle grinned. "Not this time. Vinnie gets to do it." He watched as Vinnie soared over them and headed in the same direction as Xander. "He needs some better excitement." Vinnie fired his afterburner and sped up further, heading for the interstate.
Modo pulled up beside them. "Motocross demolition derby?" he asked.
"Yeah, probably." He winced at the crashing noise. "I'm hoping he's okay." He tapped the radio. "Vinnie, you living?"
"Yeah! Going a hundred and twenty the wrong way and loving it! Yeah! Another one won!"
"Get on the right side of the road," Throttle said patiently. "I'm sure Xander is."
"I can't find him yet. The other side is slower. Hey! No creasing the fur with nasty metal bullets! Aooooowwwww! Yes! Semi leapt and back onto the right side past the accident. Oooh, there he is, and he's speeding up! Yeah! A race!"
Throttle shook his head, groaning a bit. "Don't make him crash going that fast."
Modo patted him on the back. "He'll be fine. We're talking about Vinnie here." He tapped his radio. "Bro, bring back some hotdogs on the way back."
Throttle looked at him. "Don't encourage that. We'll have to hear about the race. I don't want Xander to be like that."
"Xander is heading to see someone to block that stupid talent," Xander's voice came across. "Vinnie's not going to catch my car, I go faster." Then you heard him shift up and hit a button. Then he cut out because he was out of range. His helmet only had a short range radio unless Throttle was linking in with it.
"Bet me!" Vinnie called. They heard him speed up and then heard him say something to his bike, something like, follow, we're headed for the lake, then his voice cut.
"Do I want to know?" Throttle asked. Modo shook his head. "You don't think he's going to flip from his bike's back into the car, right?"
"This is Vinnie we're talking about," Micah said dryly. "He could brag about that."
"Well, we know what we're going to be talking about for the next month or so," Throttle sighed. "Come home when you can, bros." He looked at the mess, shaking his head. "Modo, give him a ride back." He turned and went home, going to groan in peace.
"Yes! Not street pizza! Awwwwww, yeah! Going two-ten, a new record!"
Throttle tapped his radio. Then thought better of it and let it go. He knew better than to date a white mouse. He had learned his lesson when he was dating Vinnie, and now he was relearning it by dating the worse version of Vinnie. His mother had tried to warn him, but he didn't listen. Or to Modo's mother, and she was usually wise. Why hadn't he listened? He pulled into the house and went up the stairs, finding Rimfire and Dawn together necking. "Two weeks." He moaned and pulled her closer, pulling her onto his lap. "A month, kids." Another moan and Dawn was now rubbing herself against him. He nearly pulled his gun but he didn't want to create a hole that Xander would have to fix. He walked over and picked up Dawn, taking her struggling form into the bathroom to put her into the shower and turning it on full blast and as cold as it could go. She shrieked. "Two months, no sex, grounded." He went back to the living room and found Rimfire was gone. "That won't save you!"
"I'm going to kill you!" Dawn shouted, stomping out of the bathroom. "I'm going to kick your skinny tan ass!"
He looked at her, then picked her up. "Don't start," he said, seeing the fear in her eyes. He put her down. "You know I won't hurt you."
"Doesn't mean you don't scare the fuck outta me! I'm not used to being manhandled that way!" She crossed her arms and pouted. "Mean bastard! It was only a kiss!"
He put an arm around her and pulled her over to the couch, sitting them down so she was curled against his side. "Dawn," he said patiently. "I walked in and you were tonsil deep in his mouth and then you crawled onto his lap to hump him. You two were inches away from going at it again even though you had clothes on. Now, you're still grounded."
"That's so unfair."
He caught her chin, making her look at him. "Dawn, not all barriers are meant to be broken," he said patiently. "The more you do crap like this, the more you hurt Xander." She shook her head. "Do you want me to call him?"
"What did you do this time?"
"Not the point of the discussion but he did magic and Micah yelled at him. Vinnie's with him. Now, go to your room. You are grounded for at least a month. Two months is very possible because you about broke every single rule we just set tonight. You're in deep and Xander's going to scream." He gave her a nudge. "We like you even though you're big enough to be a momma yourself." She shuddered. "I don't care, Dawn. Go to your room."
"I didn't start it," she defended. "I kissed him on the cheek and he groaned and that was all it took." She pouted, looking pitiful. "I'm sorry!"
He gave her a hug. "We still like you. You're still family, but you still broke the rules we set down. We don't set down many so let's try to follow the ones that we do set." She sighed and nodded, getting up and heading for the ramp. "Why did you change?"
She blushed. "Don't ask." She headed down to her room, locking herself inside, just in case another surge of lust overtook her and she went through the walls. She was so horny! She wanted Rimfire and she wanted him now! She groaned and tied herself to the bed, just in case.
***
Vinnie landed on the trunk and grabbed onto the back of the seat before he could fall off. "Xander!" he yelled, pulling himself forward. He finally made it into the seat, moving the remains of the launcher out of his way. "Hey, bro, mind slowing down so my bike can keep up?" he asked causally, slinging an arm around his shoulder. "This is a really comfy car." Xander shifted down and finally stopped a few feet later. "You got issues?"
"I'm going to get the magic stuff stopped."
"Why?"
Xander gave him an incredulous look. "What?"
"Why?" he asked dryly. "Why would you want to stop an innate gift that can help you and could save our lives? It'd be like you turning into Modo. It'd be *cute*, but not real good for your self-esteem because you're not exactly that big and buff." He smiled at him. "Though, for my little brother, you are nearly buff enough to look good next to me."
Xander groaned and opened the door, then shoved Vinnie out, then grabbed the door and shut it. "It's causing problems. I'm going to have it blocked. It's better for everyone if I do that. It's probably safer too!"
Vinnie hopped up and jumped back into the car, pinning Xander to his seat while he looked into his eyes. "Don't put yourself down again," he sighed. "It bites. I hate it when you do that. Throttle hates it when you do that. Even Modo hates it." He sat on his lap, wiggling his way between him and the steering wheel. "Listen, bro. I know your life has sucked. I know that your past about nibbled tails and blew chunks afterward. I realize that no one gave you what you needed to be self-confident and happy. I realize that all this is new to you and the furry stuff is actually better for you." He leaned closer. "We're going to fix that, even if I have to give you some of my ego." He grinned. "You look cute when you're bragging about how studly you are and it makes your man hard." He looked over as his bike pulled up and rested against the car. "We'll go to somewhere more hidden, sweetheart, then you can rest." He looked at Xander again, staring into his eyes. "If I can lose half of my face and still be the way I am, and you haven't and you're worse, then someone needs help." He tapped him on the nose. "So let's go work on that self-esteem, huh?"
"I'm working on it."
"Yeah, well, sometimes you need a push, little brother. Any brother of mine needs to be able to show how studly and great he is, and then back it up. You do the backing up but you're way too quiet! Brag more! You're handsome! You're hot! Hell, you made me hard, and that says something!" That got a small grin. "There's been no quiet Van Wham's in the history of Mars. Ever since we came into being, we've been a loud, rowdy, destructive bunch. You're one of us now, so let's make sure you fit into the clan. Before we have to tease you and make you change colors." Xander blushed and nodded, looking down. "I know it's a great bod, but stare at my face." Xander blushed more. Vinnie snickered, kissing him gently. "Come on. Let's go, slowly, to somewhere more quiet. The side of the interstate isn't the place for this."
"I still have to work tomorrow and I need to block that curse."
"It's a great gift, not a curse. A curse can't help anyone," Vinnie told him. "You being able to summon the remote control helps me a lot." He beamed. "Now, let's go. Or better yet, get on my bike and I'll drive." Xander gave him a look and shook his head. "Now." He got off him and Xander groaned, but did so. "Take her easy. She's tired. You're going way too fast. It's a good thing that no one was out with a radar gun. Throttle would not be pleased if your license got taken." He started the engine and took off more slowly, heading for a spot he had found a few years back. He parked by the small lake and turned off the car, getting out and sitting on the hood. It was warm but it wouldn't really bother him. He heard his bike pull up. "Come lay down, Xander, stare at the stars with me." Xander parked his bike and trudged over, sliding onto his hood too. The metal groaned but didn't collapse. "Go ahead and rest, sweetheart. You did good, girl." The bike leaned against the car and beeped happily. "Thanks." He looked at Xander. "You done with this bout of fear?"
"I'm not scared."
"If you weren't scared, you'd have stayed around." He pulled Xander against him and cuddled him. "Now, what are you afraid of us learning, Xander? That you're skilled? We already knew that. That you've got some skills that make people stare in shock and horror? Eeh, so does Modo." He gave him a gentle squeeze. "When did you start using magic?" he asked gently.
"I don't know," he sighed. "Maybe back in high school? After the First Slayer spell? Not a clue. It's not really helpful and I don't like to freak people out."
"Did it freak Micah out?"
"I saw the look on his face, before he figured out it'd be useful. I'm tired of being useful."
Vinnie looked at him. "You're not a tool to us. Each of us have our skills and our gaps. We fill in the gaps of each other, that's why we work so well together. You fill in the few remaining gaps that we had."
"You guys don't need me for that!"
"Bull," Vinnie said seriously, tipping his face up. "You do make a difference in the group. You're needed and not just as another gunhand. You're more than that, Xander. Especially to Throttle. If that's all you were, you'd be living at your own place and probably not getting rides on our bikes, much less allowed to ride our bikes." He gave him a squeeze. "Now, what's really wrong?" He stared into the brown eyes. "You don't have your contact in."
"It fell out earlier." He shifted back but Vinnie pulled him closer again. "I'm not thinking about that at this moment."
Vinnie smirked. "You're trying to distract me," he taunted. "Won't work this time." He nuzzled him on the cheek. It was a move that was done between siblings and parents and kids. Xander blushed. "We're a tight family but not that tight, bro," he taunted, nuzzling him again. "That's how parents soothe their kids." He stroked his other cheek. "Now, tell your big brother what's wrong." Xander groaned and nodded, leaning forward. He touched their antennas together, showing him. Vinnie dove in, looking at the clutter he could see. "You *would* give me a cleaning task," he said sarcastically. He took a deep breath and blew, exposing them once the dust was gone. He saw the jumbled, sharp shards of memories and looked up, then considered it and brought Xander with him. "Let's try this together. It's your mind."
Xander looked around. "I don't know what this is and someone could come up and hurt us."
"My bike's there and awake; she's tired but not that tired." He picked up the first shard and looked at it. "It's a partial memory." He helped him clean them up and put them together, seeing what they were. Xander flinched and backed away. "Well, okay. You don't break these; it leaves you places to store insecurities. These, you blow up," he said, handing him the missile launcher he had created. "Go ahead."
"It's not that easy."
"It is. See, the mind is a lot like magic. They both run on belief. So blow it up and it'll be fine." He crossed his arms and smirked at him. "Go ahead. Try that one."
Xander lowered the weapon. "I can't. If I do that then I lose part of my past." He looked at Vinnie. "If I lose it then I'm not Xander."
"You're not that Xander anyway. You're furry now."
Xander shrugged. "Just because I have fur doesn't mean I'm not Xander."
"Point but you've got to get past this. So you either need to blow those memories up or you've got to move on." He saw a flicker of what Throttle had told him, then nodded. "Bro, if we come home and find everybody's body on the floor and you're holding the bloody knife, we'd still probably give you a short chance to explain yourself." Xander looked confused so he turned him around and forced the memory to rerun. Xander slowly shook his head. "That's what they're for. We help you and chase after you and we're there for you." He patted him on the back, glancing at the memories. Some of them were dimmer but some seemed to wiggle and change, showing the same things happening.
He gave Xander a tug and sent him back to his main brain while he went back to his, pulling back gasping. "I keep forgetting how strong the pull of your head is." He rubbed his forehead for a moment, then looked at him. So many of those were painful memories, but he didn't know where they all came from. He looked around, then shook his head and leaned forward, giving him a mental nudge from his own past. Xander watched them looked at him. They traded back and forth for a few hours, finding relatively similar situations, with their own twist. After all, Xander's mother had never tried to tie his tail into a bow. Finally, Vinnie stopped them and looked at him. "So that's why. It's those girls." He patted him on the head. "If you could just get past those girls, you'd probably be fine."
"I'm starting to." He carefully sat up. He didn't want to dent his hood. "It's hard to give up everything you've known."
"Point, but you got stuff that was better." He gave his fur a short tug. "You need to brush that mess. I can see knots."
"I'm still having problems doing my back."
"I'll help you with that tonight if you give me a backrub." Xander grinned at him. "Bottom line it, Xander, they were wrong. Very, very wrong. You're not helpless. You're not useless. You're not just a tool. If you were just a tool, you probably wouldn't be furry." He sat up and looked at him. "You're not who they saw of you, Xander. The same as the slayer brats couldn't see how good you were, neither could those two. If they had been your parents doing that, it would have been criminal."
"Not in Sunnydale."
"Yeah, well, Sunnydale is a whole 'nother matter," he said dryly, staring him down. "There's not exactly a bout of normal people there." He gave him a pinch on the arm, getting a wince. "You're sore?"
"A bit. Nothing unusual."
"Sounds like you're in the middle of a growth spurt." He pulled him closer again. "So, tell me. Out loud."
"It's nothing."
"It's not nothing, Xander. They *destroyed* you, man. You can't let someone do that. Especially not girls. Girls should never bring a man that far down." He saw a flash and looked at him. "Who was that? And build back up your shields."
"You broke 'em this time."
"Point, rebuild 'em anyway." He let them cuddle on the hood, glancing at his bike. "So, who was that?"
"What did she look like?" Vinnie showed him the image and Xander groaned, leaning forward to cover his face. "Anya."
"Your last girl," he said wisely. "How wild was she?"
Xander looked back at him. "She used to be demonic and her job was to punish men, Vinnie. If she didn't do it, she waxed poetic about it. I heard about things that made me ill."
Vinnie shuddered. "Poor man, surrounded by demented women who want you to be some little damaged boy." He patted him on the back. "All they wanted was a driver, a fix-it guy, and an escort."
"If that," Xander said dryly. "I was more the butler/chauffeur guy for Buffy and Willow and sex slave and money source for Anya." He shuddered. "I thought I was happy."
"That's because you didn't know any better," Vinnie pointed out with a grin. "Then you got here and found out people don't *need* you that way and you panicked a bit, but we straightened that out. Now we're straightening this problem out. I still say those girls should be punished. I've seen some guys *destroyed* by girls, but never one who was so totally brainwashed and then rebuilt." Xander gave him an odd look. He nodded. "You were. They changed the guy you were, punished you when you didn't fit their view of the world, and then slowly forced you into their mold for you. It was psychological warfare at a very subtle level." He stroked his shoulder, not wanting to see him in any more pain. "It was brainwashing. If you had your own way, what would you be doing on a night like this?"
"Staring at the stars."
"So lean back and stare up."
"I, um, feel odd cuddling with you."
Vinnie snorted. "I don't care." He pulled him back, cuddling him into his side. "It's not like it's more than comfort." He felt the blush and chuckled, ruffling his hair. He accidentally brushed an antenna and heard the moan. "Sorry." He nuzzled him again. "Relax. I'm not pouncing and Charley would kill me if I followed through." Xander did relax, getting comfortable. "So, how do we fix this, bro? You've got to be better. You're driving Throttle nuts."
"I'm trying."
"Maybe that's the problem. Don't try. Just be yourself." He gave him a gentle squeeze. "Go a bit wild. Go get a tattoo, get really drunk and crash at a motel for the night, 'cause you'd probably drive us nuts." That got a small grin. He tweaked him on the shoulder. "Just *relax*. Be the guy you were before Buffy." He heard a quiet engine and glanced back, finding their doctor and his gray furred, dark-haired girl behind them. "Out for a stroll too?"
"We were going to go swimming."
"Go ahead. He's just calming me down."
"I've found evidence of brainwashing from his former friends."
"Friends make you who you are," Enamel's companion, Shell, said gently. "They're the people that you mold yourself around."
"His destroyed his self-esteem, make him subservient, made it so he was there to fetch, carry, drive, and fight, but then they made fun of him for fighting." He stared her down, then looked at Enamel. "How do you get over something like that?"
"Quit talking about me like I'm not here," Xander complained. Vinnie stroked the back of his head, making him groan and purr. "That's nice, but quit it anyway."
Vinnie grinned down at him. "Just getting a professional opnion, little brother." He looked at Enamel. "Did we tell you she's started morning sickness?"
"Yeah, you did." He looked at Xander, then at Vinnie. "How bad was it?"
"Dude, it's bad. Can I show him, Xander?" Xander shook his head so Vinnie went back to his massage. Xander groaned and pushed back into his hands. "Just one?" Xander shook his head again but it was weaker. "Just the zombie thing?"
"I looked good in that, go ahead."
Vinnie waved him over and showed him. "All the time."
"That wasn't healthy," Enamel admitted. He saw what Vinnie was doing and it gave him an idea. "Hey, Shell, what's that massage technique you were showing me?"
She got off the back of his bike, coming over to help. "Growth spurt?" she asked sympathetically. Xander nodded. "Poor little mouse." She helped Vinnie flip him onto his stomach. She worked on his neck and the back of his skull. She heard him groan, then a quiet, soft breath. "How bad?" she asked him. He showed her that one incident. "All the time?" He nodded. "Anything worse?"
"His last girl treated him like a sex salve."
"Hell," Enamel groaned.
Shell smiled at him. "This is what I do, Enamel. I can just make them less prominent." She worked on him, going into his head. She came out with a moan and shuddered. "Okay, I've made them a bit less prominent. He built everything he was on top of that redhead's opinion." She looked at him. "He'll be fine, but he needs more positive support."
"He's got them," Enamel told her. She nodded, letting Xander go. "You all right? He's got a pretty strong mind."
"It's fine, Enamel. He's got a few fractures. I can't fix those," she told Vinnie, "and he seems to be bracing against them. Expect some wild behavior. He used to be a lot more fun-loving and a hellion. It wasn't just them." He nodded. "But you're right." She went back to Enamel's side, walking him off. "Have a nice night."
"Thanks, Shell." He worked on Xander's back, making him relax and go back to sleep. "You need a nap before work tomorrow." Once he was done, he grabbed his helmet to call home. "Hey."
"Bro?" Modo asked. "You two okay?"
"Yeah, we've been talking and stuff. We ran into Shell and Enamel. She helped some. Throttle not up?"
"Bro, it's nearly three am. Dawn's struggling in bed."
"Why?"
"Throttle thinks there's a new sex demon in town. Dawn can't keep her hands off Rimfire. She tied herself to the bed and she can't quit trying for him. Him too."
"Wonderful." Vinnie looked at Xander. "Three?"
"Yeah."
"It'll take us about an hour to get back. Let me wake him up." He hung up and tapped Xander on the shoulder, earning a moan. "Hey." Xander turned his head to look at him. "Throttle thinks there's some sort of sex demon going after Dawn. She's tied herself to her bed and she's still struggling."
"Hmm, incubus," he moaned, getting to his hands and knees. The hood 'twang'ed and indented. He slid off and so did Vinnie, so he popped it and pushed the dent back. He slammed the hood. "Later, Enamel." He got into his car and got comfortable in his seat. He looked at Vinnie. "Let's go home."
"Sure. I'll follow."
"Fine." He grinned. "Your bike tired?"
"My baby, nah," he said with a grin. "Are ya, sweetheart?" She beeped rapidly. "Let's head home." He mounted up and followed Xander back onto the road. They sped up and Vinnie smirked. "You ready for another race, babe?" His bike reared up and sped up. He heard Xander's cackle and watched as the car sped up. Maybe they'd get home sooner.
Episode 26:
Xander stomped into work the next morning, not a happy camper in the least. Trisha gave him a look. "Don't ask," he said firmly. "Just don't ask. I doubt you want to hear about the succubus."
"Succubus? Man, you have a more exciting sex life than I do," she said dryly, smirking at him. He didn't even crack so she sighed. "You okay?"
"It went after Dawn's guy and for some reason she went into instinctual overdrive to protect him by keeping his attention the old fashioned way. She got to miss school today because she had rope burns." She winced. "She tied herself up!" She shuddered. "Seriously! A succubus came after Rimfire, she went into super-sexual-protector overdrive and just stayed there all night. Just so she couldn't get near him. Did she say something was wrong? No!" he shouted dryly. "She reacted in a primal and dangerous manner! I'm going to get my ass flamed when Throttle wakes up because he didn't get to see this!"
"Chill, Xander. Is the kid all right?"
"Yeah, and the succubus got drug off by her hair," he said grimly. "I tossed her outside." He glared, tapping his foot. "Needless to say, it was not a happy night."
"I'm sorry. You need a nap?"
"I got about an hour," he admitted, stomping outside. He looked at his crew, noticing two were missing. "They later than I am?"
"One has today off and the other one called in," one of his guys called. "You okay?"
"Fucking succubus hitting on my family," he growled, going to start on the walls again. Maybe some pounding would help his temper. Nothing else was. "Sorry if I scare anyone," he said as he pulled his hammer. "It's not intentional and not meant toward you and yours." He found a stud wall that was crooked and looked at everyone. "Did I do this one?" Everyone shook their heads. "Whoever did this one, get with someone to teach you better. It's crooked, I won't accept that." He started on the new wall a few people were working on, going to drive nails through the wood. Usually in two hits it seemed.
Trisha came out and looked at the people. "That wall is shoddy, whoever worked on it yesterday redo it better. Leave Xander alone, his adopted daughter went into protective mode when her boyfriend got hit by a succubus on the prowl." Most of them shuddered and went to work, a few guys sheepishly working to fix that wall. "I mean rebuild it," she ordered. "That won't stand up to a body-slamming demon."
"Yes, ma'am," the guys said, bringing it down to do it over.
***
Throttle woke up and stretched, noticing the bed was very cold, so apparently Xander hadn't been in last night. He got up and stopped to sniff, walking down to Rimfire's room. "Dawn!" he shouted when he saw her in there. "Out!"
"Quit, Throttle," Modo said from behind him. "He got attacked by a succubus. She went into protector mode. It kept him from being taken. It was instinctive." He handed over Xander's note. "Here, from your man."
"Who is...."
"At work." He shrugged. "He got about an hour's sleep and I gave him a ride because he was still so pissed." He closed their door. "He put protections on them, that's what the funky fungus smell is."
"Fine." He read the note, groaning. "Well, at least he's protected." He handed it back, heading in to take a shower. Last night had been a long night. He found someone in there and went upstairs, finding Vinnie on the couch. He shook his head, deciding it was probably Micah in the shower down there. He started his own, quickly hosing off the sweat from the last few days. By the time he was done he could smell someone had cooked so he came out, looking at the doctors sitting at the table. "Which one of us needed the shrink?" he asked dryly.
"All of you," she said, staring him down. "If only to get some of the PTSD from the war gone, Throttle. We came to check on Xander. I had to step in and tamper last night." She sipped her soda, one of Xander's. "You need to watch for a sudden personality change to wild behavior. It'll calm down in a few days but it could happen."
"Why were you tampering?" he asked calmly. He didn't even realize his arms were crossed over his chest or that he was looking quite stubborn. At least until Enamel sighed and he looked at himself. "Sorry. Long, strange night."
"Not an issue," Shell promised. "If he were mine, I'd be defensive too. It's not everyone who can help someone heal from brainwashing."
"He was?" Modo asked. "To do what?"
"By those girls," Throttle said flatly. Shell nodded.
"Oh, by them. Weren't they his bros?" Modo asked, looking confused.
"As close as he ever got," Vinnie said tiredly from his cot. "Trying to nap." He pulled his blanket over his head.
Throttle looked at him. "How deep did you go?"
"He's trained to be their servant," Shell told him. "To go with them when they go shopping, to ferry them places, to be there no matter what they do to him." Throttle nodded, he had seen that. "You saw?"
"I didn't think it was that bad. It looked like his choice."
"It was subtle," she agreed. "But ridicule and shunning have worked for years to change behavioral patterns. They slowly and carefully molded him into the friend they wanted and then changed it so he was their servant and later, a useless tool."
"Which he hates being called," Vinnie offered.
"Sorry, Vin man," Throttle said quietly, moving closer to them. "It's fixed?"
"I made it less prominent in his mind," she admitted. "I used a minimizing technique to basically put it out of the center of his mind. So now it's like they did it but it wasn't the only thing he had going in his life. He might become a bit more violent given his history and what he used to do. I wouldn't worry about it, he'd probably just want to start hunting again. Were you aware of the fractures in there?" she asked quietly. He nodded. "From what source?"
"Prior possessions," he said very quietly. She sighed and nodded. "How were his shields?"
"Vinnie knocked them down again," she said with a small smile. "He wasn't really trying to shield against him. I felt the strength. When something comes back for him, he'll be ready." He nodded, accepting that. "So all you have to do is weather a few rocky days, most likely. He may want to go hunting demons again, he may not. He may suddenly start to go wild and want to do thrilling things."
"He took Vinnie bungee jumping."
"Never mind," she said, shaking her head. "If he's already like that it may be something else, like tattoos, piercings, things like that." He nodded. "Does he ride?"
"Not by himself unless we let him borrow a bike."
"That's fine, I was going to suggest a few easy days."
"Well, we just blew up Junior's new plan to get the city. Some sort of flaming drill that was blowing up the sewer system."
"I saw. Very good work." She patted him on the hand. "You three have done an incredible job healing after what happened to you, you can point at the road signs for him." She gave him a small smirk. "Not that I think he'll need it. His mind snapped into focus right after I was done. He's a strong kid."
"He's nearly twenty-four," Throttle admitted.
"When is his birthday?" Enamel asked. "I have no idea."
"Early fall. August." He shrugged. "It's a neat thing he doesn't pay any attention to."
"Why not?" Shell asked, flipping some of her hair back over her shoulder.
"Because he hasn't really had a birthday party in years. We didn't know last year until afterward or we would have celebrated." He accepted his plate from Modo. "Thanks, bro. I'll do lunch."
"Lunch is out, Xander told me so," Modo said smugly. "You can do dinner so we don't have to deal with odd food."
"Sure." He gave him a nudge. "Rimfire okay?"
"Fine now. Apparently Dawn turning him into a puddle of goo protected him mostly. Momma would not be happy with that demon, but she'd coo Dawn to death for protecting him."
"Then I'll reverse the grounding and possibly give her back some privileges from the original."
"Xander's already done that. He kept the original but she's allowed to help him clean up his bike." He went to look at Vinnie. "I'm cooking."
"I can smell. I've got her morning sickness," he groaned.
"Sympathetic sickness isn't that uncommon. Have some ginger ale and it'll be fine, Vinnie," Enamel offered.
"Ick."
"Yay," Shell said dryly. "You need it, Vinnie. Otherwise you're going to be Mr. Hurl all day."
"Fine." He got up with a groan and headed into the kitchen, where they had stashed some of the vile soda for Charley. He opened a can and sipped, grimacing and shuddering. Modo walked in and opened a cabinet, handing him a bag of Muncho's chips. He nodded, taking them out to the table for breakfast. "How long should this last?"
"In humans to the fourth, possibly into the fifth month," Enamel offered. "In us, it could be all the way to the sixth month on and off."
"Should we start buying hot peppers?" Throttle asked.
"Why would you?" Shell asked.
"That's what Switch ate on *everything*," Vinnie said between bites of the chips. They weren't that bad. "Xander even found her a pint of hot pepper ice cream." Shell shuddered. "They're not all like that?"
"Well, when I was pregnant, I liked Torshia bulbs," she offered. "They're sickeningly sweet if you've never had one. About like eating a spoonful of honey." The male mice shuddered. "It depends on the person. What has Charley been craving?"
"Cheese," Vinnie said darkly. "Lots and lots of cheese."
"It's phase and it's making the baby stronger," Throttle soothed. "She doesn't eat it around you." Vinnie was still grimacing but maybe it was his latest sip of ginger ale. "It could be worse, bro. I walked in on her eating directly from a block of cheddar the other day. She saw me and put it away until I had gone."
"Yeah, at least she's not making us watch her eat cheese," Vinnie agreed, but he wasn't happy.
"Hey, it's not Limburger cheese," Modo joked. "Just mozzarella and cheddar."
Vinnie nodded. "Fortunately. No stinky cheeses." He ate another chip then put both of them away, going for something to cut the salt on his tongue. Ginger ale was bitter and bubbly but it wasn't good for him. He'd just have to tighten down on his stomach. "Where's Xander? He still sleepin', Throttle?"
"I took him to work," Modo told him. "Want food?"
"I've got it. This way you don't have to wait hand and tail on me," he said with a grin. Modo snorted and walked off, going to talk to the other mice. Vinnie started his own breakfast and walked back to the doorway. "Enamel, how do you have some sort of strange Xander sensing power?"
Throttle spit his drink of soda. "What?" he asked, taking the napkin to wipe his mouth and clean up the mess. "Wanna explain that comment?"
"The last three times Xander was bummed, he found us," Vinnie told him.
"Lack of sleep does good things for his mind," Modo said in awe.
Throttle shook his head. "Musta whacked it when he jumped from his bike to the car going two hundred miles an hour."
"Two-ten, thank you," Vinnie said proudly, smirking at them. "It's a record I believe." His bike beeped at him. "I'll clean you up after I eat. That good with you?" She snorted and settled down again.
"Chasing after Xander when he wants to go away tends to wear out the bikes," Throttle said, shaking his head quickly. "I'm foreseeing a long day at work."
"He said we can come pick him up for lunch," Modo told him. "That'd be at one."
"Sure," Throttle agreed. "Where are we eating?"
"He gave me forty."
"So, hot dogs?" Throttle asked. Modo nodded and he looked at Vinnie, who nodded. "Your breakfast is burning." Vinnie went to take his bacon and sausage out, then put in eggs. He came out a few minutes later, sitting down in his spot to dig in. "How's Charley doing?"
"Cranky probably. After all, she didn't have her best and favorite pillow," he said smugly before taking a bite of his breakfast. He looked at Enamel. "You never answered."
"Just lucky I guess," he offered. He stretched and yawned. "I didn't mean to interrupt. We were out for a quiet swim alone."
"What were they doing?" Throttle asked.
"Curled up talking on Xander's hood," Shell told him. "Vinnie makes a good big brother." She smirked at him. "I almost thought something else but I was told I was wrong." He nodded, eating another large bite.
Charley came up the ramp and stopped, turning green. "Sorry, I'll come back."
"Hold on," Throttle promised, shoveling the last of his breakfast and taking Vinnie's plate back to the kitchen. He came back with milk for the three of them. "Okay, no more food, Charley girl." She turned back around and looked a bit better. "You okay?"
"Fine." She sat down and took the extra glass of milk. "Someone came to the garage looking for Xander and I referred them to the site."
"Who?" Throttle asked. She shrugged. "He didn't give a name?"
"Nope." She took a drink of milk and grimaced, pushing it away. "Is it bad?"
"No, but you may not want milk. It's the way cravings work," Shell soothed, patting her hand. "I had that same thing, and couldn't drink milk after that." Charley grinned at her. "My daughter still hates milk."
"You have a daughter?" Throttle asked. "I know you said you had a kid."
She nodded. "She's still alive. When I was captured, my father took her and my infant son in. He got a fever and we lost him about a year after I was captured, but my daughter is about to graduate from school and is going for healing. She wants to be a nurse."
"It's a good, solid job," Enamel agreed. "You said she's worked in the clinics before so she's at least got a clue."
"She does," she agreed with a smile. "I'm very proud of my daughter. She's a great little girl." She grinned at Charley. "Yours will be too."
"Daughter?" Vinnie's ears perked up. "We're sure?"
"Too soon to tell," Enamel reminded him. "Two more months." Vinnie slumped a bit. "We'll see. It'll be fine."
"I've got to figure out if I'm getting her...it..the baby motocross stuff or dolls."
"She can do motocross," Charley assured him. "You won't be turning my child into some girly girl. She'll be just as tough as I am, and she'll be the one who'll make you see that women can be in combat."
"But it's dangerous," he complained. She glared at him and he piped down, slumping a bit even. "Sorry."
"Yeah, until the next battle."
"You're not going into battles while you're having the baby," Throttle told her. "Sorry, but no. Even if we would let you, Xander would tie you in a closet. He's decided this is as close as he's getting to a kid of his own." She nodded, letting out a quiet sigh. "So let's behave and it'll be fine. After the birth and after the baby's weaned, we'll consider helping you train to get back into shape."
"I'm not going to be that far out of shape."
"You can't lift weights, but you can do arm and leg exercises," Enamel offered. "Some yoga with Xander so he has to do it." She shook her head. "It could help with the birth. There's a lot of humans who say so."
"Yoga is not my thing. I don't listen to Enya either."
"Yeah, who wants to get bendy and calm?" Vinnie snorted, shaking his head. "That's a Dawn thing."
"Yes, but Xander needs the work on his flexibility, his nature is starting to encourage him to do acrobatic stuff like jumping through the trees. I can't imagine how miserable he'll be if he isn't caught the next time he misses."
Throttle shuddered. He'd seen Xander with a cold. That was enough for him. A sick and helpless Xander was a torture on others. "Fine, we'll start doing it with him once a week and Charley girl can join in more often if it helps her and she wants." He shuddered again. "Eww."
Dawn wandered up the stairs and hissed as sat down. "Ow. Never doing that again." She leaned against Charley's arm, getting a hug without having to ask. "I hate succuba."
"What happened? I thought you were grounded," Charley asked.
"A succubus came for Rimfire and she protected him by making it impossible for the succubus to latch onto any sex drive," Throttle told her. "So said Xander. He did something to make sure she couldn't come back but Dawn protected him very well."
Dawn yawned. "I'm so glad I'm on the shot."
Shell picked up one of her hands to look at the bandages. "Did it drive you insane?"
"I tied myself down and fought to get back to him. I knew something was wrong, I'm never *that* desperate." She yawned again. "Can I die?"
"Go soak, it'll help," Throttle said gently. She shook her head. "Yeah, it will."
"No, no hard surfaces, nothing that'll make my butt ache," she complained. "Please?"
"A warm, hot bath will ease those aches, Dawn," Shell assured her.
"I don't care. I sat down, that's good enough. I'm not moving. I'll replace the chair if I have an accident, but I'm not moving."
Vinnie got up to start the bath water going, and Modo picked the girl up and brought her into the bathroom. "Need help getting undressed?" Dawn gave him a hurt look. "Into the water. It'll help. I've done that to girls in the past, honey." He helped her stand then they left.
Dawn looked at the water, wincing when she bent down to stop the water at a good height. She slowly eased her way into the hot water, hissing and wincing, and at one point crying out. "Ow!" She was nearly in there when Charley knocked on the door. "Not yet."
Charley stuck her head in. "You okay?"
"I'm rubbed raw," she said flatly. "No."
Charley came in and helped the girl stand, giving her a once-over. Even she winced. "You've got a small tear too, Dawn." She helped her into the water again. "Should we stick with a liquid diet for you?"
Dawn looked up at her. "Was that a subtle way of asking if we butt-sex?" Charley nodded, giving her that patient look. "You look like my mom when you do that."
"Thanks, kiddo. Want some juice?"
"Then I'd have to pee and that would hurt. Can't I just have a catheter and an IV?"
"We'll see." She pushed her hair back, then grabbed a scrunchie and put it back for her, earning another wince. "I didn't take him for a hair puller."
"He's not usually but he had the grip of death in there while I was going down on him last night." She rubbed her scalp. "Can I have drugs and maybe I'll try to drink the juice too?"
"Sure, sweetie, let me get that for you. You know, we're proud that you protected him, even if we think this was a bit extreme."
"Instinct. Pure animal instinct. Can't say I didn't have fun though," she admitted blandly. "Just never again and not for at least a month." Charley smiled and went to get her a bottle of apple juice and the tylenol.
"She all right?" Shell asked. Charley shook her head.
"Rimfire hurt her?" Modo asked.
Charley looked at him. "Have you ever had enough sex that you rubbed someone raw?" He blushed and shook his head quickly. "She did." She delivered the necessities. "Yell if you need help. I'll let Vinnie fuss over you for a few hours." She winked at her. "Good?"
"Oh, excellent," Dawn agreed smugly, "but damn, seven times was more than enough and that was right after I tied myself down. We went another eight or ten because she was urging him on!" She sipped her juice. "I love my man, but if he can get it up in the next week, I'm going to run screaming and have him checked for possession!"
"Shh, it'll be fine," Charley soothed, patting her on the head. That got another wince. "Watch your bandages and we'll see you when you get out." She pulled the curtain to give the poor girl some extra privacy then went back to the table. Vinnie was eating in the kitchen. "You can come out."
"Give me a minute."
"Bring it with you, my stomach's settling down again."
He came out without his plate. "I'm done anyway," he promised with a grin. "She okay?"
"Fifteen times," she mouthed. He gaped and she nodded. "She'll be fine."
"I've never done that, but I'm imagining that she's going to be drinking lunch?" Throttle asked. Charley nodded. "Necessary?" She nodded again. "That's fine then."
"How would you do that?" Enamel asked. "I'm good, but not *that* good!"
"The demon was egging his system on," Vinnie told him. "She was complaining about number ten or so last night."
"I get that many in a weekend," Throttle said in awe. "In one night?" Vinnie nodded so he got up and went to hug Dawn. "If you need anything medical, all you have to do is ask. You did good, Dawnie. You protected and saved him." He kissed her on the cheek. "Good girl." He went back to get her another non-acidic juice.
Charley grinned at Vinnie. "Expect to be doing that after the birth for about a week."
"Whatever you need, I'm there," he promised. "Unless I'm back on Mars."
She smirked at him. "If you're back on Mars while I'm giving birth here, you're in deep, Vincent."
"It wouldn't be my fault," he complained.
She gave him a look. "Do you think I'd care?" He groaned and shook his head. "Exactly." She smiled at Throttle. "No plans for that, right?"
"No, we're going to make Junior stinkybutt go away for that whole month around when you're due," he promised. "Even if I have to taunt him away and send him to Jamaica. He's not going to be bothering you at all." They heard a thump and went to look outside. A large stack of bricks had just been dropped. "Eww. Moving those today."
Charley nodded. "Yeah, right off that person's foot too."
Vinnie opened the window and stuck his head out. "Merle, do you need help?"
"No, we've got it. Stay up there."
Vinnie pulled his head back in and shook it. "He's fine." He picked up Charley and sat her in his lap as he sat down. "There, now I can talk to the future hellion." He stroked her stomach. "Hey, little Vinnie."
"If this kid is a clone of you, it's an only child," she said flatly.
He nuzzled her neck. "If that's what you want. Any kid of ours would take everyone to raise anyway."
"We'll try, bro, but making a miniature you a reasonable mouse would be really hard," Throttle taunted.
Vinnie smirked at him. "Jealous?" he asked sweetly. "There's probably a magic something that can make Xander have one."
Throttle had the instant flash of a heavily pregnant Xander and shuddered. "Eww!" He got up, heading to find something to take that image from his head. "Make it stop!"
Modo slapped him gently. "Think about Momma," he encouraged.
"Both our mothers would coo!" he complained. "You know she would."
"Point," Modo admitted. "Then think about a race."
"Yeah, to the hospital," Vinnie snorted. Charley pinched him on the nipple, making him wince. "Easy on the merchandise. You don't want bruised goods, do you?"
"I'm already dating someone who is," she taunted.
"I should pounce you for that, but instead I'll do this." He patted her stomach, then blew a raspberry on her neck, making her swat him. One hand hit an antenna and he moaned and gasped. "Ow."
"Sorry." She kissed it. "I didn't mean to hurt these."
Throttle looked at them. He started to say something then thought better of it and went into the study, where Micah was doing something on the computer. "Doing NASA research?"
"Filing stupid reports," he complained. "Any luck getting through to Xander?"
"Nope. I didn't get to see him when he came back." Micah looked up at him. "I didn't. I apparently slept through a lot of stuff." He shuddered again and Micah handed him a magazine, which made him gape in awe. "Where?" he asked.
"Came for Modo. I checked the mail on my way up here." He smirked at him. "Not quite a pinup calendar."
"Not that he'll care." He walked it out, handing it to the big, gray guy. "Micah said it was yours and in the mailbox."
Modo looked at it, then flipped through slowly, his face slowly turning red, his jaw opening, his tongue coming out to lick his lips. He finally looked at the tag on the label, then shook his head. "I never ordered this."
Charley peered over at it. "You got one of those last month too, it said it was a gift subscription. I don't know from who."
"It's possible it's from his mother since she wanted him to start dating again," Micah said as he joined them. "I hate paperwork. Where's the used launcher?"
"Still in the car," Vinnie told him.
"I'll get it in a while then," he decided, sitting down. "Whoever got you that one has good taste," Micah told him. Modo stuffed it under the couch, still blushing. Micah grinned at him. "There's no shame in appreciating the naked body. That's why there's art."
"Yeah, but my momma taught me not to stare at art like that," he complained. He shivered and shook his head. "Next time, just send 'em somewhere else."
"I've got my very own pinup girl," Vinnie said happily, giving her a squeeze. "I don't need a calendar or a magazine."
"You will once I get too fat."
"I don't care if you're one of those people who you have to lift with a crane," he whispered in her ear. "You're mine now and I'll help you slim back down. I'm thinking a lot of celebrating." He kissed that ear gently, earning a shiver as his whiskers brushed her cheek. "Want something to nibble? We've got some really gentle, salty chips. I had 'em for breakfast because I caught your morning sickness." He stroked her stomach. "Anything for you two."
She gave him a look and smiled. "Sure, I wouldn't mind."
"Mind what?" Modo asked.
"He was saying I could share some of his chips."
Modo got up before Vinnie could and grabbed them and the open can of ginger ale. "Here you go, Charley ma'am."
"Thanks, Modo." She grinned at him. "You guys are going to spoil me."
"No more'n you deserve with one on the way." He grinned at her and sat back down, going back to what he had been looking through.
Throttle looked toward the bathroom. "Dawn, need anything?" He didn't get an answer so he went in to check on her, finding her on her side in the tub, asleep. "Aww." He left again, closing the door as gently as he could. "She's asleep. We'll have to do a bandage change on her wrists."
"Those succubus must be really strong," Shell said, shaking her head. "I only fought like that when I was captured."
Enamel gave her foot a gentle nudge with his. "She's a strong girl. She'll be fine." He winked. "Want to head out?" She nodded. "Lake?"
"Sure. I could do that. Don't you need to examine Charley?" He nodded, getting up and helping her stand, leading her to the spare bedroom. Shell looked around. "What's that thumping?"
***
Xander looked up as someone yelled his name. "Coming!" he yelled back. He climbed out of the hole and headed for the front gate. "Yeah?" he asked, looking out there. He saw the man standing there. "Hi. Did you need to see me?"
"Yes, I do," he said, moving closer. "I'm Lindsay." Xander quirked an eyebrow up. "You have some things of mine from Angel."
"Ya know, he told me about you," he said dryly, staring him down. "Tough. It's Angel's, he had it and I got it when he died."
"There was no will."
"Who would have upheld a vampire's will?" he asked sarcastically. "Besides, Wes and Fred said it came to me too since I wanted them."
"They're dead, kid."
"First, I'm not a kid. I haven't been a kid in a very long time," he said snidely. "Secondly, they were recently called back into Service. They're in Cleveland. You can go check on it if you'd like. If Wes or Fred says you can have it, I'll find it when we unpack and hand it over. *IF* you can prove you own it." The man glared at him. "Think I'm kidding? Get off my site, now."
"I'll have this site stopped and ruin you. Wolfram and Hart...."
"There's a restraining order against any of you coming near me or Miss Summers. Craig, can you please call the law on this nice gentleman?"
"Sure, Xander." He reached for the phone and something stopped him, wrapping a long, sticky tentacle around it. "Um, Xander?" He pointed at the small creature on the wall. "Small problem."
"Not really." He picked up a brick and slammed it into the creature, making it fall off. "It's a bug." He handed over the brick. Then he looked at Lindsay again. "Your choice how you leave. On foot or in handcuffs?"
"That would expose what you are," he sneered.
"I could kick your ass too," he said dryly.
Lindsay rubbed something. "You think so? I want my things."
"Then I'd tell Wes and Fred that. I'll listen to them. To me, you're a pissant. A meaningless nothing that's allowing me to take a water break." The man continued to rub something. "If that's for a certain succubus, she kinda died last night for fucking with Rimfire and Dawn." Lindsay's eyes went wide and he backed off. "Now then, Mr. Happy. Unless official word comes from Cleveland that it's yours, you're SOL. Since you're such a stuck-up, pitiful excuse for a man, that's shit outta luck." Lindsay pulled something else out and Xander batted it away, watching as it splattered. "Out, moron. I'm the city's protector."
"You're not a slayer though," he said with a sneer. "I'll get it or you'll die from that demon's hands."
Xander looked at the demon forming from the liquid, then rolled and dove for a two-by- four. "I need a sword!" he called. Everyone stared. "So much for a supply cabinet." He concentrated really hard, muttering while he went after the demon with the wood. It'd do for now. He felt something hit and block his calling and groaned. The sword was in the weapons cabinet. He started to summon it again, hoping someone heard the banging and let it out. Otherwise he'd have to improvise. He took another swing, ducking a bat by the heavy hand with claws, then jumped to avoid the return swat and grip it was trying to do. He finally felt the sword respond and finished calling it. It landed behind him and he flipped back, grabbing it and rushing in again. Now the demon was in for it. It wasn't an easy task but he needed to let go of some extra anger still, so it was fun...for him. For the demon, the many stabs and cuts made it howl and shake, then finally dissolve when he got it in the right spot. He hadn't known where the thing's brain was. Now he did. Live and learn every day. He looked at the minion and smirked. "Next?" The man backed off. "Craig, have the cops come find this filth before I turn him into mulch too." The security guard pounced him and got him handcuffed, then called the cops on him. Xander drug the demon away, taking it to the back shed, then sprinkled some sand over the spilled goo. He picked up his sword as the cop car showed up, waving at him. "He threatened me. There's a restraining order against Wolfram and Hart and their employees being anywhere near me or the garage or our house. If he's here it's in violation."
"Thank you, sir. That's a pretty sword."
"I'm working on getting the stuff off it for someone's collection," he admitted. He found a rag and wiped it off, holding it up. "I'm going to have to polish those scratches out too. Fortunately we've got something here with a polishing wheel." He grinned at the cop staring at him. "Wanna see?" He handed it over correctly. "I learned how to use one back in high school. Our librarian showed us. I prefer battle axes."
The cop struggled to lift it, looking at the blade in the light. "That's very pretty, and those scratches aren't too bright." He handed it back and Xander put it on his shoulder, the flat of the blade caressing the edge of his shoulder. "Are you all right?"
"Yeah, I'm fine. They're trying to intimidate me. This one said that some stuff I inherited was his. I told him who to go see and he refused to leave. He got very nasty with me, officer. He's also taking me away from my job."
"That's fine, sir. We'll take him away. At the very least he'll be gone." He headed after his partner and the person being drug to the back of their car, waving his wrists. "That sword was heavy!" he said. "I don't know how he does that."
"Practice." His partner got in to drive. "Let's go."
"Of course." He got in, doing a visual check of the prisoner. "It'll be a short ride, sir. We're nearby."
***
Xander walked into the lair with his sword over his shoulder, putting it back in the open. "Stay," he told it. Just in case it moved back into the weapons cabinet.
"Sorry, we moved it because of Grip's kids," Vinnie said. "What was it?"
"Big, snot yellow, and slimly when I punctured it numerous times. Fortunately one of our night crew knew what it was and how to get rid of it." He shrugged. "I need a shower."
"Yeah, you do. Your boss called you to the vampire club tonight. With Throttle." Vinnie smirked at him, leaning against the wall. "Go shower, you smell."
"Fine." He headed for the bathroom, finding the shower already running. "Whose is this?"
"Yours," Throttle yelled. "What did you make explode?"
"Big, snot yellow demon," he called back, stripping off. Those went into his special hamper and he got into the warm spray, sighing in pleasure. This was really nice. He got clean and then got out, wrapping a towel around his hips. He paused at Dawn's door. "You okay?"
"Just sore. Rubbed raw," she admitted. "My wrists aren't as bad as they seemed. Have fun and don't turn into a vampire mouse." She grinned before going back to her book.
Xander walked into his bedroom, finding clothes laid out. "Thanks."
Throttle gave him a kiss. "I agree, no vampire mice. That would be really scary and not something I could stand to hold or let ride with me." He handed him the jeans, getting a look. "What? I'm taking you out to dinner later and you look good in these." He shrugged and went back to fixing his hair.
Xander slid into the jeans. If his man didn't want him to wear underwear, who was he to complain? He tugged on the tight t-shirt too, then grabbed his comb to do his fur. It was all messed up. He ran into an antenna and hissed, but went back to doing the fur between them. Throttle pulled him closer and got it for him, and the knot on the back of his head. "Thanks, I guess I need more practice."
"I still hit mine," he assured him, kissing him on the back of the head. "Boots?"
"Stink," he said dryly. He slid into a pair of soft leather moccasins and looked down at them. "These go, right?"
Throttle shrugged. "If you think they do then I'm not going to complain." He stole a real kiss, getting a grin in return. "Hungry?"
"Starved. I worked through lunch." Throttle gave him a look. "I was still pissed so I was pounding it out with the compactor after I finished some paperwork."
"Ah." He walked him out to his bike. "Come on, babe, let's go." He got Xander onto his bike and slid into his spot, then handed back his helmet. "You ready?"
"As I'll ever be. So, will it bother you if I get fired?"
"Not a bit. More time for cuddling and you can take those lessons you were thinking about." He started his bike. "We'll be back."
"That's not a threat," Xander added with a smirk for Dawn, who was shaking her head from her doorway. "Bed. Let him baby you."
"He's embarrassed."
"Then go talk to the mouse." They took off and he grabbed on, snuggling up against Throttle's back. "I needed this. It's a good finish to the end of a long day."
"It is," he agreed, "but the night's still young. Want to go to the club later?"
"Nah, I'm good." He rested his head against his man's back, comfortable for the first time all day. It was like all the anger was gone suddenly. They pulled up outside the club and he slid off, putting his helmet on the handlebars. Then he realized they were only at a light and climbed back on, putting back on his helmet because people were staring. "Sorry," he muttered.
"Not an issue," Throttle assured him, nodding at the people, who let it go and they left when the light changed. He parked. "Now we're here."
"I'm sorry I'm such an idiot."
"It's not a problem, Xander. At that place they'd probably expect it was a costume. Speaking of, we're going to make Rimfire go trick-or-treating this year. What're you going as?"
"Modo," he said with a grin. Throttle laughed and they strolled past the bouncer, who gave them an odd look. "Sorry, but he attacked me first," Xander whined at the bouncer.
"Not that. You never brought this one in here before. The last time we saw another of you it was that perpetual motion machine, the white one."
"That's Vinnie. He's like my big brother." Xander gave Throttle a hug, grinning at the bouncer. "This is Throttle, he's mine. As in I will hurt people who try to pinch mine."
The bouncer laughed. "Never a boring moment with you around, Harris. Go ahead in." He opened the door. He looked at the next demon coming up to him a few minutes later. "He's already here with his man, who he threatened to defend from pinches. I never knew mice could be that well built."
"They're all very well built," Xander's boss said smugly. "Are they dancing?"
"Nope. Sitting and drinking. Xander needed a drink. Long day at work you know," he added with a grin. "What attacked him?"
"Some big, snot yellow demon. He had to drag it into the shed so it wasn't in the open." He walked inside, heading to the table he could see the mice at. "Where's Carbine?"
"Mars," Throttle told him, shaking his hand. "Hey. Thanks for letting Merle do our job."
"It's only fair, he did the first one and he's got a bunch of new kids who needed the practice before a major job."
"We know, they dropped a wall," Throttle shared. The boss shook his head a bit. "It was fixed. Merle got onto them and had Belnif work with them." Xander snorted, shaking his head. "They learned."
"They did. The guy carries a mini whip in his pocket." He grinned at his boss. "It was attacking me, honest. Lindsay was a lawyer for Wolfram and Hart."
"I know. I also had words with him when he was released. The cops said they couldn't quite keep him, no matter how much they wanted to." Xander nodded. "You okay?"
"I got a bit slimy, but I was in a bad mood anyway. We had a succubus come for Rimfire, Dawn's boy."
"She's a bit sore. She went on primitive instinct to protect him," Throttle added. "You took off all the grounding?"
"No, I lowered it to she could get rides to and from school, she's still grounded this weekend, and she can help him fix his bike if he wants her to help polish it. I doubt she'll be in the mood for dancing or sex anyway with how sore she was."
"She told Charley they went about fifteen times."
"I can't do that even when I take those drugs," Xander's boss complained. "How?"
"The succubus was prompting him to perform," Xander sighed. "Most mice are multi- orgasmic." Throttle gave him an odd look. "Vinnie said so," he added with a smirk.
"With the way he plays around, he'd probably know," he admitted. "So, do I get my boy full time?"
"Hell no," the vampire snorted. "I'm not losing him. I don't care if he kills his whole crew for slacking off one afternoon." He looked at Xander. "How's it going?"
"Just fine. Trisha and I work very well together, and we look kinda cute together too."
"Trisha?" Throttle asked.
"My exterior chief?" Xander reminded him.
"Oh, her. Yeah. Goth girl." He nodded. He stole a kiss. "I agree, you two set each other's dark parts off very well." He stole another kiss. "After this, we're hitting dinner."
"Sure." He grinned at him. "Are we going to Andy's?"
"If you want. I was willing to splurge."
Xander ran his thumb across his mate's mouth. "I'm only going to get pushy one meal out of ten. Earlier was my treat so that was it. If you want hot dogs, we'll have hot dogs. Or you'll have hot dogs and I'll have a burger," he admitted with a small grin. Throttle shivered and pulled him closer to kiss.
"Boys," the vampire said tolerantly. They broke apart and Xander was blushing. "I'm glad he makes you so happy, Xander. Now, how are you staying part time?"
"He's part time?" Throttle asked.
"Not this week," Xander snorted. He looked at his boss. "I thought I was going to be part time on my last job."
"Nope. We don't need you to wear yourself out."
Xander gave him a long look. "What is it and when is it happening?"
"Word is that Limburger wants to blow up a good portion of the city."
"He tried last night by blowing up the sewers. We kicked his tail and made him cry," Xander told him.
"I heard. That was very impressive work with the weapons." He smiled at him. "The main reason I want you part-time is because I want you to take more architecture classes. You're very good. I liked your design a lot and I want you to continue with that training, Xander. You're wasting your talent behind a hammer."
"I like construction."
"You could be so much more."
"How am I going to take classes when I'm a mouse?"
"That was my question," Throttle admitted.
"Easy, online education," the vampire said smugly. Xander looked stunned so he pulled out an envelope and passed it over. "There. All paid for even so you have to take it and no backtalk." Xander sniffled and hugged him. "It's all right, Xander. I like you being great. Of course, once you're fully trained, I'm moving you to the design crew. Some of them need some reality." He patted him on the back of the head. "Now, my boy, let's talk about happier subjects. You do magic?"
"I can summon things," he admitted. "It's most handy with the remote since my sword was locked up."
"You're lucky Shell heard it," Throttle told him. "Vinnie popped the safe and it flew off."
"It needed steel to die," the boss quipped, waving a hand. "It was very good." Throttle jumped like he had been pinched and Xander growled at the vampire behind him. "Let's not anger Xander," he chided coldly. "His mate is his and he's quite protective."
"He tastes good," the vampire purred, leaning against Throttle's thigh. It was a midget and not very tall even for one of them. "He tastes like hot dogs."
Xander got up and picked up the vampire, punting it across the room to the bar. "He needs to be cut off," he called over the clapping. "My man, ain't no one touchin' him! Get it right now!" He sat down amid the clapping. He grinned at his mate. "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine." He gave him a gentle kiss. "You're very overprotective tonight."
"I take moods like that, like your possessive moods."
"Hmm," the boss said, staring at them. "You two do look very pretty together. Throttle, can you help him get more definition?"
"Be more than happy to once our new gym is up." He stroked up Xander's arm. "Picnic?"
"Then I'd probably ignore you for the food," he admitted. "After dinner we'll have a dessert picnic." He wiggled his eyebrows. "We can go bust the son of a succubus in the park."
"That cop is?" Throttle asked. Xander nodded. "How did you know?"
"I scented him earlier today when he was doing a patrol by the site. It was pretty obvious what he was since about half the crew reacted."
The vampire lifted his glass of blood. "You're one of a kind, Xander. Never change." Xander beamed and sipped his soda, winking a him. His tail was slowly moving to tease his mate. "Yes, I want you on as part-time. Trisha knows this. This week is fine. Next week cut back to about thirty. We won't need you wearing yourself out."
"If I'm not there and working we're short a worker, boss."
"I don't care, Xander. What's your mental timetable?"
"Three months."
"Three months? The official one of four months was considered optimistic."
"Not by me." He shrugged. "I think they can do it."
"You're on one of the slowest crews, Xander. You're hoping for too much." Xander shook his head with a grin. "Where are you now?"
"On the beginning of the second week's work." The boss gaped. "Like I said, I get in there and work with my guys. Today I worked extra hard. So did Trisha. And then we went and kicked butt after lunch too. The guys went home mostly on time. I called clean up at five till so most of them left by twenty after. The paperwork was done during lunch for payday. Everything's cool."
"You shouldn't skip lunch. You more than anybody needs to eat more often," Throttle reminded him gently. Xander nodded. "Next time get something and bring it back to your desk."
"I started to but there was about everyone in line ahead of me. I forgot by the time the line cleared." He looked at his boss. "At the end of the first month, if we're more than two weeks ahead, can we get subsidized lunches? Give them up to three bucks?"
"I can see that," he agreed. "That gets them something, right?" Xander nodded. "That'll also help with the cooler issues and possible food poisoning." Throttle shuddered. "We had it happen last summer and the guy shared around his casserole, not realizing there was cheese and milk in it. We lost nearly a week of most of the crew."
"I know, I filled in," Xander sighed. "Is that acceptable? I'll announce it tomorrow if it is."
"I like that idea," he agreed. "As long as the quality stays high." Xander snorted. "I'm not saying you would, and you check every day so I don't worry about you guys." He patted him on the arm. "I'm very proud, Xander. Good work and keep it up." He got up and went to find his childe and repossess her for his own pleasure. "Megan," he said with a smile. "Having fun?"
"Not yet," she offered, moving closer to him. "No Carbine?"
"Not yet, dear." He kissed her and started to dance with her.
Throttle took the envelope and tucked it inside his vest. "You wanna stay for a bit?"
"Not unless you wanna eat here."
Throttle shook his head, standing up. They had already paid for their drinks so they could go. "Come on. We'll go feed your belly." He grinned as Xander beamed and bounced, taking his hand to walk out with him. A large demon stepped into their path and sneered at them. "Did you need something?"
"We don't like your kind here. This is for vampires and those like them."
Xander looked up at him. "Then why are you in here since you're a hellborn spawn?" he asked. The demon stepped back. "Hi, let me introduce myself. I'm Xander Harris." The demon looked clueless. "From Sunnydale. Her *knight*." The demon turned and ran. "Thank you." He led Throttle to his bike, grinning at everyone. "Off to dinner," he announced. "I'm going to eat so much he'll get to roll me around later." The few demons congregating outside snickered at that. "Watch out for the cops in the park, one of them is a succubus spawn. He keeps busting those having sex." He grabbed his helmet and planted himself on the bike, grinning at Throttle. "Can I drive?"
"Nope." He got on in front of him, putting on his own helmet. "We'll get you your own in a while, Xander. You can wait until then." He started his baby, listening to the engine. He revved her and then winced. "Time for a tune up when we get home."
"I'll help." Xander snuggled against his back, stroking his stomach as they took off. "Please feed me before I use you for food?" he begged cutely.
"I didn't need to know that much about your time together," Modo called over the radio.
"Call Carbine and tell her my helmet keeps coming on," Throttle complained, closing the connection. They pulled into the diner and parked the bike. "It appears your chuckle- headed brother is here. You sure you wanna stay?"
"We can eat with them," Xander said gently. "Then you can have me all to yourself later." He pulled their helmets off to give him a kiss and let him have another stroke to his stomach. Modo whistled and clapped and Vinnie hooted. He grinned at them. "I like him enough to protect him from midget vampires, I can kiss him here." He got off and headed for the order window. "Hey, Chef Andy."
"Hey, Xander. Whatcha need, boy?" he asked with a grin.
"Food. I haven't eaten all day and I'm about to eat Throttle."
"The four mega burgers special?" he suggested.
Xander considered it. He hadn't finished one of those but he was starving. "Sure. I'll bring the rest home like usual if I can't finish it. Only ketchup, pickles, and cheese please."
"Of course, Xander. What about for your boy?"
Xander beamed. "The usual, no onions. Babe, can I get rid of the relish tonight?" Throttle nodded. "And no relish if you haven't put any on."
"Not yet, Xander." He smiled at him. "It'll be a few, I've got to do your burgers." He nodded, going out to the table to sit down. He smiled as he worked. That boy was something else and very cute.
"It'll be a few minutes," Xander told Throttle, grinning at the others. "So, I hear we're going out on halloween."
"I figure I'll drip some blood and put in a fake knife, go as a ghost," Vinnie told him. "You?"
"I'm going as Modo." Modo spluttered. "What? We're supposed to go as some fantasy creature and you *are* a legend that no one can match."
Modo blushed. "Shucks," he said bashfully. "Thanks, Xander."
Xander leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. "You're welcome. We'll work on my costume together." He sat back down, grinning at Throttle. "What're you going as?"
"A studly and cool mouse."
"If I have to dress up, you have to dress up," Vinnie demanded.
"We'll see," Throttle told him.
"You could go as Fozzy Bear," Xander suggested. "All you'd need are ears and the clothes."
Andy came out with a tray for them. "Here you boys are. No Charley?"
"Morning sickness," Vinnie said simply. He beamed at him so Vinnie grinned back. "I'm just glad I get sympathy sickness in the mornings. I'd starve all night otherwise." He dug into his food, as noted by it being his special creation.
Xander looked at his hot dog. "Are you sure you're getting *sympathy* sickness?" he teased. Vinnie poked him with his tail.
"Kids," Throttle said, shaking his head. He handed Xander his plate of hamburgers and dug into his own food. He looked at Xander, who was already through his first and was starting on his second.
"Wow, you weren't kidding about being starved," Modo said in awe. Xander shook his head and finished that one.
"Drink too, Xander," Throttle said, pushing his soda closer. Xander gulped it and panted, then gulped some more and dove back in.
"Looks like someone's hitting another growth spurt for real," Vinnie said smugly. "He's got that tenderness too, Throttle. Might want to be gentle."
"I'm always gentle. Even when I've got him tied down and begging."
Xander looked at him, then shook his head. "You're bottoming tonight." He dove back in, going into his third one. He was really starved. He was so starved. He finished those off, all his fries, and most of Vinnie's when they were pushed over with a tolerant smirk. "Thanks." He finally felt full and leaned back with a sigh. "Better," he said in a dozy, cute voice.
"Just don't fall asleep or you'll puke," Throttle warned. Xander nodded, leaning against his side.
"I thought Vinnie put away food," Modo said in awe once Xander was asleep. "I don't think I've eaten like that since I was growing." He ate another hot dog in a few bites.
"That brings up a question we came up with last night on the race back. Is he going to gain height?" Vinnie asked.
Throttle shook his head. "Not that I've seen. Why?"
"Some of his jeans are getting a bit shorter." He sipped his soda, looking around. "Where's Rimfire? I thought he was coming out."
"Dying of mortal embarrassment," Modo said dryly. "He's a sensitive boy."
"He'll be fine," Throttle assured him. "He'll be babying Dawn within days." Modo nodded. "How's she doing?"
"She was sitting on a heating pad the last I knew," Vinnie admitted. "Even for being gentle with her, that's way too many times to go for it. I'm surprised Rimfire woke up today. He's got to be exhausted."
"I had to make him eat lunch. He was depressed that he had hurt her," Modo shared. "He'll be fine in a few days, but she'll have to break him down and see that it wasn't his fault." He looked at Xander. "I still don't know what he did. He didn't say anything like Dawn does when she casts something. He didn't do more than mark stuff on them and then look up and mutter a few words."
"That could have been the spell," Vinnie offered. "I've flipped through her nature magic books a few times. Some come with a lot of ritual but not all of them."
Xander yawned. "What's the DT? Sorry, Throttle."
"I like being your pillow. It's when I'm used as the mattress that I get annoyed," he teased. Xander blushed at that. "Modo wanted to know what you did last night?"
"A protection. Then I put myself in front of him. If she wants to get to him again she'll have to go through me." Vinnie gave him a long look. "It's the only way and they're repulsed by me."
"Why? Something Anya did?"
"No, I taste like chaos according to the one I accidentally went out with," he admitted, looking honest. "That was on the run for Cleveland, while we were overnighting in LA." He looked at Throttle, picking up a napkin to get a spot of mustard. "Goes with your fur, but not my favorite flavor sensation. I much prefer an unmustarded you."
Throttle finished his dinner. "Go pay." Xander patted himself down then looked at the bike. "I didn't bring it."
"Where's my phone?" Xander asked. "I know I had it when I came in."
Vinnie snickered and tossed them over. "You left 'em in the bathroom. We figured you'd want them sometime. Cleveland called and it was Fred."
"Cool. I'll call her tomorrow. Oh, I'm still being sent as part time." They shrugged. "Any more lit farts from Limburger?"
"Lit farts?" Modo asked.
"Oh, you've never done that. Kinda hard with the tail," Xander said thoughtfully. "Basically, you blow one onto a lit lighter, and watch the pretty flames shoot outta yer butt."
Modo stopped, then shuddered. "Singed fur big time."
"Oh, it's kinda fun," Vinnie admitted dryly. "I did one near a flamethower once when we were cleaning out those nests of creepers."
"Yeah, and we had to bandage your tail," Throttle reminded him.
"Well, yeah, it's always hard when you've got fur there or a tail." Xander took his wallet up to the window, grinning at Andy. He looked back at Throttle. "Can I have a small cone?" he asked, handing over enough money to cover all of their dinners.
"Modo got the others, Xander. Don't worry about it." He gave him change for the remainder and the cone, with a wink. "Now, you eat it here then race off. Give the others a good show, make Vinnie go tease Charley some more." He went back to cooking the next order.
Xander took his cone out, tucking his wallet down the front of his pants. It always fell out of these pants. He sat down at the table, eating the cone with delicate licks.
"Not this again," Modo moaned. "I had to watch Dawn do that earlier."
"I like ice cream. It's good. Want a lick?" he asked, holding it out. Modo shook his head. "You sure? It's very nummy." Modo shook his head. "Vinnie?" Vinnie leaned over and took a long lick, making Throttle growl. Xander took it back and went back to evening it out since Vinnie had taken such a huge dent. He glanced at Throttle, who was staring at him. "You need to finish up."
Throttle handed Vinnie his hotdogs and the ice cream, then took Xander off, sliding the phone into his pocket for him. He took the wallet and put it into his other front pocket, then got the boy onto his bike. "No more teasing. You were getting some anyway."
Xander kissed him. "I wasn't teasing. I wanted ice cream." He stole a second kiss. "Come on, let's go take a ride and then I'll give you a ride you won't forget." He winked and grabbed his helmet, putting it back on. "Later, guys."
"Sure, Xander," Vinnie agreed, waving at them as he finished off the ice cream. "He's got good timing. Plus, Vanilla makes Throttle think dirty thoughts about white mice."
"Did that to him?" Modo taunted.
"Mars didn't have ice cream, but I used to use that nice pudding. Licking the spoon and all." He took another long lick, then a few short ones to clean up the other side.
Modo moaned and shuddered. "Eat that like a normal mouse."
"I am, this is how you eat ice cream." He licked off the top and moved down it quickly to spare Modo temptation. Then he ate the other hotdog. He put on his helmet and listened to those two talk. Xander was teasing him and making promises about strapping Throttle down. Apparently they were heading right home. "Wanna go watch more fertilizer hit the fire?"
"Sure. I still don't get the point of lighting farts."
"It's a young guy thing," Vinnie told him, clapping him on the arm. He heard Throttle moan and shook his head. "It's on, guys," he broke in. He heard a crash and winced. "You guys okay?" Xander's voice told him he was fine but Throttle would be back to pick up his helmet later. Then his voice cut out. Vinnie snickered, leaning against Modo's arm. "He threw his helmet."
"At least we won't have to listen to it until we get home." He got free and got onto his bike, heading for a ride. It was a nice night and perfect riding weather.
Vinnie rolled around giggling. Those two were so bad!
Episode 27:
Dawn walked into Rimfire's room, not even bothering to knock. He was still huddled miserably under his covers so she curled in behind him, giving him a hug.
"Don't."
"Bite me."
He pulled his head out and looked at her. "That's about the only thing I didn't do!"
"Bet me, wanna see the bite mark?" she asked sarcastically.
"You hate me."
"Have I said I hate you?" He hid back under the blankets and she took them off him, tossing them onto the floor so he couldn't hide. Then she forced him onto his back and sat on his stomach. "Have I said that I hate you?" He shook his head but he looked miserable. "Do you think that I would have protected you last night if I hated you?" He shook his head again. "Then why would you think I hate you?"
"I hurt you."
"Yeah, but I think having sex that many times is probably going to hurt anyone. Since you were gentle enough not to *really* hurt me, I'm not foreseeing the problem here." He pouted so she gave him a small kiss, leaning down to get into his face. "You were as gentle as you could be with the demon going through your system like Limburger was setting the sewers on fire," she said gently. "If you hadn't been gentle, I'd be dead by now. Fucked to death, but still dead," she added with a small smirk. He groaned and she kissed him again. "Now, you were as gentle as you could be. I don't blame you. You did good. You were fine. You were wonderful, but if you *ever* pull my hair that way again I'm going to shave you bald. Got it?" He let a small grin come up and nodded, looking hopeful at least. "Good. Now make with the cuddling, I'm still too damn sore to be sitting." She laid down on top of him, getting her cuddles.
"Want me to find you some juice?"
"No. I'm juiced out. Besides, I don't want to pee. It hurts."
"I'm sorry."
"I know, it wasn't your fault. If it were your fault, you'd already be dead." He nodded, nuzzling her gently. "Ah! Not allowed. Not for a whole week until next Monday. If I can sit by then." He chuckled softly. "You may not think it but you guys are a bit bigger than the average guy. I'm sore. I'm rubbed raw sort of sore. So let's not do more than this, okay?" He nodded, hugging her tightly to his chest. "Yeah, this is nice." She sighed. "Why did I throw the blankets on the floor?"
"To be impressive."
"Hmm." She concentrated and they cam back up and tucked them in. "There, better." She hugged him tighter, getting comfortable on her stomach. "Much better." Within minutes she was asleep. At least until Throttle made the bed bounce off the wall and that made her shriek, which made Rimfire start since he was falling asleep and he moved her back onto the bed so he could check it out.
***
Xander stopped Throttle from moving and hurting himself. He was still tied down. "That was Dawn but she's fine," he soothed, untying as fast as he could. He got both hands and one foot before she yelped again and the last foot was still tied. Throttle tried to go protect her and fell, dislocating his ankle in the process. Xander untied that one. "I said to wait!" He hopped up and went to find out what was wrong. "Rimfire?"
"There was a loud noise and she shrieked, I put her back into the bed," he offered, looking around. "What was the noise?"
"Outside?"
Vinnie came down the stairs, looking at them, then shaking his head. "Xander, go check on Throttle, he's swearing. That's not like him."
"He wouldn't let me finish untying him," he complained, going to check on him. "Vinnie, we need ice."
"Getting it." He looked at Rimfire, then in his room. "She okay?"
"Yeah, she was using me as a pillow. We fixed it."
"Good." Vinnie went back upstairs, coming down a few minutes later with an ice pack and a towel to cushion it. He walked into the couple's bedroom, helping Xander put Throttle back onto the bed and looking at his ankle. "That's not a sprain."
"I know that," he said, snatching the ice so he could baby it. He frowned at his lover. "I told you to wait!"
"She was yelping and shrieking!"
"You two hit the bed on the wall and that startled her," Vinnie retorted. Throttle groaned, covering his eyes. "She and Rimfire made up at least." He looked at the ankle again. "Let me call Enamel, let's see if he can pop it back into place. Then someone can wrap it and stay off it for a few days."
"That's not happening."
Xander sat on his chest, staring down at him. "You will take care of yourself. You didn't let me untie you, you didn't wait for the last one when I forced you to let me untie you. You cracked the headboard," he said, noticing that. He frowned at him. "So not happening. If you're injured, you're being good, even if I have to bring you to work with me every day."
"I'm not your kid, Xander."
Xander leaned down to kiss him. "So? You're hurt, that's my job to baby you. The same way Rimfire does Dawn. Now hush!" He looked back at Vinnie, who was smirking. "You, call, now?" He nodded, going to do that, still smirking. He looked down at Throttle again. "I don't want you hurt."
"I know. It was my own fault," he promised, stealing another kiss. "Nearly as good as pain killers."
"I think that's because I'm sitting you," he offered, getting off him. He saw the wince and went down to look at his leg, noticing that his knee was swollen too. "Looks like you twisted this one too." He moved the ice pack up to let the ankle rest. "Any other places?"
"Not yet." He looked over as Modo leaned in. "What?" he asked, sounding cranky and surly.
"Vinnie can't get hold of the doc. You wanna go to the ER?" Throttle shook his head but Xander nodded. "You might want to decide that. It's about to hit the evening rush from bar brawls."
Xander looked at him. "If he can't come, you're going."
"I'm not."
"You are or I'm carrying yo to my car and then into the Emergency Room. I won't have you hurt because you wouldn't let me untie you."
Throttle moaned, covering his face. "Fine. If we can't get hold of Enamel in an hour, I'll let you take me to the stab lab."
"We're not going to the blood bank, you're not a vampire, honey." That got a small smirk under the hand. Xander found his keys and then his jeans and sneakers, grabbing a shirt to put on. He found Throttle's cut off sweats in the drawer and helped him into those, then into a shirt and one shoe. He picked him up in a fireman's carry, heading out to his car, then got in to drive him off to be treated. He could ignore the muttering going on, he was sure he was calling him all sorts of vile and dirty names but this time it was necessary and he wasn't going to give up on this point. At the ER he got out and walked around, again picking his mate up and carrying him inside. The receptionist gave him an odd look. "He fell during sex and dislocated his ankle and twisted his knee."
"Sure. Have a seat. It shouldn't be too long, we're not that busy tonight. Need an ice pack?" Xander held up theirs. "Okay, if you need anything before we take you back, let me know. Want a wheelchair for him?"
"He's not that heavy," he said with a grin, going to sit down and put his lover in his lap. He turned him so he could stretch out across the chairs, putting the ice pack back in place, then grinned at him. "If you're a good boy and don't fuss, I'll buy you an ice cream cone."
"I don't like ice cream that much."
Xander gave him a nibble. "I'll buy you a ten pack of hot dogs with everything and wait hand and tail on you."
Throttle cracked at that image. "Fine." He stroked him a bit, smiling. "Thanks, Xander."
"You're welcome. I'm sorry I couldn't get that last knot undone before you jumped."
"I can't believe she shrieked like that from the noise," Throttle said casually.
"We'll just have to desensitize her," Xander said with a wink for the nurse coming out with the wheelchair. "I can carry him."
"I'm sure you can but hospital policy says that he has to use the wheelchair," she offered with a small grin. "Come on." Xander nodded, putting him into the chair and then following along with them. The nurse got them checked in and on a table, gently probing the areas to assorted hisses and growls. "I'm sorry. How did this happen? I noticed the ligature marks."
"We were playing and the bed thumped against the wall and it scared our adoptive daughter, who was in with her boyfriend, so she shrieked, and he jumped," Xander said dryly. "I didn't quite get the last tie undone."
"Okay. So he basically tried to leap up and fell instead of flying, right?" He nodded and Throttle groaned. "It's all right, we've seen worse sex accidents. You haven't lived until you've pulled out a toy from someone's intestinal tract." They both shuddered at that. "Let me get the doctor to authorize x-rays and then we'll see if you need a cast or not."
"Not! No cast," Throttle vetoed. "Air cast maybe but no real, plaster, heavier-than-my- bike casts."
"Sure," she agreed. "If we can get away with it and you don't need pins." He shuddered and Xander stroked his stomach for him. "Give me ten minutes, we're not that busy at the moment." She went to check with the doctor. "I've got a large male presenting with a dislocated ankle and a twisted knee. X-rays?" The doctor signed the form after glancing over it. She pointed at something, continuing her eating. "Remember the really pale, furry guy from last year? It's his spouse. He fell out of bed when their adoptive daughter shrieked and they didn't get to untie the last cord."
"Hmm," the doctor said, then choked. "More than I needed to know. Send 'em to x-ray and hopefully he'll be fine."
"Thank you." She went back and made the call, then got the boys from their room and took them up there. "Here you go. The first stop." She patted Throttle on the shoulder. "I'll be back in twenty minutes, don't bring him back without one of us." Xander nodded, and she left them there.
A few minutes later another nurse came out. "Throttle Harris?"
Throttle looked up. "When did I take your last name?"
"I can't pronounce or spell yours." He pointed at his mate. "Him."
"Of course." She smiled and came over to get him. "Have you had x-rays in the past?"
"Only when someone was doing evil scientific experiments on me," he said seriously.
The nurse chuckled. "I'm sure it seems that way. Do you have anything metal on you?"
"Ocular implants."
"Okay, then we'll just lead drape you from the waist up, all right?" He nodded, letting her lead drape him from mid-thigh up, then listened as a big machine was put into place. "All right, I'm doing to set it to do your knee. It's like a big camera but it takes pictures of bones. All right?" He nodded from under his blanket. "One more minute." She retreated to the shielded room and pushed the button, noticing the sound made him flinch. She came out and changed the film. "One more, just in case, try to lie perfectly still."
Xander came in and got under the lead draping, kissing his mate until he heard the new whir noise. "It's blurry if you don't lay still," he said with a grin.
"Good, Mr. Harris. Let me set up for your ankle. It's basically the same procedure." She set one to take a side view, taking it while they kissed, then a top view. Finally she came in and took the lead covering off them, smiling at them. "All done." She got him back into his wheelchair and back into the hall, calling downstairs. "Mr. Harris is done. Come and get 'im. They are so cute!" she cooed to her friend downstairs. She slid the films into the developing machine and notified the radiologist that there were new films to read.
***
Xander helped Throttle back into the lair and up the ramp, letting him down down with his foot propped up on Vinnie's lap. "One dislocated joint, one severely twisted knee. Plus much cooing about how cute we are." Vinnie snickered at that. "So he's got an air cast, they wanted a real one but he nearly socked a nurse. I pointed out his main mode of transportation was a bike and they relented. So he's on bed rest for the next four weeks."
"Bet me," Throttle snorted. "I'll be up and biking again tomorrow."
"Only if you want my foot up your ass," Xander said sweetly. He got up and went over to the bikes, leaning down to get close to his lover's. "Baby love, darlin'. Throttle's hurt his ankle and his knee," he said quietly. "He's only supposed to ride in emergencies for the next month. So don't let him go too often." He gave her a long stroke down her side. "If you help me, I'll detail you and wax you tomorrow." The bike leaned against him and beeped contentedly. "Thanks, baby love." He gave her another gentle pet. "You go back to your scheming to ride them instead of them riding you. I'm going to be over here." He went back to his seat. "Do we need more wax?"
"You bribed his bike?" Vinnie asked.
"You won't keep him sitting down."
"I'd try," he defended. "You didn't even try to bribe me."
"What did you want for a bribe, Vinnie?" he asked with a grin. "Massage, some spoiling? What's your price to help me."
"Do it and I'll make you go on patrol while you're sick," Throttle warned. "I'll make you go through the sewers and put out all those remaining fires. I'll make you do it during the heat of the afternoon!"
Vinnie considered it and looked at Xander. "You give really good backrubs, right?" He beamed and nodded. "We're talking like professional quality?"
"Nearly as good as our fearless leader's," Modo offered.
"You traitor!" Throttle complained. "I let you ride with a *broken* leg."
Modo patted him on the back. "Which is why I'm stopping you, bro, before you really hurt yourself. Remember how many ditches I ended up in?" Throttle groaned and hung his head. "Let your baby spoil you. He obviously wants to and he's very good at it."
"I don't want to be spoiled, it's uncool."
"Speaking of losing cool points, I think you're about to hit bottom with this pout," Vinnie warned. Throttle glared at him. "You made me rest when I got injured. You made Modo rest when he got injured. Now we're making you rest since you're injured or I'll steal Xander and make him spoil Charley instead."
"It's his fault!"
"I told you to let me finish untying you. You didn't!" Xander defended. "I'm going to talk to Charley." He got up and headed over there, looking upset.
Throttle groaned. "Why me?"
"Because he loves you," Modo reminded him. "Spoiling you makes him a happy mouse."
"I don't want to be spoiled."
"Need pain killers, bro?" Vinnie asked dryly. Throttle glared at him. "You sound like a cranky kid."
"Fine. Sorry!" He got up and tried to hobble down the ramp, but it wasn't working. He nearly collapsed on the first step and Modo had to catch him. "I'm fine."
"You're not fine." He picked him up and put him on the couch, propping his aircasted leg up. "Stay there." He walked off, going to find Xander, who was outside throwing a screaming, jumping up and down, fit. Charley stopped him before he could interrupt. "He didn't mean it."
"It's stress relief. He needed it." She shrugged. "How is he?"
"Being macho."
"I thought Vinnie was bad when he was sick or injured." She shook her head. "Xander, want some ice cream?"
"No!" he shouted, heading off into the night. "I'm going for a walk."
"No, don't," Modo complained. "You'll just worry him." Xander gave him the dirtiest look. "It's how he is."
"So?"
"You're not going to change that one, Xander," Modo said patiently.
"I don't want to! I just don't want to be blamed for him jumping up when I told him to give me a minute! I could tell she wasn't in danger!" He stomped off, heading for a long walk.
"Xander," Charley called. "Come back!"
"Later! When I'm not ready to yell!" He disappeared, heading out to hide for a while so he could destress in peace. Otherwise he'd kill someone. He realized this about himself and he knew it was better if he wasn't around vulnerable people, like Modo. Because nothing was going to stop his temper before it was exorcized. He found a bar first, unfortunately, and went inside, going to get a drink. The bartender took one look at him and held out his hand for the keys. Xander put a fifty in it and shook his head. "I'm walking or cabbing later." He checked his wallet for more cash, then put it down his pants. That way, no one would be stealing it. The bartender gave him an odd look. "No one's going to roll me for it," he said dryly. "Tequila? With the usual compliments."
The bartender put down two shots and put the fifty in the register, writing down how much was left in shots. He was betting that kid wouldn't be walking out of here. He looked over as another newbie walked in, giving him the evil eye. This one looked like trouble. He nodded at Xander before sitting next to him.
"Hey."
"Nope."
"What?"
"I don't have hay, don't want hay, and I'm here to forget a fight with my lover."
"Oh. Okay." He looked him over. "You don't look like the usual sort to be living in this neighborhood."
"I live about six blocks away," he admitted. "Over the by the Last Chance." He slammed his next shot and grimaced. "Eww. Another?" One more was put down in front of him. He pushed away the salt and the lime juice. "I'm good now. It just tastes nasty."
"Maybe you should slow down," the bartender suggested. "Want me to call someone to pick you up, maybe take you home so you can beat in the walls?"
"I'd have to fix 'em if I did that," Xander said dryly, staring at him, not in the least bit drunk. "You'd be surprised." He shot that shot and shuddered again. "Beer me?" One was poured and handed over. "Thanks. I'll stick with these for the rest of my tab." He looked at the stranger. "Who're you? Most people don't walk up to me in a bar and start a conversation for no reason." The guy smirked and Xander narrowed his eyes. "Who are you? Next time I'm asking it at the end of a pool cue. Which you'll be mounted on."
"I'm Leonard Jeffers." He held out a hand. "I want to be your friend and guardian angel."
"I slew one of them once," he noted, shaking his hand. "Xander Harris." He smirked at him. "You're either very brave or out to get me. Which one?"
"Well, I think you could use a buddy. This neighborhood isn't the greatest."
"And you say this seeing that I'm a big man with big muscles and that I've downed a quarter of a bottle of tequila without slurring my words." The man looked surprised. "In fact, I'm actually reasoning better at the moment due to some unfortunate history in my past. So, are you out to get me?"
The bartender coughed. "Please don't fight in here."
"Not an issue," Xander assured him, giving him a small smirk. "I can throw him outside." The bartender smiled at that so Xander beamed at the person. "The answer is?"
"This isn't a safe neighborhood, Xander. You don't know what could get you."
"Actually, I do know what could get me. I used to fight what could get me." He looked at the guy. "I'm a combat veteran from the streets near LA." The man winced. "The only bar in my town housed a bunch of beings that were much tougher than this one. Plus I'm not one of the nicest beings myself." The man shivered at the cold, logical tone in his voice. "This neighborhood isn't that bad compared to where some of my friends grew up either. Talk about street warfare." He saluted him with a his beer. "It don't come no prettier than LA." He chugged the rest.
The man nodded. "Sure, I get that. You sure you don't need a protector?"
"Nope. None needed." The man shrugged and took a swing at him and ran into Xander's empty beer mug. He screamed as the glass shattered in his hand, then as Xander picked him up and walked him off, tossing him outside. "I told you I'd throw you outside. Now go play with the little kids. And I don't mean in a bad way, because then you're a bad guy and I get to hunt your ass too." The man got up and ran off. Xander went back to his barstool. "Sorry about the mug. Do I owe more for it and can I have another beer?"
The bartender smirked at him. "You're a punk."
"I've been told that before," he said happily. "Usually along with the line 'you're either very dumb or very brave'." He smirked. "Most of the time they guess wrong. I like to change it now and then to keep things interesting." The bartender laughed at that. He heard a bike go past and groaned. "Sorry, friends of mine probably wondering where I am." He finished off the beer. "Owe you anything?"
"No, not a thing," he said gently. "Don't drop your wallet."
Xander undid his zipper and stuffed it down his underwear, where it wouldn't move. Then he zipped back up and smiled. "Thanks, man. Have a nice night. I hope he won't bother you again." He winked and strolled out, checking around first. He walked out and into an ambush of the broken hand guy's friends. Two jumped him and he knocked one out, threw one into another one and then a third one jumped and he got him in the middle of the chest, flipping off him to land on his feet. He looked around. "Yes, I am magnificent. You still can't blow me for less than three thousand." He strolled off, heading to find somewhere more quiet and peaceful. For now. Maybe later he'd find another fight. Tequila always made him strange. He ducked into a shadow when he heard another bike, watching Modo go past again. "Huh. Doesn't look worried, must be out for a fun ride," he decided, heading to the lake. It was only a few miles away and it was a nice night. He had to avoid Modo three other times, but that was fine too. He ran into the cop and grinned at him. "So, which parent was the sex demon?" The cop looked stunned. "I'm from Sunnydale, honey. I've seen plenty of them. I used to date Anyanka." The man shuddered and backed away. "Now I'm with Throttle. It's a better match," he said with a winning grin. Officer Timers backed off. "You do know that you can shield yourself so you don't have to pick up smut anymore? It's like a radar signal for you, man. I've got books back at the lair to help if you want to borrow them."
"How did you know?" he asked quietly.
"You drove by my site the other day and made half of my crew hard. You're emanating and I can usually tell. Like I said, I've got experience in that area." The cop groaned. "I don't care what you do with it as long as you're not hurting anyone and I don't have to save anyone. I'm like that. I'm too tired to fight permanently. It sucks, but there is it." He shrugged, leaning against the building. He watched as Modo rolled past again, this time looking around. "He's good," he said fondly. He looked at the cop again. "If you want, I can lend you those books. I'm one of those possessable people so I had to use them too. It sucks, but then it's safer. With the way you put out, you're going to end up chased some day and probably attacked." The cop nodded, looking pale. "A sister?" He nodded again, swallowing. "They couldn't control it. She didn't deserve it and neither do you. Come see me tomorrow night before your shift. I'm in the building beside the Last Chance Garage. Ask for Xander, I'll probably be hiding." He patted him on the arm. "Beside, think about how much happier you'll be if you're not interrupting the billion couples having sex in this park right now." He walked off, heading to one of the favorite hiding spots he'd found. He saw Lil' Hoss in a clearing and paused. "Not a real try," he called. "You'd never leave your bike alone, Modo. You'd panic and freak out on Vinnie."
Modo stepped up behind him. "Throttle's in bed."
Xander looked back at him. "Good, he needs to be in bed. He's injured." He turned and smirked at him. "Wanna watch the water with me? I don't spend very much time with you."
"Sure." He shrugged and let the boy lead him to his favorite spot, a nice nest among some rocks by the lake. "I've never been out here."
"I found it my first time here and was really happy that it'd been left alone. Of course, I had to clear out the critter living in it, but that was fine too." He nudged him gently with his shoulder. "Did they send you?"
"No, I thought maybe you'd like to talk. Like you said, we never spend time together." He nudged him back. "Were those thugs you?"
"Yeah, I get odd and clinical sounding when I do tequila. He wanted protection money. Slammed his fist into my beer glass too," he said, shaking his head with mock sorrow. He looked back at the bike. "You can come closer. I know there's two demons around here." She rolled closer, getting nearer to her rider's body. "Good girl." He heard a growl and hopped up, punching one of them and then kicking the other in the head. "Bad demons! Bad!" He hit them both and knocked them out. "Be thankful I don't have something sharp, pointy, and metal." He sat down again. "Sorry about that."
"You're good."
"Only when I'm drunk on tequila," he admitted. "Like I said, I become clinical. It's better this way." He grinned at him. "How many tries did it take to make him go to bed since he refused pain killers."
"Vinnie was practicing his 'daddy' act on him and it wore him out," Modo said with a small grin. "You should've seen it. It was cute."
"Vinnie's always cute. He's just built that way." Modo chuckled, patting him on the back. "The same as I am."
"At least you see that now and again." He gave him a hug. "He doesn't want you to go, Xander. He was just being macho and in pain."
"I've been there, he told me to let him spoil me. Turn about's fair play! I was waiting for him to get the flu."
"We don't, usually," Modo offered, grinning at him. "We need to hang out more often. No wild stuff like you and Vinnie do," he said when he saw the wicked look pop into being. "No jumping off high stuff, nothing like that. Do you fish?"
"Not very well. I'm always afraid I'll catch a former swimteam member." Modo stared at him in shock. "You never heard that story?" Modo shook his head. "Back in high school, way back when, we were having a problem with some sea creatures torturing students. We figured out it was somehow related to the swim team so I joined. I'm a good swimmer, I made the team easily. Not the highest of high standards and nowhere near Olympic caliber, but it was kinda fun, if a bit embarrassing since I was in this *tiny* speedo. Then the girls showed up and giggled and stared. I swear I spent half my time that day covering what little I was showing."
"Little? I've seen you naked."
"I've grown since I changed," he said proudly. "Nearly a whole inch."
"Still wouldn't make much difference. I bet the girls all stared because you were packing some major heat," Vinnie said from behind them. "This is your spot?" Xander nodded, scooting over to make room for him. "It's a pretty view." He grinned at Modo. "He won't fish either. He'll catch one of his teammates."
"I was telling him that story," Xander said with a pinch. He looked at Modo again. "Anyway, we figured out that it had to be from the team and that it had to be something that they were all getting. I was thinking steroid cocktail with an added ingredient. Turns out it was in the sauna we all took together, in the steam. Little, tiny bits of mermaid going into our pores and into our lungs to infect us and turn us into a sea monster. We lost most of the team but we managed to flush my system mostly."
"Mostly?"
"Yeah, well, let's just say I have better breath control now," he said a bit darkly. "Shh, don't tell Micah, he'll make me take SEAL training too." Modo chuckled and hugged him. "Thanks, big guy." He gave him a squeeze. "Anyway that's why I don't fish, in case I catch any of them. Then they might try to tempt me to join their fun and orgy games on the bottom of the sea. Xander of the sea just doesn't sound right."
"I can't see you being a sea creature. You'd never eat the people, they'd taste like hot dogs," Modo joked.
"Ooh, let's talk about that," Xander said, holding up a hand. "At the vampire club, little midget vampire, maybe three feet high, takes a bite out of Throttle's tail, said he tasted like hot dogs. So I punted him."
Vinnie snickered. "They say you are what you eat."
Xander patted his tummy. "Then we should be seeing some interesting changes from the little beast that makes you eat like Charley and Switch, huh?"
"I am not!" he defended. "I have too good of abs to be pregnant."
Xander beamed. "They'd come back with some work."
"Fat chance, Xander."
Modo chuckled. "I could see him talking about his aching back and trying to do a jump like that," he giggled.
"Uh-uh! If anyone's getting pregnant, it's Xander so there can be little Throttles and little Xander's to play with my kid," Vinnie said indignantly. "And yours when you start dating again."
"I'm happy, bro."
Xander gave him a look. "Modo, you're not happy. Your bike is a babe but there's no way to interlock parts with her. She can't give you a hug when you need it, and even though she's always there for you, she can't kiss the boo-boos and make 'em better." He gave him a hug. "She'll be a bit jealous when you find a nice mouse, but maybe she'll let you give her rides." He looked at Modo's bike. "Wouldn't you like to see him dating a nice mouse? Someone his momma would like?" She beeped excitedly. "There is?" Modo stared at him. "What? She said it!" He looked at the bike again. "Where, baby love?" She popped up a map and he took a look. "That's Shell. She's with Enamel." He stroked her. "But she'd be a good choice. She's a major babe and a half." Vinnie rumbled an agreeing sound. "Tell ya what, find another one and we'll gladly take her on. 'Kay?" The map popped up again. "You're sure?" The bike beeped. "Sounds like we've got another stranded one, bros. We should go rescue her."
"Really?" Vinnie asked. "Any danger?" He looked at the map. "That's by Enamel's house. Not much danger."
"Bet me, there's a demon street gang in his neighborhood." Xander got up and stretched. "Who do I get this time?"
"Me," Vinnie announced, standing up and pulling Modo up too. "Come on, let's rock..."
"And Ride," Modo agreed, getting into the spirit of things. "Any girl who needs saving needs a gentleman to lend a hand." He got onto his bike. "Okay, let's head out, girl." He sped off with her, Vinnie and Xander not far behind. He noticed Xander didn't have his helmet on but he'd let Throttle yell at him for that. After all, it was nearly two in the morning. They found the place where she was doing a standoff against the demon gang and waded in. He knocked one out of his shoes with a clothesline. Xander had hopped off and was kicking tail manually. Vinnie was shooting at them like they were ducks in a shooting gallery. A few got away and he sped off after them, running over the first and launching his bike after the second to take it out from above. It was a bit big after all, only ten feet. It went 'sploosh' under his bike and he laughed. "Hey, Xander, will you help me detail my sweetheart after you get done with Throttle's bike? That one was nasty."
"And it stinks," a female voice called. A mouse walked out of the destroyed building next to them, looking at them. "Who are you?" she asked, pointing her blaster at Xander, who she considered scarier. "I want an answer," she said when they didn't.
"I'm Vinnie Van Wham, this is Modo," he said, waving at Modo. "The most gentlemanly mouse you'll ever find. That is Xander, who's a new addition to the Chicago home team. You?"
"You're Trigger," Xander said, looking at her. "Modo's momma said something about you going missing on a patrol." She looked stunned and so did Modo. "It was while she was babying your sniffles, Modo." He patted him on the arm. "Welcome to Chicago, been here long?"
"No, I just got into town. What sort of aliens were those?"
"Those are demons, Trigger, most of them were native to this plane but the big one Vinnie got was a higher level. Apparently you've already pissed off the wrong people. You okay?"
"I'm fine. I have to get back to Mars."
"Carbine's due in a week. You can stay with us." Xander held out a hand. "Come on. Got your bike or do you need a ride?"
"She broke," she said flatly.
Modo gave her a strong hug. "I can't even imagine," he said quietly. "I'm so sorry." He slowly let her go. "You can ride behind me. There's more room and Vinnie does stupid stuff now and then." She nodded, going to get her things and then climb behind him. He watched as the two white mice took off, shaking his head. "Chaos."
"Huh?"
"My gray furred momma used to say one bored white mouse was bad, two is an army of terror, and three or more is a planetary emergency. Those two prove her right." She laughed and gave him a gentle squeeze so he took off. "You've got everything?"
"Everything I have left. When my ship crashed it hit a volcano and was eaten. My bike got me out, but then it got hit with a stray bolt of lava and it died saving me."
"Then it's a hero and should be honored," he said firmly. "Any bike wh gives up her life for yours should be honored as a tragic loss to the cause."
"That's what I consider him. It's been nearly a month so I'm starting to get over my grief." She stroked Modo's bike. "I don't know that I could bond to another bike, but yours seems very nice."
"Oh, she is. She's the sweetest darlin' on Mars. We've got a great relationship." He smiled as they pulled up in front of the lair. "We're parking around back but it's a bit bumpy with the new construction. If you want you can follow."
"That's fine. I rode a trail bike." He grinned and drove around, heading inside and up the ramp. Where Vinnie was bouncing around to wake up Throttle. "Let 'im sleep, Vinnie. He's tired. Xander wore him out."
"They're together?" She got off and took off her helmet, shaking out her short hair. "Wow, this is nice. I heard you guys lived in a scoreboard."
"We did until it got bought, and then Xander designed and built this place," Vinnie said proudly. "That was before he was furry."
"He's not a natural mouse? Karbunkle did it to him?"
"No, we're not sure why," Xander admitted as he came up the ramp. "I asked Dawn and she said you could crash in her room. She might wake you up when she comes in to change in the morning. She's the limping, hissing one." He patted her on the back. "Hungry?"
"Famished," she admitted. "But I can wait until breakfast."
"Oh, please," Xander chuckled. "We've got junk food out the ass around here." She smiled a bit at that. "Chips, chocolate, hot peppers, pretzels, popcorn? Soda? Root beer?"
"Root beer?" Vinnie went to get her some and a bag of chips. "Thank you." She took her first sip and looked at it. "What is this?"
"Root beer. It's nice," Vinnie told her. "Not too bad on the palate, no caffeine."
"How many of those sodas did you drink this time?" Throttle complained.
"Forgive him, he dislocated his ankle and wrenched his knee," Modo said with a gentle smile. "Throttle, this is," he said, getting out of the way.
"Trigger. Carbine and Modo's momma mentioned you. You okay? Where's your bike?"
"Lava got her and my ship."
"I'm sorry," he said honestly. "You okay?" She nodded. "You sure?"
"It's been nearly a month," she admitted. "Some sort of strange beam got me and pulled me down. Some sort of magnetic interference thingy."
"Yeah, that sounds like what they used on Sunnydale before they pulled it up," Xander admitted, scratching the back of his head. "That's what disrupted Willow's shield so they could get to it and knocked her out. I'm wondering if she's eating ghostly popcorn on Plutark laughing her ass off as they fight off the vampires they brought up."
"Could be," Vinnie agreed. "She's a strong girl."
"She was," Xander agreed. "As a nature spirit she's even more stubborn and twitterheaded." He rolled his eyes. "Sorry, old friend of mine. She blew through here like a hurricane a few times."
"Small redhead, female, pixy face, always grinning and happy?" Trigger asked. Xander nodded. "She's not on Plutark, she's on one of their processing worlds. One of the slaves reported her as a hallucination and the thing that let them out of their cells to rebel a few times." She stared at him. "She said to tell you she was sorry she couldn't do it all the way."
"That answers that question!" Xander said happily. "No demons!"
Throttle looked at him. "How much did you have to drink, how many fights did you get into this time, and do we owe for more property damage?"
Xander smirked at him. "About a quarter bottle of tequila, yeah, when I was jumped, and nope. They decided I didn't need their protection in their supposedly bad neighborhood." He grinned and then grinned at Trigger. "Forgive him, he's a grumpy man at the moment. He needs drugs."
"Someone asked me to hold their pot stash if it'd help," Dawn called before coming up the stairs on Rimfire's arm. "Hey," she said to the new mouse. "I'm Dawn. This is Rimfire, Modo's nephew and my guy." She looked at Xander, then looked him over, noticing the blood on his pants and his scraped knuckles. "Demons or humans?"
"Both." He shrugged. "I'm going to go clean up." He nodded at Trigger. "If you need anything, just yelp our way." He headed down the ramp for the bathroom, finding a bath being drawn. "Dawn!"
"Sorry."
"Fine." He headed to his room, using some baby wipes to clean off his hands, and the pants went into the basket instead. He climbed into bed, wiggling to get comfortable on the big, cold surface, then sighed and flipped onto his side and curled up in a ball.
"If you'd wait, I'd sleep with you," Throttle offered from the doorway. He walked in and shut the door, limping over to climb in behind him. "Just don't kick it."
"I can't promise that."
"Okay, try," he said with a grin. He gave him a hug. "Feel better?" Xander nodded. "I'm not going to get onto you about drinking tonight, babe. Vinnie chewed me a new one for not letting you spoil me like I did you when you had the flu." He pulled Xander back against his chest, cuddling him. "How many did you take out?"
"Five humans and six demons. Vinnie rode down a few and landed on top of one. I've got to help him clean his bike out tomorrow after I do yours."
"No work?"
"Tomorrow's my usual day off. Trish said so. She needs me there most mornings but I get the afternoons off. I stopped to call while I was out. She said to take tomorrow off and so did the boss, who thought I should be out finding you a dealer for pain pills."
"I'm good on pain," he pointed out gently, giving him a squeeze. "Pain and I are old friends."
"We're on casual sex terms personally but I still like my pain killers," Xander said sarcastically.
Throttle chuckled. "I'll be fine by the morning, Xander. It was more embarrassment than pain. You're really strong."
"I have to be. You're not a tiny guy." That got another chuckle against the back of his neck, which caused a shiver. "You're going to be in more pain if I act like I want," he warned.
"I know what you want and what you need," Throttle soothed, stroking his stomach. "Your boss was right, you do need more definition. You need to be studlier than Vinnie so he quits bragging all the time."
"I'm not sure I can be that studly. I like to wear shirts." That got a third tremor-inducing chuckle and this time he had to grab onto the mattress to keep himself from pouncing. "Maybe one of us should sleep on the floor so you don't get hurt worse."
Throttle hummed against the sensitive flesh of the back of Xander's neck. "Maybe, but you made promises and a true mouse always keeps his promises, especially the personal vows like you made to me when you said I'd be screaming your name in pleasure." Xander moaned and shifted back against him. "This time, Dawn won't be yelping. She sound- proofed their room. Trigger is being fawned over by Modo. He's star struck badly."
"She's supposed to be pretty nice according to his momma."
"Modo's momma has good taste in women, but I think she wanted to introduce him to Rocket. She's a bit more like her. But then again, you never know when love'll hit. Modo's a great, gentle man. That's why we like him."
"That's why I like him too. He actually frowns at me when I belch." Throttle smiled, he could feel it against the back of his neck. "Are you sure?"
"Yeah, I'm sure. You're not drunk, right?"
"Hardly," he snorted, flipping over quickly and pinning him to the bed, careful not to touch his injured leg as he mauled his mouth with a strong, sensuous kiss. He felt Throttle shift and pulled back to watch what he was doing, not wanting to hit the cast. "What?" he asked when he saw the position he was getting into. "You don't want....."
"I want to break this bad streak. The first time we did this to me we ended up having a long talk. This time I got injured. Third time's the charm."
"No, you're the charm," Xander moaned, kissing him again. He got up and found the soft, quick-release cuffs, the ones that Throttle swore he could break himself out of in case something happened, and used them on his wrists, avoiding the cracked part of the headboard. "There," he said smugly. "Nice and tight?"
"Very tight, but good tight," he agreed, relaxing. He heard the spell start and winced. "Dawn's soundproofing us again."
"Hopefully it'll be a good thing," he agreed, looking at the serious expanse of flesh at his disposal. "What should I do with all this naked fur?" he mused. Then he decided, he leaned down to nose through it to find the skin underneath, licking at it. Little licks, like a mother cleaning her kitten. Not anywhere particularly arousing, but just down the middle of his chest. Throttle was arching up and trying not to giggle when he hit a ticklish spot, so he moved to a more heat-making zone, up around his chin and throat. Throttle moaned but tipped his head back. It was all he could do. Even when he was the one tied down, Xander was still pleasing him. His baby was meant to make pleasure and take pleasure, but he was so much more and that complexity was what drew Throttle to him. He suddenly had to stop thinking because the licks were over his adam's apple and on one hand it felt like he was in danger but on the other he knew Xander would never hurt him. He could, easily, but he wouldn't. He knew he wouldn't. He could see it in his eyes and the way the mouse fussed over him. He shifted to get the tongue to move and it did, going down to nibble on his collarbone for a few minutes.
His mind was screaming at him where he wanted that mouth to go, how he wanted it to work him, where he wanted the next touch. Xander wasn't very predicable, but he knew his mental chant of 'nipples, nipples, nipples' would be answered soon enough. Xander loved to play with his chest and it showed. He moaned, "Nipples," when they were found, arching up into the gentle tongue and teeth. When he was younger he had wondered why males had them, but then someone had taught him why. Now he knew for sure why his boy liked his. He was feasting on them, rolling and plucking the unsucked one, making them harder and making him gasp. The thought that he had been in this spot earlier when they had been interrupted crossed his mind but didn't stay for long. Xander was already forging ahead, making more than this simple pleasure happen. He was down rooting around on his stomach again, tugging gently on the base of his fur, licking and nibbling the skin he exposed.
He suddenly moaned and arched up when Xander discovered a new area, one that was tender but felt nice anyway. That spot was attended to until he wiggled away and then Xander went back to his searching, finding one on his side. Finding another spot that made him so hot he growled on his upper thigh, around an older scar. He could feel Xander's ear brushing him while he teased and played with that scar, and it was too much. "Please," he broke. "Now?" Xander looked up and then went back to what he was doing. "You want me to beg?"
"I like to hear you beg. You have a beautiful voice all the time, but when you're ready to fuck me stupid, it gets even better."
"Babe, never use that word."
"Sorry." He kissed him and then slid across his body, careful about his leg. He slid back and forth, messing up both their furs this time, getting in some gentle friction. "What should I call it? I was told that hard, fast, denting the wall sex was that. Making love was gentle, tender, sharing, and touching sex. The rest of it was just good."
"Drawl that word out and you'd have it just perfect," Throttle teased. "To me, fucking is meaningless. Like having sex in a club bathroom just to scratch an itch. That hard, grinding, pounding sex between real lovers isn't in a special category. That's just the way I like it sometimes." Xander beamed and kissed him before sliding down again. His brain shut down at the touch of that warm, wet, rough tongue on his cock, and that was all he could feel. He couldn't feel his straining against the cuffs so he could guide his lover's head. He couldn't hear the headboard cracking again, or feel it come apart on one side. Xander moaned as he went down, like this was his favorite thing in the world to be doing. Throttle knew his favorite thing was when he slid home, all the way in, and stayed there for a few minutes, but apparently that would be for tomorrow morning. Or actually this morning. Or possibly this afternoon since they could sleep in. Instead, he could just barely feel a finger teasing him and knew it was his turn, still. Not that he minded. Xander was a pretty decent top, one who liked to play.
And play he was since Xander was teasing him now. This time he heard the headboard crack and he didn't care. His hands wrapped themselves into that soft, white fur, and made the teasing stop. He couldn't take it anymore. He groaned and arched up into the welcoming mouth, wincing a bit as the finger slid into him. His thumb, so he was looking for an intense, slow, hard ride this time. Next it was two fingers and the mouth was still going on. Xander was a wonderful preparer. He could almost forget all about the stretching because the boy's teeth were scraping him just a bit in the right spots. He felt himself open wider and relaxed, then the slick stuff slid in and then the blunter cock. Xander paused, another indication it was going to be long and slow. He felt himself being turned onto his side and Xander slid out for a moment, making him whine, but then he was back and it was better. No worrying about his leg and foot. Just his tail got in the way but Xander was playing with it so it was behaving. He didn't normally like this position receiving but this time it felt good and perfect. Next time it would have to be Xander on top.
"Pay attention," was whispered, and Xander did something that was driving him insane! What was he doing to his tail this time! It was like he was stroking it with something scratchy, but at the same time he was making it feel so good! "Tweed," he said smugly. "I knew there had to be a use for it in the universe. Besides date body armor."
"Date body armor?" he murmured, going with it.
"Yeah, you wear tweed, you don't get a date. It fends them off like Jewish garlic soup does vampires." He nipped him on the back of the neck, making sure his baby was moving just right as he slid in and out of him, going faster than he knew Throttle was expecting. He didn't expect him to stay awake this long so he must be running out of time to give him nature's little pain killer. He sped up a bit more, going deeper and harder now. Throttle moaned and pulled his arm around to play with his fingers for him. Xander appreciated that enough to lunge in when the first one was sucked on. He slammed in hard, pressing in once he made it, grinding him into position.
Then the pressure was gone and Throttle panted, coming down a bit before Xander returned to his assault. It built again and this time the fabric teasing him was softer, silk, and it was nicer. He came when Xander went back to going harder, liking it more with the teasing he was doing. He felt Xander come and he went limp. "I can't feel either foot," he said in a sleepy, happy voice. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." He kissed the back of his neck again. "Go to sleep and I'll baby you tomorrow."
"It is tomorrow."
"When we get up. You know what I meant."
"Yeah, I did." He pulled Xander closer, making him cuddle him. "What're we going to do to Vinnie the next time he gets sick or injured?"
"I'm not going to bury myself in him like I just did you," Xander teased. "I can see myself being nice though. You?"
"Usually I just pick on him about whatever accident caused that. It keeps down the bragging about how cool it was."
"You know, you may be Mr. Cool and Casual, but you're still going to have to limp," Xander teased, poking him gently in the side. "How're ya gonna do that and be so cool?"
"Easy, I'll stroll. They gave me a cane, I'll still look cool. Just more like a wounded vet for a few days." He patted the arm over his waist. "Let's nap, okay?"
"Sure. I'm sorry I picked on you."
"That's not picking on me, I'll be getting more of that tomorrow."
"I'll stick up for you."
"Nope, let the boys play. It'll make them feel like they're helping." He stroked the soft fur. "If he gets too annoying, make some jokes about over compensation."
"Sure." He kissed the back of Throttle's head. "Now you sleep."
"You sound like my mother." Xander pinched him. "Ow! Can you at least take the handcuffs off?"
"Sure, if you fix the headboard," Xander said dryly. He reached over before Throttle could gnaw one of the cuffs open and released him. "Fine. But you should still be the one who fixes the headboard. You're the one who broke it."
"Did you know your room echos over here?" Trigger called.
"No but it doesn't surprise me knowing Dawn," Xander said dryly, making Throttle chuckle. "You rest. Sleep, Trigger."
"Fine."
"Fine," Throttle agreed, closing his eyes, but he was smiling. Xander was something else.
***
Throttle strolled up the ramp with his cane the next morning.
"Looking casual, Hopalong," Vinnie teased.
"Yeah, we expected more of a Timmy impersonation."
"I'm not that cheerful if we're talking about the Christmas movie and I'm not in a wheelchair if we're talking South Park," he said smartly, sitting down in his place. Trigger came out of the kitchen and moved her plate. "Shoot, I was hoping someone was cooking."
"I am," Carbine yelled.
"Good, fix me up some food, woman." A cup came flying out and hit him. "Ow! I'll make Xander get you back for that."
Carbine came to the door, looking at him. "I doubt it." She noticed the cane and the aircast. "What did you do *this* time?"
"Tripped and fell getting out of bed," he said smartly.
"Yeah, because Xander had you tied down," Vinnie teased.
"You never would have let me do that," Carbine sniffed.
"That's because I knew you were going to shoot me," he shot back. "Any pain killers?"
"I'll find them," she complained. "I'm not the maid."
"You said you were cooking."
"I am, I'm very hot," she said snidely, finding them in the bathroom and tossing them at his head on her way back to the kitchen.
"Consider it a punishment for coming back early," Vinnie joked.
Xander came out of the study. "Bad news, folks, you're going to be deprived of the super couple today. Unfortunately I'm being recalled to work."
"When?" Throttle asked.
"In about four hours. So that means I've got time to do your bike, Vinnie's bike, then suck up to Trigger a bit so Modo can blush and growl at the same time," he said with a grin for him. "I figured since it worked so well with Vinnie, it might help you too."
"Ah don't need it," Modo drawled. "Women like us polite men."
"So *that's* where Vinnie went wrong," Throttle taunted. "No wonder it took him so long to catch Charley girl."
"Listen, Auntie Mame, I'm doing well with her. You and destructo-boy there butt out," he said defensively.
Xander hugged him. "It's all right, we know she picked you because she needed someone who could make her laugh." Modo tried to hide his snickers. "Well, he does! He tells her such neat jokes, and then he brags." He grinned at Vinnie. "We were talking about you last night after having sex."
"See, I am the greatest," Vinnie said smugly. "They talk about me after they're done having their mediocre sex."
"Bet me it was mediocre. Worked better than the painkilers," Throttle said dryly. "By the way, Xan, instead of *fixing* the headboard, why don't we *buy* a new headboard."
"Sure, but this one had better last. It's our third one, Throttle."
"Fine, we'll try to find one made of real steel this time."
Xander shrugged. "As long as I like the style. I could learn to like a canopy bed. Many, many more bondage options."
"I don't need ta know that," Modo said in a sing-song voice.
"Yeah, that's right, Modo's a good boy who only likes the lights off," Vinnie taunted, smirking at Modo. "Need pointers, bro?"
"I could swat you but it'd be a waste of energy." Modo leaned back. "So, why were you two talking about the ego egghead?" Modo asked with a smirk in Xander's direction.
"Well, we were comparing thoughts of, well, compensation. I got razzed by Trisha that my car was until I proved it, and Throttle thought that maybe other people did the same thing. You know, fast cars, little dicks. Lots of weapons, little dicks that blow sooner than you want them too. Lots of bright colors to hide an inadequate form or draw attention away from nasty body area."
"You forgot lots of loud speech to draw attention to the compensation so that others don't miss it and actually notice what the guy's compensating for," Throttle told him.
"Excuse me? I'm the studliest and most well-built mouse in this room!" Vinnie defended.
"I'm going to puke," Carbine complained, heading back into the kitchen.
"How soon before it's time for food," Throttle called.
"I can hit you with this hot skillet if you're in that big of a rush."
"No, that's okay, I can wait."
"I can prove to you that I'm better and bigger and more studly," Vinnie defended. He stood up. "Come on."
"That wouldn't be fair to you," Xander said smugly.
"I've seen yours, it's not that good," Vinnie sneered.
"Ha! You saw me out of a cold shower or a dip in the lake maybe," Xander shot back. "After all, I used to make my living showing mine. You probably couldn't."
"Bet me!" Vinnie protested. "I could easily make it as a porn star, I'm just not that easy."
"Oooh, really?" Xander asked with a smirk. "Then you should know Dawn found your little black book and she's going to call every woman in there to tell them that you claimed Charley."
"When is she spending that year on Mars?" Modo asked.
"Year?" Xander laughed. "She must be doing college up there through her doctorate." He undid his belt. "You think you're bigger, then let's do this, Vinnie. I'm more than bigger than you and I'm still just a baby mouse." Vinnie growled and undid his belt, lowering his pants and boxers. Xander dropped his and saw Vinnie stare, then shake his head. Xander looked down. "Throttle, didn't I tell you no more magic markers? Just for that you're *fixing* that headboard until you break it permanently."
"Sorry, I couldn't resist. He looks so much better with the blaster and mustache."
Modo burst out in cackles, swatting at Throttle. "You're so bad."
"I know," he joked. "Hey, Carbine, we need someone to judge a fairly close contest. Come see which one's better."
Carbine came to the door and paused, looking at them. "I don't want to know," she said, going back to fixing breakfast. She really didn't want to know that much or why Xander had drawn on his.
"I'm thinking about a tattoo there, whaddya think, Carbine?"
"If you do that to yourself, I will spank you," Throttle said calmly.
"You know, the only way to really figure this out is to measure them," Modo said.
"Not at the table, that's disgusting!" Carbine shouted, storming out. "Put the miniature guns away, gentlemen, before I rip them off."
Xander was putting his back in. "You touch mine and we're going to go round and round, Carbine. I don't cheat."
Vinnie snorted, looking down at himself. Then over at Xander. Then at Throttle, who shrugged. "Fine, you decide then."
"Memories don't make good judgement calls," he said smartly. "You're taken, I'm taken, can't happen, bro."
"Maybe you should hand him to Xander, that way he dies in bed," Carbine said bitterly, heading back into the kitchen, slamming things around.
"I only did that twice," Xander complained, sitting down to pout. "We'll just have to pull out the measuring stick."
"You've got a tape measure," Vinnie agreed.
"Hard or soft?"
"Hard, it's only fair. Soft you can be squished."
"No more of this discussion, there are women present," Carbine complained as she brought out Throttle's breakfast, noticing Vinnie was staring at them. Then at her. "What? I'm female, dipshit."
Xander smacked her. "Don't insult my big brother. That's my fun! I'll have to do mean things to you in retaliation, like give my boss a headache so you don't get sex." She growled and stomped into the bathroom, slamming the door.
Xander looked at Throttle, who smirked and gave a sideways nod. So he leaned closer to Vinnie. "I know you wanted to compare fairly. You can touch if you want to touch, just this once. Just be aware that I'm not held responsible for anyone getting addicted. Touch at your own risk."
Vinnie shook his head. "That would be going *way* too far."
"Go ahead, see what else you've missed over time," Throttle offered. "Bragging cost you that package."
Vinnie consider it and then decided and reached over to touch him gently. He was definitely just as wide. Probably just as long, but Xander was definitely not as cute as he was. He wiped his hands off. "We're going to have to go full measurement."
"Fine," Xander agreed. "Come get me when you're ready."
"Do I want to know?" Charley asked from the ramp.
"Throttle and I were discussing last night whether or not Vinnie's bike is a touch Freudian."
"Ehhh, I'm not going to touch that comment. I don't want to know how you solve it either." She sat down, shaking her head. "Carbine, can I have a soda?"
"Of course." She brought it out and found Xander grinning at her. "I'm not cooking for you."
Xander beamed. "That's all right." He got up and headed into the kitchen. "Charley?"
"Don't mention food."
"Sorry. Vinnie?"
"Eaten. So has everyone but you two and the other couple."
"Cool." He made a bunch of clinking and clanking noises and ten minutes later came out with french toast and bacon. Throttle looked at the extra-large stack and then gave him a look. Xander beamed. "Only if you come to work with me so I know that you're not off hurting yourself more."
"Limping as I go?" Throttle taunted. Xander cut into his first piece and ate it with a small moan, then cut into another one, holding it out to him. "Fine, I'll go watch you do paperwork." Xander fixed him a whole one and handed it over with a few pieces of bacon. "Thank you, Xander."
"Not a problem." He grinned at Carbine. "Not to diss yours."
"No, you're trying to tempt him into doing something, it's a time honored tradition," she admitted. "I had to a number of times." She sipped her soda, looking over as Dawn and Rimfire came up the stairs. "What happened to you two?"
"Succubus attack," Dawn groaned as she sat on Rimfire's lap. It was softer than a pillow any day. "Don't ask." Carbine nodded, leaving it there. "Food?" Dawn asked pitifully. Xander fixed a few slices and handed them over. "Thank you, Xander."
"I'm surprised you're eating solids," Charley told her.
"My stomach hurts. It wants real food. It wants this food." She dug in, eating the first one then sharing the next with her very sleepy boyfriend. "If you want, you can go back to your nap."
"I'm not sleeping without you around for the next few days," he said through a yawn. "To protect the both of us."
"I protected the both of you. Go to bed, kid." Rimfire, nodded and handed Dawn to his uncle before heading back down to bed.
Dawn looked back at Modo. "You're nearly as comfortable as your nephew is. Hand me my plate." It was handed down and Modo just had to accept it because he'd never move her. That was the sort of guy he was.
Episode 28:
Throttle strolled into Xander's office, his cane tapping loudly in the quiet afternoon. "No one here today?" he asked Trisha.
"No, we had a small incident. One of the guys was guiding a steel beam and it landed on his hand. Xander had to drive him to the ER," she offered, smiling up at him as she pushed some of her black hair back behind her ear. She stood up to give him a hug, showing off her smiley face plus forehead bullet hole t-shirt with the phrase 'happier now, thanks' underneath and her cutoff jean shorts. "Should you be walking?"
"No," he admitted cooly and casually, smirking at her, "that's why I'm strolling." He sat down and put his injured leg up, looking at the mess on the desk. "Is he behind?"
"Nope, all that's due tomorrow. He's actually about a day ahead by most other boss's timetable. Then again, he likes being ahead. That's why the site's a few days ahead." She shrugged. "How about you? Feeling better?"
"Much. I'm not being fussed over at home. It's all good." He smiled as he heard a particular engine sound, getting comfortable and spreading his legs just a bit to look more cool for his mate when he came in. "Hey," he said in greeting. "Thought I'd come for lunch."
Xander grinned. "Sure, I could eat." He looked at Trisha, then outside. "The boss said to call it for the day?"
"Yeah, we got that one beam in place and then we called for the day so they could go to the main building and redo the safety lectures. That's our first accident company wide in nearly six months." Xander grinned at that. "Besides yours, which weren't work related."
"No, they weren't," he agreed dryly. "Then we're free?"
"Yup, we are. I was just holding things down until you got back." She grabbed her jeans jacket and pulled it on. "Don't have sex on my desk, you'll mess up my paperwork." She grinned at Throttle. "Have fun being lunch." Then she left, going out to her neon green pickup. Her music came on as soon as the engine started, making the guard jump, and she was off.
Xander shook his head, grinning at Throttle. "So, where should I take you to eat you?" he asked with a leer.
"How about back at the garage since you're done for the day? Charley's got a fussy car in there and she's about ready to pop it one with a blaster. Maybe we could pick up lunch on the way?"
"Sure," he agreed, helping his mate stand so he could steal a kiss. "Or we could play a bit here and then go home," he suggested.
"That was my original intention," he retorted, smirking at him. "Wanna go for a ride, Xander?"
"Only if I get to drive since you're not supposed to be."
"I cabbed," he admitted. "She wouldn't let me ride her yet."
"Then we'll go home and I'll coax her out for a ride, and you can help me learn more stuff." He stole a kiss. "When do you guys think I'll be able to go trash the tower with you?"
"When you've got your own bike and you've learned the playbook," he said firmly.
"I can drive the car for now," he offered smoothly, kissing him again. "Can't you just *show* me?"
"Nope, sorry. Stoker has to teach it to you. It's got a lot of stuff we don't use because it covers all the specialties." He stole a quick kiss. "Come on, let's go feed everyone and then we'll head out for a nice, long, secluded ride." Xander beamed and led him out to the car, only pausing to lock the trailer, then they headed to get Charley something she'd like. She was being a bit picky about eating recently.
***
Throttle and Xander rode back into the garage, looking at the car in the other bay. It was fairly old and beaten up, but Charley was deep under it. They could only see her feet. "We brought food," Xander offered.
"Give me ten more, guys."
"Sure, Charley girl," Throttle agreed, getting off and taking Xander back to the kitchen. For some reason Xander was hanging back, staring at the car. "Never seen one?" he joked.
Xander frowned at it, then looked at him. "Go get me the Bextra red book," he ordered quietly. "There's something I need to look up over lunch." Throttle shrugged and went to get that one from Dawn's room. He didn't understand about these things but apparently it was important. Xander walked back there and pulled Charley out by her feet. "You might wanna get away from the possessed car," he noted dryly. "It's trying to jump bodies. You can tell because it's got that shimmery haze thing going."
She got up and backed behind him. "What do we do about this?"
"Well, first I look up what to do. I can do pretty good on people, as long as they're not holy spirits of any sort. Cars are different. What I do on people requires them to fight back." He made a shooing motion. "Back, go to the kitchen." She walked backwards, running into Throttle. "In the index, look up possession, inanimate objects," he ordered quietly. The car roared to life and he dove out of the way, behind a bike, and Throttle picked up Charley to move her. "I don't know this section by heart," he yelled.
"Inanimate objects, see Thorenson or King."
"Yeah, because I've got *so* much time to reread Christine!" he yelled. The car turned to look at him. "Nice demon, it's okay. We're just going to let you jump into a better body. That's all. Just not one of the bikes, okay. We can treat them like people and work on them. You don't want them anyway, they're alien," he offered when the car looked at the bikes gathered around. "Bikes, out!" he shouted. They all shot out of the garage, the car seeming to swell to try to catch one, but Lil' Hoss was better than any demon. Xander was now unguarded and he looked at the car. "Okay, in Christine I'm pretty sure we ended up destroying the car. I obviously don't want to do that." He saw someone stick their head in the doorway. "Oh, hey, she's in the kitchen."
"Thanks. What's going on?" He looked at his car, which somehow seemed to wiggle and turn to face him. "What happened?"
"We were wondering the same thing. Have you pissed off any people who have recently died?"
The owner shook his head. "No, not that I know of. My aunt recently died but she didn't ever like me."
"Huh." Xander saw Charley come in. "Out!" he ordered. "You are vulnerable, the same as I am." She looked stunned and a tail came through the swinging doors to pull her back into the kitchen. "Thanks. Let's try to keep her in there, guys." He looked at the car again, taking a step closer. "If you'd let me, I'd help you," he offered gently. "I'll gladly help you out of that older body and into a newer one. Just not the bikes or my car, dear." The car wiggled again and turned on him, pinning him in the headlights. "Hey, I know, I draw people to me," he agreed. "I can help you if you want. Can you wait an hour to get the other helpful person here? Someone call Dawn!" he shouted.
"What are you doing?" the owner asked. "She's stuck in there, right?"
"Yeah, but I'm trying to get her out, before the car kills someone," he said blandly.
"This is scarily like a book I saw as a movie once," the owner complained. He walked in and the car turned on him, trying to run him down. Xander moved him and got between them, staring at the car's headlights. "Thanks, man."
"Outside," he ordered calmly. "Look for a brunette young woman. When she gets here, you can let her in. Now out." He nodded, taking off that way. Xander stopped the car by standing in front of it. He was slowly lowering his shields, finding the demon trying to taste him. He knew he was a nummy treat for them and vampires.
"Xander, can we not get possessed today?" Vinnie called. "I needed help shopping."
"Sure, if possible. Someone make sure Dawn's on her way."
"She's on her way, they were out at a far park for a ride," Throttle admitted. He came to the door, and watched the car turn itself around. "That's just bad," he decided, backing away.
Xander coughed and lowered his shield a bit more. "Let's not touch the husband, honey. It won't do you any good. He's shielded. All his people are." He heard an inquisitive beep. "No, stay out there," he called. "Head over to the lair. She can jump into you and then Oz'll have to mess with your programming." The bike backed off and they all headed next door, going to hide. Which got Modo up. He came over and peeked in the door. "Out!" he ordered sharply. "You are possessable."
"The car's possessed?" he asked. The car turned to look at him. "Oh, hey, I guess it is." He went to guard the house. Nothing was jumping into his bike. Especially not some nasty demon. He slammed the door and locked it, just in case.
Xander swallowed, staring at the car again. "We can try to help or I can call a big magnet," he said calmly. "If you wanna cooperate, it'd be kinda nice. Usually I only do people." The car inched toward him. "What? You want me? Well, you've got to get Throttle's permission first. By the way, don't try for Charley either. She's shielded. Dawn made sure of it." He stepped forward a step and the car inched back. "I'm not going to hurt you," he promised gently. "I'm not. I'm going to touch your hood to see what sort of spirit you are." He leaned forward, still staring at it as he put a hand on the hood. It bucked and he landed against the wall. "Wonderful. I need some holy water," he called miserably. "We might want to call Wes or Fred too."
"Already done, they said it's the same procedure and to use sea salt if possible," Charley said from the doorway. "They said to hitch it down and I don't know how."
"Get it onto the lift?" he suggested with a shrug. The car lunged toward Charley and he tried to get between them but the antenna shot out and caught her by the arm, dragging her out. Xander got there in time to tackle her and stop her progress, struggling with the demonic wire. He growled and summoned over a pair of wire cutters, using it on the antenna, which released her. She was bleeding from it and hurried back to the kitchen. "Get her to the hospital," he ordered. "No paramedics, drive her." Vinnie nodded, taking her to his bike and heading off with her. "Okay, you want blood," he said dryly, lowering his shields all the way. He could feel the creature eyeing him, felt it tense, and then he felt it leap, but his shields went up and Throttle threw the holy water on the gaseous form of the demon as it moved. The shriek shook the garage, knocking some tools off but he didn't really care. They could clean up later. He looked at the demon, catching the bag of salt from Throttle's toss, knowing he was going to. A quick circle, then a pentagram around the circle. "Book?" he called. It was tossed out too. "Thanks, Rimfire. Where's Dawn?"
"Getting some other supplies. She said it's a higher level and to use the one on page 280," he repeated.
"Sure." He flipped to the page and snorted. "This one doesn't work very well for me." Dawn walked in and took the book, moving to start the banishment. "I can do it."
"Hush," Throttle ordered, pulling him back. The spirit tried to move toward them but it was stuck now. Dawn had completed the first passage and it was stuck in the opening portal. It struck and blew at the barrier around it but it wasn't going to work. She continued to chant, sending it on its way. Throttle looked Xander over, seeing the few cuts on him too. Nothing as serious as Charley's into her wrist, but still bleeding. He took him back to the kitchen sink, going to rinse them off and look them over. None needed stitches and for that he said a silent prayer to one of the Martian deities, and then the spirit yelled something and Dawn shouted back, sounding scared. Xander went out there and started on a different spell, using his blood around the figures in salt. The spirit formed then wiggled and screamed in pain as a dark haze came up around its feet. It was slowly eaten by the haze, making Dawn and Throttle shudder, she was in his arms now. Xander got finished and was panting, but then he slit his thumb and the blood was flung across the figure. The demon went 'whoosh' as the haze finished it off. The screams ended and so did the breeze. They all stared at the spot on the floor, then Throttle looked at his mate. "You okay?"
"Nauseous," he complained, holding his stomach. "I hate blood magic." He ran to the bathroom to get sick, slamming the door behind him.
Rimfire stole Dawn to hold and check over, finally finding nothing wrong so he cuddled her against his chest. "It's gone?" he asked.
"Yeah, it's gone," Throttle agreed. He walked over to the door and opened it, finding the owner cowering outside. "It's gone. Charley probably won't be able to finish it for about a week. That okay with you?"
"Fine," he said, staring at him and swallowing. "Is she all right? Did it try to eat her?"
"The antenna opened a spot on her wrist," he admitted. "She's in the ER at the moment."
"I'll pay for that too," he vowed. "Thank you, sir, for saving her. I don't know what to say. I had no idea." He shook his hand. "I'll be back in a week." He walked off, going to have a large drink and then go to church. "Why did someone tell me to bring her here?" he asked the sky. "Did they know?"
Throttle put out the 'closed due to emergency' sign and then closed the door. He found Xander still in the bathroom and got down to help him get sick, smoothing the fur on his head and back while he retched. "She'll be fine and so will you," he said gently. "Dawn's fine too." Xander nodded, getting sick again. "Rimfire, get me some cold water," he called. Dawn brought it in and put it beside them, then laid a hand on the back of Xander's neck, easing it some. "Thanks, Dawn. You okay?"
"Creeped out. I've never dealt with one of hell's minions before," she admitted. "Usually it's former people and minor demons." She went back to the kitchen, then went next door to tell Modo it was okay again. She sat down with Rimfire to check the bikes, just in case, but she certainly wasn't ready to eat. She looked up as Modo came down the ramp. "It's gone. Xander had to banish it. Charley's in the ER with a cut wrist. Xander's puking up his toenails for a few more minutes. He got them out of the way."
"I saw. I'll thank him later."
"Tuck him in later," she said with a small grin for him. "He'll need a nap." She patted Throttle's bike. "You okay, baby?" She beeped and nudged her. "You're sure? No odd things in your wiring? Nothing making you itch?" Lil' Hoss shifted. "Oh, please don't be possessed." It shifted and shook its front wheel. "Thanks, babe. Rimfire, can you go warm me up some soup?"
"Sure." He kissed her on the cheek and went up to do that for her. She deserved it and maybe Xander could use some too. Dawn came up and flopped down a few minutes later. "Something else happen?" he asked, looking out at her.
"Vinnie called, Charley's getting fifteen stitches and a huge bandage. They thought she had gotten cut on a fan blade." She shrugged. "We'll be fine, Rimmy." He grinned and went back to her lunch. Throttle carried Xander up the ramp and put him beside her so she leaned against his side. "Rimmy's warming up soup," she offered.
"No, food bad," he groaned, getting up to get sick again.
"He'll be fine. It's been one of those days for injury," Throttle told her. "A guy at the sight got his hand stuck between two steel beams." She winced. "Yeah." He shuddered. "Rimfire, is there enough for me and Modo too?" he called, going to make sure of it. "Xander's not going to be eating anytime soon," he offered quietly, taking that bowl for himself. Modo got one too and they sat down in the lounge area to eat quietly, waiting on Vinnie and Charley to come back.
***
Xander peeked in on Charley, then walked in and handed her the book he hated to use. "Here, just in case."
She stared up at him. "I'm not like that."
"You are," he offered. "Just a milder version. You've got some older shields on you. I'm guessing someone in your past had a clue and tried to protect you." He sat on the foot of her bed. "You okay? No funny feelings, no stranger than average cravings? Nothing like a roaming anger problem?"
"No, not at the moment," she said dryly, staring at him. "How long have you realized?"
"Since Vinnie said our minds felt alike. I did a small thing and found your shields, and they're okay," he promised, "just not against something that massive and being pregnant can make them thinner around you and stronger around her," he said, pointing at her stomach. "Fred said so."
She sighed. "Fine. I'll think about working on my shields."
"Do them with Vinnie," he suggested with a grin. "Keep him from pouncing into your mind now and then." She smiled at that. "I've got some decent ones and it was pushing on mine too. It'd be a lot harder to protect you if you got possessed. Even if we got you free, the baby could come out with it and I don't want my first time holding my godchild to be an unpossession." Vinnie snickered from behind them, in the doorway. "I don't," he defended. "You've realized for how long that she's possessable?"
"Since I figured out why your minds were alike." He walked in to lay beside her, looking at the book. "You hate that book."
"Yeah, but she's the more traditional type," he said dryly. "She can start there and customize from there. Think of it like a bare frame." Vinnie chuckled at that. "Seriously. Some people see their shields like Star Trek, some of them see them like some dense fog around them, and some of us see them like steel plates because we need them that way," he said wisely, smirking at her. That got a small smile. "Or let him help you. The big goofball beside you has some pretty good shields." He patted her stomach before standing up. "Protect her, okay? I don't want either of you hurt. Or you, Vinnie," he finished with a small grin, heading back to his spot on the couch. Throttle held up the blankets and he snuggled underneath again. "I gave her the book."
"Good. We'll help her too." He tucked his man back in and sat there reading, just so Xander couldn't get up and do more dangerous things.
***
Dawn snuck over later that night, after dinner, and curled up beside Charley. "I love Rimfire, but he's got some strange ideas," she sighed.
Charley grinned at her. "What's he doing now?"
"He's decided I don't need to shave, no matter how much I itch, because it's not something that'll do anything for him." She looked up at her buddy. "I don't mind not shaving now and then but I was in a shaving mood earlier."
Charley smiled and nodded. "That is one good thing to dating someone so furry, they don't care if you have body fur too." She patted her on the back. "I'm almost tempted to shave everything off and then see what they do."
Dawn smirked. "Rimfire was getting upset because I was going to shave my armpits. He's going to blow his stack if I shaved everything." She grinned. "Want to?"
"Sure," she agreed. "Vinnie could use a little bit of shock," she said with a wink. "Nair?"
"Much easier than wax," Dawn agreed lightly. "I'll run out and get some." She got up and headed down to steal Charley's bike to go to the pharmacy.
***
Xander took a sniff and shuddered. "Nair," he said, getting up and walking off before he had flashbacks from living with so many women at once. He saw Vinnie and caught his arm, turning him around to walk him back outside. "They're doing girl stuff up in the bathroom. You shouldn't go in there." He shook his head, walking him back to where everyone was sitting outside in the spot that would soon be their outdoor lounge area. "Give the women an hour before we go bother them. Dawn and she are doing girly stuff." He sat down, pulling Vinnie into his lap to make sure he couldn't go help. "Modo, catch Rimfire." He caught him. "Rimfire, a word of advice from a man who has lived in a house with twenty girls and a neutered vampire. When you smell the scent currently coming out of the bathroom or the scent of hot wax, you don't go interrupt. They'll be done when they're done and lotioned down again, and have had something to ease the ache." He looked up at Vinnie. "It won't hurt her, but you're in for a shock tonight," he said quietly.
"What is that chemical stench?" Throttle asked as he joined them. "Limburger's new plan?"
"Nair," Xander said dryly. "Learn that scent, avoid that scent," he said firmly. "Because you don't want to know what they're doing."
"Nair? Like with the commercials for short shorts?" Vinnie asked. Xander nodded. "She doesn't have to do that," he whined. "I don't mind fur."
Xander patted him on the back. "Just wait, you can see later. Give them an hour."
Vinnie sighed and nodded, getting up to sit in his own seat. "I went through the first few exercises with her, and they went okay. She's got it pretty well so far."
"Good. Help her customize them." He grinned at him. "That way you and you alone have the key to getting into her mind." Vinnie grinned shyly at that. "Good man. I've got to let Throttle help me too." Throttle nodded, smirking at him, putting his feet up to get comfortable. "We'll work on those later."
"Sure," he agreed, opening a new root beer and sighing in pleasure. "This'll be great when it's done in a few weeks."
"Yeah, just a few more weeks, then we've got to put the books up," Xander said dryly.
"We're not librarians and I don't do occult stuff," Vinnie reminded him. "You and Dawn have fun with that, little brother."
"Hey, more muscle building for me," Xander said dryly, smirking at him.
"Your boss wants you to have more definition anyway," Throttle said smugly. "You could use it."
"Yeah, you've got to be as studly as I am," Vinnie said, flexing his arm muscles. Dawn squealed and the men all shuddered. When she came out a few minutes later, she strolled over and sat in her man's lap, grinning at him. "Are you done with the girl stuff?" Vinnie asked.
"Yeah, we're done. She's back in bed." She smirked at Rimfire, watching him as he ran a hand up her calf. He did it again, looking confused. Then his hand went further. Modo coughed to stop his hand once it went under her shorts. "What?" she asked innocently.
"You're supposed to have some fur," he pouted.
She shifted, straddling his lap. "I don't like having fur most of the time. You're going to have to get used to having a furless girlfriend."
"Furless?" Throttle asked. "Like totally furless?" he finished flatly. He looked at Xander. "That nair stuff does what?"
"Removes hair," Xander said dryly. "Anywhere you put the stuff on, it'll eat the hair for a few weeks." He looked at Dawn, then at the back of her legs. "You missed a few spots."
"I'll get them later," she said, staring at her boyfriend, who had a finger back up her shorts. Modo coughed again and then Rimfire squeaked and pulled out her waistband to look.
Modo reached over to swat him. "Do not disrespect your girl that way," he ordered firmly.
"You totally took off all your hair?" Throttle asked her. Modo paused, then blushed and moaned.
Vinnie hopped up and went to look at his girlfriend, who was back in bed in one of his favorite nighties. He could tell that she didn't have any body hair below her eyebrows. And it made him moan. "That's so kinky," he groaned, sliding down next to her. He ran a hand up her leg, over her thigh, and where she used to have a thick amount of hair. "Sweetheart," he said, staring at her. "You didn't have to."
"I don't mind, but it'll itch in about a week."
He kissed her, pressing her into the pillows while he climbed on top. "You are so naughty," he said in awe. "Furless."
"I thought it might be a kink for someone as furry as you," she said with a smirk. She shifted, letting him have whatever he wanted.
He groaned and sat back to look at her, taking that nightie and tossing it behind him into the hallway. He got a good look at her, noticing a few stray hairs, but he could take care of those. That was so kinky! He growled and dove in to see if this changed anything else.
Outside Dawn was teasing Rimfire with the braid she had done before her shower, making him growl.
"You're still grounded," Throttle said quickly.
"I'll take more," Rimfire growled, picking her up and carrying her inside. She might have to tie him down to keep him from going too hard. "So kinky," he groaned, laying her down. He laid down beside her to touch and stroke. Her clothes were quickly history but she didn't seem to mind.
Outside, Throttle was still shaking his head. "Why would they do that?"
"The effect," Xander said wisely. "That and it makes you a bit more sensitive." Throttle looked at him. "Anya wanted to do it a few times," he said with a shrug. "Seemed to make her happy until the hair started to grow back, then she itched a lot and in public." He smirked and took Vinnie's root beer to sip. "What're we doing for the rest of the night?"
"Since it's just us, wanna hit a movie?"
"Sure." Xander stood up and smoothed down his shirt and shorts, then grabbed his man to kiss him. "If I had realized it'd be a major turnon, I'd have done it before I grew fur."
"Not an issue," he promised, kissing him again. "Bike?" he called. "Before we get too involved." The bike moved over and let them get on, and he wiggled as Xander got very close to his tail and wiggled. "Let's go," he said softly, heading out to find a good movie for them to cuddle during. No one was going to be missing them for a few hours.
***
Xander strolled back into the office the next morning, smirking at Trisha. "Morning."
"Yes, it is," she said smugly, looking him over. "Have fun last night?"
"After we had to unpossess the car, yeah," he said smugly. "Charley and Dawn did the nair thing and then Throttle and I went to the movies." He flopped down, only wincing a bit. "I feel so much better," he said happily. "How're things looking?"
"Good. Most of the crew showed up today. They're ready to start at eight. All we need is you, big guy."
Xander winked. "Well, you've got me now." He got up and stuck his head out of the trailer. "Guys, it's two minutes 'til," he yelled. Most of the workers headed for the building. "Thanks, guys. Be there in a few." He closed the door and leaned against it, smirking at her. "So, how was your night off?"
"Pretty good. I did laundry and took a long bath." She stood up and grabbed her clipboard. "Shall we?"
"Sure." He grabbed his clipboard and soda, heading out after her. On the way past, he flipped on the stereo and heard some groans so paused long enough to change the music in it. It'd do until first break.
***
Across town, a boardroom was full of people in serious suits, looking quite serious. "We must get past this one. He won't allow things to go according to the Board's plans," the man at the head of the table noted.
One man raised his hand, and Lindsay leaned forward. "Do we even have a file on him? I couldn't find one and I don't know enough about what happened back then to know who he was before he turned."
"What is he?" another man asked casually.
"A giant mouse," the man at the head of the table told him. "Martian. He may still have some human weaknesses but I can't be sure without a tissue sample to test." He leaned back, looking at Lindsay. "He wasn't part of Angel's crew. I looked in his file and in his personal file that he left in LA after they took over there. He only mentioned him once or twice, never in a pleasing manner, and never gave details, just the name Xander." He put a finger under his chin, thinking slowly. "Lindsay is correct, we do need a proper file on him. Do we have any sources?"
"There's a government agency that could have something," one woman noted calmly. "The problem is that we don't have anyone there to get it for us. They're fairly small and tightly knit."
Lindsay coughed. "If he worked with Buffy, like we believe, then we can cross reference her file with his. We know he was at the Initiative assault because we caught his picture on tape. I did a cursory search earlier, but there's not much in the more public section. Again, mostly just noting his name."
The man at the head of the table typed something into the laptop beside his desk, then looked at him and shook his head. "Name mentioned only, no cross-referenced entries." Everyone sighed. "What does that leave us? Governmental? Other villains? Any higher demons? Any friends who might turn?"
"Friends are a wash," the woman pointed out. "Summers and her watcher are the only two left. That Rosenburg witch died to protect the Hellmouth and then Limburger took her with it when he denuded the area." She leaned forward. "I've heard rumors that he left Cleveland to get away from Summers, but he's went back a few times to protect the area again."
"That means Summers could be tricked into it, but we can't count on it," Lindsay pointed out. "What about her Watcher? He's not in Cleveland."
"No, he's not," she agreed thoughtfully, looking at him. "Where is he?" He shrugged. "No current location?"
"No, he's presently recuperating. That's why the Powers brought back two new Watchers from Angel's old team." He looked at the head demon. "Do you have a location on him? He's known to drink now and then."
"No, but there's one person who can always find him," he noted smugly. "Ethan Rayne." Everyone took down that name. "What about this ...agency?"
"ECHO?" the woman offered. "Former intelligence, got moved in the reorganization around Homeland Security. Their head has been in contact with Mr. Harris many times and has stayed with them in the past. So have his top people. I glanced over them and didn't see any gaping spots to apply pressure to any of those three. The lesser ones may be more malleable. We'd have to look them over more closely. Then again, I'm not sure that they have a full file."
"We should use multiple sources," Lindsay agreed. "There's going to be gaps in each other's knowledge. I doubt he told those agents about any *bad* things that could be used against him, but Giles may know."
"May being the operative word," the head man said quietly. "How is this boy nearly invisible and no one realized it?"
"He was in the background," Lindsay pointed out. "The few of us in Sunnydale concentrated on the powerful people. The fact that Mr. Harris pulled a client out of our offices a few weeks back means we should have paid more attention to him. Frankly, we had more on Cordelia Chase when she was alive than we do on this boy."
"He did?" the woman asked. Lindsay nodded. "Why?"
"The demon attacked him instead of his target. The boy got understandably pissed. He cowed the lawyer on that case and drug the demon off to be questioned by his actual target after he broke in the parking garage. We also have tapes of him fighting in Cleveland?" The head man nodded. "Does he show as one of the Champions?"
"No," the woman said, shaking her head. "There's no way. He's not been handicapped by the Powers in their usual manner."
"He's gay. He's now furry. He looks like the things he used to hunt," Lindsay said snidely. "If that's not hobbling, I don't know what is."
"Enough," another man said as he walked in. He dropped something on the table, then looked at the man at the head of the table. "What did you want to know?" he asked coldly. "The boy has turned on his own kind. He's turned his back on everything that has been his right. Unfortunately I gifted him before then."
Lindsay looked at him. "Why are you helping us?"
"Because he's not one of us," the man said plainly. "He's turned his back on his duty. He's a traitor to the cause. I'm sure his mate would agree if he thought about it." He sneered at him. "None of you will ever catch that boy. It will taken Ethan and I to do this for you, but we want a reward." He looked at the man at the head of the table. "There's a silver globe with emeralds in your company's care. We wish that."
The man looked at him. "Screwing one of your own to get a necessary thing?" he asked smoothly, smirking at him. "How very Middle Ages of you, Mr. Giles."
"I do what must be done and the boy knows he's open to sacrifice for the cause." He shrugged. "That's the way life is. He's sacrificed before, he'll do it again."
"Very well," he agreed, glancing at his computer where a new message had popped up telling him to make the deal. "What are you planning?"
Giles smirked. "That's for me to know and you to find out." He turned and walked off.
Episode 29:
a: Rimfire
Rimfire looked around the wasteland in front of him. To his right was a giant crater and Olympus Mons. To his left were more smaller craters. All around him were shrieks of pain and agony, but he couldn't see anyone. It was going to drive him insane, he knew it was. He walked into the smaller crater since it was closest, and found an arm. His breath caught and he dug, trying to free it, but it was still only an arm. He got it free and looked at it, noticing the mouth on the back of the hand and that's where the crying was coming from. "What are you?" he demanded, shaking it. "Why are you doing this to me!"
He tossed it aside, then went to look at the others, finding more parts. Some arms, some legs, some antennas, a few torsos, but no heads. There were no heads. He saved the crater in front of Mons for last, it was bigger and he didn't want to know. He really didn't want to know. The last arm he found was metal, had a cannon built into it, and he knew it very well. It had comforted him for years. He ran to the last crater and looked down, seeing the severed heads there on a stick. Their mouths were sewn shut. Since he had removed the other parts, the screaming had stopped, it was now silent. That's when he heard the distant roar of machines. He looked around but couldn't see anything, which was odd. He should have been able to see for miles from his position. He had used this same spot to scout enemy movement a number of times. He looked at the heads again, then at the body parts, noticing what they were now. There were still more parts than there were heads. He looked at them, and decided it was only fair to put them together. He carried the pile down there carefully, having to make four trips to get it all, piling the parts around the sticks, then going back to his position.
He wished Dawn were there. She could cuddle him, make everything better again. He could stand losing everyone else as long as he still had someone. But thinking about Dawn was making him more angry than anything. Xander had said nightmares but this was worse than he had expected! He felt the tingle of magic start, just like Dawn did when she was working around him, and looked down. The bodies were reforming! He stood up, staring in shock as the bodies rebuilt themselves. Then they grabbed their heads off the sticks and reattached them, using the mouths on the back of their hands instead of their real ones.
"Hey, thanks, nephew," Modo's hand said and his face tried to smile.
Rimfire backed off, shaking his head. "No, not happening," he said frantically. "Zombies, what do I do with zombies? Dawn told me and I don't remember!"
"Hey, easy, chill," Throttle soothed, stalking up to where he was backing away. "It's not like that. Remember, sometimes spirits are reborn. Just like the cats. Just like Dawn."
"Just like you?" he asked. Throttle nodded. "You're sure?"
"Yeah, pretty sure." He took a step closer. "It'll be all right, Rimfire." He heard the machinery then looked at the remaining parts. "I don't know who those are. None of them are Xander, all the white parts have been taken."
"There's been no black mice in centuries," Vinnie said, pointing at a nearly complete body. He looked at Throttle, then shrugged. "What's that noise?"
"Not our bikes," he said grimly. He looked at Rimfire. "No bikes?"
"I haven't seen any," he said weakly. "Not even mine."
"Odd. How did you get out here?" Throttle asked. Rimfire shrugged. "You don't know? You just woke up out here?"
"This is a nightmare," he told him, looking very serious. "Xander said so."
"Ah. And you trust him?" Vinnie asked. Rimfire nodded. "With your life?"
"I have and I will again," he agreed solemnly. "The same as I trust Dawn." He looked around again, noticing that he should be able to see one of the bases and he couldn't. "The base is gone."
"Yeah, we were there," Modo told him, putting his metal arm around his nephew's shoulders. "Mars is for the dead, Rimfire, so why are you still here?"
Rimfire got free, glaring at him. "There's still plenty of life left," he said hotly. "There are survivors. We will rebuild. She'll be her former glory again! Even if we can't make her as pretty and as healthy as she used to be!" He backed away. "You're a torment, this is nothing but a nightmare. Mars isn't dead. I can feel her power. Dawn can too!" he shouted. He slid in some of the loose grit, but it got him further away from the zombies. Now he remembered how to kill them. He'd have to cut their heads off again. "I shouldn't have let you get back together."
"Then you'd be all alone, where's the fun in that?" Vinnie asked, trying to smirk at him. The stitches around his muzzle started to unravel and he worked his jaw until he could yawn. "Ah, better," he said in pleasure, using his real mouth now. The one on his hand was silent. "All we're saying, Rimfire, is that Mars is dead. It's for the dead. That's why Xander felt it screaming to him so strongly."
Throttle took one of Vinnie's torches to cut his mouth open, then handed it to Modo. "Are you prepared to bring Dawnie up here and watch her suffer? There's never enough food. She'll be picked on constantly. She'll be reviled by the mice who're left and you won't get much better since you're with her. Do you want her to suffer?"
"What happens when you've got to have kids?" Modo demanded. "You'll be having partial mouse babies and plenty of people will pick on your kids. There'll be those who'll try to make you have kids with a true mouse."
"There's that spring," Rimfire said, grasping at straws.
"It's a myth, kid," Throttle told him. "What're you going to do when you have to break your vows to her and have true mouse cadets? The only way for Mars to go on is to have a lot of babies and suddenly start supporting herself again. That means Dawn's life, and yours and your kids', will be hard. It'll be cruel and cold and poor. Are you willing to let them suffer that way?"
"We can rebuild it," Rimfire said firmly. "We can borrow some technology from earth to help us rebuild. They've figured out how to farm in the desert, we can too." He glared at him. "Dawn's special, we've already talked about all that. She said she'll be the best stepmom ever to any kids I have to have with true mice." They nodded at that. "Dawn's heart is with Mars, the same way mine is. The same way yours were when you were alive. There's nothing she wouldn't do for us. Besides, maybe she can help."
"Why? Because she's a rebirth?" Vinnie asked dryly. "That just makes her special, buddy, not making her the living goddess you treat her as."
"Even if the M'dreth take up her protection, she's still going to be reviled by half of the Martians left," Throttle reminded him. "Do you really want her to suffer that way? Do you think she can give up everything that's been her life to this point to come up here and live with you? To have little partial mouse babies and to be a mother and only a mother? Can you ask her to give up *everything* she's ever known as her life to come up here to this?" he demanded, waving a hand around.
"I asked and she said she would," Rimfire said stubbornly. "She knows what she wants. Even if we have to wait a few years, it's still going to happen. She loves Mars just like I do. Our kids will be the next Freedom Fighters. If they can't be, then they'll support 'em, just like I did when I was younger. The same way she would if she were here. You can't say that she's lesser because she's human! Or because she's a rebirth!"
"Rebirths only mean that you can go around again, kid, not that you won't make mistakes," Throttle reminded him.
"So!"
"So, she's still human," Modo reminded him. "She's got goals and things that living on Mars means she'll have to give up. One of you will have to give up something."
Rimfire glared at him. "Like I haven't already?" he said coldly.
"Do you think that prom thing would've happened if she were up here?" Vinnie asked. "Or all those clothes, anything like that?"
"No, but we would have found a way to celebrate. She would have told me what it meant to her and we would have celebrated somehow, even if it was only a midnight ride and dance under the moons." He huffed and glared at them. "Just because you're dead and your options are closed, doesn't mean mine are."
"That's what we're trying to get to you see," Modo said, swatting at him. "You have options and you've got to make some decisions. Even if she were the reborn goddess you pretend and treat her as, which she isn't, she's still not Martian. She's still going to have a hard life. Can you stand to see her starve, get sick from it, get things that no one can treat because she's human?"
"Hey, enough," Throttle said from behind Rimfire. He rode down and looked at the zombies. "You're torments and that's not cool. He's right, Mars isn't dead yet. Like any Freedom Fighter she's still got some fight in her, no matter how bad the injury. We proved that through the years. The same as Xander has."
Vinnie looked back in the hole, then at him. "You know he's one, right?"
"If he is or isn't, it doesn't matter. The same as if I am or ain't, doesn't matter." He popped up his guns. "Go away, back to your rest. You're memories stored by the planet, bad ones. The same ones that make Xander scream at night and make me comfort him. Shoo!" He fired and they dissipated.
Rimfire ran up to the edge of the crater and looked down, seeing the single body down there without a head. "It's a black mouse," he said bitterly.
"They died out long ago, Rimfire." He rode up and gathered up the kid, putting him behind him on his bike. "Yeah, they had a point. It's gonna be hard, there's gonna be problems, and you're going to have to protect her and possibly have fully Martian babies some day. Then again, I know you're smart enough to talk with Dawnie about it and point these things out."
"We did that after the succubus attack," he said quietly, clinging to his back. "She said she'd be the greatest stepmom ever, like Xander was to her."
"I can only hope so," he agreed. "What about when she has to give up her life and her plans to work for Micah."
"I've got years of training I can do," he pointed out quietly, giving him a squeeze. "Mars doesn't need me at the moment. The more training I can get, the more I can help out."
"Point," he agreed. "So far it's well planned and executed." He stopped on a ridge, overlooking the valley with all the craters. Then he helped Rimfire off the bike and made him face them. "What're you going to do if that symbol she found was correct and she's pregnant?" he asked gently.
Rimfire turned to look at him. "She is?"
"I'm pretty sure, yeah. Her scent's off, like Charley girl's is." He shrugged. "We know you've been careful but we also know that birth control is defeated by us. The same as I know that something's wrong with her." He clapped him on the shoulder. "What then, Rimfire?"
"If she miscarries, I'm going to be there. If she doesn't, then I'm still going to be there. We're young, but we're not stupid. We can handle a baby. Even if I have to start working somewhere part of the time to help support us, we can handle the baby. If Primer can handle two, I can handle one," he said dryly, earning a smirk. "Are you another torment?"
"No, kid. I'm the key to getting you out. I'm here to burst some bubbles apparently. First, the spring is a myth. Second, if the M'dreth get her, she's going to go rotten. They will treat her like what she is, the Key. She'll be a tool and a power source to them. They'll spoil her rotten and use her horribly."
"I won't let them."
"You wouldn't have a say in it."
"Oh, yeah, I will," he said, his eyes narrowing. "She's my girl and only she gets to make those decisions. I will back her up totally on those things." He ran his hands over his skunk striped hair and started to pace. "We've talked, Throttle. We've talked about all of this. Yeah, she's more than willing to come up here and help us rebuild. That's one of the reasons she took up nature magic in the first place, because she wanted to help. She's got that same style that Xander has of jumping in because it's the right thing to do. She jumped into the cause and most everyone who's important to me likes us together." He stopped to stare at him. "Dawn is mine. There's no other girl, human or mouse, for me. She's what I want, what I need, and who I want. I could care less if she has a tail, if she's got fur or not, or even if she shaves all her fur off." That got a small smirk from his mentor.
"So, no. She's mine. I'll protect her and everything in our lives. If she's pregnant and she doesn't miscarry, that baby's going to be more spoiled than Anya ever dreamed of being," he said smugly. "My gray furred grandmomma promised me that, the same as she promised me that she'd help Dawn if something happened to me. The same as she and Dawn have been working on a plan to grow some more food from the badlands." Throttle nodded at that. "She's mine, Throttle. I don't care what sort of nightmares come for me, or come for her. I don't care what sort of things happen to us. I don't care if every other mouse on Mars hates her as long as my family likes her and Stoker likes her," he said quietly, staring him down. "She's my woman. That's all that matters." He heard his bike and looked around, then found Throttle missing. "Throttle?"
"Go home, kid. The bike is the other exit sign. Take the off ramp."
Rimfire went running, finding his bike waiting on him. He hopped onto the back and sped off, heading for the base he was stationed at. He knew where he needed to go and he knew who he would find there. He found Dawn in his usual infirmary bed, in pain, and the mice giving her pitying looks. "Move!" he ordered coldly. "My woman!" They all scattered and he laid down beside her, stroking her face. "It's all right, I'm here, Dawnie. I'm here. No one's going to bother you any more." She looked up and he grinned down at her. "My special one. You're mine. Even if the baby doesn't come to be, you're still mine. No matter what." He kissed her and felt himself be moved. He woke up on the back of his bike, at an airport, and looked around. He spied a cargo handler and rolled his bike over. "Which way to the exit?"
"Through the black gate, kid," the handler told him. "That's a sweet machine. You race her?"
"Only in emergencies," he said dryly, heading for the black gate. The guard there checked him out and handed him an envelope. He found a small device in there and a note saying it should fit his ear. He stuck it in and heard Micah and Dawn talking and suddenly knew what was going on. It was a horrible nightmare for him, losing her to Micah. He always knew Micah liked his girl. He sped off, heading to follow them. The bug had come with a tracking beacon which plugged into his bike. He tracked them onto the interstate, listening as they vaguely went over the plan. He knew that she might have an assignment where she had to suck up to someone, or even sleep with them, but he hated it. He hated it with everything in him. The same as she hated the thought of him having one of them. But they would get through it. He had to stop and listen while Micah got a call, able to hear both sides of it since he had the phone to the ear with the bug in it. No wonder Dawn sounded so distant to him. He guessed it was a small blessing. His girl's voice would be a major distraction to him. He stroked his bike, hearing the directions but they didn't really mean anything to him. So he waited until he saw Micah's jeep pass by, smiling at his girl. She was so pretty and calm looking. He got back into the riding, heading after them. It's what backup did.
He knew Micah caught sight of him once, there weren't enough people on the exit to fully hide him but once they had turned onto the other road, there were more cars and he could follow casually behind. He heard Micah call for the other directions, noticing he was nearer to there. So he paused again, waiting while Micah took the last few miles of the drive. They pulled through the gates and something blocked the signal, making him scowl heavily, so he rolled past the gate himself. The signal beeped when he was in front of the gate but not when he was in front of the walls. Interesting. He found a nearby spot to hide him and his bike, settling in for a wait. From what Micah was saying, it was going to be at least a few hours before anything could happen, they were scouting at the moment. He heard Micah's gasp at her bathing suit and groaned. "The red one, Dawn?" he complained. "Did you have to go *that* far? Goddess, talk about nightmares for me." He listened while she got hit on and how she defended herself, smiling because he knew that property of sticker had his name on it, not Micah's. She never told them she was Micah's, just that her man was hers.
He heard the kiss and growled, a low, deep, threatening sound in his chest. Something his uncle and grandmother would swat him for he was sure, but she didn't moan into it like she did for him. That eased it some, but not that much. They went back and changed, and he got to hear how she did the finding spell she used, earning a small grin. He could feel it tingling on his fur, like there was something pointing the way to him. Maybe she had used him as a reference point. It'd make it easier to help get the hostages out. Dinner started and he had to laugh at some of her answers. So that's where she went to hide from him! He'd have to remember that one. He listened to the rest of it, not liking the other couple at all for many reasons. If that Bob guy tried to cop a feel one more time he'd have to find him and pop him one later. Maybe when he went to release her from this nightmare. Though he wasn't sure whose it was at this moment since she was giving the most clinical sounding blow job she'd ever given.
He had trained her how to do it right, and it didn't sound like she was having fun. Though, he'd be socking Micah one later for enjoying it. Apparently he wasn't used to having better if he got off from that. He certainly wouldn't. "Babe, if you ever give me one like that, I'm going to have to complain and then spank you," he muttered. It did make him smile that she didn't swallow, and that Micah sounded better afterward. He'd have to help him find a girl of his own so the guy wouldn't dare look at his again. "Damn, I'm jealous," he said in awe. "I'm worse than Throttle is about Xander." He shook his head, listening to the rest of it. Dawn as a dominatrix? An interesting mental image there. She could easily bring pain and pleasure, and make people enjoy both, but it just was *so* not her usual style. "She should be in movies," he said in awe when she broke bad on the hostages. He chuckled as she got the woman changed of impractical clothes, nearly quoting Vinnie before one of their clubbing dates, and moved his bike back toward the walls.
He could see the pitiful earth cameras and defeated them with a simple hit of a laser from behind. Pitiful technology from a guy who had such a super weapon? Boring! He heard Dawn tell them how to escape and got ready, hoping she'd follow, but then one of them hit her. He'd have to rip them a new one after they were safe. Right after Micah. He moved into position, catching the woman, who wasn't Max, as she came over the fence, putting her behind him. He heard the dogs and winced, hearing and seeing Lorne come back over the fence. Then he saw the woman and looked back at his rescuee. "We're heading, I can come back for him," he said, taking off with her. Lorne could get over the fence, hopefully, and hide for a few minutes. He got her back to his hiding spot and left her there, making it back in time to see Lorne be kicked back down to the dogs. "Cheese!" he complained, heading back. There wasn't anything he could do just then. He went back to his rescuee, getting her back on the bike. "That thing got him, I'll come back for him, ma'am. Which part of DC am I taking you to? Bike, remember this spot and how to get back here." It beeped at him.
"Downtown. I'm with Omega."
"Sure." He wrapped his tail around her. "Hold on. I work with Micah." She nodded, holding on as he took off with her. She gave him a squeeze as they passed by a gas station so he turned in there, letting her go inside to use the phone and the bathroom, waiting patiently. A heavily armored car pulled up a few minutes later and she came out. Rimfire glared at the person in the back. "You know him, honey?"
"Yeah, that one-eye'd guy is my boss." She looked at him. "My partner's still in there, so are two of Micah's, and he's in there as a rescue. This is one of his."
The guy with the eyepatch looked at Rimfire, then nodded. "Good work. Thank you for saving what was mine."
"It's just the first step, sir. I'd better head back, the reception's fuzzy out here." He spun off, heading back to that farm. What a waste of good land on such crap! He settled back into his hiding spot, tuning the receiver on his bike to see if he could pick up anything off their antique surveillance system. He managed to hack into the cameras, listening to the plans for the next morning once he had identified all the players being in separate rooms. That one guy, the one with the dogs, had to be the leader, he was the one making plans and calling on some help. He made some plans of his own, nodding when they meshed well with the dog-man's final plans. Yeah, he could do that. He settled in to wait, watching as the man fell asleep. Then he changed, going back to what had to be the prison cells. He doubted Max and Lorne were being kept in a nice room. He found the other guy a few doors down and nodded. Three hostages remaining. That was fine with him. He heard a footstep behind him and looked back, frowning at the ECHO agent standing there. "Yeah? Whatcha need?"
"You're here with Summers?" he asked. Rimfire shrugged. "Are you or not?"
"Why?"
"Micah said to get you dinner," he said, handing it over. "And this." He handed over the blaster as well. "Fully charged, Rimfire."
"Bless you. Have people waiting tomorrow morning. It'll have to happen then, he's going to execute them." The agent nodded, backing away to tell the others. He looked down and saw both Lorne and Max staring at the camera. "Am I broadcasting just to you two?" They nodded. "Cool beans. Tomorrow morning, firing squad." He turned off the mute with a few hits of the special keyboard he had installed on his crankcase. He checked his dinner, Chinese food, and smiled. Micah did look out for his people, even though he did want Dawn. He could appreciate that much about him. He settled in to wait, flipping through the system to find out how many guards there were. From the looks of things, he'd have to make it a good show.
When breakfast came, he moved his bike back toward the wall, finding a jump point had been set up by someone. Just a fallen tree, but it was helpful. He heard Dawn start the magic and sped up, heading up to jump the wall, guns out and blazing. He saw her move and hit the guards, helping them. Then he grabbed her with his tail and took off with her, following the others to the jeep. He smiled as his girl's bag hit her arms, then Micah's hit the jeep's front seat, startling Lorne. Not that it mattered. He followed them out, using an old tree on that side to jump back over and sped off faster than the jeep could go. It's not like they could follow them onto the main roads with all the cops waiting out here. He felt himself shift again and winced. "Not another one!" He woke up with a gasp and looked around, finding baby Anya staring at him. "Oh, cheese, my head hurts," he told her, sitting up and holding it. He grabbed the phone, calling Micah. "If you ever think about doing that with her while she's not on an assignment, it had better be the one and only way to save the universe, then I will kill you gently instead of the many horrible ways I can," he threatened, hanging up again. Whoever had answered his office phone would give him that message. He looked up as Stoker handed him a candy bar and a real soda, looking confused. "Huh?"
"Throttle called Wesley, who said the Harry Potter books had that much right at least," he said grimly. "What's going on? All I got were nightmares!"
"From what Dawn said in the one I just freed her from, it's like a daisy chain of nightmares, Stoker." He popped the soda and broke into the candybar, starved for some reason. "How long were we out?"
"One whole day. It's Saturday," he said, sitting beside him. His daughter crawled up to nestle between them, smiling at them both. "Yeah, you sit there," he said fondly, grinning down at her. "Maybe this mouse'll find a good mouse girlfriend some day."
"I will kill you if you don't like me and Dawn," he said quietly and coldly, glaring at him. "She's mine, she's staying mine, and I will hurt those who try to hurt her. M'dreth, you, or any of my family. Got it?"
"Fine," Stoker agreed, backing down some. The boy usually adored him as a mentor, if he was that serious, it was good with him. "I was only teasing." He held up a hand. "I know you know the problems."
"As they got shoved in my face yet again? Yeah, thanks." He stood up, going to check on the others. "Throttle?" He looked up from chatting with someone, probably Wesley. "I freed Lorne, Micah, and Dawn just now. I'm thinking Dawns' going to be freeing someone. She had a few theories about what was happening."
"The daisy-chain of nightmares?" he asked. Rimfire nodded. "What's the bad? Wes won't tell me."
"The first link can get stuck. Either him or the last link. It's not a true circle."
"Fuck," he complained. Throttle didn't use human swears very often but when he did, you did like Rimfire did and backed off a few steps. "Okay, so who was the first?"
"She thought you or Xander. She and Micah were talking about it last night in mine."
"She was with Micah? Why was she with Micah?"
"I think they got caught and she needed those two for her nightmare. Or possibly my nightmare, I'm not sure which. It was a rescue situation and she had to go in as his girl." He shuddered. "I'm going to hit him."
"It was a nightmare, Rimfire, it didn't really happy," Throttle soothed.
"Bet me." He turned and punched a wall before calming himself down. "He likes her and we all know he likes her. If we break up, I know who's going to try for her next, Throttle."
"Hey, calm down," he ordered. "It's not that bad."
"I had to listen to her give the most clinical blow ever!" he said in disgust.
"It was a nightmare," Throttle said patiently. "What else did you get?"
"You three as zombies forcing the bad points of me being with her back in my face."
"Ooh, yeah, I remember that. Nothing other than that?" Rimfire shook his head. "Then finish off your hershey bar and go take a shower. If you freed her, she'll be getting someone else pretty quickly. Then we'll figure out who's not out at the end and act. There's got to be a way." He gave him a pat on the arm. "Just relax. You're not losing her and you're more than smart enough to handle this."
"Were you serious in the nightmare?" he asked. Throttle nodded. "You're sure?"
"I am, but I'm also pretty sure she's not going to go all the way there," he said gently. "She smells really strongly of blood."
"Then I'll support her," he decided. "We need to know what and how to block these things, if only so we don't end up hip-deep in miniature Vinnies." That got a small smirk and a head shake. "When you know, let me know."
"Sure, kid. Go take a shower. Rest and relax for now. We'll have to hit the people who did this later."
"We need to know if they knew us," Rimfire pointed out. Throttle smirked at him for that. "It wasn't general enough for just *anybody* to do it."
"Mine wasn't either," Throttle agreed. "We'll see." Rimfire nodded, heading to do as he was ordered. He looked down as a small body nudged him. "Hey, Spike. How are you enjoying being a mouse, my man?" The baby gave him a disgusted look so he smirked and picked him up, sitting him in his lap to type what he now knew to Wesley, trying to get a real answer. Rimfire was right, it had to be someone who knew them, at least a little bit. The structures were still pretty generic, but they had to know how to yank their tails to target each one. Which left very, very few people. He also typed in that he was there holding the baby Spike and that made Wesley call instead. "Hey," he said as he answered, letting the baby have the phone. "Babble at him, little guy."
The baby Spike babbled angrily at the phone, slamming it a few times on the desk. He was not a happy vampire!
***
Dawn looked around her new spot, frowning when she saw she was still dressed the same, but everyone else looked just about as slutty and high class, but there was someone there she didn't think should be. "Okay, so I'm an exit," she muttered, walking over to the big guy. "Care to dance?" she purred, leaning on his arm with a grin. "I know studly mice like you don't usually, but just this once?"
Modo looked down at her and grinned in relief. "Sure, we'll dance," he agreed, winking his eye at her.
b: Dawn, Micah, and Lorne
NC-17
Micah looked around the office. It was his office, he was in his favorite suit and tie, with comfortable shoes on, and he did have a problem report in front of him. Now he knew he was in trouble. He flipped open the report, skimming it. Someone had captured Lorne and Max. That same someone had some technology that could change the course of modern warfare. Not alien, but still advanced. It was like the old version of ECHO. He sighed and read over the particulars. He had sent Max in as a spy, letting her do the 'charm and grab' job. Lorne had been playing her husband, which was a good role for him. It had went okay until a leak had sprung and had given out the file information on all his agents. So he was stranded as the only one not known, except one person. She could do the charming job. She wasn't in the personnel files, she wasn't officially an agent yet so he didn't have a full one on her. She was a natural tease and could easily fit herself into that role. The only problem was her boyfriend. He groaned and shook his head.
So, this was his nightmare.
Having to go on an assignment like this with Dawn Summers.
He was so screwed!
He groaned and reached for the phone. "Hey, Rimfire, put Dawn on with you. There's an assignment we've got to discuss. Yeah, a real one and it's an emergency. No, you won't like it," he said firmly. "Please." He held his head while he waited, then leaned back, putting her on speaker when she came in so he could get comfortable. "Dawn, we've got an emergency and you're going to hate it."
"Why? What's wrong? Was that something to do with Max's assignment? She said we couldn't go shopping this weekend because of it."
"Yeah, they've been captured and it was a 'charm and grab' issue for technology. They have everyone's file but yours and mine."
"And mine," Rimfire reminded him.
"Babe, I love you, and you're very charming, but unless you're prepared to flirt with this guy," Dawn said, clearly smirking at him by the tone of her voice.
"You're mine, Dawn."
She kissed him. "Of course I am. Sometimes the job may call for me to tease and flirt with others though. You knew this."
"I did but it still bites," he complained.
"I don't like it any more than you do," Micah offered, interrupting their tiff. "I'd be going with her. She'd be mine for the assignment."
"So she'd have to flirt with you, sleep with you in your room, and flirt with the guy?" Rimfire asked. "Can't you just shoot my tail now?"
"No, babe, I'd never do that sort of stuff with Micah, unless it was absolutely necessary." She kissed him again. "You're mine and only mine. He's cute but not that cute. He's not got the cute little tail or the nice furry body you have."
Rimfire groaned. "Dawn!" he whined.
"Rimfire, if I could think of another day, I would," Micah promised. "I don't like it any better than you do. I can promise you that anything that happens on the assignment she could tell you about later. After it's done. I can guarantee you I don't have plans to sleep with her. I can also guarantee that you're her only man. She doesn't react to other guys, not even me, like she does you."
"Fine. I want in as backup. Not to watch," he complained, "but in case something happens."
"I wouldn't have it any other way, babe," Dawn promised, kissing him again. "What do I pack?"
"Something tasteful, Dawn. You've got to appear to be mine. So that plaid skirt you wore
the last time I saw you? Not that," he said with a smirk. "Think higher class wife."
"Fine. Be there tonight. Are you flying me out?"
"Yup, sure am. Meet you two at the airport. Rimfire, I'll make sure your bike goes as priority cargo. That way you can check on her and everything."
"Thanks, Micah. I guess if this stuff has to happen, it's best it happens with you since you don't want her that way."
"No, kid. She's cute but she's yours," he promised, hanging up. He made the arrangements and emailed them to Dawn, then leaned back to plan this out. This was going to be pretty tricky. Dawn wasn't green but she wasn't field-trained. Plus, he'd always thought she was cute. Especially in some of those outfits she wore. He sent another email, hoping she'd get it and pack that outfit. It'd do good for a dinner or something like that. Then he got up to head home and pack a small bag. He wasn't going to wear his working clothes out. Fortunately he had a whole closet full of silk suits in pleasing colors. He picked out three of them and then a few casual outfits, packing quickly. Then he called their contact and ordered her to get him in.
***
Micah picked up Dawn, smiling at her tasteful, yet very tantalizing outfit. She took his arm, slinging her overnight bag over her shoulder. He gave a look around. "No friends?"
She kissed him on the cheek, then winked. "They're fine. Hidden back at their place and more than fine." He raised an eyebrow. "You'll meet him later."
"Fine," he agreed, realizing she was in persona. It was a good job so far. He walked her off. "Didn't you have another bag?"
"I did, but then I decided it was too much so I shipped it back. I bought a few things," she said in a light, playful voice. She gave his arm a squeeze. "That way we can go right to the celebration you planned for my homecoming."
He nodded, smiling at her. "Sure, if that's what you want. Need to freshen up or anything?"
"No, I'm pretty good," she admitted. "I caught a nap on the plane." She walked him off toward the exit. "Which car did you bring, sweetie?"
He snorted. "The usual one. It's not like I can steal one from work for your homecoming." She pouted. "Tough."
"Fine. I like it well enough." She got into the jeep once they made it to it, helping him put up the top so her hair wouldn't be messed up. Then she buckled in and got comfortable, looking at him. "How was your time away from me?"
"Just fine." He started the car and backed off, giving her a look. He tapped something and she smiled. "Good so far," he said quietly as they pulled out and headed for the exit. "You're sure you're okay?"
"I'm fine," she assured him, stroking his arm. "You can put up with me when I'm being playful." She smiled and nodded at something that wasn't standard in any jeep, a small extra knob on the dashboard. He looked at it then groaned and pulled it off, tossing it out into a trash can when they stopped to pay their toll. She smiled at the man taking money, leaning against Micah's arm. "Must you charge him?" she asked with a small pout. "He's treating me to a special dinner tonight because I came home."
"Sorry, ma'am, airport policy," he said, staring at her chest. Micah handed over two bucks and he put it away blindly. "Thank you, sir, have a nice day."
"You too," he agreed, speeding off. He glanced down in time to see the cleavage before Dawn sat up again. "That's a deadly set, Dawn."
"Yeah, well, they like to tease too," she promised, glancing around. She took off the bug scanner and ran it around the inside of the car, getting two blips. He sighed and she leaned closer to his ear, one hand on his thigh. "Whatever you need me to do, Micah, just tell me. He knows I'm not yours and he'll be bathing me when I get home." She kissed him on the cheek. "Will we have the chance to go swimming? I brought a suit."
"I'm not sure," he admitted, reaching over to stroke her arm. She didn't flinch, which was a good sign, and she actually leaned toward his touch, which was dangerous, but it meant they wouldn't be made as not being attached too quickly. "The couples' resort has a pool but I'm not sure if it's open this weekend or not." He put both hands back on the wheel, before it could wander. This was more dangerous than he liked his field runs but he would have to control himself. His cellphone rang and he opened it after glancing at the number. "Yeah?" He listened, then smirked. "Fine. Thanks. No, I just picked her up and we were hoping to get in tonight. Thank you for helping us with that. Oh, don't you worry, we'll be just fine." He hung up and pulled into a lane to hit a gas station, using the parking lot to change directions. "Small change of plans, Dawn. Dinner is going to be there."
"Dinner's nice," she agreed, smiling at him. "Everything's okay for this weekend's plans?"
"Just fine. I left someone competent in charge," he said as he pulled back onto the highway, going in the other direction. "He knows it had better be a real and desperate emergency to get me this weekend." He reached over to roll up her window a bit more. "Your hair's flying all over the place."
"Sorry." She wound it up, doing a cute bun on the back of her neck. "Better?" She rolled it back down with a grin. "I need fresh air. The airplane smelled like a hospital for the last twenty minutes. Way too many perfumes going at once." He chuckled at that. "I didn't have to bring anything formal, right?"
"No, not in the least. As long as you packed something nice for dinner."
"Oh, I did," she said smugly. "Including that outfit you liked *so* much." He swallowed and nodded, taking an exit. "I thought we'd be farther away from the city."
"We will be, but it's still in Virginia." He stopped at a red light, glancing at her, then at the mirror. He could just barely see a bike behind them. He looked at her again and she grinned. "You're sure you want to do this *this* weekend, Dawn?"
"I'm sure." She smiled at him. "It'll be a great prezzie for my coming home debut."
"As long as you're sure." He started them moving again, going through the green light and out toward the country. About an hour later he stopped and called his contact back. "Okay, we're at Haliburton Drive. Now where?" he asked. The contact gave him the rest of the directions and they were nearly there. He found the estate about twenty minutes later, looking around the old farm to spot any weaknesses.
"Oooh, look, it's one of those things you've got on the door," she said, squeezing his arm before getting out. A dog trotted up to her and sniffed so she held down a hand, squatting down to pet its ears. "Aren't you a good puppy," she cooed, grinning at it. "Yes, you are. You're a good puppy. Who's the good puppy? Yes!"
Micah grabbed their bags and walked around the front of the jeep, helping her stand. "Don't get dirty. That outfit's too nice for mud." He looked at the dog. "Micah Simms." The dog barked and it led them back to the front door, which wasn't the front door of the house, but the front door of the barn. It trotted inside and he followed it, nodding at their gracious host and lord of this couple's club. "Thanks for the invitation. I could use a few days off."
"So I can see. You do look a bit tired, Micah. Who is this charming young woman? One of yours?"
"Dawn Summers, this is Reginald Baker, US Marines retired. He's the one who got me started in the field."
She smiled and kissed the man's cheek. "Then I'm doubly impressed by you. Not many people can talk Micah into doing *anything*," she said with a sweet smile.
He laughed and nodded, taking her arm to lead her off. "That is so true," he agreed. He smiled back at Micah. "Is she one of your people?"
"Partially. More mine than my people," he told him. "We're here to relax, not talk shop."
"Thankfully. Where did you end up?"
"In Homeland. They moved us and Omega into one outfit, so I'm running half of that unit." It was a cover he had set up long ago if anyone asked. Mostly out of embarrassment of what he really did, but it would hold for the weekend.
"Good job," he said appreciatively. He smiled at Dawn. "You're much too pretty to waste in the field, young lady. You should make him keep you as a mistress or something."
"Why? I'd be bored then." She smiled up at him. "You'd be surprised at what I get into now and then." He looked interested. "I'm just back from Chicago and watching some of the things going on out there. There's something really strange about a few of those sort." She glanced at Micah, who shrugged subtly. "Do you know anything about that Limburger person? There were a lot of people who heard the name and shuddered but I couldn't find out anything about him. Unfortunately I think he's trying to step on some toes, namely mine." She grinned at Micah. "Apparently he thinks my poor boo is cute too."
Reginald laughed. "He is adorable, Miss Summers."
"Dawn, please," she purred, smiling up at him. "I was told this wasn't formal. Is the pool open for a swim tonight?"
"If you'd like," he said with a sincere smile. "I'm sure you're a wonderful swimmer." He led them to a corridor and down to their room. "Here you are," he said, opening the door. "Just for you two. There's a map inside in case you get lost. Dinner's not for two hours so you can go swimming if you want. The pool is clothing optional but if I remember right, Micah has a very bad jealous streak."
"Oh, you have no idea," she said wisely, smirking at him. "I think I'll stick with my cute little bikini. Just so there's no fights." She leaned against him, kissing his cheek but giving him a good look down her chest. "Dinner's in two hours. Is it formal? I only brought a suit."
"No, not formal like that. Wear something cute and comfortable." He handed her back then handed Micah the key to the door. "She's a wonderful girl, Simms. I hope you get to keep this one." He walked off, whistling happily.
Dawn took the key and walked inside, smiling at the sunny, open room and the large king sized bed. Then she looked back at him. "Want to go for a swim?"
"Sure," he agreed, tossing their bags onto the bed. He found the map on the dresser and looked it over. "You'll need shoes, we'll have to hike outside."
"That's fine." She went into the bathroom with her bag and came out in a tiny red bikini and a matching wrap, with matching shoes and her hair pulled back in a pony tail. He gaped and she grinned. "You don't like?" She leaned against the door, holding the scanner from the jeep. He snatched it and ran it around the room. "Get changed," she ordered. "You could use a bit of sun and there's still some tanning time left today." She sat on the bed, looking at her nails, watching him be paranoid. She finally got up and got the map, sitting down to memorize it. She noticed that one of the outbuildings wasn't on it and coughed, pointing at the area. "Do you think they have horses or anything? I haven't been riding in years."
He smirked at her. "Maybe next time, Dawn." He went into the bathroom, coming out in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. "I'll watch you swim."
"Sure." She took the map, tucking it into her smaller purse, showing him what was inside. Then they left together, going to the pool. It gave them an excellent view of most of the resort. "So, Micah, do you think that I could still go shopping on Sunday?"
"If you've got time," he promised. "What were you looking for?"
"Something to make people drool," she said smugly. "Just like the brilliant, sexy woman I am."
He chuckled and nodded. "Sure, I think I know just the spot. It won't even get you in trouble with your coworkers back there." He saw a window and paused, letting her adjust her shoe, which she did naturally as soon as he stopped. "I don't know why you like those things, they don't look comfortable."
"You'd be surprised, heels can be very comfortable and very useful. Besides, I'm short. I like being taller." She smiled at the dog coming up to them, letting it sniff her. "Hello, puppy. Are you a guard dog or are you another friendly beast like the one who met us?" The dog barked so they moved on. "Sure, you're a guard dog. We're going to the pool." She let him walk her off, smiling at the pretty buildings. "It's very nice here, kinda calm and peaceful, but it's got this air of excitement and thrills." She smiled at him. "We should come here more often."
"We'll see." He opened the gate to the pool area, letting her go in first. There was another couple in the pool and he nodded. "Bob, Matilda. This is Dawn."
"Hi," Bob said, smiling and waving. "How are you? Do you work with Micah?"
"Kinda." She smiled. "Do you?"
He laughed. "Not even close, young lady. No, I work at a major munitions factory and my wife works at the State Department."
"Oh, that's cool." She grinned at Micah, letting him decide what she did.
"She's partially mine but we're doing a joint thing with her team," he admitted. "She's more mine than one of mine."
"That's fine," Matilda offered with a smile. "Not coming in, Micah?"
"No, I'm not in the mood for water. Go ahead, Dawn." She took off her wrap and shoes, laying them and her purse on a chair before diving off the side. That was also when he realized that she had no body hair and that he was in for a very long weekend.
Bob leaned on the side of the pool. "She's a beautiful young woman, bit young for you though, eh?" he asked with a friendly smile.
"She makes me feel young and play," he said dryly, smirking back. "She's better than any sports car ever made."
"Really?" Bob asked. "How fast does she go from zero to sixty?"
"In about thirty seconds," he said smugly. "She's also less costly on my insurance."
Bob laughed at that and went to swim next to his wife, watching as the young woman swam for a bit before deciding to float. "So, Dawn, where are you stationed?"
"Chicago."
"Interesting. I've heard some stuff's been happening out there," Matilda said. "Do you get much trouble from those biker mice of yours?"
Dawn rolled over to look at her. "Not really. They're pretty good guys and they stay out of harm's way for the most part. Do you know them? I've only met them a few times."
"No, I saw a report on them from one of our people," she admitted.
"Then do you have information on Limburger? He's been stepping on my toes and I'd like to beat the shit out of him. He even said I wasn't cute."
"I'll see what I can dig up on him," she promised, smiling at her. "Are you two going to play tonight?"
"Only to watch," Micah offered from his seat in the sun. "As Bob can remind you, I'm possessive of what's mine."
"Pity," Matilda said, looking Dawn over as she swam off. "That would be one hell of a birthday present." Her husband gave her a gentle squeeze and a kiss and she knew he'd try to get the girl for her. It was why she loved him.
Micah watched Dawn frolic in the water for a while longer, then checked his watch. "If you want a shower before dinner, you might want to come out now," he told her.
"Sure." She climbed up the ladder, pausing at the top to wring out her hair. Bob slapped her on the ass and she hit him back, giving him a look. "Honey, there's a property of sticker on that cheek. You might want to check with the owner before playing with his toys." Bob laughed and she strolled over to sit down with her stuff, putting on her shoes then standing up to do her wrap and purse. "Shall we?"
"We should," he agreed, heaving himself up.
"Oh, kiss her," Bob ordered.
"You two look so cute together," Matilda agreed.
Micah shrugged and pulled her closer, kissing her hard. She leaned against his body, one hand going into his hair naturally. He pulled back and she smiled at him. Then he gave Bob a bland look. "Mine, people, and I don't share." He walked Dawn off, taking her back to their room. This time he could tell where the cells were and he could see eyes peeking out of one of them. Lorne's he was sure. Once they were back inside, he let her shower and change, while he just changed, and looked at the map. Maybe that missing building did lead down to the cells? Or possibly there was a hidden doorway. Dawn came out wrapped in a towel and grabbed her bag, pulling out a black silk dress he hadn't seen before. Not his favorite outfit, but it was pretty on her once she had slipped it on. He checked his watch. "You've got time to dry your hair."
"I'm going to put it up wet, that way it curls tomorrow." She sat down at the dressing table and did a quick french twist up the back, pinning it in place with some pins she grabbed from her bag. Then she turned to look at him, noticing the cameras. "How long? I'm starved." She smiled at him and he grinned back. "Or should I do more arcane stuff in the bathroom?"
"Go ahead," he promised. "It's probably time for evening prayers anyway." She smiled and grabbed a few things from her zippered interior bag, taking them to work in the bathroom. He settled down to make plans on how they were going to use the locating spell. It was a good thought and he had forgotten she could do that stuff.
***
Lorne climbed off the bed and looked at his cellmate, Max, who was still scowling at him. "Micah and Dawn are here."
"Dawn?" She frowned up at him. "Why is she here?"
"I don't know," he admitted, but they both knew that was their rescue party. He wasn't sure if he was happy about that or if he was ready to shudder and ask her to kill him. On one hand, Dawn wasn't trained. At least not enough to be in the field as a participating agent. Maybe to watch, but not as a rescue mission person. On the other hand, Micah was there with her, and his experience could override her enthusiasm. He felt a prickle on his skin and looked at her again, seeing her shivering. He took off his vest and handed it to her. "Here, you're cold."
"Thanks." She snuggled into it, pulling him down beside her. "Pacing won't help since the lock's not pickable."
"I know. I'm just stressed." He let her lean against his side, enjoying it for now. There was no doubt of any attraction between them, but they were coworkers and it was wrong. They had agreed it was wrong and they were sticking to the point that it was wrong. That's what had gotten them into trouble, because he couldn't jump her like the group demanded. But now, when it was nearly the end of the line for them, he found himself able to give her a quick, short, friendly kiss on the lips and then stare out their small window again.
She punched him on the thigh. "Things aren't that desperate."
"If you say so." He looked at her and grinned. "You sure about that?"
"I am and I'm going to make sure of it." He grinned at that and she went back to planning their escape route.
***
Dinner had been like a big test on Chicago, with everyone asking her about their favorite spots and she had answered most of them but had waxed more poetic about some of the spots she liked to hide from everyone. Like Six Flags and the grotto she had found by the lake. Plus the mall, because she was still a girl after all. After dinner, everyone had retreated to a drawing room with a lot of couches, snuggling up to Micah's side to listen to the others. She smiled up at him and he patted her on the back. "Bedtime stories?" she asked sweetly.
"So, Micah," Matilda said, walking over to them. "Are you sure you won't play with us tonight?"
"Sorry, I like to watch and I'm still possessive about her." He stroked down Dawn's back and she arched into his hand. "No playing for us tonight, Matilda."
"Oh, but Micah, we really must insist," Reginald said from his seat, smirking at him. "She's a lovely girl."
"Who can kill you," Dawn said in a sing-song voice. "The only one who touches me is my man."
"We could appreciate that," Reginald said with a grin. "Come on, Micah, for old time's sake?"
Micah quirked an eyebrow up. "Old time's sake? I haven't known you that long, Reggie." He stared him down, still stroking Dawn's back.
"It's clear that he's a vicarious thrill guy," Dawn said patiently, looking up at him. "If it'll drop the subject, what the hell." He stared down at her, and she shrugged. "What's a bit of foreplay in a room full of crowded people?"
"If you're sure," he said gently. "I'm not usually like that."
"Me either. But it'll make them leave my cute butt alone faster," she said with a grin, "plus maybe I'll get someone who'll buy me chocolate for when I bitch out come Monday." He smirked at that and kissed her, pulling her into his lap. She was fully pretending to be into it, not holding anything back, and now he remembered that he had needed to start dating again. She slid into position like it was her favorite spot and her hands went into his hair, messing it up but only scratching his scalp lightly. He moaned and she moved down to nip at his throat, so he tipped his head back. "Dawn, no breaking the skin, you're not a vampire," he chided. She chuckled and bit him harder, but then kissed it better before kissing him again. She pulled back and let her hair down, shaking it out but handing him the pins to hold. They were sharp and very pointy, very good weapons and he was still better with weapons. She moved down to tease his neck some more, then licked up to kiss him again. "How far should I go?' she asked, smirking at him.
"Oh, I think that's enough," he promised, stroking her back. "Any more and they'd owe us money for the free show."
She smiled and gave him another kiss, settling in his lap sideways. "Good enough?"
"Not really," Matilda said, eyes wide, panting a bit. Bob had one hand up her skirt and she was shifting her hips slightly. "Keep going. Please."
Dawn looked at her. "Honey, like he said, we like to watch, not play."
"Just a bit more?" Reginald asked with a smirk. "After all, what's there to a group of friends? It'll draw us closer."
Dawn looked up at him, and sighed. "I guess you're getting the special treatment tonight, dear."
"Apparently so," he agreed, and she shifted, moving down to unzip his pants. He grabbed onto the arm of the couch, letting her do whatever she wanted. And damn was she good at this! She had no fear of touching or nuzzling him and she was giving him little kitten licks like he was an ice cream cone about to drip. He gripped the arm tighter, the hand with the pins losing hold of them to wrap on her hair. She took the hand out and put both of them behind his back, sliding the pins back into his palm on the way back to what she had been doing. "Sorry. Forgot about you and hair pulling."
"No pulling the hair. I spend way too much time on my hair to lose it all to a moment's passion." She looked up and then slid down him, making him shiver. "Be good," she said after coming back up. "I might give you better later." She smirked and went back down, doing her best.
Micah stuck one of the pins in his hand and let out a growl, it wasn't quite enough. She was good! Damn he needed a full time girlfriend. He arched up and then pulled her off to kiss her suddenly, looking into her eyes. "Not tonight."
"No, not tonight." She yanked his handkerchief out of his pocket to finish him off by hand, smiling up at him.
"She doesn't swallow?" Bob asked, sounding disappointed.
"Only on special occasions," she quipped, smirking back at him. "Why would I waste that here? My sort of night comes with very soft velvet cords and him begging and pleading." She helped him over the edge then tucked him back into his pants and sat on his lap again. She smiled at him and dropped the hankie on the floor, blatantly staring at Reggie. "Get you voyeur fix for the night, darling? Or did you want to try him yourself? He's very nummy." She leaned against Micah's chest, making him shift some so he could breath. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, much better now," he admitted, realizing he had a much clearer head suddenly. He looked at Reggie. "So, did you want to do it next?"
"No," he said with a smirk. "Just making sure she was yours."
"Yeah, well, what can I say, she's picky." He shrugged. "I'd rather have someone I had to work a bit for than someone easy. Where's the fun in that?"
Reginald laughed and nodded. "Too true," he agreed happily. "I'm sure you won't mind if the rest of us have some fun?"
"No, go ahead," he offered, stroking Dawn's back again.
"It's a pity she didn't touch herself," Bob panted, letting his wife work on him.
"Yeah, well, like I said, I like to watch, not do," she said smartly. "I'm worth *way* more than a cheap roll on the couch in front of others. I outgrew that in high school." That got a few more heated chuckles and she sat back to blatantly watch them go at it. Matilda didn't have near the style she had giving a blow job, but apparently Bob was used to inferior sex because he was ready to blow the top of his head off. Dawn found her purse and put on more lip gloss, then smiled at Micah. "Walk tonight?"
"Love to." He stroked her leg, and she grinned, watching their host as he took his girl right there on the couch. Or possibly one of his dogs, they kinda looked the same to them. The other couples got off and Micah stood up, letting Dawn slide down his legs. "Let's go for that walk."
"Oh, do stay," Reginald ordered. "There's a second act you know." He got off his partner and stood up, doing up his pants. "Unfortunately you picked one of the kinkier weekends since tonight's a snuff event, but otherwise it should be fun."
"Um, eww," Dawn said flatly. "Sorry, not my kink. Some bondage, some mild voyeurism, but not snuff films. Sorry."
"Unfortunately the rules of the resort say you must stay through all three acts, or else you must participate in the one you walk out on," Reginald said smugly.
"Honey, if you want to kill me, come right ahead and try," she said smoothly. He shrugged and clapped his hands and two guards came in. Neither were bigger than the mice so she was more than able to kick their tails and got one with her hairpin. Then she looked at Reggie again, smirking. "How's that for a snuff film, babe? Good enough for you?"
"Well, we did have other entertainment in mind," he drawled, looking at Bob and Matilda, who shrugged. "Fine, we can wait their executions until tomorrow." He looked at the two on the ground. "I'll have to call someone else to do it for me," he sighed.
Dawn moved closer. "Why don't you let us play with them tonight?" she suggested in her best seductive purr. "I like humiliation and stuff when I'm doing the humiliating. Especially if they were jocks."
"Fine," he said happily. "I could enjoy that." He clapped his hands and the butler came in. "Remove them, bring up the prisoners, and give them to Miss Dawn here. She's apparently been training as a Dom." The butler nodded and went to do that.
Dawn smiled at Micah. "Mind much?"
"Not a bit," he said sincerely. That solved a lot of problems. Two hooded people were led in and put next to her feet, forced to knee. "Well," he said, looking them over. "They seem fit and healthy. What did they do?"
"They were using us to get information."
"Ah." He nodded. "Decent enough reason I suppose." He hauled on one's chain, and knew it wasn't Max. So someone knew they were connected. He handed the chain to Dawn. "Here, take 'em. Make them crawl back to the room so you can have the real fun. I think I saw straps in there."
"Cool. I didn't even think to bring any," she admitted. "You heard my boy, turn around one hundred-eighty degrees and crawl. The door is ten feet in front of you, then turn right?" she asked Micah, who nodded. "Then turn right." They didn't move so she undid Reggie's belt and smacked them both across the shoulders with it. "Now!" They did as ordered, each getting a mild swat on the ass for going so slowly, so they sped up. "Micah, can you go ahead and prepare the room?"
"Sure, Dawn." He walked off, letting them follow him. He saw the butler coming out of a doorway and nodded politely. "Just these two? They don't seem very feisty." The butler stared at him. "Fine. Spoil her fun." He shrugged and opened the doors for them, finally getting them into their room. He took off their masks, finding Lorne, and a female he didn't know. "Hi."
"Hi," Lorne said, looking back at Dawn. "I'm going to kick your butt." She smacked him across the shoulders again, making him flinch. "Fine, I'll cooperate."
"Yes, you will," Dawn agreed smugly. "I don't want to have to get *extra* mean after all," she said with a sweet smile for the woman. "Do you?" She shook her head. "Good girl. On the bed." They crawled that way. She looked at Micah. "Where are the cameras pointed? Just so they get the best angles?"
"There's two on the bed, one in the bathroom, and one in the closet," Lorne reported. "One's over the door and the other on the bed is in the lamp."
"Thank you. Now, next time, speak when spoken to." She looked at Micah, then kissed him, smirking at the shocked-looking Lorne. Then she winked. "I think we should play first. Heels on her? Not really my thing. Not very practical at all when you want someone to beg." She walked over and stripped them off, smirking at her. The woman relaxed and nodded. "Micah, do we have straps or not?"
"Um," he said, checking the closet. "Not. Let me get you some." He left them there, finding the butler with a tray of assorted straps, picking out some softer ones with some give, it'd look more realistic if they could flinch now and then. "Thanks." The man nodded and left again. Micah carried them back to their room, hanging them from the bed post while he sat down next to Lorne's side. He still had one of her hair pins in his hand and passed it over. Lorne could pick locks. "So, do you think these two will give you any trouble?"
"No, I don't think so," she admitted, getting that female stripped down. "Get me the blue outfit from my bag, sweetie?" Micah nodded and went to get it for her. It was a blue leather vest and blue leather short shorts. He looked at them, then at her. "What?' she asked with a grin. "I'm trying them out. He doesn't need 'em." She handed them over, pushing them into the woman's hands. "Here. This way I have something I want to see you in as a I crease your back with the belt." She nodded hesitantly, sliding into them. "Good girl." She strapped her down, then moved to work on Lorne. "Hmm, what to do with you? First, lose the jacket." She took the cuffs off him then took the jacket and shirt off, leaving him with his pants and belt, but putting his shoes under the bed where he was sitting. "You know, I could really use my lab's stuff right about now." She frowned. "You'd look so good in those red leather straps I found." She shrugged and tied him face down, then backed up and started to mutter while looking through her bag. The lights went out. The camera's glow could be seen but those went out as well. She spanked them both and they yelled, then Micah winced when she pinched him. He nodded, going to get Max and whoever else out while she stayed. It'd look natural for him to check and see what was going on. Dawn got both of them shoes and then winked at the woman. "Window," she whispered, pointing at it. "Escape."
Lorne smacked her across the face, knocking her into the table. He didn't like to hit women, but sometimes you had to pay them back for beating you. He got his cohort out and glanced around before sneaking out. She was halfway across the grounds when he heard the dogs howl, speeding up to get to the main wall. He heard a bike and winced. "Rimfire," he groaned. She wouldn't have brought anyone else and he didn't want to get into the middle of a domestic thing, not today. He made it to the edge of the grounds, and that's when the dogs attacked. He managed to get one off him and then get his belt free, snapping it at the other one. He jumped and missed the wall, and got bitten in the leg for it. He got the dog off again and this time made it to the top of the wall but now there was a guard, Matilda. He struggled but she wasn't injured and she looked like she really wanted him dead. She managed to get him off balance and shoved him back down to the dogs.
"Sit!" she ordered, and they sat, on him. She smirked down at him. "Where's the little angel?" she asked in a supposedly cooing voice.
"I knocked her out," he ground out. "Served her right." He tried to move but one of the dogs lunged for his throat so he stopped and laid back down. "One of us got out, Matilda. You won't catch her."
"I'm sure that nice biker stud will be bringing her back soon enough. After all, we still have her partner. And yours."
***
Micah found Dawn on the floor and helped her up, checking her over. "Hey, you okay?"
"Yeah, just a bit sore," she complained, rubbing her cheek. "The table bit me." She looked over as Reggie walked in. "Hey. System break down?"
"More or less. It looked like an interrupter beam was shot into the power grid." He grimaced then noticed her cheek. "Are you all right?"
"Yeah, they overpowered me and then the guy hit me. The table did the rest," she admitted, letting Micah help her stand. "It happens, I had worse in training."
"At least you're fine now," he offered, laying her on the bed. "Unfortunately, this will cut her night's work short," he said, glaring at Reggie. Who shrugged. "When's breakfast?"
"Eightish. Then we'll have the other event. I'll expect you both there." He walked out, leaving them alone. On the way he stopped to get a special CD from a well-hidden camera. He turned it on and found it blank too and grimaced. "How did that go off too? It's not electronic, it's different." He considered it. Nothing should have been able to shut that off, except someone hitting the wrong switch. "The butler must have done it," he decided. "I'll have to punish him tomorrow. After we deal with the remaining three prisoners." He sat back to consider that, letting Matilda in to pleasure him. She was one twisted woman and he enjoyed that about her.
***
Micah curled up beside Dawn, holding the ice pack for her. "What do you know about these nightmares?" he whispered.
"It's like a daisy-chain effect. You're doing a walk-through and you can't tell if it's yours or not, but there's always an exit key. That key can get whoever it is's out, and then one of them will be the next one's exit key. The problem is, the last one is stuck, and someone has to do something very good or very wrong to fix it." She hissed as he moved the ice pack, then flipped over to look at him, tossing the pack toward the bathroom. "So, if we're in the line, then someone outside of the main players is the key, and they can throw us clear, and if this is ours, then we're free, except for the next key. Then again, if I remember right, the next key doesn't have to be a main player."
"So, it could be one of us going to fix the next one?" he summarized. She nodded. "Then who's the end?"
"It depends on who started it off. They had to throw the first key out, and either they or that key are the last one usually."
"Who do you think it is," he said, knowing she had a clue.
"Personally? With everything that's been going on, like the possessed car? I'm thinking they're after one of the group and you guys got stuck. So I'm guessing here, but it's related to the custody case and all that." He winced. "Which means that it's either Xander, Throttle, or me."
He shook his head. "We can't be the first ones."
"No, we're probably not. The first ones are always more vivid. If you look around the edges of things, it's kinda fuzzy. That doesn't mean it's not me. If we're next to last in line, then sticking me is going to be easy."
He stroked her cheek. "Who do you think it is?" he repeated gently.
"Xander," she admitted quietly, shifting closer. "It's got to be. They sent a possessed car to Charley's garage. I went to talk to the guy and he knew who the guy who recommended her worked for, which was W&H. That's two, both against Xander. They don't know I can do things that massively and they should know he's a negative person."
He sighed and nodded. "That's fine then. When you get free, if you're not home, I want you to head there." She nodded, giving him a hug. He kissed her on the temple, a fatherly sort of kiss. "You've done good, kid."
"Thanks. I tried, ya know?" she whispered back. She snuggled into him. "Sorry, but I'm cuddly."
"It's all right. I set the alarm for six." She nodded, resting against his chest, eyes closed. "So, whose is this one?"
She snorted. "Given the content? I'd say, Rimmy's, possibly my trainer's, either one of them, or yours. Mine's going to be a lot more gruesome."
"Fine." He gave her the cuddle she wanted, letting her fall asleep. He gently disengaged and got up to get that ice pack. Parts of him really needed it. She wasn't someone he'd normally turn away. Even if she was only nearly legal in the state they were in. He laid back down and she curled back around him again and he realized she was wearing a tiny set of pajamas and all he had to do was nudge himself and he could be in there. He put the ice pack where it would do the most good. He couldn't break her in for humans. She wasn't his and he had to remind himself of that.
***
Dawn walked out to the outside tables, following the dog to breakfast. "Morning," she said, smiling at them. "How did we sleep?"
"No Micah?" Bob asked.
"He'll be out in a minute. He needed to finish getting dressed. He's shy because he's got a few scars he doesn't like me to see." She sat down, crossing her legs demurely. She was wearing the outfit that Micah had ordered her to bring. It was fairly showy and showed her assets to the best advantage. It was also easy enough to kick butt in if she needed to. She saw the poles up across the patio and looked at Reggie. "A witch burning?" she joked lamely. "You know, some of us *are* pagans."
"No, dear, just the problems from last night being eliminated."
"Hopefully *after* breakfast?" she asked dryly. "Some of us can't eat to that and I am rather hungry."
"If the lady wants," he agreed, smiling at her. He grinned at Micah as he joined them. "Good morning, Micah."
"Morning, Reggie. How did everyone sleep?"
"Probably not as good as you did with her in your arms," Matilda teased.
Micah smirked at her. "A true gentleman never tells." He sat down and smiled at her, giving her a gentle kiss. "So, what's on for this morning?"
"They're going to do the snuffing thing from last night," Dawn told him, nodding at the poles. "After breakfast."
"Thank you for that. Gunfire really doesn't do anything for my digestion these days," he said dryly. Bob snickered at that. "Speaking of weapons, Bob, did you get to see one of her coworkers recently? I know your company was at the gunshow in Chicago."
"I saw Lorne Cash there," he admitted, "plus some strange things. Who was it?"
"Um, big pale guy," Dawn told him. "Xander?" He swallowed and nodded. "He's a coworker."
"So you do the strange and unusual things," Matilda said. Dawn nodded. "Why?"
"Because I was raised that way. As pointed out earlier, I am a pagan. I'm a practicing witch actually." Reggie shifted some and she smirked at him. "Sorry if that bothers you. I'm not doing sex magic though, I'm a nature person." He snorted and shook his head. So she looked at the other woman again. "It suits me to be perfectly honest. Especially since some of that can impact national security issues."
"Interesting. Have you gotten to torture anyone?"
"Chicago's mostly family oriented," she told her. "Not too many bad people, unless you count the shudders that Limburger gives out. It's basically like dealing with the mafia, only the magic and other-strange-things version."
"Interesting," Matilda agreed. "Does it pay well? We probably pay better at the State Department. That way you'd be closer to Micah."
"Absence and all that," Dawn quipped with a hand wave. "I'll be back in DC very often for the next few years, and then I'm planning on transferring in after I finish my language degrees."
"Really? Which languages?" Bob asked.
"Mostly Middle Eastern and Russian. Micah suggested it. I'm still fairly new, barely cracked the textbook this semester."
"Smart, funny, and beautiful, Micah. You've gotten the motherlode," Reggie teased.
"I know. Why do you think I don't share?" He handed her the muffins, letting her pick out her own, then taking one of his own. "Pass the butter please?" He saw the hostages being led out and shrugged, letting her take the butter first, then dishing out some of his own. He noticed everyone was staring at him. "What? Did we need to say grace?"
"No, but I never noticed you ate muffins," Reggie told him.
"Dawn's been spoiling me. She's a very good cook and lives to spoil when I'm stressed," he said smugly. "I get plenty of muffins, home cooked meals, and pastries from a local bakery every time I fly in to visit." They all looked impressed at that. "Plus she's keeping up a 3.8 GPA." He smirked at them. Dawn sneezed. "Bless you."
"Thanks." She took an extra napkin to wipe her nose, then balled it up and put it inside a second one so no one had to touch it. She looked back at the hostages. "One of them did get away?"
"Yes, unfortunately one of them had a biker waiting on her and he took her off," Matilda sighed. "Pity, she looked like you'd have fun playing with her. Where did you find that blue leather outfit?"
"Xander's husband said he couldn't wear it, ever, so I was thinking about buying it off him. Apparently his mate thought it was a bit too much on him." She smirked. "I look adorable in it however."
Micah patted her on the hand. "I'm sure you do." He looked at Reggie. "Why doesn't everyone else eat?" he suggested. Reggie picked out his own muffin and fixed it, then ate a bite, which prompted Bob and Matilda to as well. Spies were nothing if not paranoid. Dawn sneezed again. "Bless you."
"Thanks." She took out the original napkin and wiped her nose again, then wrapped it back up. "I must be allergic to one of the flowers around here or something." She looked at him, then smiled weakly. "I'm guessing I'm going to have the windows up on the way back."
"If you want," he promised. She nodded, giving him a hug. Then she sneezed again and the dishes on the table rattled. "Ooh, that's sounding bad." She got up and sneezed again, walking back toward the house. She disappeared inside, coming back a few minutes later with one of the other dogs following her. He stood up as she walked closer, helping her into her seat, which earned a smile. Then he sat down again. "You all right?"
"Just fine. Momentary nose bleed, already stopped." He nodded, patting her on the hand. She dug back into her breakfast, and realized what was going on, so put the rest down. "Maybe I shouldn't eat, I'm feeling a bit dizzy again."
"Surely you're not pregnant," Bob said, grimacing a bit.
"No, not possible, just dizzy. Like I said a momentary nosebleed." She shrugged and leaned against Micah's arm, tracing patterns in the hair on it. One summoned her backup, the other broke the ties on the ropes, then all hell broke loose. Rimfire jumped the wall, coming in with lasers blasting everything in sight. She and Micah dove down, coming up with weapons, which they used on Bob and Matilda, then Micah got Reggie. That left the rest of the human servants and their guns, but now the hostages were freed and Dawn tossed Max her gun since she was the better shot. She got on behind Rimfire, winking at Lorne. "I'll get you back for that slap later," she called. He snorted and headed off with the hostages, Micah covering them and running behind. "Rimmy, make sure they get away. We're rear guard," she called, hanging on as he sped off after them, laying down suppression fire. The jeep was filled and she summoned their bags, tossing Micah his. Then she had to hold on really tight. He was driving up a tilted tree to jump the wall again. She shrieked as he jumped and found herself somewhere else.
***
Micah woke up, still on his couch, holding his head. "Oh, shit," he moaned, shaking his head. "No, bad, very bad. I don't want to do that to Dawn. I like Dawn and she's a neat kid, but I don't want to do that to Dawn. No, no sex with Dawn, no." He got up to get himself a drink, pouring it straight from the scotch bottle before sitting down. He called Lorne's phone, getting a groan in answer. "Are you awake? Check on Max." He took a drink. "No, living nightmares was how it was said by Fred. Yeah, do it now. You might have to head over there if she doesn't answer. If she's under, she'll have to be released. Watch out for her to die. Xander said it's possible." He hung up and finished that one, getting up to get another one so he could forget the feel of Dawn wrapped around him, especially her mouth wrapped around him. "That's it, I've got to start dating again," he complained, looking up. "Maybe send me a nice woman?" he suggested. "I deserve it for putting up with stuff like this."
c: Modo
Dawn looked around her new spot, frowning when she saw she was still dressed the same, but everyone else looked just about as slutty and high class. This was apparently a semi- formal event and she was dressed well enough for that. She had been right, she was the key. "Okay, so I'm an exit to his nightmare," she muttered, walking over to the big guy surrounded by women. "Care to dance?" she purred, leaning on his arm with a grin. "I know studly mice like you don't usually, but just this once?"
Modo looked down at her and grinned in relief. "Sure, we'll dance," he agreed, winking his eye at her. The band playing quietly in the corner struck up a nice, slow song and he walked her out there to dance with her. "What's going on?" he asked, panicking just a bit now. "What is this? I look like James Bomb."
"Yeah, you're doing a decent impersonation in your nightmare," she agreed, smirking up at him. "Somehow, I'm here to get you out of it. I don't know how yet, but it'll become apparent. This is still your nightmare and I'm still a bit player." He nodded, calming himself down. "Besides, I just got done with one spy thing and now I'm here." She grinned at him. "Rimmy's going to have a cow."
"Why?"
"My last one was with Micah and it was a rescue." She looked up at him. "Not pleasure, but necessity." He shuddered. "Yeah, and he was listening. So expect to hear a fight when we get back." She dipped him and grinned at his shocked look. "Women's lib," she quipped, letting him go to the next woman. She felt she should be closer to the door for some reason. Maybe this was going to be a short nightmare. Hers hadn't been but some of them probably were. Then again, someone was probably in the hellmouth too. She'd help them sleep later. People rushed in with guns, holding up the event to take the jewelry. She wasn't really wearing anything but the diamond studs in her ears so they took her as a hostage instead. She looked at Modo, who apparently couldn't pop up his cannon, and sighed, nodding at him. "It'll be okay," she promised. "Come find me."
He nodded, watching as she was taken by the thieves. He waited just long enough then ran after them. Outside was Xander's car. "Not my bike?" He slid in and a panel opened, showing him that it was his bike, she was just pretending to be Xander's car. "Don't give him hopes, Lil' Hoss. He'll want to see if he can do that." He took off after the thieves. "Can you track Dawnie? She's got a tracking device on her, I'm pretty sure she does." The bike found a signal and traced it, letting him have audio of what was going on. They were sneering and threatening her. "Like hell. Weapons, darlin'?" She popped out an impressive array of lasers, then put them back so he could speed up.
He saw the tracking signal stop and growled, going past where they had thrown the earrings she had been wearing. He wasn't sure if Throttle had told her that those had tracking devices in them or not, but he knew they did. So did all the bikes and Xander. He sped up, going to catch them before they could find somewhere more dangerous to hide. Not that Dawn couldn't protect herself, but this is what manly men like him did. Or as Vinnie put it, super hero stuff. That made him smirk and he took a corner a bit faster than he probably should safely, but there were the thieves ahead of him. Along with a cop car chasing them. He saw the man leaning out it and shook his head. "No more late night cartoons with Xander," he muttered, shifting up. Ahead of him, a few turns up the mountain they were climbing, he could see a bridge spanning a valley. The small car ahead of him spun around a corner and he heard a crash, making him wince. "This is where I'd like my bike back," he complained, shifting down as he came across the accident. He got out to help move the cars out of his way, then got back in to head after them, before they could do something mean to Dawn. He came to the bridge and found her walking around, holding her head. "Dawn!" he shouted, stopping at the edge of the bridge.
"No, bomb!" she yelled, shaking her head and backing away. "Get off the bridge!"
He stopped where he was, staring at her. Then he looked around. She pointed at the small device on one of the bridge supports, and he sighed. "Come this way!" he yelled. "Come on!"
"I can't! If I go past it, it'll set it off!"
"How?" She pointed to her chest and he could see that her jacket was open, showing a small glowing box under it. "You can't take it off?"
"I can't pick locks yet!" she yelled, starting to get pissed. "Just get off the bridge! Get the car and get off the bridge!" He nodded, looking at the car, but it didn't move. "She can't!" she shouted, sounding really pissed now.
"Fine." He got off and backed his car up to the safer, more solid roadway, then headed back to help her. She stopped him, shaking her head. "They're still around?"
"Watching." She pointed behind her. "They're going to pull a decision if I'm right. I'll wake up, I'm not here."
"You are here."
"It's your nightmare, dumbass," she said hotly. "I'm your exit key!" He looked stunned at that. "So, yeah, I may fall but I probably won't die. I can't guarantee the same thing about your bike and I know you will if you fall. Now, get off the bridge!" she snapped.
"No, that's not how we play this," he said calmly, trying hard to think. Nothing in the Freedom Fighter handbook covered this. Bombs on people, but not this situation. Then again, the playbook said to try to save the bikes first and then the person because most of them had been injured or mentally programmed in other ways. This was one of those times when he wished he were a bit smarter about some of the book stuff. "Tow line?" he suggested. "It'll keep you from falling."
"I'm not sure the car can do that, Modo," she said dryly.
"Hey, I wish I had my bike," he reminded her.
She gave him a bland look. "Why do you think they call these nightmares?" She judged the distance. "Even if you could pull out a tow line, it wouldn't be long enough. You'd have to bring the car back onto the bridge." She looked at him. "This is where one of us needs to be able to fly." She heard a click and winced. "Run," she ordered calmly.
"Like hell." He grabbed her and took her with him, tossing her toward the car when he heard the explosion. She managed to catch the bumper and he managed to grab a piece of metal that was still hanging off that side. He was even able to climb up it and land back in the car, panting hard. "Okay, let's back up," he decided. The car beeped at him. "Sorry, I forgot. I wish you were in bike form." He put the car in reverse and backed up, silently thanking Xander for the driving lessons he had given them all, just in case he had said. He felt the tires not catch and looked down, putting a bit more gas into it since the road was starting to crumble. She was calling someone on her phone, speaking flawless Italian. "Who's that?"
"Police." They finally made it away from the new gap and she hung up, turning to look at him. "That was so very dumb. I never finished physics. You could have died, here and in reality."
"I couldn't let them blow you up."
"Fine, yay, but now we've still got to manage to make our way through the puzzle to capture them or whatever to get you free of this so we can both wake up." He gave her a sideways look. "Seriously. It's like a chain. Throttle woke Rimfire from what he was saying over the system last night. Rimfire got me, I'm getting you, you'll get either Charley or Vinnie, and then they'll wake the other."
"Where's Xander in all this?"
"Stuck back at the beginning."
"Then the last person gets him?"
"Only if they want to be stuck," she said grimly. "I don't know how to fix it. So, how are we going to catch those people?"
"Well, since this looks like a James Bomb flick and it's got the plot from one, they'll be back," he reminded her. He turned the car around and headed for the town, passing the cops on the way. "For whatever reason they were coming after you." He looked at her. "Hiding secret plans or something?"
She patted herself down, finding something new in her pocket, holding up the large sapphire. "Well, I think I know the reason." He groaned, shaking his head. "Hey, your nightmare, not mine. Mine had me and Micah on a rescue mission." She slumped down in her seat. "Poor Rimfire had to hear everything we had to playact to get Lorne and Max and some other people free."
"You're not hurting him, right?"
"It's something we've talked about in the past," she admitted bitterly. "Female agents are often called upon to do things that they wouldn't normally do while undercover. Including playing the doting girlfriend. He promised me he knew it wasn't what I really wanted and that he knew I wasn't going to enjoy it. He also promised me to bathe me when I came home, just in case I had someone else's scent on me." She saw his eye start to glow and winced. "Mars had agents who had to do the same thing," she defended. "Women in espionage only recently got more roles than being a girlfriend or mistress. He'll probably have to do the same thing someday. Fortunately Micah's people don't have to go on those as often as some other covert people."
"Don't think I'd have told him that, Little Bit," the voice from the radio said, sounding sarcastic, but slightly fond of her.
She looked at the dashboard. "Spike? Why aren't you in your new body? And how are you liking having fur?"
"Beats having to bleach meself, but not by much," he said grimly. "Plus my sister's a twat already."
"Why has my bike and Xander's car been invaded by a vampire?" Modo asked patiently.
"It's your nightmare," Spike told him. "You tell me, ducks."
"I'm a mouse actually. The Ducks are out in Anaheim." He took the next corner a bit quicker. "How do we get unstuck from here?"
"I'm guessing here but you've only got two of the big spy three," Dawn told him. "You've saved the girl, saved the item, and now you've got to save the world."
"So, just like every other week?" he joked.
"Possibly. Again, it's your nightmare," she said, sliding down some and rubbing her stomach. "Apparently it's nearly breakfast back at home. My stomach aches."
"Bet me that's what that is," Spike said smugly. "You okay?"
Modo glared at her, frowning now. "You're what?"
"I'm not! I'm on the shot!"
"Doesn't work," Spike sang smugly. "None of it does."
"Fucking hell," she muttered, looking down at her stomach. "Well, with the way I'm cramping it's about to be a moot point, so can you maybe wake us up, Modo?"
He stopped the car to stare at her. "You're not Dawn. Dawn's not like that." The woman got out and backed up but a shot from above took her out and he looked up, seeing the real Dawn standing there, still wincing. He sniffed her as she came closer, then gave her a hug. "I'm sorry."
"Yeah, me too." She took the sapphire from the other woman's pocket, then handed it to him. "Find the exit, Modo. It sure ain't on this road." She got into the car, still wincing a bit.
He looked at the car, then at the rest of the road he could see from that spot. He found some binoculars in the glove box so he could look at the other exits off the road. They all led sharply down. He wouldn't care if he was on his bike, but he couldn't take any of those in the sports car. He saw one marked 'home' that lead to a dead-end drop off and shuddered. So he looked in the other direction. There was one back the way they had come marked 'home' and it looked fairly safe. He looked back at Dawn then got in. "We need to get across the spot where the bridge was. We're going the wrong way."
"Then you'll need to fly," she noted, opening the 'special options' panel in the dashboard. She hit the one for 'helicopter blades' then reached up to unlock the top, pushing it back with his help. The blades came up and unfolded and she smirked as the steering wheel turned into a single stick for their flight out of here. The car rocked as it took off and he heard a bolt snap. His tail grabbed onto the bottom frame as they lifted off and Dawn used the tow line to anchor the other side since there was no way he could hold onto the heavy steel frame of this car with his tail.
"Still wish I had my bike," he complained. He flew them toward the exit, which wasn't that far. On it he saw the round transporter circle and winced. It had been hidden before. "That goes to space storage," he complained.
"Does it? Looks like a transport between worlds to me."
"You're sure?"
Dawn threw the sapphire at it and it changed to a silver ripple, like a moving mirror. "Yeah, I am." She grinned at him and he drove/flew them through it. She felt herself be released and he found himself on his bike in Chicago, on a familiar street. He stopped to hug her.
"You're back. Thank you for being back, Lil' Hoss. I missed you." She beeped and leaned against him. "Yeah, I love you too. Which way should we head, girl? To the garage? The scoreboard? The lair?" He looked around. "If it exists in this world." He got back on and let her pick their direction. She may be a bike, but she was his bike and better than most of them. He hoped Dawn got out in time.
***
Dawn woke up and stared at her ceiling. "Damn," she said with a groan. Someone tapped on her door and she flopped back down. "Come help me sit up." Rimfire walked in and hugged her, holding her tightly. "I'm sorry, Rimmy."
"It's not an issue. Sometimes birth control apparently fails on us," he said gently, stroking her stomach. "Come on, let me take you to the ER. Even I can smell the blood."
"I kinda got kicked in the stomach," she sighed, letting him help her up. She noticed she was in her pajamas and went into the bathroom to change, putting on protection since she was bleeding. Then she headed up the ramp to find out who else was up. "I freed Modo. I'm guessing that he's got Charley or Vinnie?"
Throttle looked at her and nodded, pulling her closer to give her a hug. "I'm sorry, Dawnie. I wish I knew of a way to have not made it so."
She gave him a squeeze. "It happens. Like Charley had it happen," she sighed. "He's taking me to the ER. I'm bleeding. I got kicked in the stomach when I got taken from Modo." He nodded, giving her an extra squeeze before letting her go. "Who got you free?"
"Xander."
"Where is he?"
"He's still down." He looked at her. "He's not going to get saved?"
"Not without a struggle and something heroic. If so, then the person saving him can get stuck." She went to find the reference book for him, walking around the pouting vampire mouse on the floor. "Hey, Spike. Thanks for talking to Modo too." She handed him the book, weathering the small smirk. "Lil' Hoss was Xander's car and Spike was on the radio as its voice." She shrugged and went to get on the back of Rimfire's bike. He took off, taking her to the hospital they all used.
Rimfire carefully walked his girl inside. "I think she's pregnant and miscarrying," he said quietly. "She smells off and she's bleeding pretty well."
"Is it due to an injury?"
"Not really," Dawn admitted. She gave him a look and he nodded, checking them in. She was gotten by a nurse a few minutes later and led back to a room while Rimfire waited outside. "It's strange but I was just in this living nightmare thing and got kicked in the stomach. I woke up cramping and bleeding."
"Sometimes nightmares can be hiding what's really happening from us," she said gently. "Are you on any form of birth control?"
"The monthly shot. I'm due my next one next week, on Thursday."
"All right." She drew some blood and sent it off, then came back with a drink for her. "Here, you'll probably need this. How heavily are you bleeding?"
"Worse than my usual cycle," she sighed, looking at her. "Can Rimfire come in or are you going to call people who don't know?"
"I've called someone down from OB," she admitted. "It shouldn't be too long and then he can be in here with you. Is it his?" She nodded. "Would that matter?"
"According to our doc, Enamel, there's about a sixty percent chance of miscarriage and apparently he can go through any form of birth control," she said bitterly. "I graduate in four days." She took a sip of her soda as the curtain opened, nodding at Enamel. "He can go through my shot too."
"I'm sorry to hear that, Dawn." He came over to give her a hug. "What happened?"
"We were in this living nightmare daisy chain and I got kicked in the stomach." He gave her an odd look. "Magic stuff," she admitted. "An attack. Mostly everyone's free." She took another sip. Then looked at the other person coming in. "Hey."
"Hi," the nurse said, smiling at the new doctor. "I know I called you and someone must have called their personal physician as well. This is Miss Dawn Summers. She's miscarrying she believes."
"That's fine, let's pull over the ultrasound." He walked around Enamel, giving him a short look. "I heard about another one like you last year, had a lot of holes from an industrial accident?"
"I came in to do the surgery on him," Enamel admitted, opening his case. "Dawn, truth here, do you want us to try to save it?"
"I graduate in four days," she said miserably. "I'm heading for college this fall. I'd love it, but we know I'm not ready. Even Rimfire. He's outside."
"I'll get him," the nurse soothed. She hurried out to get the boyfriend, walking him back inside. "She'll be fine," she promised before letting him inside.
Rimfire walked over and kissed her, moving the soda so she couldn't crush the can in pain. "Hey." He stroked her forehead. "Enamel, can't you give her something for this?"
"It depends on her wanting to keep it or not, kid," he offered.
"Let's look at the situation first, it may not be a true miscarriage," the human OB offered, spreading some goo on her stomach so he could use the ultrasound. He looked at it. "We've got some thickening, and there's a bruise and a blood clot," he admitted, staring at it. He bit his top lip, sucking on it for a moment. "No, I'm going to say you're going to miscarry, no matter what."
"Then I can speed it up," Enamel offered, pulling out a vial of silvery liquid and a large needle. "Dawn?"
"Please."
"I have to ask, it's the law in this state. Are you over eighteen? We'd need parental permission for that."
"You said yourself, I'm miscarrying," Dawn said bitterly. "I'd rather not suffer through it." She pointed at the phone. "Can it be verbal? My adoptive father will agree." Rimfire got the phone and hit one of the buttons marked 'outside line', dialing the house and bringing it back. "Hey, Stoker, I need Throttle. Yeah, kinda." She listened while he got Throttle from the bathroom. "Hey, there's a state law saying I need permission to help the miscarriage along since I'm under eighteen." She handed the phone to the doctor. "There. My adoptive father."
"Thank you. I know it's hard, miss, but it is a state law." He listened to the tired voice on the other side. "Thank you, sir, that's what we needed. No, sir, it's usually considered a good notification law by most parents, but sometimes it does get in the way. Like with her. Yes, sir, thank you." He walked the phone back and hung it up. "All right." He looked at Enamel. "I can't protest whatever you're about to do. Did you have another case for me?" he asked the nurse.
"There's a woman groaning and panting up the hall, you're probably here for her too," Rimfire offered.
He nodded. "I'm sorry I couldn't help more, kids." He walked out, going to check on the other to make sure she was in labor.
"You're sure, Dawn?" She nodded. He drew some of the liquid out and capped the bottle, then walked closer. "Absolutely sure? If one drip of this touches your blood, it's history. No turning back. I could try to save the baby."
"That'll mean it'll be damaged and I'll still probably miscarry," Dawn told him.
"We'll make hellacious parents some day," Rimfire said calmly. "Just not today."
Enamel nodded, giving him a small, soothing grin. "I know you will. You and your uncle both. Okay, grab on. This'll feel like ice in your veins." He found a vein and popped the needle in expertly, releasing it slowly as he exhaled. Then he grabbed some towels to wipe off her stomach and put the small viewing device on it. "Yeah, you've got some bad bruising and some minor clotting. What was going on? What sort of attack is a nightmare?"
The nurse coughed. "I'll leave you alone," she said, handing Enamel the file. "Just file that when you leave, doctor." She left them alone, she didn't need to know and he didn't need her.
Dawn shrugged a bit, wincing some. "It got you stuck in a living nightmare."
"It's like a daisy chain," Rimfire said since she was wincing.
"Okay, we're applying porno concepts to an attack, must be odd," Enamel offered. "You okay?"
"Throttle got me free, I got her, Micah, and Lorne free, but I had to listen to her being the girl of Micah on the assignment."
"I told Modo and he's not happy," Dawn told him gently. "I told him it could happen to you too and that we've talked about this stuff."
"Babe, I'm not mad. You were saving our friends. It was clear you weren't *enjoying* it." He gave her a gentle kiss. "If you ever did that poorly with me, I'd know I was unloved." She gave him a gentle smile and a pat on the cheek. "We've got to get him a girl of his own, and I'll roast his tail if he thinks about you while not on assignment, but I understood. It was the only way. That's probably how Max and Lorne got caught." She nodded. He kissed her again. "It'll be okay." He looked up at their doctor, who was pointedly studying the display. "How long will she be bleeding this heavily? She's got graduation in four days."
"She could slow down by then but I can't promise it. In mice, she'd be bleeding for two weeks but it'd slowly taper off after the third day. In humans, I don't know," he told him. Rimfire nodded, going back to stroking her stomach and trying to comfort her. "Dawn, I wish I could give you stuff for the pain."
"Me too." He gave her a gentle pat on the side. "Everything else okay?"
"So far. Why? What's worrying you?"
"The lack of effective birth control. Charley won't want another one for a very long time and I know I'm not having one in the next three years." Rimfire grinned at her. "Babe, why are you sad?" She stroked his cheek.
"My nightmare had three zombie mice telling me how bad you'd have it if I brought you to Mars," he said gently. "They were getting really pushy."
Enamel looked at him. Then he shook his head. "Probably not all mice would love her since she's human, but your kids would be welcome. The Council recently stated that any mouse, even one with just a drop in their veins, was welcome back on Mars. Even me." Rimfire looked stunned. "I'm still not going back. I know people there won't trust me. They'll give me those same dirty looks I got before my sentencing. If I'm needed, I'll go up and then come back down. Shell's said the same thing. Mars needs more help before she can comfortably live up there with how she can sense the earth."
Dawn nodded. "I've been looking at terraforming ideas and the like," she admitted. "Most of them require some water, but it doesn't have to be pure water or even clean water really. As long as you can filter it."
"We've got an underground river system but it's fairly heavy in mineral content," Rimfire reminded her. "I don't think we can filter that out that well."
"You could, but it'd be hard," she offered. "If the Middle East can take water from the Dead Sea and make it drinkable, you guys can take yours and make it useable for growing stuff. You won't have to be able to drink it, just use it. It can be recycled and everything. That's in my blue and silver textbook. I was going to hand it to Stoker."
"Well, he's down." He stroked her cheek. "I'll tell him when we get home." She nodded, resting her face against his hand. "How long, Enamel?"
"It's already happened, kids, I'm just watching the after-effects to make sure no other problems erupt. By the way, no vaginal sex until she stops bleeding. I don't know how you'd do it after that."
"We need to break into Karbunkle's lab, see if he came up with something. He was doing so many sexual experiments that he had to have figured out how to prevent contraception," Rimfire said grimly.
"He's still in custody," Enamel told him.
Dawn shook her head. "Nope, or else he's got another clone. He was at the tower during our prom. One of the goons taunted me by telling me Karbunkle was going to have me first."
"Prom?"
"Formal event to mark the status of being an adult," Rimfire told him. He pulled out his copy of their pictures, showing them off. "There. That was a few weeks ago."
"How far was I?" Dawn asked.
"Pretty well into the third month," Enamel offered, smiling at the outfits those two were wearing. "You two looked good." He handed them back. "I'd say it happened around that succubus attack."
"I did a healing spell on myself after a few days so I could sit," she admitted, looking at him.
"It probably wouldn't have mattered," Rimfire told her. "No more until I'm sure you can't get knocked up again, babe. We can do other stuff." He pulled a chair over to sit down. "How much longer?"
Enamel gave him a long look, then looked at the machine in his hand. "Before she can go home?" He considered it. "About an hour. Before you can do anything else? Probably about three or four weeks." He looked at him again. "You'll survive."
"Yeah, there's plenty of other stuff," he said with a grin for his woman.
Dawn pinched him. "Now's not the time to talk about that stuff."
"Point." He gave her a gentle kiss then handed back her soda and sat the bed up so she could get comfortable. Since he didn't have a straw or anything like that.
Enamel shook his head. He'd never been that insane over anyone that he waited on them hand and foot. Maybe he had missed something but he was sure it wasn't that much fun.
d: Charley
Modo ran around the streets, trying to find someone he knew. He knew this one wasn't his nightmare, but he couldn't find his bros in this one. Then again, that left one other possibility according to Dawn, so he headed back to the garage, getting there in time to find someone trying to muscle in on Charley. He pulled inside and coughed. "Charley ma'am, did you need me to remove these people from your garage?"
She looked at him, then shook her head. "It probably won't work. They're saying they bought my mortgage and that I'm short."
"How much?"
"Eighty bucks," she said dryly.
Modo patted himself down, and knew he had that thing Micah had given them on him. That's how he found it on the second pass. He looked at the balance like Dawn had shown him, then grabbed a pen. "How much?" He grinned at her. "As long as you help me with my bike of course."
"I don't know you that well," she said, backing away.
"It's this or losing it." She looked hesitant and he got up, walking her off into the office. He closed the door and took off his helmet, getting a gasp. "You won't believe me if I told you, but this is your nightmare. I'm here to get you out," he said quietly.
"There's two punks who ride around doing bad stuff who look a lot like you."
"Bad stuff? My bros? Now I know this isn't my nightmare," he said with a small smirk. "Let me. I have more than enough to pay it all off probably. Just let me do this and we'll free you from this horrible nightmare."
"You keep saying that. This isn't a dream, buddy."
"Modo," he corrected. Her eyes lit up and he smirked at her. "Remember me now?" She nodded, giving him a hug. "Now, are ya gonna let me do this or not, Charley ma'am?"
"Please. I don't want to tangle with Limburger this week."
"Fine." He patted her on the back. "You gotta let me go." She let him go with a nervous chuckle and he walked back out there. "How much is the remaining on her mortgage?"
Limburger's right hand, Greasepit, looked at the figure on the paper. "Ninety-four thousand and change."
"Then let's cover all the change." He took a pen and wrote out the check, then carefully entered it into the register. He handed it over, smirking at the shocked look. "Hey, she's got friends. I know she'll pay me back and I'd never make her close the garage."
"Is that check any good?"
Modo showed him the balance and Greasepit groaned. "Go cash it. If not, I can hit an ATM and deal with it." Greasepit took it and stomped off, and didn't come back so apparently the check was cashed. He looked back at her. "You okay?"
"What's going on here?" she demanded. "This never happened before!"
He nodded. "Well, from what Dawn and Xander announced, it was an attack. We're in this roving nightmare. She called it a daisy chain. She got me out, now I'm here to get you out." He looked over as two more motorcycles ran into the garage, tipping his head cordially at his bros. Who clearly weren't. Vinnie had a metal arm and a mask, Throttle had something extra on his leg, but you couldn't tell exactly what through his jeans. "Morning, boys."
"Modo," Vinnie said flatly. "What're you doing here?"
"Just dropped in to save her."
"Uh-huh. And the fact that you left us there?" Throttle asked.
"Now I know this is a nightmare, they're way out of character," Charley complained.
Modo looked at her. "You know that book you've been working from? Why don't you see if it's on the kitchen table and sit down to work with it." It was like someone was whispering the suggestion in his ear. Somehow this one was deeper. He knew that it was a nightmare without being told, but she hadn't. Since he was here and feeling odd, he was guessing it was something to do with the baby or something. Maybe that whispered suggestion of the book would help. He looked at the bros again, getting between them and her. "Don't," he said quietly. "It's not what it looks like. This isn't real. I saw you guys at breakfast this morning and it wasn't like this." Throttle gave him an incredulous look. "Seriously. It wasn't. I don't know what's going on. Xander said it was an attack."
"Who's Xander?" Vinnie asked.
Modo looked at him. "At home, you know who he is," he said grimly. "He's the guy who made it possible to beat Limburger. Now we're stuck with his son, Marshal." He looked them over. "You both know I'd never have left you two there. For that matter, you two had to get me free, not the other way around." They backed up. "Give it ten minutes."
Charley came out. "I can't find the book."
Modo concentrated and then looked around again. He handed it to her with a small grin. "The fairies that keep stealing Dawn's hair things brought it back," he joked.
"Thank them for me," she said, going to sit on a workbench and read through them. He came over and flipped the pages, pointing at one. "I'm not there yet."
"Get through there. You've been doing pretty good so far."
"What's that?" Vinnie asked.
"Shielding," they said in unison. Vinnie backed up farther.
"Vinnie, I know you know what that is," Modo said dryly. "You used to dabble yourself. That's why you never freaked about Dawn and Xander doing it."
"Who?" Throttle asked.
Charley flipped back to that one and read it over, then started to work on it. It was a concentration exercise and it was calming and peaceful. Then she felt the baby kick and had to stop to gasp, holding her stomach.
"Hey," Modo said, reaching over to pat the baby. "Calm down in there." He looked at Vinnie. "C'mere." He shook his head. "Now. Before I make you." Vinnie's eyes narrowed and he used his tail to grab him. It showed how curious Vinnie was that he didn't struggle. He put his hand on the baby, staring at him. "Yours, bro," he said quietly. "Remember now?"
"I never touched her, I don't even know her," Vinnie complained. He moved his hand and the baby kicked him, and he could feel something. "Whoa," he said, backing off. "It's mine."
"How?" Throttle asked. "Limburger?"
"No, the natural way," Modo said dryly. "C'mere. You've been waiting for this one too." Throttle shook his head. "Charley ma'am, go back to the exercises." She nodded, starting again after rereading it. Modo walked over there, picking Throttle up and carrying him over to make him realize this too. It would keep her and the baby unhurt. Since Dawn had been hurt he knew they could hurt the baby. "Feel her. She's obviously Vinnie's."
"She?" Vinnie asked.
"That's what you've been hoping for," he said with a shrug, watching Throttle touch her stomach. The baby must have kicked him hard, Charley groaned and Throttle backed off quickly. Modo looked at him. "I know you're free of this nightmare sequence," Modo offered to him. "I don't know about Vinnie yet. We're each freeing the next."
Throttle looked at him. "What?"
"To us, me and her, this is a nightmare," Modo told him, looking perfectly serious. "At home, we're being attacked by these nightmares. Dawn got me free, Rimfire got her free. I know you're free but I'm not sure about Vinnie yet. If he's not, then she'll probably be freeing him shortly."
"That's why I'm like this?" Vinnie asked, looking at his arm. "It doesn't work as well as yours," he said grimly.
Modo patted him on the back. "It doesn't have to at the moment. That's why I'm here. Speaking of, can I have a number three metric screwdriver? Someone put super glue in my arm again." Throttle looked around then got it for him, watching as he got his arm cannon unstuck. Just in case. "There, much better. Lil' Hoss, anyone coming?" She beeped. "Good. Watch out for the stinkfish. I don't trust this." Charley started to glow and both other mice groaned, grabbing their heads. "Morning," he said once they straightened up. "You two better now?"
"What's going on!" Vinnie shouted, hitting him on the real arm. "I have no idea what's going on!"
"Like I said, it's a nightmare attack," Modo told him, shrugging a bit. "Xander's handling it."
"Where is Xander?" Throttle asked.
Modo shrugged. "If he wasn't the first, he's still got to be rescued. If he was, then we're going to have to deal with it soon. We're not sure what's fully going on yet. All I know is that I've got to free her somehow and then she'll free someone else."
Throttle nodded. "How do you free her?"
"In mine, Dawn had to help me find the exit and save something that changed the exit so I could get out. In hers, she didn't say how Rimfire did it. For right now, I'm waiting on a clue."
Charley opened her eyes. "He's coming back. We have to defeat him and save the garage." She slid off the workbench, letting Vinnie steady her. "Hey."
"Hey. I don't know what's going on."
"Don't worry, I'll be seeing the real you soon," she soothed, stroking his cheek. "For now, quit groping the baby, she's tired."
"Is it a girl?" Throttle asked. She shrugged. "Just easier?"
"Better than calling her an it. That got a loud yell from him," she told him.
"Yeah, that would," he agreed quietly. "We've got to do what?"
"Greasepit is coming back, he's probably found some new fees or something. I've got to save the garage to get out of here."
"The problem is, if she's hurt here, she's hurt in the real world," Modo told him. He looked at her. "Dawn had the same problem but she was bleeding," he said quietly. She nodded. "So it wasn't an accident, it's that we go through nearly every form of birth control."
"Dawn?" Vinnie asked. "Which one is she?"
"Dating Rimfire," Modo said dryly. "My nephew's going to be fussing over her for months because of this." He shook his head as the sound of a motor came closer. "Lil' Hoss?" She beeped and rolled out then beeped again. "Fine. It's Limburger himself this time." He tossed the checkbook to Throttle. "Hold that."
"What's this?"
"Ours back at the lair," he said dryly.
"Whoa," he said, looking at the balance. "How?"
"Some hackers stole Limburger's money and gave it to us," he said with a shrug. He walked to the door, standing in it blatantly, smirking at the man coming up. "Problems with the check?"
"No, it cleared, but there were some fees," he said dryly. "I'm sure it's nothing to someone of your worth." He looked him over. "You're a mouse," he said flatly. Modo nodded. "Why are you here?"
"To whip your slimy, stinky tail." He popped up his arm cannon. "I gave him more than enough to cover the fees. He said ninety-four and I made sure it was more than that."
"Yes, well...." He backed off. "I see you're protecting her. Perhaps I should...." Modo shot out the car's tires, making him flinch. "I was going to leave."
"No, you're gonna die," Vinnie said from behind him, walking around him. "You're threatening my girl and my kid. Not happenin', Limburger." He swallowed and stepped back.
"Hey, you got Karbunkle in there?" Modo asked. "We had a technical question." Limburger nodded, pulling his mad scientist out of the car and planting him in front of him, that way he'd be hit first. "Hey, Karbunkle, in all your experiments, did you ever find a working method of birth control for us?" The scientist looked stunned. "It's important. One kid from Vinnie is more than enough."
"Aww," Vinnie whined. "I'll be a good daddy."
"Yeah, but imagine having one just out of diapers when the next one comes, bro," Throttle told him. "We'll help and all, but that's too many kids."
"With our luck, it'd be the third white mouse in the group and everything would go to hell," Modo said dryly. "Xander would dote on that kid like there's no tomorrow." He looked at him. "Nothing?"
"IUD," he said, shrugging and backing away. "Why?"
Vinnie smirked at him. "I'm gonna be a daddy."
"But I castrated you."
"Hey, sweetheart?" Charley came forward and she was showing a lot more now. He stroked her stomach and smirked. "You were saying?" he asked smugly.
"Blast!" Limburger shouted, starting to run away. "Doctor, let's leave!"
"Of course, your cream cheesiness," he said, taking off after him. He managed to catch Greasepit and got a ride off him, and they raced their boss back to the tower.
"We should go destroy the tower for old time's sake," Modo said happily. He looked at Charley. "Cute."
"Thanks. It was on the next page." She concentrated and went back to normal. "What's that?" she asked, looking at the portal in front of them.
"I'm thinkin' that's the exit," Modo said dryly. "Come on, bike." His bike came over and he took Charley's hand, letting her get on behind him. "We'll see you two soon. Be safe." He rode them into the portal, and that's when he woke up. He looked at Stoker, who handed him a candy bar and a soda. "Thanks."
"Welcome. You okay?"
Throttle leaned out of the office. "Was I just there?" He nodded. "Any fun?"
"I paid off the mortgage. Oh, have Micah check on IUD's, whatever they are. I asked Karbunkle since I had him there and scared."
"Cool." He went to send that message to him, coming back. "Who did you get free?"
"Charley." He looked at where she was laying. "She's getting Vinnie?" Throttle nodded. "Good." He sat up, drinking his soda. "Why do I have to have this?"
"Rimfire went into shock," Stoker told him. "Enamel had to cart him back while Dawn rode his bike. Wesley said to use this."
"Fine." He finished off the candy bar in a few bites and forced himself to gulp the coke, then handed off the can and wrapper. "Who's not free yet?"
"Vinnie and Xander," Throttle said grimly. "Dawn's in a bath with Rimfire taking care of her. You knew?"
"She got kicked in the stomach or something," Modo told him, shrugging a bit. "Not that I think they wanted it."
"They didn't and Enamel said they didn't. He helped it hurry up, they had to call from the hospital." He looked in Modo's eye, then nodded. "You'll be fine. Just rest for a few more."
"What was yours?"
"I was being James Bomb and had to save Dawn after she was snatched," he said grimly. "I nearly lost her. They planted a bomb on a bridge and the trigger on her. I managed to save her and my bike, which was being Xander's car." He stretched out again. "I don't know what we need to do next. Any idea who's doing this?"
"Dawn was working on a way of tracing it. She's got the books in there with her," Throttle said quietly. "She's got the mindset of 'I'm gonna kill someone' at the moment."
"I would too, bro." He looked him over, especially his leg. "In Charley ma'am's nightmare, you had a metal leg and Vinnie had a metal arm. You two were working for Limburger and didn't know her."
"Wonderful," Stoker said grimly. "Why did she get one that was more specific?"
Modo smirked at him. "The baby. By the way, the baby was kicking in the nightmare."
Throttle walked over to her and laid a hand on her stomach, smiling and nodding at the strong kick. "Enamel, the baby's kicking!" he yelled. The doctor came trotting up the stairs and got down to examine her, smiling at something. "Girl?"
"Boy," he said fondly. "All traits indicate he's got her hair color."
"Good, no three white mice in the house," Modo said dryly, smirking at him. "He's a strong boy."
"He is." He had to adjust the instrument attached to her stomach since the little boy had just kicked. "Is she awake?"
"She's out but she's getting Vinnie out," Throttle told him.
"Fine. I'm keeping this on her, just in case."
Rimfire came up and looked, then patted her on the stomach, beaming when the baby kicked him. "You're a strong little future Freedom Fighter. Your daddy's gonna be so proud." He gave her one last pat then came over to look at his uncle. "Don't yell at her for what the job makes her do. I know what went on, and I knew it could happen before. The same as I could be asked to do something like that, Uncle Modo. It's not what we *want* to happen and I'll cream Micah if he so much as looks at her wrong when they're not on assignment, but it's one of those things you've got to accept in Intelligence work now and then."
"Huh?" Enamel asked.
"In hers, she was on a rescue mission," Rimfire told him. "With Micah."
Enamel winced. "You're all right with that?"
"The job is different than life," he said grimly. "I don't like it, and I'll whip his tail if he tries outside of an assignment, but that's the job at times. Fortunately we won't be getting many of those."
"You're sure you're okay with it?" Modo asked seriously.
"No!" he snorted. "I'm not okay with it, but it's life!" He shrugged and shook his head. "I'm just as eligible for those as she is," he reminded them. "We worked that out ahead of time, just in case. Besides, I heard everything, she didn't like it and he didn't get what I get," he said dryly, smirking at his uncle. "Clinical is the best way to put it." He shrugged again. "I can handle the job, it just sucks and Micah will still need traction if he tries it outside of the job."
"Rimfire," Dawn called. "He won't and we both know that." She came up the ramp. "Okay, we've got two possibilities. One of them is Wolfram and Hart. One of them is actually someone from Cleveland. Take your pick."
"No one in Cleveland wants to hurt Xander that way," Throttle told her. "Or you."
"No, it wasn't targeted at me, it was targeted at Xander and his personal network. Mine wouldn't have gotten Micah, it would have been Lorne and Max. Instead we got Lorne and Micah involved peripherally. That's his network, not mine." She handed the book to Throttle. "I can trace it but it'll take me about an hour and it's dangerous. I'll have to lower the lair's shields completely or do it outside but with something personal of Xander's with me. Like a good bit of blood."
"I saved the hair from his first shed," he offered.
"That'll work," she agreed. She looked at Enamel, then at Charley. "She'll be fine. I know she will."
"I gave her that book she was working with," Modo told her. "She was doing more of the shielding. We had some bros who were way out of character in her nightmare."
"Good." She smiled at him, then shrugged. "I'm fine."
"I know." He got up and gave her a hug. "I'll support you two as long as you don't hurt each other," he reminded her. She nodded, giving him a squeeze. "Do you need one of us to guard you?"
"Rimfire is going to have to help me, so yeah," she admitted. "I'll need full protection."
"Can we lower the shields and do it here?" Stoker asked.
"Sure, if we want to risk a secondary attack while we're distracted and are willing to risk the newest mouse." She stared him down. "Are you?" He shook his head and backed off. "Then I've got to head out to somewhere kinda quiet and alone with Rimfire and a guard."
"I'll go," Stoker told her.
"Fat chance," she told him dryly. "You're staying here to guard Charley. We need the better firepower here. The shields don't keep out a physical attack. It won't keep Marshal from attacking either." He shuddered. "Therefore, I can take a weaker fighter with me."
"I'll go," Enamel told her. "I'm not that weak but she should be fine and I can let Throttle watch the scanner." He nodded him over, pointing at three things. "Those three should stay the same. If not, you'll need to call. I've got my radio working again."
"Sure." He took his spot while Enamel followed the younger kids out and down to the bikes. He stared at the scanner's output screen, watching those numbers religiously. If they so much as fluctuated, he'd be calling.
***
Charley looked around where she found herself, then down at herself. "What am I wearing?" she said in disgust. "I'm not the sort to wear a short skirt and a trendy tanktop."
"Hey, Cordelia, that dweeb is staring again," a blonde girl yelled at her.
"Cordelia?" she muttered, looking around. She saw Vinnie and frowned at him, she could feel her eyes narrowing. He looked at the front of the building in front of them, then grinned. She looked up and groaned. Sunnydale High School read the big, bold letters across the top of the doors. "Fuck!"
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Cordelia Chase, who was in fact Charlene Davidson, walked along the halls aimlessly. She wasn't sure where she should be. She saw Willow ahead, or at least she thought it was Willow, it kind of looked like the former redhead witch, and followed her. They had all been in the same grade. She followed her right into the library, getting a few odd looks. "What?" she snapped.
"Queen C, in for a visit," Xander, or actually Vinnie Van Wham, said smugly, leaning back in his chair.
"Yeah, to talk to you, hotshot. Let's go."
"No can do during school hours," he pointed out dryly.
She walked over and grabbed him by the ear, dragging him off. "He'll be back," she said sarcastically. "Maybe." She walked him off, finding an empty closet and pushing him into it. "Do you know what's going on?" she demanded.
"I'm guessing here but this is my nightmare and I'm Xander. While you're really kinda cute as a trendy cheerleader, sweetheart," he said with a grin. He stole a kiss. "We're dating at least."
"Yay. That's wonderful, do you know why they broke up?" He shook his head. "She ended up getting stabbed through the stomach by Spike because Xander and Willow were kissing and he wanted Willow." He winced then she winced and grabbed her stomach, bending down some. "Sorry, kid."
Vinnie rested a hand on her stomach, grinning at the kicking going on. "Hey, calm down in there," he whispered, moving closer so he could kneel and put his head on her stomach. The baby kicked him harder. "Hey, it's me. You like me. I'm the one who helped make you. So calm down." He kissed her on the stomach, and someone opened the door. "Do you mind?" he asked the little man standing there.
"You're doing what on school property?" the principal sneered.
"Getting in touch with my furry and wild side," he said, using his tail to yank the door shut. "What a tool," he said, shaking his head. Then he groaned and shook it harder. "That was definitely a Xander-ism." She chuckled at that so he kissed her stomach again before bouncing back up. "So, how do we get us out of here, sweetheart?"
"Well, Modo said that I'm here to be your exit key but I don't know how." She stroked his face. "So you've got to take me with you this time."
"Not if it's dangerous."
"You want to leave me trapped *here* for the rest of my life?"
He shuddered and clutched her. "Never mind. It can't be more dangerous than being here." He kissed her again then walked her out of the closet and back to the library. "Sorry, had to have a talk."
"So I take it the smoochies were good?" Buffy teased, smirking at them.
"A real man never kisses and tells," he said smartly, earning a pinch from her. "Ow! Watch the merch!"
"Oh, shut up." She sat down, looking at Willow, then at Giles. She looked at Willow again. "What year is this?"
"Huh?" she asked.
"Year. What year? In school?"
"Um, senior?" she guessed.
"That's what I thought. Have we figured out the bad guy for graduation yet?"
"Whoa, what's going on?" Buffy asked, holding up a hand. "I don't know anything about graduation, besides the fact that I may not be there."
"You will be, so will a major ascension," Charley told her. She looked at Willow. "This isn't our reality."
"So you're not Cordelia?" she asked, looking confused. "You look like her." Vinnie walked over and whispered in her ear, making her shriek and hit him. "I am not!" He nodded, staring her down. "No I'm not! I'm not going to go bad! I'm not!"
He grabbed her chin and looked into her eyes. "Willow, you're the strongest witch on this hellmouth," he reminded her. "Things are going to happen soon. By the way, where's Oz?" She looked confused. "Shouldn't he be here?" She nodded. "Then where is he?"
"Band class."
"Oh." He shrugged. "You know what a living nightmare curse is, right?" She nodded. "Charley and I are in one. I'm being Xander. I'm like Xander's big brother," he said smugly. "In a few years actually I'll be his big brother by bond. We need the exit."
"Now see here," Giles complained.
Vinnie pulled him closer by the front of his shirt. "Shut up, Giles." He stared him down. "I know what you did to the boy." He let him go and glared at him. "By the way, you're very not like you are at home," he said, looking him over. "Or perhaps you are. How's Ethan?" Giles blanched and backed away. "Thought you'd be getting him instead? Or maybe Throttle? Not happenin'. Xander started off the chain. I can feel him, he's still stuck." He looked at Willow again. "Help us. Then this nightmare will be over and things'll be normal. You'll be with your Xander."
She backed away, going to get something from the office, staring at him through it. She dropped the monocle. "You're a giant mouse," she said in awe. "You have a face plate and you're white and you're wearing weapons or something."
"He is?" Buffy asked, getting up to pick up the charmed device and looked at them. "Whoa, you are," she said in awe. "You look soft too."
"Don't pet my man," Charley said dryly. "Only I get to do that."
Buffy backed off and nodded. "Okay. Nightmare curse?" she asked Willow, who was frowning. "What can we do to help? Where is our Xander?"
"I'm guessing, but since this is a nightmare out of his mind, I'm thinking he's still stuck. We just displaced him," Vinnie admitted.
"Vinnie, I've been meaning to ask," Charley said dryly. "Modo said you dabbled on Mars?"
"Um, yeah. That's how I knew what Dawn's book was. When I was a lot younger," he admitted. "Like any teenager playing around."
"Uh-huh." She glared at him. "That's how you know so much about shielding?" He nodded, smirking at her. "And how you knew where to start in the book since we didn't start on the first one?" He was smirking more now, nodding a bit stronger. "How far are we going with this?"
"I swore I'd never take it back up again, not after I nearly destroyed a few houses," he admitted, shrugging a bit. "That's not who I am."
"Okay. So you're watching Dawn too?"
"Oh, yeah," Vinnie said, nodding. "Very closely. It's good that she wants to restore Mars to greenness. I'm just not sure if the Key is that powerful. She'd have to be on Mars too. It'd be one hell of a struggle." He shrugged and looked at Willow again. "So, can you help us?"
"Maybe," Willow admitted. She looked at Giles. "Which books have that curse?"
"I don't have any with it in there," he told her.
"Fine, I'll go online."
"Willow, I doubt it'd be there."
"Bet me," she snorted. "The Chaos site I found on yours will definitely have it." She went to the computer and logged on, typing quickly. She found the spell and smirked, printing it off. "Here, bookmarked even." She paused and looked at Giles. "Why was it bookmarked?"
He shrugged. "I have no idea. Were you looking it over recently?"
"I don't know anything about this one, Giles, I've only heard of it," she told him, staring him down. She looked at Vinnie, gathering the papers. "They're blank. I think you're out of ink."
"Undo whatever he was just muttering," Charley told her.
Willow uncursed the papers and brought them to the table. "Buffy, he's being odd. I'm not sure that's Giles," she told her. She sat down to look them over, handing them to Charley. She stopped, looking at Vinnie. "Is he okay?"
"In our lives?" She nodded. He nodded, sitting down next to her. "You're not there. Buffy's in Cleveland. You guys basically drove him off with lack of appreciation. He came back to us and found a spot easily. We love the guy, he's my sworn little brother. My whole clan will accept him as one of us." She nodded, letting out a tired sigh. "There's things that happen, Willow. It wasn't just one thing."
"Sure. I get that." She went back to reading, then put down the papers. "How did we drive him off?"
"Willow, where would Xander normally be right now?" Charley asked her bluntly. "You guys have been treating him like a slave for years, even at this point in time. It only got worse. In the mice, he found a group of people who'd go through fire for him. Who would have walked into the hellmouth with him to help him fight if they had known about it." Buffy gasped and she looked at the doorway, seeing a Xander standing there. "Hey. In the wrong world?"
"Probably." He flipped back his waist-length hair. "Why am I back here?" He looked around in awe. "We destroyed this place totally."
"Yeah, I remember seeing that in your mind," Vinnie told him. "We're in a nightmare curse."
"Then I'm definitely in the wrong spot." He looked at Vinnie, then shook his head. "It's not soon, man. It's definitely not soon." Then he disappeared after staring at the ground and muttering.
"What was that?" Buffy asked.
"Another version of Xander. The hellmouth and this curse are tied together," Willow told her. "This is the turning point of Xander's life. So I'm not surprised. We're basically on the astral plane at the moment."
"What about where he said it wasn't soon?" Charley asked.
"Then there's a chance we can send you ahead through time if you know what's going on," Willow admitted, looking at Vinnie. "You told me you saw me do it in his head." He nodded. "Is it very clear for you?"
"They're like my own memories," he admitted. "Xander's got a very strong mind. He's still sucking in people too. We've been working on that for years."
"How long have you known Xander?" Buffy asked.
"The first time? Since Giles sent him to Chi-town to pick up something from some vampires," Charley told her. "He moved back just about a year ago for good. Right after finding a crashed mouse. Well after you destroyed the town and everything in it."
"Speaking of, can you bind him and stick him somewhere he can't get access to stop that event? It could seriously screw up the world again."
"Sure," she agreed, still looking confused. "We destroyed the town?"
"Yeah, the final battle here was inside the Hellmouth," Vinnie told her. "Something about a seal, the First Evil, and all that. You went inside, it ended up sucking in the town."
"Should we be telling them this?" Charley asked quietly.
"If this is just a nightmare for you, it would be a dream for us," Willow assured her. "I think I can send you where you need with a Rite of Chronos. I'm not sure though." She stared at him. "They're dangerous. You've got to know exactly when you need to be."
"If it's not soon," Charley told her.
"It's got to be during that last year," Vinnie told her, shaking her head. "If not during the last battle." Charley stared at him, looking horrified. "Maybe not inside, but damn close," he told her. "That's one of his biggest nightmares, that he didn't save the right people." She groaned and put her head down.
"But by then, Cordy was dead," Willow told him. "She had died in LA." Vinnie looked stunned. "Not too long before actually." She frowned, considering it. "I need someone to help me cast."
"Is Wesley here yet?" Vinnie asked. She frowned at him and nodded. "He can. He's helping in Cleveland. He got called back by the Powers That Be. He and Fred."
"How did you know Cordelia was dead?" Buffy asked.
"Easy, this isn't the Willow from this time either," Vinnie told her. "This is the spirit that's been guarding the hellmouth." She nodded. "When is it?"
"About the time that I tried to destroy the world I think. There was something disturbing the magic that day. Dawn and I both felt it and shuddered in horror." She looked at Charley. "You'd have been barely comatose for a few weeks at that point."
"She stays with me."
"Not an issue since she's not Cordy for real," Willow agreed. "She might morph into Anya though." She looked at Giles, then passed Vinnie the papers. "Memorize them."
He grinned. "Thank you."
"You're welcome. He needs you guys. You're right, we were absolute shits to Xander while we had him. You do better with him." She glanced at Charley, then at him. "By the way, yeah, he's a rebirth too. That's why they gather around him. He was one of you before."
"Are you taking the seal to Mars?" he asked in return.
She snickered. "Already done that. We're set up in a small spot in the wastelands. The M'dreth were very understanding and put up a temple around it so *NO* one comes near it." He smirked at that. "Stoker's down by the way. Tell Spike I said hi and to come play with me now and then. Not Anya. She's not her, but I miss Spike. He's still a wanker." She got up and went to do something in the office, coming out with a small bag. She tossed it to Charley. "Cover your stomach with both your hands. It shouldn't hurt him."
"Him?" Vinnie asked, his ears perking up. "Really?"
"Really," she said with a grin. "Perfectly normal, but he'll be a lot like you anyway, hotshot. Watch out for him and his Auntie Dawn's books, unless you want a male me?" She winked and started to chant. The air around them distorted and Vinnie got up and sat on the table, putting her into his lap so they could hold the bag and cover the baby together.
They landed standing up, still cuddled together, and Vinnie noticed the watch had a date function on it so he looked at it over her shoulder. "We've got two days before the probable time," he said in her ear. "Should we go and be Xander-like?" He looked at her and grinned. "Wow, you're an Anya."
She looked down at herself, then grimaced. "Eww. I don't want to be demonic!" She wiggled. "No wonder she was always jumping him, she's this perpetual horniness machine." He chuckled and she shivered, looking up at him. "Vinnie."
"I know." He kissed her gently. "We're not here for that." He walked her off, taking the tour of the town he had known mentally for a few months now. "That's the Magic Box," he said, pointing at it. He glanced inside and then shook his head. "That's Tara." He drug her in there, smiling at the shocked looking blonde witch. "Hi."
"Hi." She glanced around, then got up and walked over to them. "Who're you?"
"Vinnie and Charley. We're in the middle of a nightmare curse." She shuddered. He stepped closer, resting a hand on her cheek. "We love you in your new life, sweetheart. You're very special to us." She nodded, smiling slightly. "Willow sent us forward, our exit is somewhen around here."
She nodded. "I've felt a few odd things. You can come stay with me. That way she won't realize it." She looked around again. "I'm going!" she called lightly. "Be back soon!" She hurried them out and up the street to her present apartment, letting them inside. She locked the door, checking he hallways. Then she rested against it. "I'm hoping you two don't get chased by anything."
Vinnie smirked at her. "Don't worry, Xander's been training us now for about a year. He took on a possessed car the other day for Charley here." She pinched him. "He did."
"He did." She looked at Tara. "This is going to sound odd, but I pictured you being a bit...bigger. More like Buffy maybe with the way Xander talks about you." Tara blushed but she was grinning. "Really."
Tara gave her a hug, then looked at Vinnie. "What am I in your life now?"
"A kitty. The mommy kitty actually. You had Joyce and you had Andrew, and a few others."
"A kitty?" she asked with a bright grin. "I always wanted to be a kitty. Speaking of kitties. Miss Kitty?" She hopped up, nuzzling Vinnie's shoulder. "Ooh, she already likes you."
"That's who we thought you were at first and yeah, she was always cuddled up to him," Charley assured her, giving her another hug. "We won't be a bother."
"Not a problem. We're used to the strange here," she said phlegmatically. "It just is around here." She looked at Vinnie. "You practiced."
"Yeah, and then I nearly destroyed some houses so I panicked and swore it off while burning my books," he admitted sheepishly. "I was a teenager."
She nodded. "I've seen others." She kissed him on the cheek. "You're very nice and soft. You'll be a good daddy mouse." She smiled and went into the small kitchen. "I only have water, is that okay?"
"That's fine, Tara," Charley agreed, smiling at her back, then at Vinnie. "No wonder she's the one Xander misses most."
"Why did he go to you?" Tara asked, bringing back some glasses. "If it won't break a confidence."
"They treated him badly," Vinnie told her. "All of them did." She sighed and nodded, looking down. "You weren't there, Tara."
"I know. I had high hopes for Willow though." She looked at her. "Am I fixed?"
"After your third litter. We didn't quite manage to catch you after your second one. They figured out you were pregnant when they took you in to fix you," Charley told her. "Dawn did. You're technically all Dawn and Xander's cats."
"Except Andrew, who went to Buffy, and Harley, who's going home with Stoker and the kids this time," Vinnie added. He sat down, pulling his girls down beside him. "If you were around in our time, you'd probably be the one keeping Dawn in check."
"Nope, even now that's a Xander job," she shared. "I'm a good kinda-big-sister to her but Xander's like her parent. Is she with you guys too?" They nodded. "She ran away?"
"Well, she ran to get away from a demon and then stayed," Charley admitted. "She's getting ready to graduate high school and starts college this fall."
"Then I'm really proud of her. I bet she's got a cute guy," she added with a slighter blush. Vinnie pulled out his wallet and showed her their prom picture. "Oooh, that's *such* a perfect dress for her," she agreed. "What's his name?"
"Rimfire. He's one of our friend's nephews. She took to him right off, first moment," Charley shared with a grin. "Do we look like them to you?"
Tara shook her head. "Sunnydale's odd. Here, you're like a set of ghosts. I can see you and anyone you know could probably see you, but I didn't think you'd want to hang around and watch Giles self-destruct again." They shook their heads. "You tell Dawnie to brush me really well if she doesn't. Hairballs probably hurt."
"You haven't had one yet," Vinnie told her. "You've had it pretty easy. The worst thing so far was labor and you keep hiding from Xander so he can't help." She giggled, leaning against his arm.
"We're in this real world?" she asked.
"Half and half. You're still standing on the astral plane but you're manifest," she offered, getting up to get a book she had taken off Willow to give to them. "Here. It'll help." She stood up and smoothed down her skirt. "I should probably go."
The couple held hands for a moment, glancing at each other. "It's not time yet," Vinnie told her.
She kissed him on the cheek. "Liar." She felt his antenna brush her head and gasped, closing her eyes. Then she smiled and kissed him, then her on the forehead. "You two behave and hide here. It'll be when she's trying to bring me back." They shook their heads. "I already knew," she said with a gentle smile. "You answered my last few questions. I'll be fine. It won't hurt." She left them there, going to talk to Willow. It was her destiny after all.
Vinnie stood up but Charley pulled him back down. "We'll have to be there," he said miserably.
She shook her head. "No we won't. It'll come here. She knew, Vinnie." She cuddled him, looking at the book. "What's that?"
"Stuff we're taking with us," he told her, clutching it to his chest. He put an arm around her, giving her a squeeze, then got up to clean up after themselves so no one would know they were here or have to do it for her. He came back and pulled her up, kissing her gently. "It's time. I can feel it." He handed her the book, and looked as the small silver portal formed. "It needs to be a bit bigger," he said dryly. It widened so they walked through, waking up. Vinnie sat up and looked around. "Charley?" She groaned and he walked over, taking the book from her. "Hey, babe," he said gently, kissing her. He stroked her stomach. "Hey, baby boy." The baby kicked him and he grinned. He looked over as Throttle came out, grinning at him. "Hey."
"Hey." He checked the display, then smiled. "Didn't hurt her at all according to this."
"Good!" He grinned. "Where's Xander?"
"Not out yet."
"Then we've got to go back in," he said simply. Throttle nodded. "Where's Dawn? We know who did it. We were just in Sunnydale." Throttle stared at him, just blinking. "Oh, Willow wanted Spike to come play in the seal's new temple on Mars. She said she misses the little wanker."
"There is no way my son is going to go play with something from the hellmouth," Stoker said firmly from the couch. "How're you getting the mini-punk out?"
"Easy, there's one nightmare left," Charley said, looking at Throttle. "Unless you had one?"
"No, I managed to skip mine. Xander threw me clear."
"Good." Vinnie sat down with the book and the papers he had gotten off Willow, smirking at Throttle when he looked confused. "We went to Sunnydale. I got to be Xander for a few hours."
Charley sat up, taking the soda and chocolate bar from Throttle's hands. "We met Tara right before she died." The Tara kitty meowed from the back of the couch, where she was lying on top of Spike's head. "Are you comfy?" she asked with a grin. The cat meowed again then seemed to grin before going back to her guarding.
"We talked with Willow while we were there in the first timezone," Vinnie told them. "The M'dreth moved the seal to a safe spot and built a temple around it. Apparently she's still got a fondness for Spike though." He looked at Stoker and smirked. "Don't worry, it won't be so bad. They can't date."
"Not a chance," Stoker said firmly, his eyes narrowing. "What happened?"
"We went in during his senior year. Oh, Throttle, call Dawn and tell her it was Giles," Vinnie told him. "I don't know why." He nodded, heading for the phone to call Dawn's cellphone. Vinnie found the part he needed and read it carefully. "Okay. To create a link into his mind, we're going to have to do a small thing."
"Since when do you do magic?" Throttle asked, looking confused. "Am I having my nightmare?"
"Nope, not yet."
"He nearly destroyed a village and gave it up," Stoker told him.
Vinnie nodded. "I burned the books too." Throttle just stared at him in shock, open mouthed shock. "Oh, Willow said the baby would try for some of Dawn's books too. We should probably watch for that. He's not a rebirth, just a really great little guy." He grinned at them then went back to his reading. "We'll have to do this one ourselves. If Dawn does it for us, she'll end up in there instead of us."
"Us?" Throttle asked. "My man."
"Yeah, but it'll take more than one to pull him out and break the chain. It'll require a whole new nightmare and someone to break him out of it, plus someone to break the curse." He looked at him. "You can't do that last part."
"You can't either. Even if you did do...whatever, it's been ages."
"Magic takes practice, but you can come back to it after years, like riding a bike," Vinnie told him. "Tara and Willow both saw that I had dabbled."
"Modo told me," Charley told him. "All of us?"
"You could get hurt," he chided.
"You'll still need more help."
Tara hopped off the couch and came over to lay on the book, meowing up at her. "See, she agrees with me," Vinnie said smugly.
"You'd probably be there anyway," Stoker offered. "It's safer if you're here." He heard bikes coming around the house. "I think they're back."
Rimfire rode up the ramp and stopped, taking off his helmet. "Hey, welcome back."
"Proof?" Dawn asked.
"He had the site bookmarked back in their senior year. We were just in Sunnydale and Giles was not what he should be," Vinnie told her. "He looked about sixty while in high school."
"He was at the far end of thirty," she told him. "He looks about sixty now though."
"Then he was in there watching," Charley told her. "Besides, he tried to prevent Willow from helping us."
"Okay, then I'll give the point," Dawn decided. "Xander?"
"Still under. We've got to go in there and create a new one, then break the curse from the inside," Throttle told her. "You're guarding us."
"Um, I'd have to do the spell anyway," she said dryly.
"Then you'd end up in there and I can do it," Vinnie told her. "Tara gave me the book." He picked her up to cuddle her, whispering in her ear. She licked his cheek, then jumped down and went to sit on Charley's stomach. "She'll be guarding the son." He stood up and brought the book with him to the kitchen, to Dawn and Xander's special cabinet, pulling down the marked jars that he'd need. Dawn came in and he swatted her. "If you touch any of it, you could be drawn in. I can't let that happen. He's got some violent nightmares, Dawnie."
She turned him around, looking at him. "Since when did you do magic?" she asked patiently, sounding a lot like her mother to her ears. In fact, her mother meowed from the top of the refrigerator, sounding amused. "Thanks, Mom, sorry to borrow the line."
He gave her a hug. "When I was a young and stupid kid, I had a book just like yours," he shared. "I did small stuff, like grow a few flowers for my mother now and then. One day, I decided I wanted to break the dry spell we were having. Everyone said that we needed rain desperately if the crops were going to come in. So I went to help." He gave her a dry, bland look. "It nearly caused a lot of houses to blow up. I hurried and burned the books as soon as I got home." She shuddered. "The rain came after the books were burned and it nearly drowned the fields, but I'm not sure if that was me or not." She gave him a hug. "I'm not taking it back up. I scared the piss out of myself when I did that." He grinned. "But it was kinda fun holding that energy in my hand. A huge thrill." He kissed her on the forehead. "Is this the stuff I need?" he asked, holding up a jar. "Xander's handwriting was bad on that day. Looks like he was writing with his tail."
She looked at the spell, then pointed at a jar of little green things. "That." He put that one back and pulled the new one down, letting her check the list. She had him substitute another one as well, then he went into the study to do this. "You could do this in the new addition."
"Nope, no roof," Vinnie complained. "It's supposed to rain tonight." He pulled Throttle in and shut the door, locking it. "There, now they can't help." He sat down, then got up and sat Throttle in front of him. "Just sit there for now. Watch me work, bask in the brilliance of my skills, and then we'll go."
"You're scary, are you sure I'm not having my nightmare already?"
Vinnie huffed and nodded. "Very. Me doing magic isn't your nightmare, Throttle. You didn't know I could, so therefore it couldn't have been."
"Okay." He watched as Vinnie did something in the small copper dish, mystified. Then again, he wasn't sure what Dawn was doing when she was doing this stuff either. It was like a communicative or storytelling dance in another species' language for him. All he knew was that he was confused and had already lost the thread of the story so he was watching for interesting moves and special effects. Like the pretty smoke that came up without any fire or matches. And then there was a bright light.
***
Xander woke up from his nap, seeing the mirrors that had been telling him stories were now blank. "So I'm not Sleeping Beauty anymore?" he complained, sitting up. He yawned and stretched, then heard stuff from upstairs. He got out of bed, checking the halls before walking out to the ramp. It was silent in the lair except for those noises. He came up to the point where he could see in the lounge area and stopped, staring at the threesome in the middle of the floor. Charley was between Vinnie and Throttle, she was moaning in pleasure as they stroked her and teased her. He could tell they were all naked under the sheet over them. He wanted to pout. "I thought that was supposed to be a foursome?" he complained as he came the rest of the way up.
"Xander," she moaned, holding out a hand. "We were only waiting for you." He grinned and kissed her, then slid in behind his mate. Throttle stroked her stomach and she arched into his hands, feeling Vinnie taking her below. "Oh, guys!" she moaned.
Xander looked under the sheet, then moved so he could lick his mate. Since they were all joining in and all. Throttle pushed into his mouth, letting him have what he wanted, stroking slowly as he swallowed him as deep as he could go.
"He's got good style," Vinnie said, watching him. He moved the sheet, moving Charley onto her knees to take her again. This way he could get a bit more energetic. He felt a furry finger come around to help him and smiled at Throttle, who was grinning back. "You should feel this, she's great, bro."
"He's great too," Throttle agreed, working a bit faster. "Hurry up, Vinnie. It's my turn."
Xander pulled back, looking up at him. "We're officially starting as a foursome?"
"For now," he promised, kissing him. He pulled Xander closer so he could tease him. Though Vinnie's tail got his hole first, working it ever so slowly open by pushing in farther and farther. Xander was clutching his arms, mouth open, toes flexed and his tail swinging wildly. Charley caught it and teased the tail tip by nibbling on it, making him gasp and get off. "See, not so bad," Throttle purred in his ear.
"I thought these were nightmares!" he panted, moving with the tail. "Oh, please, guys!"
"Well, this is my nightmare but I'd rather enjoy it since it's so mild," Throttle told him, stroking his cock. "You don't want them, right?"
"No, not like that. Please, Throttle?" he pleaded. Vinnie's tail popped out and Throttle slowly pushed his way in, making Xander tense up and push back. "Please, more!" he panted. "Lube?"
"Coming," Throttle promised, picking some up to spread on the head of his cock. Xander whimpered and groaned, letting him have everything. Throttle smirked at him. "This is the most pleasant nightmare I've ever had."
"Me too! No guns, no monsters! Shit, more!" he yelped, moving with the slow, hard thrusts. "Please, more!"
"Charley, grab his wrists," Throttle demanded, letting her hold him down for him. He sped up, making his mate howl and yowl in pleasure, making him wiggle and try to get more. Unfortunately this was all he was getting for now. "Break the curse."
Vinnie looked over the nude body, finding the marks on his balls. "Sure." He picked up the other tube, sliding some onto his fingers so he could draw over the marks on Xander's body. More marks popped up so he drew over those too, making Xander insane. He smirked at him. "This isn't so bad."
"If you ever think about doing this in real life, I'm going to have to skin you for a rug," Throttle warned.
"If I did, it'd have to be all of us anyway," Vinnie reminded him smugly, working on a new figure. "Since you went this way, bro, you're going to have to go off at the *same* time."
"That's nearly impossible."
"Yeah, but you're good," he reminded him. "Then we can all jump ship."
"How are all three of us going off at the same time?" Xander panted. "Why?"
"To get you free of the nightmares," Throttle said, giving him a kiss. "Slow down, I'm not ready yet."
"Can't. Can't, can't, can't, can'tcan'tcan't!" he whimpered, trying harder. He was so close. "PLEASE!"
"Nope, can't happen, we've all got to go together," Vinnie told him. "So either we've got to time you for you or you've got to slow down." He finished drawing and pulled out of Charley's body, watching as she disappeared. "She was a figment anyway, I wasn't going to let her come." He teased himself and Xander whimpered. "Throttle?"
"Hell, plug him from that end. It'll only help. Just be ready, he's good at that."
"Sure." He grinned and got to his knees, letting Xander have him to lick on. Instead of licking, Xander dove down. "Oh, momma," he moaned. "You weren't kidding! I'm nearly this good, but man!"
"Told ya so," Throttle said smugly. "Xander, you've got to go off with us or we're all stuck here," he reminded him.
"There's a way," Vinnie panted. "Mental. I'm not great at it, but you two have it."
"Hell, I'll lead," Throttle promised, initiating contact with his mate. Vinnie bent down and connected, and it was awkward, but they could do this. They pressed on Xander's mind until he calmed down and then worked themselves faster and harder to meet up with him. Throttle gave him a nudge as he started to go over, and Xander let go, letting Vinnie nudge him into the perfect timing. Throttle nudged Vinnie over too, making them all come at about the same moment, Vinnie just a second behind.
Vinnie woke up and moaned, rubbing the back of his neck. "Ow. Bad position. If there's a next time, we've got to find a better one."
"Sure, bro," Throttle agreed, leaning over to give him a hug. "You okay?"
"Yeah, fine," he said with a small grin. "Xander!" Xander mumbled something and the door opened for him, letting him in. "You okay? Shut it." He shut the door.
"Was I in there anyway?" Charley called.
"Yeah, kinda, but you're very cute like that," Throttle called, grinning at Vinnie. He pulled his mate into his lap to cuddle. "You're okay."
"I'm fine." He stole a kiss, then a longer kiss. "That was mean, making me promises."
"If it happens some day, you'll know what I like," Vinnie told him, working on cleaning up the mess. Everything went onto the table and he curled up on the floor with his head on Throttle's thigh. "Can I cuddle?"
"Sure." He stroked the soft white fur, grinning at his mate. "You okay?"
"A bit sore." He wiggled a bit. "Plus, I need more."
"Soon, Xander," Throttle promised, kissing him again. He heard a snap unbutton and looked down, Vinnie was undoing his pants for him, then got Xander's. "Thanks. Helping?"
"Least I can do since I'm too tired to move," he complained. "Magic is painful."
"Only when you overuse yourself," Xander said gently, frowning at him. "Better than what it had been?" Vinnie nodded, grinning at him. "You know I saw all of it, right? So I can tease you because I didn't get to blow up a village."
"Then I can tease you about being a reborn black mouse," Vinnie taunted back.
Xander shrugged and nodded. "Fine, if you want." He stole a kiss from him, then from his mate. "Thank you."
"Like I said, if I'm alive, I'm coming after you," he said gently, kissing him as best he could in their present position. He reached back and opened the door. "Charley girl, come help Vinnie into a more comfortable position." She walked in and he slammed the door before anyone else could come help, then glared at the baby crawling in. "Hi, Anya. No." He used his tail to pick her up, then reopened the door and dropped her outside, closing the door again. His tail fit nicely under the door. He shifted Xander around, kissing him again.
"Guys, don't do that in front of us," Charley complained. She looked at Vinnie, who was looking very smug. "What happened?" she asked.
"One of Throttle's less violent nightmares is the thought of a foursome," he reminded her, pulling her down to kiss her. "I only really touched you but he got to taste."
"I don't want to know these things," Stoker yelled through the door.
"Then don't eavesdrop," Dawn complained from next to him. "Some of us want details!"
"Fat chance, daughter," Throttle said firmly. "We need that muting spell on this door too. That way we don't have to hear it when certain girls go after their porn in the office."
"I usually mute it," Dawn complained. "What happened?"
"Dawn!" Xander snapped. He heard a quiet meow and all noise stopped. "Thanks, Tara." He kissed his mate again, starving for him now. "You'd better be lubed or I'd better be lubed," he warned. "That's all that's going to save one of us from friction burns." He pushed Throttle onto his back, attacking his body with his lips and hands.
"Guys!" Charley complained again, but Vinnie kissed her. "Oh, no," she warned. "Not a foursome."
"Nope, just appreciating you," he promised her, pulling her down on top of him. "We didn't get to while we were in there so we should now." He kissed her again, using his tail to undo her shirt and jeans while his hands got the more complicated bra and underwear off. She eeped into his mouth when she felt his tail enter her. "Love you." He flipped them over, going to lick her until she was too distracted to realize the other couple were doing the same thing. "Bro, shields," he complained, taking another long lick of her body. He could feel Throttle's blowjob deep in his throat. Not that it bothered him but he didn't want to know if one of them could taste what he was tasting. He dove in, getting deeper and more intense, how she liked it. She was wiggling and reaching for his ears or antenna but he captured her hands and held them down with his tail, using his fingers on her now while he sucked on her clit. "Want more, sweetheart?' he teased.
"Yes, more," she pleaded. He moved up and slid into her, making her groan and push up. "Thank you."
"Always happy to serve you," he said with a wink. He moaned as he felt his body be invaded, having to look back to make sure no one was actually doing that. "Guys, I can feel that," he complained.
"Me too," Charley moaned, arching up into him. "So that's what it feels like."
"Yeah, that's what it feels like," he admitted with a grin. "Anytime you want that, I'm there." He sped up, leaning down to kiss her again, letting the dual sensations make this the best yet. He felt a tongue touch his tail and looked back, that was Xander. He moved his tail and captured Throttle's to hand him instead. Xander whimpered but sucked on it, going down on it like he did his mate. He was pounding her by now, still able to feel it all. He was apparently stuck in Throttle's head since he was taking it this time and that's what he could feel. He winced as Xander pushed in deeper, fighting the urge to clamp down on the invader. It wouldn't do him any good since it wasn't in him, but Xander eased up on Throttle so he relaxed, going back to pleasuring his woman. She was panting and gasping, clutching at his arms. "Just a bit more," he promised, moving faster again. He was in time with the thrusts going on in the other pair's bodies.
"Tail me," she begged. He gladly slipped his tail into her and she screamed, tensing around him. He was working her harder and harder, making her claw his arms now. He came with a whimper, leaning down to kiss her again. He could feel it when Xander let go and came, like it was splashing his insides. He went down to clean her up, then laid down beside her, holding her tightly against his body. "Guys," she said quietly. "You two okay?"
"Mortally embarrassed," Throttle admitted. He pushed Vinnie out of his head, then looked at him. "Good for you, bro?"
"Excellent for me. You?"
"Wonderful." He looked at Xander. "You?"
Xander just gave him a goofy grin and nipped him on the nipple, making Vinnie yelp.
"Can't you block him out?" Charley asked him.
"I'm feeling Throttle, sweetheart, and I'm trying."
"I don't think I can take how often they go at it," she said dryly. "I'd never get anything done if you jump me as often as they do each other." Throttle leaned down and kissed Xander and she could feel it against her lips, letting out a small moan. "Never mind. Guys, shielding exercises?"
"It may be too late," Vinnie told her, giving her a kiss from him too. "It may be way too late, babe."
"Vinnie, a foursome is a bit kinky for me. I'll lick your tail for you but not theirs."
"Not askin' ya to, sweetheart," he said with a grin. "We'll work on it. Hopefully by Monday."
"It's Saturday?" Xander complained. Throttle nodded, grinning at him. "Did I remember to call off work yesterday?"
"Probably not," he admitted. "I'll call your boss if Dawn hasn't." He kissed him again then moved over to kiss those two. "Sorry."
"Not an issue. Just try to block us out, okay?" Charley asked. "You two get more than anyone I know and I couldn't stand being that wet all the time. I'd never get rid of him then."
"Don't worry, if he gets that annoying, we'll strap him to the bed for you," Xander quipped, grinning at her. "Sorry, Charley."
"It's okay, Xander," she sighed. "It's not what I expected. Right now, I'm wondering why I'm not scared of this."
"Because I'm a great lover?" Xander suggested smugly.
"I knew you'd get the Van Wham family ego," she said dryly.
"Like all great family fortunes, it grows with interest as it's passed down through the generations," Vinnie agreed happily.
"Thankfully your son won't be white," Xander teased.
"Yeah, thankfully," Throttle agreed. "Three of you would drive everyone insane." He stroked Xander's side, watching as Charley shivered. "We'd never force it on you, Charley girl. We're sorry in advance if we annoy you."
"It's okay. Maybe some distance will help. Vinnie, we'll be sleeping back at the garage tonight."
"Hmm, more opportunities to make noise," he cooed, kissing her again. He realized his tail was still held in the silken prison and wiggled it, making her and Throttle gasp. "What? I feel you but you feel her?" he asked his bro. Throttle shivered and nodded, kissing Xander desperately. "Interesting."
"There will be no sex between the couples," Charley said. "Right?"
"Not an issue," Throttle assured her.
"Yeah, you're mine. Xander might ruin you for my more subtle style," Vinnie agreed.
"Big bro and I can still cuddle and play though, right?" Xander asked. "He's very good at giving cuddles."
"Sure, you two look cute together," Charley offered with a grin for him. "Just no blatant teasing because I've still got to work."
"That's fine," Xander agreed happily. "We can start working on the shielding stuff too. That way we don't have to feel the birth." He looked at his lover. "How's Dawn doing? I saw Modo say she was going into miscarriage."
"She did," he sighed. "She's fine. Enamel went to the ER with them and she's fine." He kissed him.
"You saw it?" Vinnie asked.
"Yeah, it was like a mirror telling me a bedtime story. By the way, you looked cute in my hawaiian shirt, bro."
"Thanks," Vinnie said with a small chuckle and a grin for Charley. "You looked good in that outfit too."
"Yes and now I know why Anya was always jumping him." She kissed him gently, then grinned. "The baby's not kicking."
"Even a Van Wham child has to sleep *sometime*," he said dryly, smirking at her. "Once a week or so at the most probably but sometime."
"He'd better sleep more often than that," Charley said grimly. "Otherwise we'll never get anything done in the garage." She winced as she got kicked. "Okay, I'll be nicer to your father. Geez, kid."
Vinnie went down to lick her and talk into her body through the convenient opening. It would make the sound easier for his son to hear.
Throttle shook his head. "He's a nut," he told Xander, stroking his stomach. "If you ever want another of those, we'll talk about adopting."
Xander shook his head. "Dawn was more than enough for me," he said seriously. "I don't like diapers, I don't want to talk someone into giving up the baby they pushed out. That's okay."
"It's not that bad," Vinnie told him.
"Bet me. Switch said it's like pushing a bowling ball out your nose."
"She'd know," Charley said dryly, stroking Vinnie's antenna, making him moan. "No more talking to the baby that way, Vinnie." He put his head on her chest, letting her play however she wanted. She winked at the others and gently teased one antenna with a small nibble.
Xander snorted. "No, Charley, go down on it like you're giving him a good blow. It's better when you stimulate all of it," Xander told her, showing her on Throttle's antennas. Throttle went limp against him and started to hump his leg with a small groan. He winked at Charley, who mimicked him and Vinnie tensed up, trying hard not to pounce her. He could tell it. He used his tail to tease Throttle's open hole, making Vinnie shiver and shake and then he sucked really hard up one antenna. Vinnie came with a shout and Throttle let go, moaning into his stomach. "See?"
"I do. Thank you."
Xander beamed. "I like being oral. It makes me happy."
"Babe, don't share," Throttle complained. "Unless you want to go over there to help them, concentrate on me."
"I was just teasing," he said, frowning at him. "Sorry."
"Love you anyway, studly." He got a long, slow kiss, and the tail teasing him slid inside him. "Not yet, Xander. I'm tired."
"But, babe."
"Soon," he promised, looking at the hardness resting against Xander's stomach. He went down to lick it for him, making it go off fairly quickly. "There, now it's time for a nap." He put his head on Xander's stomach and closed his eyes. His tail swished a few times until it was caught by another tail, and he didn't care whose it was. It was a soothing stroke, not sexual. "Thanks." He yawned and fell asleep.
"You know, since Stoker's here, I can start getting lessons from the playbook," Xander offered.
"The other condition still applies," Vinnie reminded him. "You need your own bike."
"I can take the car."
"You can't get the car into the tower," Charley reminded him. "I'll let you use mine for practice until they can find you your own," she promised, grinning at him. "When is Dawn's coming?"
"We were supposed to pick it up today," Vinnie said sheepishly. "Modo, it's Saturday, right?" He knew that Dawn's usual spell allowed you to call out for a specific person.
"Yeah, why, bro?" he called back, opening the door by breaking the knob. He stuck his head in and blushed. "Why?"
"Dawn's present?"
"Oh, that." He grinned. "Rimfire and I can go down and pick it up." He winked. "You four okay?" Charley and Vinnie nodded. Xander was yawning. "Stoker said you guys probably won't be able to shield from each other ever again. He doesn't think it's possible."
"It is," Xander told him. "We can customize our shields. It'll just take a few days work," he said with another yawn. "Did anyone call me off work yesterday?"
"No, but Dawn called your boss once she got back to tell him what had happened and how we were all trapped and under attack. He said he'd be up tonight." He winked and closed the door, not letting either kid in there. "You two don't need ta see that." He picked them up and carried them back to the couch, sitting down with them. "They're resting," he told Dawn.
"Present?" she asked, looking around. "I heard present mentioned and it'll keep my mind off killing Giles," she said sweetly. "And can I have lessons from the mouse playbook too?"
Stoker looked at her. "You're going to be joining the Freedom Fighters?"
"Some day, this one'll want to move home," she said, nodding at Rimfire. "I'll have to go with him."
"If and when that happens, I'll let Throttle teach you," he told her. "I'm going to have my hands full teaching Xander the playbook once he gets his own bike."
"Any luck on finding him one?" Modo asked. "He's forever borrowing ours. Lil' Hoss took him and didn't even ask me the last time. Vinnie's is the same way."
"The plant was bombed three years ago, Modo," he said gently. "We haven't been able to rebuild it yet."
"So there's a shortage?" Rimfire asked as he came up the ramp. "Are we heading, uncle?" Modo nodded, handing the kids back to their father. "How bad is the shortage?"
"Fairly bad. This generation should be mostly taken care of," he offered. "Other than that, I'm not sure, kid." He looked at Rimfire. "If and when Dawn comes to Mars and joins the Freedom Fighters, you can teach her the playbook." Rimfire snorted. "Not before."
"No, because it won't come in handy before then," he said dryly, smirking at him. "Too late." He looked at his uncle. "Come on." He nodded, getting up and getting on the back of his nephew's bike. "Dawn, sit down and be good or else you can't have it for another week," he ordered with a smug look. "Grandmomma said so." He turned around and headed off to the dealership.
She sat down with a sigh. "That is so unfair," she complained to him. "I do go on assaults down here, Stoker. I'm working with Micah. Have you asked him about getting stuff to build a new factory?"
"Food comes first, Dawn."
She got up and went to get that textbook, coming back to hand it to him. "Here. Filtering nasty, heavy, dirty water into useable food production and only useable food production." He looked stunned, looking in it. "We've got some deserts too." She flopped down again. "Xander will need one. I can see me not needing one because I'm not a mouse, but he is," she reminded him gently. "It'll break his heart if he can't help the bros."
Stoker nodded. "I know. I'm looking," he promised. "He may have to come up there himself. I'm not sure yet. It's going to be a long wait though." She nodded, letting out a little sigh. "You okay, kid?"
"Yeah, I'll be fine," she said, giving him a weak smile. "It's for the best that I miscarried. Hopefully we'll be able to figure out something before I'm able to have sex again. I want more than cuddles with him."
He gave her a short hug, then a punch on the arm. "I understand. Switch is the same way," he assured her.
"So, how far along is she?" she asked with a slightly brighter grin.
He groaned and shook his head. "She's not."
"Bet me," she snorted. "She's glowing, Stoker. Why does she always have to come down here to announce it?"
"It's a great place for announcements," Xander said from the study. "Shh!"
"Sorry, Xan." She grinned at the old guy. "Please?"
"We'll see. There's a lot to learn, Dawn. The playbook is really thick."
"I've got another four years of being in town at the least," she reminded him. "College degrees are like that."
"Where's Rimfire going to be?"
"Studying languages, computer stuff, and agricultural stuff beside me," she told him. "Micah said so."
"You can study farming?"
"Yeah, that's the textbook from an advanced Ag class," she told him, nodding at the book. "It's got all sorts of neat stuff. I've been working on magical terraforming and stuff and he's been doing the practical version."
"Interesting. I'll bring it back with me." He looked toward the study. "You twerps know you got me seated on Council, right?" he called. Throttle laughed, it was his heavier, breathy tone of laugh. "That hint that no one had to agree to sit got my tail stuck."
"You'll be great at it, Stoker. Think of it like running a really big base," Vinnie called. "Now hush, my baby's napping and so's the son."
"Cheese, he's insufferable," Stoker complained.
"Guys, can't you wait to do that until we're next door?" Charley complained, sounding like she was panting. "It's not like I needed to know that much about how male mice have sex."
"And his little brother's not much better," Stoker sighed, shaking his head, but going back to reading.
Episode 30:
Xander finished tightening the last bolt on the digging machine and checked the new implant, then smirked and slid out from under the machine, hopping to his feet so he could pack up his gear. Now if he had done everything right, like Charley had taught him, then they'd be able to track the machines and control them by remote control.
"Hey! Whatcha doin' in here, mousie," Greasepit said, scowling at him. "Youse look familiar."
"I'm one of the slaves," he said grimly, mentally thinking up any and every excuse he could. "I had to fix a few of the machines so they'd work right."
"They trust youse guys to do that?"
"Well, yeah, since they've got this explosive chip in my head," he said, with a general wave toward his scalp. "It's not like I can fight 'em." He backed up when Greasepit moved closer. "There's no need to get that close."
"I like youse. Youse cute for a mousie," he said with a leer. "Since you've got to behave and all."
"No one said I couldn't fight back," he said quickly, backing off further. "After all, my chip's only to make me fix things, not do people. I'm not that sort of slave, dude."
"Fine. I'll ask Karbunkle about youse, see if I can have youse." He smirked at him. "Then we'll sees what sorta slave you are." He looked him over. "You done?"
"No, I've got to hike to the next site and work on a few that're broken down in the field."
"I'll give youse a ride."
"Um, no thanks. I'm not taking that chance," he said, backing away further. "Really, walking's good for me. I used to smoke and all, I need the exercise."
"Yeah, but I'd be much more fun," he leered. "I've even got my own lube and stuff."
Xander gave him a once-over. "I can see that," he said dryly, shuddering. "How would you get it out?"
"Youse won't need ta, I'll take real good care of ya if ya goes with me."
"Um, no. Because they could explode the chip for me not going to my next assigned task, really. Not that it wouldn't be a good thing at the moment, but I don't want my brain to explode so I'm going to disappear and do my work. You have a nice day." He turned and ran out.
Greasepit went up to the main office. "Mr. Limburger, sir, I've got a request," he said formally. "One of the slaves is really pretty and I'd like him."
"Why should I?" he asked coldly.
"Because my contract's comin' up again, Mr. Limburger sir, and I could ask for that as my pay," he offered. "He's a pretty white mousie and everything."
"Ask Karbunkle if he's done with him," he sighed with a wave of his hand. "The first time your performance starts to slip again, I'm going to kill him in front of you."
"Fine, sir, thank you, Mr. Limburger sir." He headed down to the lab. "Er, Doc, you got a minute? Mr. Limburger said I could have one of the slaves if you were done with 'im."
"Which one?" he asked, looking at him. "We've only got three."
"He was white."
"White? We've only got gray ones." He walked over to the computer, pulling up the files. "Unless he's on loan, we did borrow a mechanically inclined one."
"No, that one," he said. "Go back." Karbunkle looked at him and flipped back. "Not the one with the mask, the one before him."
Karbunkle pulled up the file, looking it over. He pushed a button with a sigh. "Your lump of melting cheesiness, we've had a rodent infestation," he reported. "Greasepit saw the one that's the little brother to the one who wears the mask and rides that stupid racing bike."
"WHAT!" He came down on the elevator, looking at the file. "That's the one you saw?" Greasepit nodded, flinging grease off his head. "Where was he?"
"He said he was a mechanical one and he was fixin' machines, that he was supposed to be in the field. Can I have him?"
"If we can catch him, you're more than welcome to him," Limburger Junior, Marshal, said grimly. "He must be with the others." He looked at the file. "He's listed as the protege of the tan one, correct?" Karbunkle nodded. "Then capturing either of them should net us that one. Do so." He stomped off. They could not ruin his latest plan. They simply couldn't.
Karbunkle studied the files. "Greasepit, if you see him again, have him come up here, even if you have to carry him. I don't care what condition he appears in," he said smugly. "Just get him up here within an hour of finding him."
"Thank youse, doc. That's very generous of youse. Hes cute." He walked off, going to order the other goons to bring him that one if he was seen again.
***
Xander walked in the back door of the garage and headed up to the couch, climbing in with his big brother, who had the sniffles and had been banished to this couch to whine away from Throttle. He climbed under his blanket and hid. "I need fur dye."
"Why?" Vinnie asked, lifting the blanket. "You know I'm nearly naked down there, right?" Xander shrugged and burrowed against his stomach. "What happened with your brilliant plan, bro?"
"Greasepit propositioned me. He wanted to buy me from Limburger."
"Eww." He shuddered. "Oooh, Cheese, that's nasty!"
"Yup, which is why I need fur dye and I'm not moving from the house without an escort for a very long time. Hopefully he's got short-term memory damage."
"Not really," Vinnie offered. He picked up the phone, calling Throttle, letting Xander hide for now. "Hey, bro, Xander's back. No, he's hiding and said he needs fur dye. Apparently Greasepit wanted a Xander toy of his very own and went to ask Limburger for him." He snickered. "No, he's over here hiding under my blankets." He sneezed. "Thanks." He hung up and shifted down to cuddle him. "It'll be all right. We'll protect you from Greasepit. Even if we do have to set him on fire or something." Xander shuddered and snuggled in as hard as he could. "Ease up on the chest, little bro, I need those ribs." Xander eased up some when he heard footsteps coming up the stairs. "Hey, Modo."
"Where's Xander? He okay?"
"He didn't touch me, I told him I had an exploding chip in my head and they'd set it off if I didn't go to my next job," he muttered.
Modo reached down to pet him on the back. "It'll be okay, Xander."
"No it won't. He went to ask Limburger to give me to him." He uncovered his head to look at the big, gray mouse. "He made a joke about having lube."
"Eww," Vinnie muttered, shuddering again.
"Yeah, my feelings exactly. I need fur dye." He covered his head again. "You shouldn't get chilly."
"You're plenty warm enough," Vinnie assured him, patting him on the back. He looked over as Throttle came up the stairs. "He's fine. Just freaked."
"I'd be freaked too," he agreed, looking under the blanket. "Want a cuddle?" Xander lunged at him, wrapping himself around Throttle's waist and neck. "Sure." He sat down, holding him, patting him gently on the back. "You feeling better yet, Vinnie?"
"Not really," he admitted, sneezing again. He coughed a bit. "I need medicine."
"We'll call Enamel later, when he gets home," he promised, stroking Xander's back. "He can't have you. I won't let him." Xander shuddered in his arms. "It's all right, it can't be that bad."
"He made a joke about having lube and how he'd take good care of me. He went to ask to be given me."
"We've got to find Greasepit a date," Modo said grimly. "That's too horrible a fate for anybody." He covered Vinnie back up so he didn't have to see his red lipstick kisses boxers.
"I need fur dye."
"Sure, babe. We'll look into a temporary dye job," Throttle promised, stroking his back to calm him down. "Did you get it done?" Xander nodded. "Good job, did you get any of the ones in the field?"
"No, I ran really hard back here," he admitted. "They'll know I'm not one of theirs."
"Point," Throttle agreed, patting him on the back. Baby Anya crawled up the stairs, then used Modo's leg to stand up. "You're not supposed to be anywhere near the stairs, young lady. Your father's going to get tail shedding if he sees you doing that." He let her crawl into his lap and she wiggled between them, giving him a triumphant grin. "Some days, I wonder if you're not really her. My Xander." She started to fuss. "You can cuddle him but he's still mine."
"Is my daughter up there?" Stoker yelled.
"Yeah, she wanted the Xander for her own personal use," he called down. Stoker walked up there to repossess his daughter. "Greasepit wanted to keep Xander. Made a joke about lube and everything."
"Need a shower, mini punk?" he asked patiently.
"No, I told him they'd explode the chip in my head if I didn't get onto my next task. He went to ask Limburger for me."
"Hopefully he says no. How many did you get?"
"All the ones in the garage. Last night I did the ones we found on those three blocks, but I can't get to the last few sites now with them probably knowing who I am."
"He was thinking a temporary fur dye," Throttle told him.
"It might work once," he offered. "We need to try those out."
"I did what Charley told me," Xander defended.
"Yeah, but it's still experimental, we don't know how far away we can be," Throttle reminded him. He gave him a squeeze, then looked up at their mentor. "Anya walked up and wiggled between us and gave me this look like she had stolen him from me," he said with a small smirk.
"She'll have to get used to not having a Xander of her very own," he said grimly. "We'll try some of them out tonight," he promised.
"They've got to be on and we've got to be within a hundred feet," Charley said as she came up the stairs. "You okay, Xander?"
"Greasepit freaked him out by wanting him," Vinnie told her, sneezing again. "I hate being sick."
"Don't worry, bro, we hate you being sick too," Throttle assured him. "You're the only one who fusses worse than Xander when you're sick."
"I just wanted to be left alone," he defended. Then he belched and groaned. "Sorry."
"What did you have for lunch?" Vinnie asked, sounding amused and grinning.
"Calamari." Xander put his head back down. "Can I be a tan mouse for a few weeks?"
"Sure," Throttle agreed, smirking down at him. He looked at Charley. "Calamari, isn't that like sushi?"
"Deep fried squid rings actually," she said dryly. "No steak places?"
"Long wait."
"Ah. Better you than me," she said with a shrug. "We're having raspberry ice cream for dinner. The son demands." She went to change clothes then down to the kitchen to get something to eat. She heard the doorbell and looked out there, frowning. "Modo!" He came jogging down the stairs. "I believe his suitor is back. I'm letting you guys handle this one." She walked back to the bottom of the stairs. "Guys, guess who's here."
Vinnie hopped off the couch and walked down the stairs, going to make sure the slimeball didn't touch his little brother. Greasepit stared at him and he smirked, crossing his arms over his chest. "Yeah, I'm pretty, I can still kick your tail." He coughed a bit, then spit outside. "You touch Modo and I'm going to prove it."
"I don't want him. I want the other white one, he's pretty and untouched so far," he said smugly. "Doc said I could have him. So hand over our mouse."
"I don't think so," Modo said dryly. "Throttle?"
"Getting undone by squid-boy." He walked down the stairs, brushing the shed fur off his stomach. He looked at Greasepit. "Touch my man," he encouraged, activating his nuke knucks on the back of his gloves. He hit him, sending him flying across the street. "Try it again," he encouraged.
"Ya know, for this we should go destroy the tower again," Vinnie said, grinning at him. "Can we? It'll make me feel better."
"Sure," he agreed. They smirked at Greasepit in unison, backed up by Rimfire and Dawn, who were on the road. "Cars, kids." They parked and he got off his bike, leaning against it. "See, Greasepit, you're not touching one of us."
"I'll have that white mousie yet. Mr. Limburger said so," he warned. "He's mine now!" He saw Charley came out and gaped. "Youse pregnant," he said in awe. "Wow. I've never been around one of you."
Vinnie hit him this time, following him down to beat the snot out of him. "Mine, don't touch," he growled. Throttle and Dawn pulled him off and he smirked at him. "You're not good enough to touch any mouse, Greasepit. I'd leave sooner instead of in a body bag."
"He'd just slide home," Dawn told him with a small shrug. She took a running kick at his side, cracking something by the sounds she heard. "There, I feel better now. That's almost as good as sex."
"I can give you better," Greasepit offered.
She shrieked and pulled a blaster, going to beat him with it and her hands. He nearly caught her but she wiggled free and got him in the nuts, making him groan and fall to the ground. Then she shot the tip of his nose, making him howl. "I'd leave, slimebag. I'm not the most nice woman."
"Are youse having one of those girl moments?" he asked.
"Your pitiful dick is next, then you won't have to worry about having someone to force." He knee-crawled backwards, guarding that part of him before she shot him there. "You've got about ten seconds before I fire again." He hopped on his trike and headed away as fast as he could. "Pitiful, absolutely pitiful," she sneered after him. "I say we go destroy the tower and turn it so it hits him."
"Hasn't killed him yet," Throttle said, taking the blaster and tossing it to Rimfire. Rimfire looked at it then tossed it back to her. "We can go take the tower down tonight." She nodded, walking inside on his arm. "Charley?"
"Ice cream."
"Can I have some?" Dawn asked as she walked into the kitchen. "After I clean up of course?" she asked dryly, heading for the bathroom to clean up the nastiness he had left on her. She came out in her bra tanktop and a pair of boxers of Rimfire's. "Sorry, now have to do laundry." She took the bowl Charley handed her with a grin. "Thanks, babe. How's Xander?"
"Hiding," she said dryly. "Greasepit wanted him to be his love muffin."
"Eww. That's nearly enough to destroy my appetite for the next year." She ate a bite of ice cream, looking at Throttle. "How can we destroy it tonight, Brain? Narf!"
"You're weird," Rimfire said, shaking his head but he was grinning.
Throttle chuckled. "We'll figure that out after dinner. We'll do it after hours. Xander could use some excitement to calm him before bed." She grinned at him. "How you feelin', kid?"
"Nasty and sore. The same as yesterday, but a bit better. Oh, Micah wants me in tomorrow. I reminded him about graduation being in two days but he said it'd only be for the afternoon. He's flying us in."
"That's fine," Throttle agreed, sitting down at the table. "Xander, how did you want to see it dissolved this time?"
"Can we drop something on it like acid?"
"Let them hallucinate it to death?" Dawn called back.
Xander came down the stairs. "Not a bad idea, but fairly mean," he said dryly. "Besides, they won't get to see Spike like you did."
"Yeah, remind me of that again," she said dryly, smirking at him. She winked. "Who did you see?"
"Satan telling me I'd make a pretty consort and bedtoy. Made sure I didn't do acid again," he quipped, sitting down with the baby. "Stoker's in the bathroom having a prostate moment. He really should get that checked."
"We don't have one of those, little brother," Vinnie assured him. He patted the baby on the head. "Hi, Anya." She babbled and grinned at him but kissed Xander on the nose. "Yeah, you love him. What're you gonna do when you've got to go home again?"
"Wail the whole trip," Stoker said as he came down the stairs. "The same as last time." He took his daughter back, weathering her fussing and hitting him, but grabbing her little fists when she tried to knock his teeth out. "Keep it up, have a nap," he warned. She settled down to pout at him. "You can't keep Xander, Anya. He's Throttle's. You can only borrow him on occasion." He looked at Dawn, then shook his head. "Can't you wear clothes?"
"I just kicked Greasepit, I got nasty," she defended. "Be thankful I'm wearing underwear at all."
"As noted during the bungee jumping incident, we'd like for you to continue that," Throttle said dryly. "Please."
Modo nodded. "Yeah, we would. Nothin' more pitiful than a woman who doesn't wear drawers when necessary."
"Bet me," Rimfire snorted. "Doesn't bother me a bit, guys."
"More than we wanted to know, nephew," Modo said calmly, patting him on the back. "Like the others, I don't need ta know what you two get up to."
"Sure, Uncle Modo. Hey, Dawn, after we wreck the tower, wanna go clubbing? We can nap on the flight."
"No, no helping tonight, kids," Stoker told them. "You guys can destroy the tower next time. This time let the older mice do it."
"And you're going to be doing what, daddy?" Dawn taunted, smirking at him. "I'll have you know I could probably destroy the tower by concentrating really hard."
"Yeah, but it's not as much fun for the rest of us," Vinnie complained. "But teach me that."
"Sure," she agreed happily, kissing him on the cheek. "You've got a fever."
"No I don't. I'm just hot and studly," he said smugly.
Charley sighed and picked up the phone, calling Enamel. "It's me. He's sneezing, coughing up crud, and he's got a fever. Yeah, he's complaining too. Fine, but I don't need the cold." She smiled and handed over the phone. "Enamel said if you're sick, you can't even kiss me until you're well."
"Aw, man!" Vinnie complained, taking the phone. "I'm fine, it's just a case of sniffles." He listened. "I'll take medicine if you give it to me," he promised. "Please? I can't do without cuddles of my girl." He beamed. "Sure, we're going to destroy the tower tonight. Wanna help?" He beamed and bounced a bit. "Sure. See ya there." He walked around to hang it up. "Shell and he'll be along to help or watch. They said it sounds like fun, better than a movie."
"Could be," Dawn agreed, grinning at Rimfire. "You realize it's been three weeks since either of us have been kidnaped?"
"I hadn't, but it's a nice change," he admitted, pulling her closer for a real kiss. "You're warm for totally different reasons," he assured her smugly.
"Thank, babe." She dug back into her ice cream. "We've got to deal with the birth control thing while we're in DC. I've had enough of this bleeding crap already." She ate another bite of ice cream. "I can't believe he fired you, Xander. It's not your fault you were attacked."
"Yeah, but I didn't call in," he sighed. "That's a big no-no in the world of work. Fortunately we're still getting the discount on the rest of the project." He looked out at the bulk of their new addition. "Only a week more and then we can move books."
"I'll teach you the floating spell," Dawn promised. "Are the bookcases built in?" He nodded. "Decent. Will it be wired?" He nodded faster. "Cool. Any word yet on where Giles is or what he got off Wolfram and Hart?"
"Not yet," Xander said, looking at her. "You can't help there. I don't care if you help with the tower, but you can't help us with Giles, Dawnie. He does know more magic than you and Ethan would love to keep you."
"Over his dead body," she snorted. "I don't care if the world was going to end. His ass is toast when I find them."
"Dawn," Xander said firmly. "My fun."
"Fine," she sighed. "Let me be there and be threatening? I'll do the shields?"
He considered it. "If we can." She smiled and nodded, finishing her ice cream and putting the bowl in the sink, running some water into it. "You'll need clothes to destroy the tower."
"I know." She walked Rimfire over to their house, going to find an outfit to put on. They snuck out, going to scout the tower for everyone else. Of course, Xander knew they were going to, he was smart and knew what she was like.
Throttle looked out as the bikes roared to life. "Scouting only!" he shouted.
"Yes, daddy!"
"She likes you, she's calling you pet names," Xander said with a grin.
"Wonderful. Is she staying in the dorms or not this fall?"
"I'm leaving that up to her. It'll be more expensive if she does, but at home she's going to miss out on some of the college life stuff." He shrugged. "I was going to sit down and talk to her about it this weekend."
"Sure." Throttle looked at the baby, who was pouting at him. "What?" She stuck her tongue out. "Don't do that. I might snatch it." She withdrew it and smirked at him, then hid her face in her daddy's chest.
"She's being a bit cranky today," Stoker pointed out, shaking his head. "I never imagined me having kids."
"I felt the same way a few months ago about having cats," Modo offered as he sat down. Vinnie took his usual seat and pulled Charley into his lap. "Should you should do that? You can give her your cold and then she might sneeze the baby out."
"Then we'd have to use all the baby gear on you," Throttle agreed, smirking at Vinnie. "Put her down, bro. At least until you've had medicine."
"Fine," he complained, letting her get into her own chair. "You do it to Xander."
"He's not pregnant."
"Are you sure? He's the one who had squid for lunch."
"I like calamari," Xander defended. "Once I tried it and no one told me what it was."
"Word of advice, man, anything like that will be treated like the sushi and fed to the cats," Modo warned. Xander beamed at him. "Oh, no. Already?" Xander beamed and nodded. "When?"
"Those really chewy onion rings," he said smugly. Throttle reached over to pinch him. "What?"
"That's mean. Be nicer to us or we can't go on our road trip."
"That's the beauty of being unemployed and semi-wealthy. I can go on road trips." He got up and called Cleveland, bringing the phone back. "Hey, Fred. Any ID on where Giles and Ethan are, or why?" He listened to her babble. "Yeah, I know Gunn's tired. I was hoping you had done the computer thingy again." He beamed. "Sure. No, tell Wes I'm going to splurge and go on a road trip this summer with the watcher money." She called that and he called back that it was now his, to do what he pleased with it. "That makes me happy," he cooed. "So, no idea on where those two are hiding so we can go kick their asses over this?" He listened to her as she searched, then made writing motions. Charley slid some paper and a pencil down, and he wrote very clearly and plainly, then showed it to the group, who smirked back. "Any idea why?" He snorted and shook his head. "No, it's protected. I had Meg protect it and I told the bank I knew hackers. Sure. Thanks, babe. Laters."
He hung up and got up to put the phone back. "Not only are they in *town*," he said with a cold, cruel smirk, "but they decided I'm the next one to sacrifice to make the world not end, with no reason for it." Throttle looked at him so he smirked at him, a bit warmer this time. "Apparently one of Ethan's demons told him that they were going to destroy the world if they didn't get a powerful witch. So they picked *me*." He flopped back down. "They're checked into a local hotel. Wolfram and Hart wanted me out of the way, I'm not sure why though. And then the good part comes in, they actually accepted a fee for it. A globe that Fred's presently researching. She thinks it's a container. So I'm a good, powerful sacrifice and I'm apparently still on the top ten list for demon hunters. So, where are we going on our roadtrip, Throttle?" he asked with a grin.
"We'll go next week, after you've straightened out Dawn and them. Why not Dawn?"
"Giles said he couldn't. Too many people protect her, including Willow's final act before she was sucked off world." He gave Stoker a bland look. "She really did want to see Spike again, old guy. She was in my dreams last night with the real Anya pleading for someone to come play with her."
"Maybe we can find Anya's shade and send her up," Stoker said firmly. "My son's not going anywhere near that seal or the M'dreth."
"Sure. Just expect her to show up instead," Xander told him. "She and Spike always had this strange relationship." He looked around. "Speaking of the vampire mouse...."
"Mom's feeding him," Stoker told him. "He's still scowling at her for doing it that way." He shifted and his daughter clutched his fur, letting out a small snort of irritation. "I can move." He finished moving and got comfortable. "There, now sleep." She glared up at him but went back to her nap. "You think she'll do that?" Everyone nodded. "Cheese."
"Probably while you're trying for baby number four," Modo said with a grin.
"There's got to be a way to stop those," Stoker said dryly.
"You and Dawn both need them," Vinnie agreed with a grin.
"Me too, once this one comes. There's not going to be another one for a *very* long time, if ever, Vincent." He smiled at her and she pushed him away. "Don't even think about it."
"I can't have a daughter too?"
"No!" she snorted. "She'll end up like Dawn."
"She's a neat kid," Throttle offered. "Kinda wild though."
"She'd fit in with his family," Stoker agreed.
"My cousins will love her and Xander," Vinnie agreed smugly. "I can't wait until we take them back for a visit."
"If you do, I'm going to hand Throttle my seat on Council," Stoker said smugly.
"Do it and watch me freak out," Xander said simply. "Taking my baby from me will make me cause mayhem and chaos like you've never seen before," he warned. "My biker stud. If you want one of your own, find one." He stared Stoker down, making him shiver. "Besides, that would mean I'd have to *stay* on Mars. Can't you just imagine that?" Stoker and Modo both shuddered at that thought. "Yeah, and I'd get to visit with Willow *alllllll* the time."
"Xander, you need a nap too," Throttle said calmly. "No more threatening Mars."
"He was going to steal you!"
"He can't steal me. I'd quit."
"It's part of your oath not to quit," Stoker said grimly. "They handed me the paperwork like it was another requisition and I signed it before reading it."
"That's one of those big no-nos," Xander said smugly. "How many times did you pull that on others?"
"On Carbine, all the time," he said smugly. "Then again, that's how they got her too." He looked at Throttle. "You got me once or twice with that too."
"Authorizing leave for us," he agreed. "Including for Carbine once or twice." He smirked at his mate. "Which way did you want to head?"
"Home."
"That means we can't leave," he said, looking a bit confused.
"Wrong home. I want to go to Frisco." He grinned and pulled something out of his bag, handing it over. "I picked it up during lunch. I've already talked to your bike, she'll agree to let us put her on the plane for three hours, and then pretend to be harmless. Then we can ride back."
"All the way to San Francisco?" Throttle asked, looking at the tickets. "Wow. Hotel on the Bay too?" Xander beamed at him. "Sure. If she'll agree, Xan."
"She already has. I told her she'd have to act like a human bike for about three hours and then we'd ride her up and down so many hills she'd think she's on a roller coaster. We'd even take her out on the ferry if she wanted. I did promise we wouldn't go to Oakland so she didn't have to worry about being jacked."
"Fine," he agreed, smiling at him. He stole a kiss. Anya poked him and growled. "He's still mine, kid." She growled again and her father swatted her gently. "Behave," Throttle reminded her. "Or no bedtime story from him." She sniffled, doing her best impersonation of pitiful. Of course, that's when the rocket went off outside.
Stoker got up and took the baby back to the lair, which was reinforced heavily, going down to the bunker Xander had dug a few days prior. His son was found and brought down with him.
"Let's Rock..." Throttle ordered.
"And Ride," Modo agreed smugly. They whistled and their bikes headed over, going out to deal with the stupid people. "Didn't your momma ever teach you not to bother places where there's kids and pregnant women?" he called as he rode down one of the dune buggies and shot it with his arm cannon.
Xander stood in the doorway with his laser rifle, getting select targets. How dare someone shoot anywhere near them! Especially with kids and pregnant women! He felt a shot hit him on the shoulder but he grabbed onto the doorway and continued on. Most of them were gone when he blacked out.
Throttle looked back and frowned, hitting the next goon back toward the tower. "Protect the garage, our backup's down!" he shouted. Vinnie got the next few, then spun back to protect the more vulnerable area. He was watching Vinnie maneuver and missed the person with the blaster firing at him, for all of about three seconds. Then a bolt hit his leg and he blasted him out of his seat and the dune buggy to pieces. "Modo, 42 red," he yelled. He fell back to let Modo go forward. They needed to break the line. He hit his radio. "Rimfire, could use you," he called. "Get back to the garage." Silence. "Damn it!"
Vinnie shuddered. "Twice in one week, I'm going to mark this on the calendar." He moved forward, getting more of them, letting Throttle guard the garage since he was clearly injured. He didn't see the person with the sonic cannon on the roof of an adjacent building. He felt it though. It cut a wide path through their resistance. He blacked out from the vibrations rattling his brain, and saw Modo going down too. "Maybe I should swear too," was his last thought for a while.
***
Xander woke up with a jerk and looked around at the cell. "Wonderful." He stood up and noticed Modo was quietly singing. He slapped him upside the head, getting his attention. "Are we helpless?"
"More or less. We can't cut through the door," Vinnie told him from the bunk above where he'd been laying. "So far Greasepit hasn't come for you."
"Huh. I'm impressed. Is this a sliding door or a door with hinges?"
"Sliding. Why?" Throttle asked.
"None of the goons here have mastered the art of frisking anybody," he said grimly, putting the things in his pockets on Vinnie's bed. "Of course, I went with stuff just in case I had to escape earlier," he sighed, looking them over. "And I forgot my detonator. Or a lighter. Wonderful." He looked at the door, then at his watch. "Oh, well. Time to improvise. Any idea where everyone is?"
"Two guards outside," Vinnie told him. "One on rotation besides them. I can kinda hear the bikes fighting and stressing out on the next floor up."
"That's where the lab usually is," Throttle pointed out. He looked at the stuff on the bed, then at his spouse. "How do you carry all that?"
"Trade secret." He blew on his hands, considering the door. "Okay, lock is about where?" Modo got up and pointed at it. "Electronic?" Everyone nodded. "Too bad we don't have a taser. I'll have to remember that for next time." He got to work rolling out the small ball of explosives he had been carrying earlier, sticking it next to the lock and then in a few spots next to the sliding area. "It should bow out, then Modo can knock it out." Modo smirked at that. "You can?" he made sure. Modo nodded. "Cool." He took the last few bits of explosive and then his pocket knife, undoing the back of his watch. He attached a few wires to the battery, holding them in place with a bit of the putty-like explosive. He checked the time, setting the time for two minutes later, then made sure everything was set up before backing away. "Duck," he announced, and the watch beeped, and nothing happened. "Fucking hell. I know I did that right," he complained. He started to move forward but Throttle pulled him back and the second alarm went off, which made it explode. "Thanks." He grinned at Modo, getting out of the way in the small cell. "All yours, big guy."
Modo stepped up to the bowed-out door, then moved to the side and hit it backhand, which made it hit one of the guards but left the other one firing. He reached out and grabbed him, dragging him inside. "I don't like you," he snarled. The guard went limp and dropped his gun. "Good idea. Our bikes?"
"Upstairs," he whispered. "Lab. They don't pay me enough for this."
"Are there other prisoners?" Xander asked, coming over to frisk him. He got the gun, a backup battery, and his discman. "Thanks, I was missing this earlier, wondered where I had left it." He checked the CD and snorted. "Not exactly the most genial music to assault by. Sorry, guys, it's Pop music again." He looked at the guard, making him look at him. "Other prisoners?" he repeated.
"I don't know."
"That's fine. You just cower in here under the bottom bunk and I'll leave you living, this time," he said coldly. The guard got down and went to hide under the bunk. Xander picked up the rest of his stuff, popping a stick of gum into his mouth and heading out into the hallway. "Lab is which way?" he asked before turning on his CD player. He didn't need the distraction of hearing the gunshots. Throttle nudged him and he followed, snapping a bubble and smiling at Vinnie when he sent him a dirty look. "What?" he mouthed. They made it up the stairs and into the lab before anyone realized they were there. Then Throttle hit one, Vinnie hit one, and the other one ran off. Xander used the blaster, getting him in the foot. "Not so fast now." He looked at the lock and sneered. "Hairpin?" He got another set of dirty looks so he sighed and took a pin off Throttle's vest, working on the lock. "The things you learn dealing with crying girls who lock themselves in the weapons closet," he complained. He popped the lock and they walked in. Something came toward them and Xander picked it up, punting the little freak alien. "I don't like you." He flipped on the lights. "Whoa. Many other prisoners." He pointed at the other bikes.
"That one's Rimfire's," Vinnie said grimly.
Modo nodded. "There's Enamel's and Shell's," he agreed.
"I don't recognize the last one," Throttle pointed out. "Doesn't much matter. They're coming with us. One way or another." He looked around but Xander was playing on the computer. "Now's not the time for that, Xander."
"Bite me, honey. I'm looking for other prisoners and where they might be." He pulled up the map, turning to suddenly shoot something coming through a grate. "Hey, it's you again. Do you like being hurt? I can recommend a nice place for that."
"Oh, please, I need it," Fred said happily, clapping his hand and tentacle. Karbunkle had made the little mixed up alien creature and he loved pain. "Doc doesn't hurt me enough anymore."
Xander wrote out an address. "Go here. It's a vampire club. Talk to the midget vampire. He's a Dom." He looked at him. "Where are the other prisoners?"
"I'm not supposed to tell you that," he said, still sounding happy. "The mice aren't supposed to know."
"Well, that's fine, because I'm not fully a mouse." He looked down at him. "Look at my eyes, little guy."
"They're brown. Did the doctor make you too?"
Xander grinned. "No, a witch did. Which way to the other prisoners?"
"They were below you."
"Cool beans. Go there and talk to the midget vampire, and if he's not nice to you, you talk to Boris. He's my former boss and he'll set you up with someone," he said, patting him on the head. "Thanks, little guy." He looked at the bikes they were freeing. "Who's going for the others?"
"We all are," Vinnie told him.
Xander whistled and the bikes all looked at him. "Three floors down is the holding area. There's a few different people down there, bikes. I don't care, they all come out. Got it?" That got some beeps. "Then let's head down there." He shot Fred again, grinning at him when he giggled in pleasure. "Hey, little one, give the good doctor a message. Tell him Xander's coming for him and he'd better make a will or run screaming like the girl he is." He climbed on behind Throttle and they headed out. He shot behind Shell's bike. "You too, baby." She fired up and followed. He held on as they went down the stairs, wincing at the jarring going on. "I want a backrub tonight."
"Sure," Throttle agreed. "You deserve it. I never thought about turning Fred."
"You just gotta know some people's prices." They found the guards waiting on them and he hopped up, firing on them as they came down the hallway. He grabbed a light on the way past, flipping off once all the bikes had gone past. He'd guard the doorway for them. He heard more guards and started to fire, backing into the cells. "Come on, people. Let's head. There's more coming."
"Who're you?" one male mouse asked.
"God. Get on a bike and let's go," he said firmly. "We can destroy it on the way out." He glanced at him. "Rimfire, you're in charge of this one."
"Done, Xander," he called. "Dawn?"
"Here!" She lifted a hand and started to chant, then planted the hand against the wall, leaving a glowing spot. "That'll explode in about three minutes, people. Let's move!"
"You're military?" Shell asked.
"Special agent under Micah," she admitted. "Used to slaying." She got on the back of Rimfire's bike, and grabbed one of the kids wandering around. "We've got little people."
"Wonderful. We've got ten guards," Xander called back. "I want a grenade launcher."
"So call one," Throttle yelled.
"I can't, there's not enough time." He continued to fire. "I'm losing charge. Someone make an exit, there's more coming."
"Done," Modo called, blowing out part of the wall. He checked the remaining cells, grabbing a stunned woman and the two kids in there with her. An empty bike beeped and he put her on it with the kids, and they headed out.
Xander looked around, checking the cells, then smirked and looked out the hole. "Can I fly this time?" he called.
"Shit!" Throttle yelled.
"Three times? Man, you're becoming a regular Marine," Vinnie joked.
Xander took off his shirt and shook his head. "I'll meet you guys down there. Give me a few." He headed back inside, doing a last check. He found a smaller female mouse under a bunk and grabbed her, taking her up into the ventilation system. "Quietly," he ordered in a hiss. They crawled fairly quickly, only pausing when the explosion happened. He got them into the main air shaft and down the rungs of the ladder, using his shirt to stop the main fan. He got her past it and out the maintenance hatch, taking her by the wrist to lead her out the side door. "Wonderful thing to scout this place," he told her. "Working construction is a great thing." He met up with the others, handing her to Vinnie since he looked more empty than most. He looked back and waved. "We *really* need to make it explode."
"Sure," Dawn agreed, taking his hand. She whispered in his ear and he nodded, getting the words to the spell from her first round of chants. He followed along behind her and the tower started to melt, slowly turning into a pile of molten metal. She saw Limburger and gave him the arm-chopping-one fingered-salute with a sneer then they were off.
Xander followed along behind them, whistling happily as he decided to walk. Since everyone else was full and his mate had forgotten about him. He slapped the other battery into the blaster and started on the goons trying to escape and recapture them. Careful shots made the battery last and their engines were not shielded. "Stupid of them," he said, getting one that passed by him's tire. He turned and got the last two, then ducked a grab attempt by the one behind him, getting them at point blank range to the driver. He shrieked and headed into a building. "Damn, I hope Meg's not home tonight," he sighed, shaking his head and continuing on his stroll. It was only a few miles and it was a pretty night for a walk. About a mile later, Throttle came back and he hopped on, giving him a hug. "Are we going to be able to go on our trip?"
"We'll see. That depends on who the new mice are," Throttle said grimly.
"I'll need to know so I can cancel stuff so we don't have to pay for it." He stole a kiss then spit out his gum and turned off his CD player, tucking it into the saddlebag. "For the next time we're on a ride and blow up mission," he said happily. They pulled up outside the garage and he looked at the damage. "Well, I'm going to have a busy day tomorrow. How's the addition look?"
"Fine. There were only a few stray shots," he offered, heading into the lair. The bikes were all parked in the bottom level. They'd never get to their room without moving something. Upstairs, the four kids were gathered together in the kitchen with Anya and Spike, getting a drink from mommy Switch. The adults were staring at each other. "We're back," Throttle announced. "What's going on?"
"A special envoy to Micah," Vinnie said, pointing at the young man who had questioned Xander's authority. "A few captives, and we can't get one to talk."
"Cool," Xander agreed. "Dawn, call Micah at home. It's too late for him to be actually working now." He picked up the one staring at her feet, tipping her chin up and giving her a small smile. "Hi, I'm a Xander mouse." She gave him a hesitant smile. "It's cool here. We're protected. If he comes back, I get to blow more stuff up." That got a bigger smile. "You got a name?" She nodded. "Can you speak? Or should I go rip someone a new asshole for taking that from you?"
"Staff," she said quietly, staring at him. "You're not a real mouse."
"Yeah, but I'm more than close enough for it to be my life now," he said with a small grin. He looked around. "Modo!" He looked up. "Come help Staff with her bike. She's a bit shy." He released her and went to talk to the other two women, who were staring at Dawn. "Eyes off my daughter, or else," he said calmly. "Dawn's a great young woman."
"She's dating a mouse."
"No shit," he said in awe. "You are observant. Speaking of, Vinnie, Charley?"
"Garage. I already checked. She's getting bandages and stuff."
"Thanks." He looked at them then shook his head and walked off. "Hey, Rimfire, any good news?"
"Yeah, only minor injuries to the bikes from what I can tell." He looked at him. Then at the number of people. "A few must have been captured."
"I figured as much with the kids, man. At least we're experienced babysitters." He looked in the office at Dawn. "You're helping Switch and Charley."
"Of course." She listened to Micah rant. "Listen, it wasn't my idea to be kidnaped tonight, Micah. Of course I'm still going to be in tomorrow with Rimfire," she sighed. "I'll even have a report for you. Can't say as it'll be good. Sure, I'll have Xander do a summary statement too."
"I blew up the door, tortured the little freak masochist alien for information, then blew up more guards, got the last person out through the ventilation system, then we dissolved the tower." He shrugged. "Good enough?"
"Micah said no. He said he wants more details, written down, preferably typed so he doesn't have to read your handwriting." She listened to him. "Fine, Micah. Thanks. Yeah, there's an envoy too. We'll give him a map. No, he challenged Xander." She snickered. "Sure, I'll let Stoker deal with that." She hung up, following Xander back into the main room. "Whoever came to see Micah, find Stoker later so he can arrange for you to get there!" she yelled. "Rimfire, we're still on for tomorrow and he wants a report."
"Wonderful," he said grimly. "I was hoping for some sleep tonight."
"Yeah, well, we can sleep on the plane, babe," she reminded him. She looked around. Then at Throttle. "With all due respect, I'm going to go out to the new addition and see if it's habitable tonight." He nodded. "If so, Rimfire and I are crashing out there and someone polite and nice can have our rooms." She headed that way. She could probably ward a single room but not the whole building tonight. Besides, they could take turns writing their reports so they could stand guard. She came back and whispered in Xander's ear, getting a nod. "Rimfire, grab the laptop and let's head next door."
"The garage is going to be full," Charley called.
"I meant the addition," Dawn told her, shifting closer to grab a few sodas, some sandwiches from the plate Switch was putting out, and a roll of bandages. "Thanks. We'll be in the library if anyone needs us." She walked out with Rimfire, and his bike followed.
"Well, that's a bit less crowding," Xander offered. "Staff, honey, you're taking Dawnie's room. Arrogance boy can sleep up here on the couch, one of the other females can take Rimfire's bed, the kids can sleep in the big bedroom up here." He looked at the other two. "Charley's got a couch and a spare room for you two."
"Who are you?" the arrogant mouse demanded.
"Xander. I'm the mouse who owns this place. The same as I own everything in these few lots but the garage. That belongs to Charley," he said, pointing at her. "I wouldn't try your crap with her, kid, she's pregnant and having mood swings." He looked at Throttle. "I need to know by tomorrow if I should cancel stuff."
"Sure, if at all possible," he agreed, giving him a small smile. "Ease off," he said quietly once the other one was gone.
"I hate bigots, no matter what their form," Xander said firmly. "I refuse to put up with it in my own house. He can fucking sleep on the lawn for all I care."
Throttle nodded. "I can agree to that, just tone it down a bit. We don't have the room for a fist fight in here."
"Oh, honey, it won't be a fight," Xander said dryly. "That little boy has an asskicking coming his way and I can take him out onto the lawn to do that too." He looked at Enamel as the doctor walked over and grabbed him. "What?"
"Two shots, Xander. They did some field patching but now it's time for real bandaging."
"I'm fine, I can't even feel it."
"Yay. Argue again, get a shot." He sat him on the table, taking the cotton balls soaked with alcohol to clean the wounds. "Strip down, Xander."
"Fat chance. Not wearing panties today," he said sarcastically.
"You really probably should wear those more often," Charley quipped. "They'd be harder for Throttle to get into."
"Yeah, well, it's my own fault for not doing laundry," he sighed. "Maybe that's why Greasepit hit on me earlier." He shuddered. "Did we kill him?" Everyone shrugged. "Throttle, did someone kill Greasepit for me? Or am I going to be stalked now?"
"I didn't see him, Xan. We'll deal with him when he shows up again." He looked at his mate. "Quit fussing and let him clean those."
"I didn't do enough laundry," he said dryly. "Of course, if we all want, I can gladly take off my pants and go without anything on like Donald Duck."
"If you do that, I'm going to have to protest," Vinnie said, shaking his head. "Go down to your room."
"I can't get near my room with all the bikes." He looked at Enamel. "I'm good, man. I can't feel it, I'm not bleeding. I'll bandage it later if it gives me crap. Go work on Vinnie or someone." He slid off the table, letting Charley bandage the easily reachable injury on his shoulder. "Thanks." He looked around, then groaned and pulled out a soda to start on. "We'll survive this week too," he noted, going to help with the kids for a few minutes. "Switch?" She looked up, smiling at him. "I know you and Stoker have the room up here, can you put up with the kids?"
"Sure, Xander. They need an adult around. That okay with you guys, if you sleep with me and my man and our kids?" The kids all grinned at her. "Okay, let's head that way. It's time for a bath and then a bedtime story."
"You might have to kick someone out of the bathroom," he told her. "Feel free to." She nodded, going to do that. In fact, she walked in there and hefted the arrogant mouse out, tossing him out the door. "Okay, go bathe, kids. We've even got *bubbles*." They ran in there to see what those were. "Stoker, I'm appointing you and your wife sitter for the kids."
"Sure. They can lounge on the floor. I know where the spare linens and pillows are," he called back. "Where are they now?"
"Bathroom playing with bubbles."
"Cool." He grabbed Spike off Vinnie's tail and carried him in there, handing him over then went to find their daughter, who was trying to get out. "Not a chance, daughter. You can leave Dawn and Rimfire alone. They need to cuddle." He carried her up there, letting her help the others take a bath. She was very good at bathing and never did more than splash people. She'd probably try to drown her brother when he was older.
Xander walked over to where Staff was, smiling at her. "Hey. Need patched up?" She shook her head a bit too quickly. "Enamel's a real doc, even though he's banished. Shell's a shrink doc but she's pretty decent at that stuff too. I promise, I'll swat him if he makes you do more than flinch at the stingy, cleaning stuff." She nodded, letting him help her up and over to the table. "One more for you, docs. This is Staff, she's shy. I promised to swat you if you made her do more than flinch at the alcohol."
"Fine," Shell said with a smile for the girl. "You can have either one of us work on any injuries," she promised. "Whichever you feel more comfortable with." She pointed at Enamel and grabbed Shell's hand to hold. "Sure. Do we need privacy to look at your injuries, dear?" She nodded. "Then let's go into the office. Enamel?"
"Let me grab some stuff. Go ahead." He looked at Xander, then at the young woman. "Stitching kit?"
"Bathroom with the little ones." He walked off to find Modo, who was down looking at the bikes. "Shell and Enamel have Staff to work on her injuries in the office. When she comes out, she gets Dawn's room. I've already promised her. It's got a lock on it." He nodded. "The kids are staying with Stoker and Switch so you'll probably get crawled in with." Modo grinned at that. "You okay? No bad stuff?"
"A few things but not too bad," he admitted. "I'll be fine. You?"
"Two small burns. One under my pants. I can't even feel 'em at the moment." He heard the shouting start and groaned. "One of us is going to have to sleep on the lawn," he said, heading back up the ramp. "Shut up!" The fighting stopped. "Thank you! You're giving me a headache and I refuse to be driven from my house by it!" He looked around. "Okay, I assigned rooms. Those of you who have a room, go to it." He looked at the unroomed female who was heading. "Uh-huh. You're next door. You can stay for now. There's a security system on over there." He stopped the other one. "You too. You guys get to head back with Charley and Vinnie." He looked around, not seeing him. "Van Wham?" Vinnie's head popped up from his old bed. "These two go with you when you go."
"Sure, Xander."
"There's still two empty rooms down here," one woman called.
"Honey, one's mine and Throttle's. The other is Staff's when she's done getting patched up," he called. "You're taking the one with the pinup calendars."
"I know Rimfire, I figured out which one was his," she admitted, coming back up the stairs. "Do we have somewhere else to park the bikes? Modo wanted to know."
"If Dawn can ward the addition or the garage, yeah. If not, no." She nodded, going to check with Modo and then with Dawn and Rimfire. Staff came out of the office, tears in her eyes. "Oh, hey," he soothed, taking her to hold. "It's all right. Did it hurt? Should I swat him?"
"No, it's okay," she whispered. "Can I clean up and go to bed?"
"Sure, this way, Staff. You're taking Dawnie's room. She may have to wake you up later to grab some clothes but otherwise it should be fine." He walked her down the ramp and around the bikes, taking her to show her the room and then the bathroom. "The hot water might be a bit scarce for a bit if you wanted to wait. All the kids are bathing first." She nodded, going back to Dawn's room. "If you need me, come find me. I'm good for talking to." She nodded, giving him a small grin before going into Dawn's room and locking the door. Xander looked at Modo. "Is she one of the ones without?"
"Yeah, she said she was support personnel and doesn't ride," Modo admitted quietly. "She was on a ship rescuing some of the kids upstairs and they got attacked. Most everyone else got saved but she protected them, even against Karbunkle."
"Then the woman deserves a medal." Modo nodded. "You're sure you're okay?"
"Go fuss over your man," he chided. "My gray furred momma doesn't fuss as much as you do." He gave him a swat with his tail. "Go, shoo."
"Fine. Dawn's bike?"
"In the garage. I already checked. They took off on his."
"Tactically sound, I like that about Rimfire," he said dryly, heading back up the stairs. He saw Enamel wincing because of the loud mouse and went over to him. "If you're done and wanted to head home, we'd understand," he said quietly, right next to his ear. "Modo's got the bikes arranged so yours is near the door. Only Vinnie's is in the way."
"I can't. I've still got to check the kids."
"Modo said Staff told him that she protected them."
"Wonderful," he said with a grin. "Thanks, Xander. I'll check with Switch."
"Not an issue. After a night like tonight, the best thing in the world is a cuddle. It should be a drug." Enamel smiled at that and he went to find Shell for him. "Hey," he said, leaning against her arm. "Enamel's checking on the kids, then he may head home since he won't have a bed here." She smiled at him. "Modo's got you guys next to the door." She nodded, kissing him on the cheek before heading off.
"Why is he giving orders?" the loud mouse asked from behind him.
"Because it's his house," Throttle told him.
Xander turned to look at him. "Listen, kid, it's a bad idea to fuck with a man in his own home. I don't care if you don't like the fact that I'm not a full mouse. I don't care if you don't like the fact that I can whip your tail repeatedly and not break a sweat. This is my house and if you don't like the rules, go sleep on the fucking lawn," he finished slowly and clearly. "I can point you in the direction and I can guarantee you'll be left alone. Dawn and Rimfire won't bother you. Charley and Vinnie won't bother you if you wanted to sleep on your bike. Neither will we. Now, get over your puny ass or get out." He looked at Throttle. "Enamel and Shell are heading home since they won't have a bed. Enamel, she skipped down the ramp," he called. He got a grin and a wink before the doctor left.
"Who're you to give anyone orders?" the mouse demanded.
"I'm the person who managed to get these three free so we could save the rest of you," Xander told him. "I'm the one who found out where you were so we could save you while the others were working on getting the bikes free. I'm the one who's going to kick your ass in about thirty seconds if you don't shut up."
"He's still hot from the battle, kid, you should leave him alone," Throttle warned, walking off.
"You couldn't have," he sneered. "No one can get out of those cells without help."
"They never learned how to frisk someone. I had plastic explosives on me from an earlier scouting and messing with things mission. It was more than enough to knock the door out of the locked state so Modo could knock it in. I'm also the one who got the last person out when you guys missed her because she was hiding." He went pale. "So I suggest you shut up and take the good advice your elder gave you. I'm still calming down after the fight and if I have to take you, we'll have to call the doctors back." He looked at Stoker. "You know this brat?"
"He's my secretary."
"Gods, you trained the others so well, why not him?" Xander asked.
"I didn't pick him, I was assigned him," he said grimly. "Kid, shut up. You don't pick on Xander, especially not when he's hot from the battle. You should know better. It's like picking on me after a run through the badlands." He looked at Xander. "One of the kids does have some scrapes but we cleaned 'em off. One's bleeding though."
"Enamel's number is on speeddial on the main phone. Press and hold the 3 key until it dials. Bleeding how?"
"Rectally. I don't know why. I'm not sure I want to know why," he said quietly.
"I'm hoping it's something like starvation," he admitted. "I'll make sure we've got some soup in the cabinets for the little one." Stoker nodded, going to take the phone from Charley and use it. "Shit," he muttered, walking off. "Fucking Plutarkians and their fucking tortures and that fucking doctor all need to go to fucking hell before I send them there without a ship or a building this time."
"Oooh, now you care," the mouse sneered.
Xander turned and hit him, knocking him into the wall, then he followed the future body, going to turn it into paste. And no one was going to stop him. At least until Throttle and Vinnie jumped him and brought him to the ground, Vinnie knocking him cold in the process. At least the kid was injured when he fell.
"Bad idea," Vinnie told him, getting up to get him himself. Throttle got in his way. "I want him gone. He can travel to see Micah without a map."
"It's only for one night and he can sleep on the roof or on the lawn," Throttle said quietly. The kid started to open his mouth so he backhanded him, still staring Vinnie down. "I mean it, bro. You and Xander leave him alone. He's got a smart mouth and someone else can whip his tail for it."
"No," Xander groaned. "I'm going to sleep on the roof. At least falling off will be more pleasant." He pushed himself up off the ground, noticing the sneering. He found the blaster from earlier and pulled it, shooting him in the stomach. "There, I feel better now. Fortunately the battery's running out." He handed it to Vinnie, then headed up the ramp to the roof.
Throttle kicked the kid. "Do you honestly think I'm going to sleep alone tonight?" The mouse looked stunned. "That's my man you were insulting. It's Vinnie's sworn brother. You've just made some very powerful enemies and I'd be begging for forgiveness later if I were you," he stated, then went to get Xander and take him down to their room. He found him hitting the side of their old ship, denting it in a few spots. "Come on. We have a bed and a room with a locking door."
"It's safer if I'm up here."
"Yeah, well, I'm not sleeping alone," Throttle told him, picking him up and carrying him over his shoulder down to their room. He had to wiggle past most of the bikes since Enamel was back. "He shot the idiot with a low powered blast. One of the kids is bleeding according to Stoker."
"I heard. I'll deal with the idiot later, possibly. I may let him suffer," he sighed, heading up to check on the kid. He hoped it was something simple. He really did. He couldn't deal with a horrible thing tonight. He found the kid on the bath mat and got down to smile at him. "Hey. Why didn't you tell me you hurt there?" he asked gently.
"Been hurting, I'm ignoring it."
"You shouldn't ignore pains like that, mouse cadet. Let's go into the office and we'll check you over, okay?" The kid nodded, taking his hand. "Want Switch or Stoker with you to hold your hand? I'm gonna have to look."
"You're not the first."
"Were you bleeding on Mars?" The kid nodded. "Did they say why?"
"I have an ulcer."
"Well, that's not uncommon when you're stressed and the war did that to all of us in many ways." He walked the kid off, taking Modo with him to hold the kid. He was great with kids. He pulled out his scanner and put it on the kid's stomach, smiling at the results. "Yeah, you've got a big, huge ulcer, kiddo. I'm not sure if we've got stuff for that. Let me call Micah, see if he's got a doc who can help us some more, okay?" The kid nodded, giving him a trusting look while Modo held him. "Phone?" Modo handed it over and he sat down to call him. "Hey, it's Enamel. No, small problem. One of the kids has a large intestinal bleeding ulcer. No, large and in his large intestine. He's bleeding rectally. I'd suggest surgery but he is a mouse."
"No needles," the kid said. "I hate shots."
"No, hopefully no needles and you wouldn't get to see them anyway," Enamel promised, patting him on the foot. "Yeah, that bad. Surgery. Really? Sure, call 'em and then me back. Thanks." He hung up. "He thinks the local hospital can and will help. He's going to call the surgeon who helped with Xander's stuff when he fell and talk to him." He looked at the kid. "That may mean an overnight, but we'd be checking on you all the time." He patted him on the foot again. "Do you have parents we should call?" He shook his head. "You're sure?"
"Yeah, we were on Plutark."
"Okay, then I'll get Stoker to authorize it," he assured him. "Stoker?" He stuck his head in. "Bleeding ulcer, needs surgery."
"Oooh, costly," he winced. He came in and closed the door. "No other options?"
"Not with the way he's bleeding. Micah's calling the guy who helped with Xander's surgery."
"What happened to him?"
"He fell in a big hole and got poked about twenty six times with metal rods," Modo told him. "Part of that gas thing." Stoker winced. "He had to stay for a few days."
"They were pretty good about it," Enamel promised. "But he's an orphan so we'll need someone to authorize treatment. That's the way the human system works."
"Sure. I still don't have the budget to do a lot of this."
"So far, he and Staff are the only ones who could use it and I stitched her here," he promised. "I can't go into his stomach here, the risk of him bleeding to death or getting an infection are too great."
"If it's that necessary, I'll find room in the budget," he decided. "I'm not letting the kid die from this." He came over to give the kid a hug. "We'll protect and watch you all we can and the doctors down here are mostly pretty nice."
"I'll be going in with him. This hospital has seen me before," Enamel told him. "Even in surgery for Xander." The kid nodded, grinning at him. "Do you remember your daddy's name?"
"Nope. Just that he used to call me mouse cadet too."
"Cool. I call Switch that all the time," Stoker said with a grin. "What about your mommy, little one? That way we can see if you've got any relatives left on Mars."
"Mommy's name was Margarine. She was a tan mouse."
"Sure. We'll look her up," Stoker promised, giving him another squeeze. The phone rang and Enamel answered it, listening then nodding and hanging up. "It's set?"
"Micah called the ER and they said there's probably a surgeon there who could handle him being furry since the one we wanted isn't in tonight. Come on, little man. We can ride on my bike and everything." The little boy smiled and let himself be picked up, only wincing a bit. Enamel put all his equipment away then nodded at Modo. "If that other one starts bleeding, toss him in the lake or something. Come on, let's go get that tummy of yours fixed." He walked out with the baby, sidestepping the idiot holding his stomach. "The kid's got an emergency that's life threatening, you only need bandaged," he said at the opening mouth.
"I can't believe you're letting someone like *him* take that child!" the secretary told Stoker. Who got out of the way so that Throttle, who was fixing a snack, could have him again. Vinnie took the snack, only eating a few of the chips while watching Throttle nearly kill the other mouse. "Ow, please!" he begged.
"I'm not the one you should be begging. He sleeps on the lawn or on the roof. Not in our ship, but he can sleep on the roof." He took the plate and drinks back, smirking at Vinnie. "She won't feed you?"
"Yeah, she will," he said with a grin. "Jut nibbling. I am a mouse." Throttle whapped him upside the head with his tail, walking off shaking his own head at the weak joke. Vinnie looked at the kid and smirked. "Hey, Modo, where do you think we should stuff his body? That way Micah doesn't get any more calls in the middle of the night?"
"But...but you're Freedom Fighters," the mouse said in awe. "You can't do that."
"We took out traitors before," Modo said grimly, cracking his knuckles. "We can do it again."
"Then why do you hang out with freaks and that banished guy who hurt people!"
"Enamel didn't hurt people, he was trying to help, he just couldn't save a patient who was worse than expected because we didn't have the equipment or the medicine," Stoker said firmly. "It says something when this planet's defender, Xander, has him over all the time for non-medical reasons. As for Xander being a freak, as the Council stated, even one *drop* of Martian blood makes you a Martian and welcome on Mars. The fact that the mini punk downstairs has a human eye means *nothing* to me. Do you think I'd let him watch my kids otherwise?" His secretary groaned and shook his head. "Good. Now, when we get home, you're going to be having a *long* talk with someone."
"Maybe Modo's momma should give lessons in how to get along with others," Switch said, coming out to kiss him. "The rest of them are down. That one?"
"Bleeding ulcer, Enamel took him to the ER." She nodded, walking him off. "Hit the roof or the grass, kid. You're not fouling this house with your shit." He heard a giggle and grinned at Staff. "Yeah, even I swear on occasion," he sighed. "You okay?" She nodded. "Good, eat something, you're too skinny." Switch drug him into their room and shut the door gently, turning him to kiss him. "What did I do to deserve that?"
"You didn't whip his tail like you should have," she said with a small smile. "Come cuddle, Stoker. I need a cuddle."
"Sure, mouse cadet." He got them into the bed, mostly still dressed in case the kids snuck in with them. Which Anya did a bit later but she was more than content to sleep against her father's back.
***
Enamel carried the little kid into the ER, nodding at the receptionist. "Micah called?"
"Yeah and we've got a room ready for him," he promised. "Carol!" She came trotting out. "This is the one."
"Sure, this way, doc." She smiled at the little boy, taking him from the big doctor. "My name's Carol and I'm a nurse. I'm going to do some stuff and then we'll get someone in to look at your belly, okay?"
The little kid nodded. "No shots? I hate shots. Shots are mean and they make me ache more."
"If we have to draw blood, I'll do it myself," Enamel promised. "If we have to stick an IV, I'll do that too and I'll make sure it doesn't hurt. We'll be as gentle as we can and you know we're not going to pull a Karbunkle on you, kiddo."
Carol set him on the bed and took his shirt off, looking at the scars. Then at the doctor. "War zone?" He nodded. "That's fine, I can understand him not liking needles then. I'll do whatever I can to make it not hurt, little guy. Okay?" He nodded. "What's your name?"
"Racer."
"Hi, Racer, my name's Carol. That's Enamel if he didn't tell you. Sometimes he's just a bit uptight," she shared with a grin. The kid gave her a small one back. "Have you eaten recently?" She pulled off her stethoscope and put it in her ears. "This won't hurt, I'm going to listen to the gurgling your body's doing." She listened to his chest, then moved to his lungs. "Deep breath."
"We fed him earlier, a rootbeer and a few sandwiches," Enamel told her. "I didn't think this could wait until morning with the way he was bleeding. My scanner showed a few ulcers, one bleeding pretty well."
"That's fine. When was the last time before that one you ate, Racer?" He shrugged. "Hmm. Today?" He shook his head. "Okay, then it should be okay." She listened to his stomach, then nodded, writing something down. "Okay, now I'm going to take your blood pressure and this might squeeze a bit," she offered, getting the cuff down and putting it on his arm. "It won't hurt though." He nodded, giving her a very trusting look. "Are ulcers common?"
"He was being held on a prison world with his parents, ma'am. I'm surprised he's only got one bleeding," Enamel said gently. "He's an orphan too, but one of our Council members is down and Stoker agreed to treatment."
"That's fine." She wrote those numbers down too and looked at the boy, smiling at him. "Okay, I'm going to get the doctor. He's a bald guy but he's got a little girl who's about twelve at the moment so he's really good with kids. Okay?" Racer nodded, grinning at her. "Good boy." She gave him a gentle stroke over the head. "I'll be right back with him. You two stay in here." She walked off, going to find the doctor. "Mark?" He looked up and nodded, coming out of the office. "The kid we got called about is here. He's still bleeding, I can tell he's bleeding. There's a lot of noise in his lower intestine and he's got some marks from prior torture."
"Torture?"
"He was on a prison world with his parents," she said quietly, glancing around. "He's another furry one."
He nodded. "Okay. Get me an ultrasound hooked up in there." She handed over the chart and he headed that way, walking inside and grinning. "Hi, I'm Mark. I'm a doctor." The little boy waved and clutched at Enamel's hand. "No, I'm not a mean guy. I'm here until the guy who's going to come in and fix you gets here. He's running a bit behind at the moment. He's upstairs taking a bullet out of another kid." He looked at Enamel. "Can we do it non-surgically?"
"I'd love to say yes, but not with how he's bleeding."
"Sure. I'm going to do an ultrasound. What that means is that I'm going to use a big machine with a little wand to look at your insides. It's like taking a picture in there."
"Will it hurt?"
"No," he promised the little boy. "I might have to press a bit, but if I hurt you, you tell me and I'll stop."
"The last time they took pictures I had to drink nasty stuff and it hurts. It still hurts."
"Carol, bring in a portable x-ray, it sounds like he's still got barium in his system too." He smiled and moved closer, letting the little boy hug him. "Thanks, little guy. It'll be okay. We're here to help you and if someone hurts you I want you to tell me so I can hurt them back, okay?" He nodded. "Good boy." He glanced at the name on the chart. "Racer. Do you like to go really fast?"
"Mommy said I was named after her brother," he said weakly. He didn't move, this guy was very comforting. He was obviously a daddy. He broke down, letting him hold him. It had been a very bad few days and he was still a little kid.
"Shh, it's all right. You're safe now. If the mean people who hurt you come back, there'll be adults there to stop them this time," he soothed, stroking his back.
"Kid, if they come for you again, Stoker and Switch will have their tails broken and bloody before they even see you," Enamel promised. Racer nodded, wiping off his tears. "That's normal. I've seen plenty of big mice crying too and they didn't have it as bad as you did. It's okay to cry." Racer nodded and slumped a bit, then groaned and laid back. "Okay, it's almost over with. That'll be fine soon enough."
Carol walked in with an ultrasound, a surgeon dragging an x-ray, and an older woman. "Social worker," she said needlessly. The social worker looked at the child, then at Enamel. "Like I said, he's got a caregiver and he gave permission."
"Then I'll leave it alone," she agreed, heading out again. "I'm sure it's good enough."
Carol smiled at Enamel. "She'll probably come back later and ask where on this planet there's a colony of giant mice."
"Up the street, next to the Last Chance Garage," Enamel said dryly. "We've got another injured one but he opened his mouth a few too many times on Xander. I left him there to suffer."
"Probably a wiser idea," Carol agreed. "I doubt he'd let us treat him anyway." She plugged in the machine, letting the surgeon take the x-rays first, then handed over the bottle of gel. The kid giggled when it hit his fur. "Yeah, it's a bit cold. Sorry."
"Tickles kinda," he said with a grin, holding her hand while the doctors looked at the machine's screen. Both of them swore and Enamel groaned. "Is it bad?"
"Yeah, kid, it's real bad," the surgeon offered gently. "But we can fix it and give you some stuff to help heal the rest of them." He looked at Enamel. "Can't we?"
"If we have to order it through someone down here, I will," he promised. "We do the same thing with baby vitamins. My scanner only read six large ones."
"This one's got six large, one looks like it's bleeding, and four smaller ones," Mark offered, pointing at them. "See the dark spot? That's what's wrong with your tummy, Racer."
"Wow. There's a lot of them."
"Yeah, but we can fix most of them," the surgeon promised, giving him a pat on the head. "You're coming in, right?" Enamel nodded quickly. "Good. We'll need to know about sedatives and things so we can prepare." He handed over the small book he had written out for these sort of things. "Thanks. Can we copy this?"
"That is your copy. I stopped to get it on the way in. I figured it was necessary. It has it by known mouse and their height and weight given in case you get a strange one."
"Thanks. That'll be the most handy thing yet," Mark agreed with a grin. "How's that white one doing?"
"Xander? He's fine. He's the one who nearly killed another guy earlier for opening his mouth. Again."
"Again?"
"Yeah, he didn't learn the first time tonight. Or the second," Enamel sighed, shaking his head. "Some mice never learn. I'm expecting him to be sleeping on the lawn when I check in tomorrow." He looked down at the kid, grinning at him because he was giggling. "You don't think he'll be on the lawn?"
"I think Throttle or Stoker will make him sleep on his bike across the street since he's such a grumpy tail."
"Possibly," Enamel agreed. "Can we take him now?"
"Sure." The surgeon looked at the book. "Good, we've got it in kid's strength too. How much does he weigh?"
"Maybe thirty pounds. He's not been fed regularly while being tortured."
"Fine. We'll start at the baby dosage and work our way up if necessary." They got the bed moving, taking the new x-rays up to work from them. They were a bit blurry but very bad to look at the gaps in.
"Do I have to have a shot?"
"We'll knock you into a nap first, Racer," Enamel promised. "You may wake up with an IV, that's a kind of permanent needle with fluids and medicine, but it won't hurt if you don't wiggle it." He nodded, gripping his hand. "I'll be right there with you. That Xander mouse trusts these guys and so do I. No Karbunkling."
"Good, I didn't like Kartbuckle either," he said firmly. "He was a mean doctor." The doctors looked at him. "He wanted to fix me pretty with spare parts."
"Remember the big gray mouse and the other white mouse's mask?" Enamel asked. "Those are what he considers fun and games. He did those."
"Oh. No, we'd never do that. You'll have a few spots on your stomach but nothing else, little guy," the surgeon promised. "No spare parts at all." Racer nodded, giving him a trusting look. "Can't you guys take care of those sort?" he asked quietly.
"We did, and we executed one, but he has a few clones. The one down here's one of the clones. We got him earlier actually." The surgeon nodded. "If you ever see someone with the wrong parts, feel free to call me to make sure it's not him. We'd like to eliminate all of them."
"Sure," the doctors agreed. Mark got them onto the elevator and waved. "I'll come up and see you before I leave tomorrow, okay?" Racer nodded, waving at him. "You behave." He grinned, looking at Carol. "We have a book now with weights, measures, and drugs for the known mice, plus a pediatric chart and we can easily refer to it. He's got it. Make sure it comes back later." She nodded. "I'll hope he'll be okay," he sighed.
"He'll be fine," she reminded him. "He's a good surgeon, he'll be fine." Mark nodded, going to see his next patient.
***
Xander walked onto the new construction site, smiling and nodding at the foreman. "Hey, I do some salvage work and I'm wondering if you guys wanted to sell anything. I'm looking for bike parts, computer stuff, anything like that."
The man looked at him, then at his custom sports car, then back at him. "We found some, we put 'em in a pile. How much you pay me?"
"Scrap weight? I don't usually get much more'n that."
"Sure. Come back tonight." Xander grinned. "We found some bike parts and some computer stuff, including a full system," he said, pointing at the console.
"Oooh, I know someone who'd love that," he said in awe. "How much it weigh?"
"Nearly a ton according to the guys who moved it. Say eight hundred for it and the bike parts?"
Xander nodded, going over to separate them out, finding two bike brains there and most of a bike as well. He groaned and stroked a set of handlebars. "You'll be fine." He grinned at one of the workers looking at him. "I know a guy who customizes. Let me get a truck." He looked back at the foreman. "Five?"
"We get off at six."
"Sure. That's cool. I'll be back then with a truck. Anything else I can have, just put it all together for me and I'll have someone come help me load. Unless one of your guys wants an extra fifty."
"Sure. Thanks, man, that's real decent of you."
Xander beamed. "I used to do construction. I know how it is." They shook hands and he went to rent a truck and pick up some food. They had almost nothing in the lair. He brought back the food, walking it past the bikes. "Come help me carry these groceries!" he yelled as he walked. Throttle and Vinnie both came to help carry.
"Why did we rent a truck, bro?" Vinnie complained. "You didn't buy that much?"
"Because I went to look at the salvage stuff at the tower," he said smugly. "I've found a present for Stoker." He grinned at the mouse in question. "Be here around seven when I get back." He nodded, pointing at the kids. "No luck with the other one?"
"He's fine. They'll be sending him home in a few days. I've called Mars and they're checking on the kid's family. Find anything good?"
"Yeah, a bit," he said fondly. "You'll see later. Vinnie, I'll need Charley too." He patted him on the back and went to check the truck, then the time, getting in and heading back to the site. He got there just as the final whistle blew, hanging back a bit while most everyone left. When most everyone was gone he pulled up and the foreman smiled at him, nodding at the two guys. "Sure," he agreed. "Easy enough to pay for two as one." He paid the guys and backed the truck up into the cleared spot since it was closer, helping them load all the stuff they'd found. He found enough for a bike and a half, plus three bike brains, plus the big mainframe system from Karbunkle's lab. A few more odds and ends were added too. Including Fred the alien. He put him up front and then paid the foreman with a wink, adding a bit extra since there was more than he had expected. "Good enough?" He got a smile, a nod, and a hand shake. "Be safe, man, there's strange stuff said about this site."
"We rebuild it every few months," he noted. "We're kinda used to it."
"Cool. Laters." He got in to drive, shoving Fred over. "Couldn't find the club?"
"They wouldn't let me in."
"I can fix that." Xander drove them that way, stopping outside the club. He got out and grabbed Fred, letting him hang by his tentacle arm on the way inside. The bouncer gave him a dirty look. "He likes pain, he wants pain, he's a nice enough messed up person, therefore I was going to give him to someone who likes to give pain." He walked him inside, grabbing the midget vampire by the scruff of the neck and holding him up. "You're a Dom, right?" He nodded, smirking at him. He held Fred up a bit higher. "This one *loves* pain, begged me for pain, wanted me to kick his ass and piss on him pain."
"Oooh, that sounds like fun," Fred giggled. "Can we do that?"
The vampire looked at the alien, then at Xander. "I like him," he said with a grin.
"I suggested he come to see you anyway," he said, putting them both down. The vampire backhanded Fred, who cooed and nuzzled him with a happy, sated smile. "Have fun. His name's Fred. One of the bad guys in the city created him."
"I can see that. Your boss is in."
"He fired me for being attacked and not being able to call in," he said with a shrug. "It happens." He walked out, going to take the truck home. He got around the back and backed up to the new addition, beeping. Charley came out first. "I went salvaging at the tower for bike parts." She gave him a hug. "There's three brains and a few bikes worth of parts. I'm going back tonight."
"Vinnie went to look with Staff," she promised, opening the back of the truck. She gaped in awe at the computer. "Stoker!"
"Coming," he called, coming out from inside. "That's a computer."
"No, that's Karbunkle's computer," Charley told him.
"I love you, man," Stoker said, giving Xander a hug. "You find the best presents."
"Thanks."
"Hands off my man," Throttle said as he came out, but he was grinning. "Good work, babe." He gave him a kiss and started lifting down bike parts. "Modo, he found a few bikes that were ripped," he called. "Come help."
"Coming." He came to come help heft and tote things into the new workshop. It was a good thing it was nearly done. They came out to find Stoker hugging the computer. "We still have to get it inside."
"We'll have to bridge the power cord too," Xander told him. "It's torn up. It can be replaced though." He pulled it out. "Standard computer cable."
"I know you've got a few extra," Throttle offered. "Let me call Oz and Meg."
"I'm hoping she wasn't home last night. One of the dune buggies crashed into her building."
"She was, she called to swear at you earlier," Charley assured him, grinning at him. "She said she knew you were a dangerous mouse to hang around with, that's why she dumped you for the more calm Oz." She gathered up the brains. "We'll have to find a way to put power to these."
"Staff may know. She's a mechanic," Modo offered, taking them gently from her to put onto a table. Then they got the computer inside and near a plug with a chair in front of it, just for Oz and Meg to work on.
Vinnie came back and was smiling, tossing another brain. "You missed one, bro."
"Hey, I let them sort," he said with a shrug. "Anything else?"
"A few struts, nothing non-replacable." He looked at the computer. "I know that thing. We got Karbunkle's computer?"
"Mine. He gave it to me," Stoker said quickly.
"I figured Mars could use it more," he said with a shrug.
"Ooh, yeah, we could use it and I'll even share with Micah and Enamel," Stoker promised, stroking it again. "This is a great present, Xander. Thank you."
"It's what I do." He took off his shirt and went to help Charley sort the bike parts out by color and style. "Modo, what did Staff drive?"
"Hers was taken during the ship's boarding. It shouldn't be down here. She said it was a loaner too. She said she couldn't bond to one and give the ones she was fixing enough attention at the same time, it wasn't fair to her injured ones."
"That's fine, but what sort?"
"A low rider, like mine."
"Cool. Any idea who these belonged to? Or will we have to mine the computer for it?"
"Probably have to mine for it," Throttle told him, getting down to help. "You poor babies," he said, patting one dented gas tank. "We'll fix you up as best we can and send you poor things home to be loved."
"Xander still needs a bike," Vinnie reminded him.
"Yeah, but I'm doubting any of these ones want to be anywhere near combat, Vin. I know I wouldn't." He stroked a seat. "You were probably well loved. You're well conditioned."
Charley gave him a hug. "It'll be okay, Xander. We'll fix however many we can and put the others together." He nodded, settling in to help her. He was learning a lot by helping fix all the bikes around them. They found mostly all of one bike together and parts from a few more, and she made a list of what they'd need to find for them. "Any idea if the brains will work, Stoker?"
"Staff's working on them now. How many bikes do we have?"
"Six, one mostly whole and five in pieces. If I construct from what we've got here, I've got three total bikes."
"We've got four brains," Staff offered quietly, coming over to look. "Cobble 'em together. They won't care and I can fix the brains. Do we have soldering stuff?"
"It's one of the first things I bought when I came back," Xander said proudly. "The iron and stuff is in the blue tool chest in the second drawer." She smiled and went to get it, coming back with everything she'd need. "If we need to make a wire run, we can. The shop's still open for another hour or so."
"I might," she said, looking at the supplies.
"I know where it is," Modo promised, taking her back to his bike so they could head out. He liked her, she was sweet. Not much to look at, just a fairly gray mouse with dark hair that covered her eyes. A bit pudgy around the middle. Callused hands. But she was sweet and she was kind and she didn't look at him funny for being nearly as metal as his bike. In fact, she had helped him fix a loose wire in his arm earlier when he had been fussing with it, without having to be asked. She may not be a great beauty but she was a wonderful girl. "So, Staff, anxious to get back?" he asked as they took off.
"Not really. All my family's gone. There's a lot of crackpots left on Mars. I don't know why they survived when so many good and decent mice didn't, but I'm tired of M'dreth chanting up the road from the base."
He grinned. "Yeah, we've had to deal with them a few times too. Then again, Dawn and Xander would get along really well with them. Dawn's already in their books because she worked on a paper with Carbine about some markings that looked like ours down here."
"Good. Maybe it kept them satisfied for a few days. That must have been the quiet lull we had." She gave him a squeeze. "I saw Dawn doing magic to clean her room," she said quietly when they stopped at a light. "I don't care about that stuff as long as it's participation optional."
"I don't do it either," he admitted, grinning back at her in the mirror. He sped on once the light changed. "We should go for a ride later to take a break."
"Sure, Modo." She gave him a squeeze. "I love your bike. She's nearly as mannerly as you are."
"My momma did a good job on me," he agreed happily.
"I don't think I've met your mother. What's she like?"
He beamed. "My momma's a great and wise woman. Who'll probably be down in a few days if you're still here."
"I don't have anything to go back to and I can easily help Stoker figure out what we need for a new bike plant." He nodded, pulling up outside the store. "I forgot to ask for money," she sighed, shaking her head.
"I've got it," he promised. "Hackers took Limburger's daddy's stuff and gave it to us." He got off and helped her off, walking her inside. "This is a mechanic working on some delicate instruments."
"Sure. What does she need?" the salesman asked, smiling at them.
"At the moment, batteries, wires, and a few tools," she admitted, picking out what she needed. "I've got an electronic brain that's totally disconnected."
"You mean like for a robot?"
"Nothing like the Transformers," she said with a small smirk. "But yeah, basically."
"Sure." He showed her the rack of batteries, letting her pick out what she needed. "Need any voltage meters or anything?"
"No, we've got that at the garage. We were stocked by someone who did mild electronic repairs. I'm just filling in the specific gaps." She paused, looking at something, then at Modo. "That too. It can help with other things." He nodded, adding that to her stuff on the counter. She did one last turn of the store then let Modo pay for it. "Thanks."
"Not a problem. We're used to doing little things like this for Charley ma'am." He signed the slip for his card and handed back the white copy. "Xander's first day back we were here to help him fix Switch's bike. She crashed from way too high up. It took us nearly a week to fix hers." He took two of the bags, letting her take the large case. "What's that?"
"Special tools for things like circuit boards. They're built to handle small, tiny places. Like your arm," she said with a grin. He grinned back and they got on the bike to head home.
The salesman stared after them, shaking his head. "Those two are so cute!" he cooed. He realized the man had left his card and called the number on the back to report it. They'd call him. He came back a few minutes later and took it with a polite nod and a grin behind his mask, then headed off again once it was back in his wallet. "Those will be some pretty hamster babies," he sighed in delight.
Episode 31:
Dawn strolled up the stairs into Micah's loft office, smirking at him and presenting the reports with a flourish. "Xander refused to write one. He said he's not on the payroll, he just helps out so ours and a verbal should be good enough."
"Not really," he said grimly. "What happened?"
"Xander had went on a scouting and implanting mission. Charley had worked out something so we could control the diggers by remote, but then Greasepit hit on him." Micah shuddered. "He ran home with his tail between his legs and hid under Vinnie's blanket," she said with a grin. "Vinnie's got the sniffles by the way. So we got him calmed down and downstairs again when Rimmy and I went to scout the tower because Xander *really* wanted to destroy it." She shifted some. "We got there and they used some sort of sonic cannon on us, taking us hostage. Then they attacked the garage and got them the same way as far as we know. Xander and Throttle were both a bit injured and Vinnie's still sneezing. Xander woke up in the cell, and of course no one had frisked him. Since he likes to carry around plastic explosives, well, he blew the door enough for Modo to get them out. They went for the bikes first, realized that there were others, freed us, Xander got the last one out through the ventilation system, then we magiced the tower into looking like we poured acid on a clay model, then we went home to patch up and Xander nearly killed a mouse who didn't like him because he's still got a human eye."
"Wonderful. That mouse is...."
"On his way here. He's the special envoy."
"Gee, then he'll really love me, huh?" he said fondly, grinning at her. "You okay, kid?"
"I'm fine." She handed over something from Enamel. "I'm on medical leave though unless it's an emergency. Nothing that could make me bleed harder." He looked at it then at her, raising an eyebrow. "Yeah, we went through the shots and I got kicked in the stomach when I was freeing Modo."
"I'm sorry."
"That's okay. It's for the best. We agreed on that." He nodded. "So, Rimmy's downstairs with Lorne. He wanted to make sure you felt threatened by him."
"Oh, I certainly do." He leaned back, pulling out a drawer to put his feet up on it. "As a matter of fact, unless it's a real emergency I can't see you having to go on one of those again and if possible I'll send you with Lorne."
"Um, eww. I'm not that good of an actress, Micah."
He chuckled, shaking his head. "Fine. If you can figure out how to put an illusion on Rimfire that can't be broken, I'll send you two together, as long as you can calm your possessive and protective streak down. Him too, he's even worse than you are about your man."
Rimfire came up the stairs, grinning brightly. "You know I'm going to whip your tail if you do that again, right? At least outside of an assignment?"
"I know. I got that message. Max was very nice to hand it over," he said patiently. He smirked at him. "If she can figure out a way to put a non-breakable illusion on you, I'll let you two go together as long as you can stay focused on the job. That means that she may have to get into trouble sometimes."
"Does she have to?"
"Yeah, I do," Dawn said firmly. "This is my job. Just like yours is going to be running the intelligence network on Mars some day." He nodded, putting an arm around her shoulders. "So therefore I get to get into trouble and danger and you can only clap and cheer me on, babe."
"If I have to."
"If you can calm down that overprotective streak, I'll let you two go together," Micah offered. "As long as she can figure out how to do an illusion on you." He nodded. "Then we'll work on that after she comes off medical leave."
"Speaking of medical leave. Any good news on the birth control front?"
"I got the email, I asked a few people hypothetically, and they said it's the better shot. The way it works is it irritates the lining so you can't have one implanted." Dawn nodded at that. "So it's not hormonal or anything like that. It can cause some discomfort and a lot more cramps though."
"Most likely I'd sneak and be on the shot or something as well, just to control the stupid period anyway. I hate those things."
"I don't know of a woman who likes them," Max said as she came up the stairs. "So, when are you coming back?"
"In six weeks. I'm on medical leave." She grimaced and looked at Rimfire, then at Max. "Unfortunately, we can go through the shot too."
"Oooh, I'm sorry."
"I was kicked in the stomach when I was getting Modo out of his nightmare," she said with a small shrug.
"We agreed, it was for the best anyway," Rimfire offered gently, giving her a gentle squeeze. The screen beside them came on with a few bars, the Presidential seal, and a voice.
"Micah, why is the news saying something about Chicago again?" the president's voice demanded.
"Because we had to assault the bad aliens and that required us to destroy their residential domicile," Dawn said dryly.
"Dawn," Micah chided.
"Well, it did!"
"Who's that? A new agent?" the president asked.
"Actually, sir, that's Dawn Summers and her mate, Rimfire. They're agents in training. They were just in to deliver a report on last night. If you'll give me about an hour to debrief them, I'll gladly submit the reports to you."
"No, you can tell me now. Those reports give me a headache. What happened?"
"Limburger, the bad guy, kidnaped us and our families. We retaliated, it caused property damage," Rimfire told him. "We won."
"Succinct, I like that," the president offered. "Are the girls okay?"
"First, I may be female, but I can kick ass with the best of them," Dawn said dryly. "Secondly, the two mothers in our group were better protected than the rest of us fighting. *Women* on Mars do fight in the front lines and have forever, *Sir*. I'm not any different."
"Oh, then you're a furry one too?"
"No, I'm a human, I'm just good," she said smugly, glaring at Micah then rolling her eyes.
"She's also just about to start her formal training while she's doing a language degree, sir," Micah said, writing a note and holding it up. "Calm down, don't piss him off," it read. She shrugged and flipped the screen off. "She'll be eighteen in about six weeks so she's starting them, after a brief medical leave."
"Medical? She all right?"
"Yeah, I'm fine. Nothing broken or too serious, just needing some rest."
"Oh. That's good then. You didn't have an abortion or something, right?"
Dawn stared at the screen. "Sir, with all due respect, that's none of your fucking business. My body is my body, not yours. I do have the right to make that decision for myself when and *if* the time comes to it. As for why I'm on medical leave, no I didn't have an abortion, but thanks for asking. I'll tell the person who bruised my intestines while kicking me that you thought so highly of his work. Right after I revive him actually. Now I know why I'd never vote for you. Max, I'm going to go blow shit up."
"Go ahead. We're doing another weapons lecture today anyway," she said with a grin, patting her on the back. "You okay?"
"Pissed. Fortunately taking cabs and pissed," she muttered. "Otherwise we'd be blowing up another building." She headed down the stairs.
"I agree," Rimfire told Micah. "That was uncalled for and none of his business in the first place. We might tell you these things because you're our boss and our friend, but he can butt the fuck out and nibble my tail." He headed after his wife, dragging her back up the stairs. "See what I'm going to be paying her back for?" he asked, holding up her left hand and the ring on it. "It was my graduation present to her but she got to pick it out." He beamed and took her back down the stairs.
"Well," the president said. "No respect in these young kids."
"Sir, you were way out of line," Micah told him. "You don't say shit like that to a woman. If you don't believe me, you might ask your wife." He did something he never did, he hung up on him. Then he looked at Max. "She' on medical for six weeks."
"I heard. It's fine," she agreed lightly. "I agree, he's a tool." She handed over her report. "From the people at General, on that kid. Enamel faxed it."
"Thanks." He grinned at her. "Warn Lorne about this too. He'll probably spar with her later even though she's not supposed to."
"Sure." She headed down to talk to Lorne, who Dawn was leaning on and chatting with. "Micah said no sparring today."
"Thanks, I'm still tender and sore," she admitted. Lorne looked at her. "Martian mice go through hormonal methods, but I got kicked in the stomach when I was being the exit key for Modo from the nightmares."
He gave her a hug. "I'm sorry, Dawnie. It'll be okay. Six weeks?" She nodded. "Then I'll start gently to make sure you haven't forgotten then." He let her go. "Pretty ring."
"Rimfire was pouting because he wanted to buy me one, he wanted to do the human engagement thing too, but his uncle wouldn't let him have the cash. So he's working at Xander's former construction site to pay me back and I got to pick it out. It's very pretty," she said, holding it up for him to see. "See?" He nodded, grinning at her. "Any idea on where Giles is now? He left before we could recover enough to find him."
"I did an exit records search, he was on a flight to London," Max told her. "Ethan was on there too, but he never showed up."
"Wonderful. Would it be *really* wrong to go there and blow him up, repeatedly?" she asked with a sweet, gentle smile.
"Yeah, it'd get us in trouble with MI-5," Lorne told her. "They're a bit uptight about that stuff." He patted her on the back. "Okay, so you've got the weapons lecture, strategy lecture, then what?"
"Then home. I've still got to figure out what I'm wearing under my cap and gown and how to do my hair so the cap doesn't slide off. You guys are coming, right? We got you tickets." They nodded. "Cool. Micah?"
"Yes, Dawn?"
"You're coming to graduation, right? We got you a ticket. It's in two days, at ten in the morning."
"I'll be there."
"Thanks." She grinned at Max. "Do I wear something long or not under a robe like that?' she asked as they walked off to deal with the weapons.
"My last one I wore a sundress actually," she told her. "Ours was outside and it was hot." She opened the range's door, letting them inside so she could go over the new toys with them. These two were very good at weapons work so far so they were getting the advanced stuff.
Lorne shook his head. "At least she's good in unarmed combat too," he said dryly, going back to his latest report. He printed it and carried it up the stairs. "I'm not going back to Cleveland. When is Bob getting out of the hospital?" Micah gave him a sideways look and a small smirk. "Three of the slayers hit on me, Micah, it's not happening."
"Bob's getting out today and he'll be back on duty next week. Which ones?"
"Caridad, Marissa, and the Chinese one I can't remember the name of." He shrugged. "They're all too young for me."
"Yeah, they are," Micah agreed with a smirk.
Lorne frowned at him and looked around, then back at him. "Should I even mention a certain assignment to free us in the nightmare and what you had to do?"
Micah shook his head. "Probably not. Rimfire's still pissed. They both knew though, he was listening."
"That's bad."
"It is, but she said they had talked about it in the past," he sighed, getting comfortable again. "They're fine with it. I'm making it so they can work together if they can get that overprotective streak under control. That way they can go on those together."
"Fine. I'll work on that. He's a good field operative," Lorne admitted. "She's a bit wild but fairly good so far. Casual relationships are usually a bad thing in the field, but those two are too tight to do that to each other." He glanced around again. "Any luck finding a new girlfriend?"
"No and my ex laughed at me," he admitted. He stuck his earpiece back in his ear and smirked at him. "I have options. When are you and Max going out again?"
"We're not. It's not one of those we can handle in the field."
"Yeah, right," Micah snorted. "You two could end up that close."
"Maybe but it's not right and I'm distracted so it's not happening." He left, going back to his desk to update Dawn's files since she was about to graduate.
Micah flipped on his computer, going back to searching the personals since he had nothing to do until the President, or his wife, called back. That only took a few minutes.
"Micah?" the First Lady asked gently. "What happened?"
"One of my newest agents in training is having to take a few weeks of medical leave, which basically will bridge the gap until she's eighteen. Your husband asked if she just had an abortion."
"Ah. No wonder. Did she yell at him?"
"Yes, and she had every right to," he said patiently. "As did I. You don't say that stuff to women. Not in my office and not around my agents especially."
"I understand. It was in very poor taste of him. I'll have a talk with him. I'd like to meet this young lady and her gentleman friend if you could. She sounds quite good."
"I would but she's got to leave later tonight. She graduates in two days, ma'am."
"Just for tea?"
"If we can work it in," he said, holding in the sigh but rolling his eyes. "They've got two lessons today and then the flight back. Let me check with Max. Hold on." He put her on hold and called the range. "Max, the First Lady wants to have tea with Dawn and Rimfire. She thinks they sound nice. Do they have time today?" He heard Rimfire mutter in the background. "No, just with her. Sure. Thanks." He hung up and took his boss's wife off hold. "Ma'am, Agent London said they may be able to squeeze in an hour. Did you want to do this away from the White House? It's been a while since you got out."
"If it's not too much trouble," she agreed. "Thank you, Micah. I'm always interested in learning how women handle things like combat."
"Actually, her sister's the top girl in Cleveland. She's been doing this her whole life," he admitted.
"Ooh, that's interesting. Thank you, Micah."
"You're welcome, ma'am. You have a nice day and have your guards call if there's a problem."
"Of course. You too." She hung up and he sat back, groaning and shaking his head. He called the range again. "Is Dawn dressed appropriately for a tea house? I don't remember." He listened to the rundown of their clothes. "Get Rimfire into something decent, they're having tea out today. She wanted to get out of the house and talk to Dawn about combat and how she was standing it and stuff." He hung up, grabbing his bottle of aspirin to take a few. He'd need them by the end of that tea.
***
Stoker looked at the suggestions Staff had made, then at her. "That's pretty extensive."
"There's not too many of us left who can build a bike from raw pieces," she noted quietly. "It'd take a few machines to start the process. I know two other people from the plant survived, including one of the designers. He worked his way up from the paint shop if I remember right. The main problem is that we don't have anyone to build brains."
"Can we use one of the ones we found that's not working as a prototype?"
"Yeah, but it took special equipment to build something that complicated. We don't have the facilities anymore for that."
He sighed and nodded. "Okay, so what we need is a plant with a place to build electronics as well?" She nodded. "Would the munitions factory do?"
"The laser building areas, yeah, but they need those."
"Yes, but they've got an extra room we could fix up," he pointed out dryly. "What about our other allies? Some of them are more technological than we are at the moment."
"They'll want favors," she pointed out. "Even the humans."
"Or you could make a deal with some of the bike companies down here for some stock models and customize," Throttle said from the doorway. "That would cover any gap between now and when we could do the factory."
"That wouldn't solve the brain issue," she offered. "Plus we'd still have to arm and plate them."
He nodded. "I know. But starting from stock, even just the basics like the frame, seat, and engines, would help get us over that gap." She nodded, accepting that. "Plus, you know, economy in a slump and things on both places."
"It would be cheaper to start that way and then use the profits to build the plant," she agreed. "We'd still need someone to work on brains."
"We've got contacts who can build computers if they've got the specs," Xander said, leaning around Throttle's shoulder. "Some of Meg's online buddies can, like Gregori. A limited contract wouldn't be that bad and you could state what they could and could not keep of the technology afterward." He grinned. "I'm one who's hoping for a bike soon." He disappeared again, going to check on Meg and Oz's progress on Limburger's system. "Hey, anything good on me?"
"Your file's kinda thin," Oz told him, giving him a look. "They think you're Throttle's protege and too young to bike on your own."
"I look that young?" Meg nodded. "Wow." He beamed. "Cool. No wrinkles yet." He looked. "Anything on the guys?"
"We're saving their files fully down on a DVD each," Meg told him. "That way they can reference back to them. Fortunately, Karbunkle was using Power Point and other Microsoft Office products," she said dryly. "How's the designing going?"
"I got fired for being attacked and not able to call in," he sighed. "So I'm doodling now and then."
"Design the bike plant on Mars," Oz suggested. Xander beamed and went to work on his computer, kicking Stoker off it to do that. Oz looked at Meg. "He's bouncy today."
"Hmm, someone needs to be laid soon," she agreed dryly, smirking at him. "We're buying season passes with them this year. So we can go to Six Flags whenever we want."
"I like that," Oz assured her, giving her a quick kiss. "Who do we know that can build bike brains?"
"Gregori and his company can. Talina probably can but she's more weapons people. Then again, she's got the major hots for Throttle's tail," she shared with a grin and a nudge to her boyfriend. "Gregori wants Vinnie. He wants to protect and sooth the pain from losing part of his face."
"I can't see Vinnie allowing himself to be babied," Oz noted dryly.
"Huh?" Modo asked from the doorway.
"We were talking about who we knew who could help with the bike building stuff," Meg told him with a grin. "A few of our online friends in the Paranoid Network like you guys a lot. We've got one friend, Gregori, who wants to baby Vinnie and make him all better from his injuries to his face. He even posted a short note saying he'd gladly take the poor guy in and coddle him until he was all better."
"He doesn't know Vinnie very well," Modo said dryly. "I'll have to tell him that."
"We've got another one who wants to tie Throttle down and suck his tail all the way to the root," Oz told him.
"I don't think that's possible," Modo said, shaking his head to tease his bros about that. "Bro," he called, earning a look from Vinnie. " Did you know that one of Meg's friends wants to baby you and coo over your injuries?"
"Wonderful. Let's hope Charley doesn't hear," he said happily. "Cooing?"
"Cooing, babying you, all that good stuff."
"Hmm, spoiling. I like spoiling but she'd kill me," he decided, shaking his head.
"Yes, she would," Xander called. "I'll spoil you later, big brother. Come look!" Vinnie got up and came to look over his shoulder. "Not totally industrial, can fit in with the landscape. How's it look?"
"I like that," Vinnie said. "Stoker, look at this design."
"Oz suggested I submit for the new bike plant," he said proudly.
Stoker looked, nodding. "I like the outside. We've got a few places we could put that against a few cliffs. That way we could tunnel and use the raw materials." He nodded. "Finish those and print them out, I'll submit 'em for you, kid." Xander beamed at him. "Work on housing next. We had a lot more round designs."
"I saw," he agreed happily, going to work on the inside plans. Both for a free-standing building and one built into the cliffs.
"How do you know what goes in a bike shop?" Vinnie asked.
"I watch that customizing show on tv and I did the virtual tour of the Kawasaki plant," he said proudly. He went back to fiddling with things. "An overhead moving rack for frames, Staff?"
"It could work," she agreed. "It'd keep the ground clear." She looked over his shoulder. "Switch those around," she said, pointing at a few machines. He switched them for her. "I like that a lot." She patted him on the back and went back to talking with Stoker. "He's good."
"He's experienced," Xander agreed. "He still needs to know if we're going on our trip," he called. "Last day to cancel is today."
"We're going," Throttle promised. "As long as my bike doesn't care."
"Why would his bike care?" Staff asked.
"We're flying out to Frisco then driving back," Xander said proudly. "That'll mean about three hours of her being cargo but she can pretend for that long for a good reward. All the hills and stuff out there. We're going to spend a few days then drive back." He clicked on another thing, saving it, then went back to shifting things where he wanted them.
"That's a great trip," Vinnie agreed. "A long ride back, but a great trip."
"We'll bring you guys pictures," he said proudly. "We might even hit Sturgis the week before the rally." He beamed and went back to work. "Are we thinking apartment style housing, condo style housing, or housing development houses style housing, Stoker?"
"All three, Xander."
"Sure." He started on a new screen and got to work on that too. He had all sorts of ideas after what he'd seen in Throttle's and Vinine's minds. Vinnie sneezed but continued to watch him work. "Oh, Oz and Meg said they know people who can help build brains, and all they'd probably ask for was a long cuddle from studly here and my stud."
"Yeah, one wanted to baby me," Vinnie said smugly.
"Why?" Charley asked as she joined them. "That's pretty, Xander."
"Thanks," he said happily. "Part of the Paranoid underground has the hots for these guys. Two of which could help building brains and stuff."
"You could just wait four months and go raid Plutark," Charley suggested. "The latest reports we've gotten said that they seem to be dying off in alarming numbers."
"That's what happens when you drop vampires in an all-you-can-eat buffet without a slayer present," Xander said dryly. "They gorge because they don't farm for later food use."
"Then they starve and die?" Vinnie asked.
"They could go into something like a hibernation for a while I guess. The books say that some who were sealed in places did that. I'm guessing since these are Bringers and not normal vamps, but they might head back into the hellmouth again too. You'll definitely have to quarantine the planet."
"Some people have suggested rescue missions for the rest of the Plutarkians," Stoker said grimly. "I don't know why."
"For the same reason I had to warn them because I couldn't condone genocide." Xander looked over at him. "Some of us can't help genocide or let it happen. Even if they're your raping, murdering, torturing enemies who deserve to be boiled alive in the fat of their kin. The same as doctors have to treat everyone, even if it's someone who just tried to kill them. Now, that's not saying that you can't rescue them and do to them what was done to you guys. That's not saying you can't take back some of what they stole and use it to rebuild Mars either. At the very least you'd get a lot of building and raw materials." Stoker nodded at that. "But you'd have to bring a slayer to fight with the Bringers."
"They won't eat mice. We taste funny," Vinnie said smugly.
"Then put the remaining half dozen or so plutarkians on a ship and send them toward a further colony world where they've already done enough damage that it's worse than Mars, and strip mine their planet."
"That makes us no better, kid," Stoker said firmly.
"Not really. They won't have a native population and half of it was yours anyway."
"Send 'em toward Octet 4 and take the rest. It's a decent plan," Vinnie admitted.
"Octet 4 was mined bare years ago and the native population destroyed," Stoker reminded him.
"Serves. Them. Right," Vinnie said firmly. "Let them live like we have, cobbling together things and scavenging things left over from their mining and stuff. Send the Sand Raiders with them and let them go."
"That's still cruel and mean," Staff pointed out gently.
"Well, it's going to come down to letting them all die off or not anyway," Xander told her. "The Bringers won't leave anyone alive while they're hungry. I warned Junior and he laughed. Oh well," he said firmly, going back to his designing. "I did my duty."
"You did," Stoker agreed gently, looking at Vinnie. "That still make us no different."
"Not if they're already gone. We won't be destroying their native population. They did that all on their own by not listening and not respecting things."
"The humans call that karma," Xander pointed out. "Payback for all the bad shit you did." He saved that design and printed it out, handing it over. "How's that for a house? I'm not sure that it's the right scale."
Stoker looked at it, then shook his head. "Too small. How many bedrooms?"
"Three upstairs, one downstairs. A sitting room. A kitchen, a room for laundry and stuff if necessary. A closed off entry way for defensive purposes. Bunkers underground for hiding if necessary."
"It still looks pretty cramped. Give them more room, like here, Xander. We like to wander at night too."
"Sure. I was trying to save on materials." He went back and expanded the design, giving it more room inside. He printed that one out and handed it over. "How's that?"
"I like that," Stoker admitted. "Ours is a little single floor thing at the moment. What's this material?"
"Adobe. It's a cement-like mud mixture that the desert people in our South West use. Especially the natives. It'd probably be easy enough to make from some of the badlands. Some make sun-dried bricks, some just coat the walls with it. That's up to you guys and your personal styles. I can also see cut-stone construction, like they use in the North East. There's a lot of it up there because there's so many stones laying around. I can pull references and samples if you want."
"Please. If we can do it from native materials, it'll go better." He smirked at him. "You're good."
"I'm trying to be," he admitted. "When I come up there, I want to see Mars recovering, not in a desperate struggle to save herself." Stoker nodded, punching him on the arm. "Want to go to home depot with me tonight? I've got to buy lawn furniture."
"Sure. Why?"
"For the outdoor seating lounge and grill," he said smugly. "It'll be finished next week." He grinned at Charley. "On break to watch my brilliance?"
"On break," she admitted. "I had no idea you were being so brilliant." He grinned at her. "I like adobe. It's a pretty thing and it'll blend in very well with the land. What about windows?"
"You make glass out of sand. I'm guessing they've got sand and heat enough to melt it." Stoker nodded firmly. "Then they can make glass. I just wouldn't build a building out of it."
"Me either, it'd shatter in a good windstorm," Throttle agreed as he walked in. "I like that," he said fondly. "Designing our retirement home?"
"I started out on the bike plant but then Stoker and Staff wanted me to work on housing for a bit. You like it?"
"I do," he agreed. He looked at the older one and shook his head. "Too small to wander or get away from the kids, but this new one's nice." He smiled at him. "My bike agreed, she can pretend for about three hours as long as we get a long ride back."
"Oh, we will. It's close to two thousand miles back," Xander said with a grin. "I drove it in two days on greyhound. On a bike it should take about a week. Plus we'll be going past Sturgis about a week before the rally. That way we can get some of the early fun without too much exposure."
"Throttle, can I steal him to plan our next vacation?" Vinnie asked.
"Sure, just as long as you don't steal him for real." He grinned at his mate. "Sure. We'll take it as it comes the rest of the way?" Xander nodded. "Cool. What next on the addition? Merle wanted to know."
"Home depot for lounge furniture and moving the warehouse here."
"Are they done?" Stoker asked.
"In about four more days," Xander said smugly. "Did they get the bathroom stuff?" Throttle shook his head. "Did I forget to order it?"
"No, it's just not come yet," he admitted. "That's why he wanted to know if there was anything else."
"Yeah, they can fix the garage again," he said with a happy grin. "Saves me from breaking out a ladder and probably falling off."
"Enamel said if your ears didn't ascend more, he could move them for you," Throttle reminded him. "That'll solve the rest of your balance issues."
"Yeah, I know, but I don't want to have an ear lift. I'm not that vain."
"You need one since they haven't ascended," Stoker told him seriously. "You can't bike if you're off balance and you can't learn the playbook until you can bike to my satisfaction. That means you've got to be proficient enough to play games on it, do bottles and brodies, and all that good stuff."
"Okay, I get the games...." Xander said.
"You put a bottle down on top of an oil slick, then rev up and speed toward it, skidding at the last minute to get the closest to the bottle," Vinnie told him. "We're all very good. Modo and I are tied at the moment but next time I'm going to win."
"You're not doing it on my bike," Charley ordered firmly. "I can just see the redone paint job now."
"Why do we play this game?" Xander asked.
"For the game and also for precision work," Throttle told him. "I know you don't understand, but it's one of those things biker mice do, Xan."
"Oh, okay. Then I guess I'll learn all the biker mice games and become a good little reindeer."
"Reindeer?" Stoker asked.
"You never heard of Rudolph, who had a shiny nose so the others wouldn't let him play reindeer games?" Charley asked with a grin. "It's one of the stories you hear around Christmas."
"Oh. Okay," he said in a tone much like Xander's a moment ago. "If you say so."
"We'll get you the tape," Xander said dryly. "Spike used to laugh at the animation. Talked about barbequing a few times too."
"That's just sick, Xander," Charley sighed.
"Hey, he was the vampire, not me," he defended. "I'm not a vampire mouse."
"Thankfully," Throttle agreed dryly. "What happened to Fred?"
"I took him to the vamp club and handed him to the midget vampire personally, the one who bit you and said you tasted like hot dogs." He beamed. "They hit it off very well."
"Wonderful," Stoker agreed, giving him an odd look. "Why?"
"Fred likes pain. The midget vampire is a Dom." He shrugged. "Works for them."
"Don't share stuff like that," Staff told him, swatting him on the arm. "Bad, Xander."
"I know," he said gleefully. He grinned at all of them. Then he let out a slight evil chuckle.
"Aw, cheese, he's in one of those moods and there's no tower to destroy," Stoker grumbled.
"No bungee jumping," Throttle ordered. "No rodeo camp. Nothing that could make me come to the hospital." Xander jumped up and hugged him, then ran off to find something fun to do. "No caffeine either," he called after him.
"Yes, dear. Modo, we've got to pick out furniture at home depot, wanna come?" he called.
"Sure. Let me find my boots." He stuck his head into the office. "Am I bringing back anything?"
"My mate," Throttle said. "In one piece. Please."
Modo gave him an odd look. "Furniture's going to break him?"
"No, but he wants to have fun so he may leave you at the store once everything's ordered. Try to bring him back," Charley told him.
"He's having one of his evil cackle days," Vinnie told him.
"Oh. Okay." He went to find his boots and take Xander shopping. True to form, Xander let him try out stuff since he was the biggest and most heavy, then he paid for it, had it delivered, and disappeared out the door. Modo brought back lunch instead.
***
Junior looked at the screen and the acting High Chairman. "We must have weapons," the other plutarkian was yelling "There must be something we can do to stop these things before we're all dead."
"The only sources I have down here are compromised," Marshall complained. "It's a mouse. I told you exactly what he told me. You might try the one of us in Cleveland since something was mentioned in that town, but I don't know what would kill them. I've sent you everything I can get my hands on but short-range nuclear weapons and those would kill us too."
"Tell me again what the mouse said," he ordered, sounding more calm. "The report didn't make sense."
"All he said was that the same thing that happened to the town originally could happen to us, and that we'd need people to fight them. From later sources I learned that he split from a group in Cleveland who used to do the same things they did back in Sunnydale. That they're something called slayers and that he's a defender of this planet and so are they. They're a bunch of girls however so I'm not sure what they can do. The mouse said that he had to warn us due to him having ethics," he finished with a sneer.
"If he does, he may help us fight them now," the acting Chairman muttered.
"I doubt it. He hates us just as much as any of the other mice. Even though he's not in our records and he's fairly young. There's also some odd things. A records search on his name through my father's files show him as a human. Now he's a white mouse." He shrugged, leaning back some. "I don't know what happened. Karbunkle swears he didn't do it." He sat up suddenly. "What about that redheaded spirit who was trying to warn us? What did she say?"
"Something about an axe, a holy implement," he said with a wave of his hand. "It's of no use to us. None of us would follow their pitiful faith. Can you get that mouse and question him?"
"The last time I got that mouse, he destroyed the old tower. I'm in the backup bolt hole at the moment," he said blandly. "He's the one who managed to break the others out with things he found on himself. I'm not sure what sort of being he truly is, but he's not a normal mouse. Karbunkle won't go near him, Greasepit is *drooling* for him, and he's taken Karbunkle's creation and handed him to someone else to hold." He patted down his hair. "You really should call the one of us in Cleveland. A bunch of girls has got to be more sentimental than that mouse. After all, we nearly destroyed his people. The humans here aren't to that point yet."
"Fine. You go to Cleveland, talk to these girls personally. I don't know of the plutarkian there and I don't trust anyone with this at this moment. You go there, you talk to them, you find us a weapon. Because if you don't, our whole species will die out. We've even had pity offers from some of the planets we've conquered so they can come steal what's left of Plutark after we're gone."
"I'll do my best, High Chairman. Be safe and lock your doors." That got a nod and the picture disappeared. Limburger stood up and straightened out his suit, then went to make some travel arrangements. Cleveland sounded interesting, he'd have to do a bit of sightseeing on the way back. Then he'd have more room for advancement off this dirty little dustball. Possibly jump right into the highest of high chairs. "Karbunkle," he said from the doorway to the lab. "We're going to Cleveland. Find out where those defenders are and make travel plans for tonight." He looked at the little alien the goons had taken back, and the little man beside it. He frowned at him. "Are you like those things on our planet? They call themselves Bringers."
"No, I'm an average vampire," he said dryly. "I'm also living proof that you do not touch what's Xander's." He looked at Fred, then pulled him closer to eat from him. "You still taste good, no matter what they do to you."
"Ooooooohh," Fred moaned, sounding like he was having an orgasm. "I love you."
"You're welcome, my pet." He patted him and put him down in the corner.
"Do you know of those people in Cleveland?" Karbunkle hissed, adjusting the tube running to his head. "We must know where they are."
"Cleveland? Girls? Slayers?"
"Yes, them!" Limburger said firmly.
"Sure, go to Cleveland, go to the eastern edge of town. There's a really nice housing development there. They're in a red brick building that's built like a fortress. It's got gates, high windows, and all that stuff. Good luck with them though. Summers is a cranky bitch most days. That's why Xander left," he said smugly.
"Fine. I'll need a map."
"Yeah, sure. Can me and my pet go tonight while you're gone?"
"If I must," he said grimly. He stomped off, going to get his car ready for the trip. He hated to fly on the human's airlines. They were so pitiful and pathetic compared to his personal stench cruiser.
"Can we turn me tonight?" Fred asked, clapping his hands. "Please? Can we turn me tonight, Master?"
"We'll see, Fred," he said firmly, pinching him on the forehead. "If you're a good boy I might taint you a bit more tonight. You're too much fun to play with to turn yet."
"Ooh, okay!" he said happily, beaming at him. "Can you bite me again?"
"Not now, pet. Soon though." He stroked his head. "You rest, you'll need it for our later games." Fred nodded and rested against his side, falling asleep in his lap. "See what you missed out on?" he taunted. "Pity, but more fun for me."
"I can put you both outside right now," Karbunkle hissed.
"Then you won't have a map to Cleveland."
"Fine. Draw it," he said, handing over paper and a pencil. He stomped off, not having fun with this victim.
***
Micah got the transcripts from his snitch and read them, then hit the button on his phone marked 'Buffy' and waited until someone picked it up. "Hey, Wes, it's Micah," he said dryly. "The plutarkians are coming your way to find a weapon against the things that came out of the seal. Yeah, they're the ones who stole it. No, Limburger. Sure, call Xander and them to get info on them. Yeah, just be careful. They're not real used to hearing 'no' as a real answer. Later, be safe." He hung up and looked over as Dawn came back up the stairs with Rimfire, who was borrowing clothes from Lorne. "You look nice, Rimfire."
"Thank you. What's the stinkfish doing this time?"
"Going to Buffy to find the scythe to stop the Bringers."
"Oh, charming," Dawn said dryly. "You know, if I didn't have graduation in two days, I'd go stop them from stinking up the house. But, unfortunately I do," she said cheerfully. "By the way, she said she hit him for that remark." She gave him a smug look. "We talked all about covert battles and assignments and things. She thought Rimfire was charming and polite, and that I had very good manners as well, even though I had sworn at her husband earlier."
"Yeah, Hendrix got the transcripts from him and he heard the comment about the bike," Micah said with a smirk. "He's not amused and the Investigative Federal Unit is not one to piss off. They like to interrogate."
"They can suck my tit," Dawn said dryly. "No one says shit like that to me. Not even you or Xander." Micah smirked and nodded down at the walkway. "Oooh, yay. Fedman, Rimfire."
He snickered and patted her on the back. "Excuse her, she's still cramping a bit," he offered, walking her off. "I'm off to change so I can give Lorne back his clothes. Then we're heading home, right?"
"Yeah. Have fun with that and watch out for Limburger."
"Oh, he sent the Prez a donation. I convinced his wife to make him send it back by telling her what they were. She was not happy." She wiggled her fingers. "Toodles. See you in six weeks, or at graduation." She smiled at Hendrix as the internal affairs guy glared at her. "Yes?"
"Are you Miss Dawn Summers?"
"Yeah, and if he says more shit to me like that I'm going to make good on it. No one disrespects me that way, buddy, especially not a man." He looked stunned. "Yay, I'm young, I've been kicking ass now for a few years. Me and Xander both." She smiled as Rimfire came out of the bathroom, his clothes folded neatly and put on Lorne's desk. "We ready?"
"Yup, I'm ready. I just have to get my blaster back from Max." He went to do that, passing by the agent with a polite nod. "Today's not the day to piss her off," he hissed as he pushed past him.
"I heard that."
"Sorry. Should we pick up some ice cream on the way to the airport?"
"There's a decent place inside if we've got time," she offered with a grin. He nodded and leaned in the weapons lab, taking it back from someone in there. Then he came back and took her arm, which made her smile gently at the tool in front of her. "You have a nice day, Agent Hendrix," she told him. "Hopefully he won't piss off the rest of ECHO by asking them if they just went through an abortion." She walked him off, taking Rimfire to head to the airport. There was a cab waiting on her so apparently Micah was making sure she got out of there without any bruised knuckles. "You know, I wonder what Throttle's nuke knucks feel like when you hit someone?"
"From what I understand, it's like it adds to your natural strength," Rimfire offered as he helped her into the back. He slid in and looked at the man in the front seat. "Airport, Regan."
"Sure, kid," he agreed. He rolled up the windows and Rimfire pulled his blaster, pointing it at him. "Um, kid, I'm not here to hurt you, just talk to you."
"I don't care. You can do that on the way to the airport," Dawn told him. "Honey, put it away." Rimfire put it away but didn't snap his holster shut either. She grinned and leaned against his arm. "We'll miss our flight if you don't hurry."
"Sure. Um, ma'am, sir, I'm with the Secret Service. You do know you're not supposed to threaten the president, correct?"
"Yeah, but he deserved it. Did you get the transcripts of the conversation?"
"Yes, ma'am, which is why we're having a talk instead of arresting you for making that threat," he promised, turning onto the main street. "I know he's overbearing and stupid, I know he shouldn't have said that to you, and I'm sure he's very sorry or will be when his wife lays into him this time, along with the vice president, but you really can't threaten him."
"Yeah, well, I didn't put him in that office, I wouldn't have put him in that office if I had been old enough to vote, and my higher authority chain stops at Micah Simms," she told him. "My boss."
"His wife was very nice," Rimfire offered. "She seemed much too nice to be with that man. Is she window dressing?"
"We can't discuss that topic, sir," the agent driving offered quickly. "All I can say is that she's a very good woman."
"Who I respect," Dawn agreed. "She apologized for her spouse first thing. I like that woman. I'd like to see her strap him down and paddle him like he obviously needs." The agent moaned at that. "Sorry if that hit too close to home, dude. Like I said, he's not my commander in chief, Micah is. If Micah tells me to make nice with him the next time I'm forced to interact, then I will." She leaned forward, giving him a pat on the shoulder. "It's okay, really. I'm doing languages. Micah's group hardly ever has to come into contact with him anymore. He should never have to see me again."
"Good point, ma'am. Could you maybe not threaten him in the future?"
"I'll try, provided his lips don't gape like they did earlier."
"I can understand fully, ma'am. That was rude, tasteless, and cruel to you," he agreed, turning onto the highway to head to the airport. "You said Regan, right?" Rimfire nodded. "Are you sure? We had you flying out of the other one."
Dawn pulled her tickets out of her purse and looked at them. "Nope, Regan," she said, letting him look at them. "I like you. You're very nice. Maybe you should come work for Micah too."
"I'd love to, ma'am, but with my luck they'd send me to IFU and I'd have to be the one to torture others for being dumb."
She gave him another pat on the back before leaning back against Rimfire's side. "It's all right. I think you're perfectly nice and a decent guy. Maybe the academy since I've got to go through in a few years?"
"I'd like nothing better than to see you in the field, Miss Summers. You and your...spouse seem quite capable and smart. Especially since you were recruited so young."
"Actually, I asked Micah if I could work for him. I'm the little sister of the group in Cleveland."
"Oh, I know," he assured her. "We didn't have that you asked instead of were recruited. I'll fix that in your personnel file tonight." He grinned back at them. "Your...spouse seems very nice and polite as well."
"He and Micah kept me from saying what I really wanted to say," she agreed, grinning up at him. "Huh, Rimmy?"
"I try now and then," he agreed with a smile for her. He gave her a kiss. "By the way, we're only engaged. She's not old enough yet to be claimed in Biker Mice fashion or to be married human style. Not for a few more weeks."
"I wish you many blessings, kids. You seem very happy together. Who's that new white mouse in your group? We have him listed as your adoptive father."
"That is Xander," she agreed. "He changed thanks to Willow."
"Um, Rosenburg?" She nodded. "Oh. Okay. I'll make note of that too." He pulled into the airport. "Please remember not to threaten where it can be overheard, ma'am. Agent Hendrix is really not the nicest of blokes and he's a pain in my ass. Next time, wait until he's gone then swear."
"Sure. Since you're so nice and all," she said with a sweet smile. "Are we done?" He nodded. "How much?"
"Don't worry, ma'am, it was my pleasure to drive you today. You two have a good trip back and be safe." They nodded and got out, heading inside to catch their flight, and maybe get some ice cream. He shook his head, parking so he could call his boss. "She agreed to tone it down in the future, but she did have a point that he deserved it. Also, the male is her fiance, she's not quite old enough yet for either style bonding. She had some corrections for the associated files. That white mouse is one Alexander Harris, apparently he was changed by one Willow Rosenburg, and she asked to work for Agent Simms; she was not recruited by him. She calls her boyfriend Rimmy, I'm not sure if we have his name right or not in the files. Though, her mate did say that he should be tied down and paddled by his wife and then offered to drop the subject when I told them I couldn't talk about such things. No, they're at Regan. We got the wrong airport by their tickets. No, she's fine. Looks like she's got PMS badly. No, she's nearly eighteen. She claims she's going for languages and she'll see us at the academy in a few years. Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." He hung up and took the cab back to their base so he could go back to his regular duty of walking the president's dog.
Maybe he would talk with Micah Simms about a job soon. This was humiliating for a man who got top scores in his year at the Academy.
***
Throttle picked up the phone. "Yeah?" He smiled, hearing the happy voice on the other side. "Hey, Fred. What's wrong?" He sat down suddenly. "Run that by me again?" She repeated it. "Why is Limburger coming to see you about the scythe that kills Bringers?" Vinnie looked over, gaping at him. "No, I wouldn't let him in the driveway. Then again, I was tortured by him. Xander wanted to boil them all in their relative's fat." He smiled. "Sure. I'll send you a concise report on what we know by email. Give me ten minutes to get Stoker off the computer. Sure. You be safe. He doesn't take no for an answer, it's a species trait. Watch out for his flunkies too. They like to hurt people. Sure. You be safe." He hung up and shook his head. "Fred got told by Micah that Limburger Junior is headed her way to talk to her about the scythe, the weapon to stop the Bringers." Vinnie gaped more. "Yeah. We need to send her a report."
"Send it with a picture of Dawn's prom outfit," Vinnie told him.
Throttle smirked at that. "Sure, bro. You okay?"
"Still sneezing and coughing, but that nyquil stuff made me too sleepy." He yawned. "I'll wake up eventually."
"We can spare you until you're well." He got up to go kick Stoker off the communications system Meg had integrated into their computer. "We need to send Fred a concise report on who and what Limburger Junior is and why he's going to them for a weapon."
"Sure, let me finish this." He clicked the link to unmute, then to send the files he wanted. "There you go. Throttle's mate designed those for consideration. There's two for the bike factory, a few possible designs for housing. He said he was using traditional desert people's designs from here. He's going to get me samples of stuff so we can look them over more formally. Anything else you need right this minute, Carbine?"
"Hey," Throttle said, nodding at her. "How's it going?"
"Tough. We're at odds of what to do next."
Stoker shook his head. "We've got to get Mars back up to speed. She's got to be able to support herself. Especially if we're going to start having a lot of babies soon. We can barely support ourselves right now. Fortunately Rimfire and Dawn found me a book on advanced agricultural things and they're feeding me more textbooks as they get them."
"Yes, where is Rimfire?" another council member asked. "He is one of our brightest young ones from the Freedom Fighters corps."
"He's down here with his mate studying computers, languages, farming, and intelligence stuff. His mate's studying languages and works in an intelligence community, the same one who protects us. She's about to graduate and then she'll start her additional education in languages to help more. I've allowed him to stay as long as he needs to learn more about advanced farming techniques that can help us." That got a round of nods. "He hopes to come back, help others learn these techniques, and to help run Mars Intelligence Net."
"He sounds very qualified by the time he's finished his training," a female council offered. "What of his spouse? Is she a Martian?"
"Human," he admitted. "Dawn Summers." One of the councilmen looked at him oddly. "Yes, that Dawn Summers." He looked back at Throttle. "They heard you took her in."
"Oh, good. She's a nice kid. I'm more than happy to have her here. It keeps Xander sane sometimes."
"Yes, how is your human spouse?" the female asked.
"Fine. Only he's mostly a mouse now. That same redhead who came up with the seal that the M'dreth are protecting changed him most of the way. He's about ninety percent mouse."
"Interesting," was muttered by some of the group.
"Hey, Vinnie?" he called. "The council's on."
Vinnie came in and grinned. "Can you kick the tail of Stoker's secretary when he comes back so we don't have to? We probably won't stop and it'll lose a potential breeder."
"By the way, Carbine, find me a new secretary," Stoker said firmly. "He started out by questioning Xander's authority during a rescue of him and others, and then talked down to him here at the lair."
"Then we'll make sure he has no hand in raising his children as stupid as he is," Carbine said dryly. "Any other business?" She looked at the plans as they were handed to her. "I like these. One's a bit cramped, one's very nice, and I definitely like this built-in one for the bike plant."
"We suggested he do something today since he got fired," Stoker offered. "He's pretty good at that and he's making sure it's mostly stuff we can use. Oh, there is another point. About the bikes. We have two suggestions, both of which would cost some money but would save us some in the long run and would then allow us to take the profits to build the new bike plant."
"I don't think that's the necessity that food and housing is," one of the councilors offered.
"Neither do I," he assured him, "but we do have to start thinking about it soon. The current generation will be short on bikes. We've only got about two hundred in storage." He shifted some, groaning a bit. "That means we'll have to have some soon. Now, there are plenty of bike companies down here and someone suggested we take a few stock models and customize, which would save us the money of building the plant first. We could take the profits to build it."
"What about the brains?" Carbine asked.
"There's a few people in Meg's network of paranoid people who watch the bros and others who can probably help us. I talked with Meg and she said that there's about four who could. If we had the facilities at the munitions plant, we could borrow them or we could ask them to do it down here and pay them, letting them keep some of the fundamental ideas to push the human technology further ahead. Our engineers could probably help them with that once they got the water filtering system set up. Oh, the textbook has the plans for one. It's not that hard and we can do it easily enough. It won't be drinkable but it should do for crop watering as long as we recycle and reclaim. Taking a long term view, we'll have to think about it sometime."
"How and why did the humans come up with these ideas?" the councilman who had given him the funny look asked.
"As pointed out, they do have desert dwelling cultures and they've got to eat too. They also have some fairly adaptable meat beasts, but most of them would need a higher, grassier climate to start out." That got a round of nods. "I've got good contacts down here thanks to Micah and Xander. Micah's very careful about what he asks for trade and how far ahead the technology is getting. Xander's got some strange contacts of his own and they're mostly fun. Oh, Carbine, we're still looking for a bike for Xander. He found a few in pieces from the rubble of the tower and we're rebuilding but the brains think of him like a kid brother at the moment from what Staff can tell." She sighed and nodded, making a note of that. "Also, the kid with the ulcers is fine. He's coming home tomorrow and we can bring the refugees back then. Any other questions so Throttle can email that report?"
"How did they treat it?" Carbine asked.
"Enamel called Micah, who called the local hospital the bros go to. They agreed to treat him. The surgeon did it for no fee. Enamel helped him. He said with that many ulcers, we're lucky the kid survived. So he's got a few small hospital bills but nothing too major."
"Less than half of Xander's when he fell through that grating," Throttle told Carbine. "Or for the expected birth."
"She's not delivering at home?"
"We're not sure yet," Vinnie told her. "It could be dangerous."
"Oh. Well, I'm hoping for the best for Charley," she said with a small smile. "Tell her I'll be back in a few weeks." He nodded. "Stoker, are you bringing back the refugees or did you need a ship sent?"
"Send a ship. Spike's got a small fever and Enamel doesn't want him traveling at the moment." He smirked at her. "Also, someone down here is working on birth control so I only have three." She chuckled and grinned at him. "So, I'll report later, after talking to Micah again?" They all nodded. "Good deal. Earth out." He hung up and looked at Throttle. "Sorry."
"Not an issue. Like you said, has to happen," he agreed. He took the seat, pulling up their reference file on Junior and emailed it to Fred, who sent back a squeal within moments. "She's happy. Oh, Connor's there. Who's he?"
"Angel's son," Vinnie reminded him. "That long story about bringing the dead vampire back to life?"
"Oh, yeah, her," he said, shrugging. "I'll tell Dawn when she gets home." He got up and went to the kitchen. "Isn't lunch ready yet?"
"Most of us ate an hour ago, while you napped," Vinnie said smugly. "I left you a few dogs in the fridge."
"Bless you."
"He didn't sneeze," Stoker said.
"It's like thank you, only stronger," Vinnie said with a grin. "Dawn told me." He went back to looking a the baby name book. He had to be ready when his son came. Xander was not naming another one.
Episode 32:
Merle, the crew chief Xander used to work with and who was working on their addition, walked up to Xander and whispered in his ear. "Sorry, it's mostly unavoidable," he complained.
"No, I get it, it's not your fault. Is that special room done and hooked up at least?" He nodded. "Fully? It won't blow the fuse or anything?" He nodded, grinning at him. "Then that's cool. We're leaving tomorrow. Have Modo or Stoker or Charley look over things if there's any doubt. But no one goes into that room until we get back but Vinnie."
"Sure, Xander. What's that for anyway?"
Xander gave him a small smile. "It's the best birthday present I could ever find," he said softly. "Go ahead and put that sign up if it's done. I'm going to get him." He jogged through the new bottom connecting door, finding Vinnie coming out of the bathroom. "Good. You did take my advice. Come on. I've got something to show you and only you. Until we get back, this is only your room, but then you've got to share it with me for at least a night."
"Sure, Xander," Vinnie agreed cautiously. "Is it going to explode or is it something kinky?"
"Not that I know of, you'll have to tell me." He looked around and walked in, then grinned and took Vinnie's towel from around his hips, using it to cover his head. He flipped on the secondary lights, then turned off the main ones before leading him inside and closing the door, locking it securely. He looked at the tub, plugging in something and flipping on the valve for the water pipes. He adjusted the knobs then grinned as it filled. He turned and pulled the towel off, using a hand to cover Vinnie's eyes. "I know you told me not to," he said quietly, standing in front of him. "But you missed them so much and you can't really go home for a long stretch of time for a few more years probably, so I thought I'd do it anyway." He moved his hand then poked Vinnie when he didn't open his eyes. "You can look."
Vinnie opened his eyes, staring up at the dim lights recessed into the ceiling, which looked like a rough cave ceiling. He looked at the walls, seeing a few shelves with pails and vials, then he noticed there was water running. He stared at the thermal tub for a moment, walking over to swish his hand through it. "It's cold."
"It'll warm up. It takes it a few minutes. I went looking for a thermal treatment spa because it has the heater to keep the water at a constant temperature." He moved closer to hug him. "I tried," he admitted quietly. "In the jars and stuff are the components Stoker told me were in the pools. You can mix and match them until you find whichever combination you like or for whichever pool you want to remember." He gave him a squeeze.
"Xander," he said, turning to hug him back. "Oh, man, what can I say?" He looked around again, just holding on for now. "Wow." He picked him up to squeeze him harder. "Damn, bro, I just don't know what to say." He sniffled a bit and Xander let him hang on, sitting them on the edge of the spa while he cried.
"Hey, you guys okay in there?" Modo called.
"Yeah, but you can't come in until Throttle and I have been back at least a day. This is Vinnie's private space," Xander called.
"Sure. He okay?"
"Yeah, just remembering," he said quietly, patting his big brother on the back. "So, you like?" he asked with a small grin. Vinnie nodded, wiping his face off. "It'll take about ten more minutes to fill, and about twenty to heat through." He picked up a basket. "These are sea salts, I didn't think you'd want them but I got a few sample packs in case." He gave him an impromptu kiss then stood up. "You've got to ask Enamel if Charley can come in with you. You mix and match to your heart's content. There's a brighter setting of lights if you need them and there's a fan if you put in too much sulphur," he added with a small grin. "Okay?"
"You can stay."
"I made this one for you. The night we come back, you can teach me how to do this. For now, this is your room until we get back. Only the people you allow in here can come in here." He brushed some stray furs off his antenna. "You need brushed," he teased. "There's a hair clog filter too." Vinnie chuckled at that and gave him another bone- crushing hug. "Hey, this is what I do," he promised. "This was going to be another bathroom but I didn't think you'd mind too much. Oh, the closet in the corner still has a toilet so you don't have to go too far and there's a mini-fridge behind that yellow rock," he said with a wink.
"Stay?" Vinnie asked.
"If you want." He sat down, running a hand through the water. "What should we put in there?"
Vinnie got up to look at the shelves, noticing a book up there. "What's this?"
"Chemical compositions of the various springs. Stoker found it in the archives." Vinnie grinned and flipped through it, finding one he liked. He looked, finding a measuring spoon set, then set out to measure the right stuff into the water. Xander picked up a large wooden paddle to stir for him. "Just like a cauldron." That got another grin, then Vinnie turned up the heat as high as it would go. The water was soon steaming and Vinnie climbed in, hissing a bit as the super heated water hit his bare flesh. "Hot enough? That's as high as the safety features will let it go. It's at the boiling mouse point."
Vinnie grinned and nodded. "Perfect actually." He wiggled in the water, finding a padded seat. "This is something we needed. Those rock ledges were too hard. The marble slabs were worse because they held too much heat. This padding is *nice*, bro." He helped him in, snuggling against his side. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." He put an arm around Vinnie's shoulders, letting him cuddle in. "There, how's that?"
"Cool with me. This one used to be a couple's pool anyway." He grinned up at him. "Do we have a phone?"
Xander stretched his tail out, finding the waterproof headset and keypad, bringing them down for him. "Here you go. Enamel's still number three and it dials the same."
Vinnie stuck the modified earpiece into his ear and dialed the speeddial setting. "Hey, doc, technical question. If I took Charley to a thermal mineral spring, could she go in with me?" He grinned. "Only tepid ones? Like lukewarm bath?" He nodded. "And not too many heavy minerals. What about sea salts?" He grinned. "Sure, thanks, doc. No, it's relevant, just planning our next weekend off. Thanks." He hung up and pushed them away, snuggling back into Xander's side. "He said it'd have to be one of the cooler ones."
"There's a setting for cold water too," he shared. He gave him a gentle squeeze. "I didn't bring in any books." He grinned down at his grinning big brother. "I thought about bringing in a tv and vcr to *really* spoil you but then you said you used to read in these."
"I'd be too spoiled if you did that," Vinnie agreed quietly. He gave him another squeeze. "I love you, little brother. You try very well and it's nearly as good, and I'm feeling so spoiled and loved."
"Hey, that's what Xander's do for the ones we love." He stroked him on the back of the head. "Just relax. We're not leaving until tomorrow and Throttle can pack the bags for us." Vinnie grinned at that. "So, was this one of those that you bathed naked in?"
"Not if the monitors were around, but they liked to disappear for a few hours at a time so the couples could cuddle. They left me alone in there for nearly a week once with my girl. She finally got tired of cuddling and jumped me, but then she decided she didn't want a biker the next week."
"Pity for her bad taste," Xander said dryly. Vinnie chuckled and nodded, snuggling in better. "Sure, I'm a comfy pillow. Throttle said I need more time in the gym since I'm not building stuff now."
"You're perfect enough for me," Vinnie promised. Someone knocked on the door. "Go away. It's mine until the day after they get back."
"I was going to ask if my man was in there with you," Throttle said dryly.
Vinnie looked up and grinned. "Yeah, but I'm getting a spoiling cuddle and you can have him back later."
"Sure. Xander, want your blue shirt packed?"
"If it'll fit."
"Okay. I'll see you at dinner." He walked off.
Vinnie grinned and snuggled in again. "I like you in that blue shirt, I knew I was right to make you buy it."
"You were, he drools over me in it," Xander agreed, stroking his back. "We're going to have to conspire to keep Dawn from dumping smelly bath stuff in here."
"Yeah," he agreed happily. "It won't go with the minerals at all." He looked up. "All mine?"
"All yours until we've been back a day, then you've got to agree to bring me and Throttle in here and teach me how to do this like one of the natives. Then you can decide or leave it open."
"Okay." He relaxed again, enjoying this. It smelled right, it felt nearly hot enough, and it was just dim enough to be one of the hidden springs. "Did you remember a shower?"
"Bathroom's next door."
"Point. Remember not to leave any of the heavy sulphur water on your fur or it'll turn you orange."
"Sure." He settled in deeper, getting comfortable for a long soak. "I got the biggest I could find. It supposedly seats eight."
"It seats three mice," Vinnie said dryly. "That's all it needs to sit." Someone knocked on the door. "Go away."
"Fine," Stoker agreed. He headed back to the main lair, looking at Throttle, who looked a bit confused. "Problems packing?"
"Why do I smell sulphur?"
"Because Xander spoiled Vinnie rotten," Stoker said fondly, grinning at him. "If you hadn't claimed him, Charley girl would be accepting a third in their bed right about now." Throttle gave him a sideways look. "They're cuddled."
"I trust them," Throttle said, sounding like he did. "I'm just wondering what's going on."
Stoker winked and led him back to the addition, to the bathroom. "He put this in the plans," he whispered, moving the small plate. It exposed a piece of one-way glass and he grinned, then let Throttle look.
Throttle looked and smiled, then put the plate back, nodding as he walked off. Xander was one special mouse and you could tell who he loved best. "Bro," he said to Modo. "Don't plan on feeding Vinnie or Xander tonight. They'll come out later."
"There's a mini-fridge in there," Stoker told them. "I went to snoop while they were putting it in. I gave Xander the report on chemicals in the various pools too."
Modo grinned. "We've got a pool?"
"A hot pool, one of the springs," Throttle said gently. "It's a surprise for Vinnie. He and Xander are curled up in there. So we've got to be shocked and awed when he unveils it."
"That room that's only his until you guys come back?" Throttle nodded. "That's fine then. I won't expect to see him except at bedtime." He shared a grin with them. "We need a picture of them curled up."
"I was over there snooping when Xander pulled Vinnie in," Stoker admitted quietly, glancing around. "He was crying."
"Yeah, Vinnie used to love those pools," Throttle agreed. "They were one of his favorite things on Mars. It eases the ache for him." He hit Modo on the arm. "What're we having for dinner?"
"Spaghetti."
"That's fine. I'll bring them dinner when it's ready." He went back to his room, still grinning at the specialness of his mate. No one but Xander would have done this for Vinnie. They wouldn't have even thought about more than getting him a weekend at a place that had hot springs. Yeah, his man was one of the great ones.
***
Xander whispered at Throttle's bike while they waited for her to be loaded, getting a few quiet beeps in return. "Remember, it'll be a few hours only. Then we'll be back on you. First thing. Got it?" She beeped again and a handler came over. "Hey. Be very gentle with her. She's a specialty racing machine. She's very delicate, worth millions, and a prototype."
"Yes, sir," the handler said. "Is she in neutral so we can move her?" Throttle nodded. "Thank you, sir. I'd let you load her yourself, but regulations and all that."
"We understand."
Xander turned her loose and the handler kicked up the kick stand gently, walking her into the plane. He carefully put her in a walled off section and strapped her down. "There you go, miss," the handler said gently. "As special as I can make it for the three hour flight." He walked off, leaving her there.
The bike shifted to move one strap but otherwise she was pretty comfortable. This wasn't such a bad thing and they'd have a long ride afterward.
Xander took the tag and put it into their ticket pocket, walking Throttle back to the gate and checking in. "Hi. Vacation."
"That's a nice destination," the woman agreed. She saw the cargo sticker and looked at him. "Vehicle?"
"My bike," Throttle told her. "We're flying out and riding back."
"Oh, that's a wonderful vacation, sir. I hope you have a lot of fun." She got them checked in and gave them boarding passes. "Anything else?"
"Nope, not yet. How long?" Xander asked.
"About ten more minutes before we start boarding. That way you can get a magazine or something."
"Sure. Thanks, miss," Throttle agreed, heading to the bathroom. Airplane bathrooms were very tiny according to Vinnie. Barely big enough to squeeze into. He drug Xander with him, he would destroy it if he couldn't fit comfortably. Then he got him a milkshake and they got in line to board. "Are you sure she'll be fine?"
"She'll be great," Xander promised. "She may get a bit chilly if we get too high up, but she's strapped so she can't move or get hit with anything. The handler was very gentle and I saw him talking to her too." Throttle nodded. Xander understood she was his baby and he treated her like it. He hugged him around the arm, then walked past the gate girl, handing her their boarding passes. He steered Throttle to the first class section, smiling and winking at the stewardess. "Our honeymoon."
"Congratulations, sir," she said with a gentle smile. She checked their tickets. "Hmm, first class?" He nodded. "Did you upgrade?" He nodded again. "That's why there's that mark there."
"They were printed at home and I need to change my cartridge," Xander said dryly. She chuckled at that and sat them down. No one else came up to claim the seats so they were fine and everything was good. She smiled as she walked past them again. "No luggage to be stored?"
"It's all on my bike," Throttle told her. "Can we check on her during the flight?"
"I don't think so but I may be able to," she said with a wink, moving on to check on the other few passengers. She came back. "Once we're in the air, would you like some champagne, gentlemen?"
"We're more rootbeer and soda sorts," Throttle offered politely. "Thank you though."
"You're welcome." She leaned down next to Xander's ear. "If you really must celebrate before we land, use the bathrooms up front, dear. They're crew mostly so they're cleaner and it's a bit nicer and less crowded." She went back to her checking, finally flicking the switch that said everything was in order. "Thank you for flying Virgin Airlines and I hope you have a wonderful trip. My name is Susan and I'll be your crewmember today. Now if you'll pay attention to the film we'll be underway shortly." She sat down and buckled herself in as the plane backed away from the gate. She saw the tanned young man grab the other one's arm and the armrest and decided she'd check on them first and start at the back of the cabin for drinks today. He looked like a first time flier.
***
Throttle accepted his bike, looking her over carefully. There was a piece of lint on her but no scratches, no dings, and his mirrors were in the same spot. "Thank you," he said with a gentle smile. "Do I tip you?"
"Not necessary, sir. You have a good time in the Bay City." He walked off to help unload baggage.
Xander grinned and stroked the seat. "Give us ten to get out of the airport and we'll fill you up," he promised. She beeped quietly. "Let's go. We're already checked through." Throttle grinned and got on, putting on his helmet. Xander got on behind him, his helmet in hand too, and they were off. Xander put on his helmet once he had put in his cellphone's earbud, that way he could call the house. "Hey, Stoker, we've landed, the baby's fine, and we're headed to our hotel. The number's in the office, under the phone if needed." He hung up before anything could be said. "There, done and we're free." He snuggled against his lover's back. "I liked cheering at Dawn's graduation. It was much better than mine. I didn't even have nightmares about mine afterward."
"Yeah, but the one before was about to drive me nuts," Throttle teased. "See, I told you there wouldn't be a demon invasion." He stopped at the first rest station and got her filled up, making her one happy bike. "Tunes?" he suggested. She flipped on the radio, searching for a suitable station to play through their helmets. "Thanks," he said when she found one.
"I loved this station." Xander hummed along with the present song and they were off again, heading for the city proper. They pulled off at a spot overlooking the city. "See, I told you lots and lots of hills." The bike beeped happily and Throttle chuckled. "It's built on seven hills actually so some of the streets are very twisty and turning, plus up and down on the same street. Let's go. I'm starved."
"Sure," Throttle agreed, grinning at him. He started them moving again, merging back into traffic. "Where's the hotel?"
"See the big orange bridge? Head for the hotel on the left of it, facing the bridge. It's the one with the big sign on top."
"Cool. Nice views probably. How high up are we?"
"Next to last floor. If we really wanted to, we could spy on Oakland." He giggled as the bike beeped and started down a hill. "I put directions in her earlier."
"Thanks. Okay, babe, let's hit the hotel, then we'll crash for a few hours before going to see some of the sights." She beeped and sped up, taking them right to the hotel. Throttle found the parking garage and pulled in, finding a section marked off for bikes. "This is really nice," he said in slight awe.
"They've got a lot of bikers through here and it was recommended by one of Charley's biker buddies. It won't get too cold so she won't catch a chill. Mild deterrence," he ordered. "The people here should respect you. They haven't had a theft of a bike in nearly a year." The bike beeped and settled in happily. "Okay, let's check in," he said, taking Throttle's hand to lead him to the desk with their stuff. He grinned at the woman behind the desk. "Harris." She typed in the name and smiled, handing them a brass key and a few brochures. "All in?" She nodded. "Thanks. The bike lot is still safe, right?"
"It's very safe, sir, and we do have surveillance and guards in there. Is yours the black lowrider?" Throttle nodded. "Then I'll check the cameras now and then, sirs. Did you need anything else?"
"Food?" Xander asked. "Somewhere closeby."
"We have room service or there is the restaurant in the hotel for a light snack before your plans for tonight." Xander winked and walked his mate off, waving. "You have a nice stay, sir."
"Thank you. You're wonderful," he called, turning to grin at her, then turning back around to push the button on the elevator. "I made dinner plans for tonight," he admitted. "Something special that you can brag about." He grinned at Throttle and then gave him a wink. "Feed me?"
"I've got what you need for a snack," he promised, kissing him gently. The elevator arrived and they climbed on, staring out the glass sides as they went up. They got off and Xander walked them to their room, opening the door but letting him in first. Throttle whistled as he looked around. "Really nice rooms."
"Yeah," Xander agreed happily, going to open the curtains. He waved a hand. "With a wonderful view." He turned and found someone clinging to the glass, taking off his helmet. The guy fell and he waved at him, smirking as he did so. "I'm guessing that's the Spiderman wannabe who climbs all the best buildings."
"That was mean," Throttle said, pulling him closer to kiss him stupid, or straight. "You need to be punished."
"Ohh, yeah, and the bed's perfect for that," Xander promised, skimming out of his clothes then hopping onto it, stretching out for his pleasure. "See?"
"That's a big bed," Throttle agreed, coming over to tie his mate down. Then he stepped back and undressed, giving him a good show. Xander was more than ready for him when he moved closer again, but he only let him have a few inches of his cock to suck on. "Be a good boy and you can earn more." He pulled back to look down at him. "Are you going to behave?" Xander nodded. "You're sure?" he asked.
"I'm not the naughty peeper," Xander said with a smirk. "We heard you."
"I couldn't see more than where you two were sitting so I'm still going to be surprised." He gave him a long, gentle kiss. "You're so damn special, Xander. That meant the world to Vinnie."
"I know, that's why I did it," he pointed out with a small grin. "It's still his and only his until the day after we get back. Then he's bringing us in to show me how it's done properly, then the others can come in as he wants. It's his room."
"Sure," he agreed happily. "We may never see Vinnie again except when it's time to fight," he offered with a small grin. "Did he cry?"
"A bit. I saw how much he missed them, Throttle."
"I know you did, babe. That's why I love you, because you do stuff like that." He stole another kiss then gave him more cock to suck on. "Since you were so good then." Xander devoured him, making him moan and press in further. "Yeah, like that," he agreed happily. He heard a thump and looked back, smirking and waving at the guy clinging to the glass. Then he went back to feeding Xander his cock, making him more than happy. The man fell off again when he saw Xander grab onto Throttle's tail to play with and this time he didn't come back. Apparently he decided on another route to the top.
***
Xander stopped the bike and patted her. "You be okay out here or do you want a real parking spot, babe?" She beeped and seemed to settle into the nice street spot. It was a quiet street and there wasn't too much traffic. He got off and walked the blindfolded Throttle to the doorway, smirking at the doorman. "It's a fantasy for him," he whispered. "When's the next tour?"
"It's invitation only, sir."
"Harris, party of two, for dinner as well."
"Ah, there you are," he agreed, crossing him off. He nodded with a small grin. "Go ahead and wait inside, boys." Xander beamed and paid the fees, then walked Throttle inside, taking off his blindfold.
Throttle looked around, then at Xander, mouth open. Finally, he managed to squeak out, "You brought me where they make hotdogs for dinner?"
"Kosher hotdogs," he admitted. He stole a kiss and waved a hand. "There's a tour in a little bit. We'll go on it and then we'll eat."
"We're going on the tour?"
"This one won't include the yards, like mine did. Just the history, the pressing, that stuff."
"Oh, okay." Throttle gave him a crushing hug. "Love you."
"Love you too, Throttle." He grinned at the guards. "But you've got to eat seafood with me tomorrow."
"No squid?"
"No squid and it'll be a place you can get a steak."
"Sure." He walked his mate off, holding his hand tightly as they looked at the exhibits in the lobby. A few more people joined them and then a perky young woman came out to put them into the rolling golfcats so they could take the real tour.
The man in the cart next to them leaned over. "Are you Jewish, son?" he asked kindly, smiling at him.
"No, sir, I just like hot dogs. I used to live next to Quigley field in Chicago and I ate there every single day for about three years." The man laughed and went back to watching and listening to the perky young woman. He took the camera to take pictures of everything they were going past. Wait until his bros saw this. They'd be green with envy! At the end of the half-hour tour, they ended up in the restaurant, where Xander had made reservations for them. They settled down with menus, looking at all the hotdog offerings. "Can I get a copy of the menu to take home?" he asked their waitress. "My bros won't believe this."
"I think we can make you a copy," she said with a happy smile. "What'll it be tonight, sirs?"
"He'll have the ballpark special and I'll have number four, eggs with runny middles."
"Sure. To drink?"
"Rootbeer," Throttle said with a grin. "The only thing that should go with a hotdog." She smiled and took their menus, going back to the kitchen. She brought out their drinks and a copy of the menu with a wink for Throttle, then went to check on the other diners. Throttle grinned at Xander. "I don't know if I'm as happy as Vinnie was when you were spoiling him, but it's really close," he said with a bright grin.
"I thought you might like this," he promised. "There's a tour video too."
"We can get that for Modo." Xander nodded, smiling at him. "Are we shipping stuff back?"
"Before we leave the city," Xander promised. "We'll ship it to the garage with orders not to open it until we get there. We can get the film developed before then too." He nodded, that sounded good to him. "By then, Vinnie may be out of the pool too."
"Probably not," Throttle said, shaking his head. "I think his record's about nine days. Then he ran out of money to eat and had to come back for a payday. We managed to capture him then and take him out on patrol with us."
Xander grinned at that. "He looked so cute curled up on my stomach in the pool. There's stuff to mix for various pools too. Just no girly bath stuff."
"Not an issue," Throttle agreed. "We can keep Dawn out of it. Is she hitting the dorms?"
"She said she didn't want to. That the only thing she'd really miss were the frat parties and she didn't want to rush a sorority anyway. So she's staying at home if it's okay with everyone. If not, she wants to take some of her trust and get a small place next to the college."
"Fat chance I'm letting them shack up together permanently," he said dryly.
"That's what I said. She said it was only an idea and that she understood. Did you see the ring?"
"Ring?"
"Ring." Xander smirked at him. "Rimfire wanted to do the engagement ring thing but Modo wouldn't lend him the money. That's why he's been working with Merle. She paid for it and he's paying her back, but she got to pick it out."
"Wow. You mean like this?" Throttle asked, pulling something out of his pocket. "I know you wanted to do it the human way too," he said when Xander just gaped at the small velvet box. "Xander?"
"Oh, my God," he whispered reverently. "Oh, my God! I feel like Dawn, but that's all I can say."
Throttle grinned and opened it, showing him the small diamond stud. "It's a mix of yours and ours," he said gently. "I never knew if you wanted a ring."
"No, that's great!" he said in awe. "Can we do it now?"
"Not here, but we can find a spot or we can wait for Sturgis," he offered. "Your choice."
"Piercing stud tonight and put the real one in at Sturgis?" he asked, sounding kinda giddy and goofy to his own ears.
"Sure, babe." He stole a quick kiss and put the earring back. "Anything you want." Xander got up and danced around before sitting back down.
"Did he propose?" their waitress asked as she came back with their food.
"Yeah," he said, showing off the earring. "It's his. He said yes."
"We heard him shriek," she admitted with a grin. "Sit down and eat, sir. You'll need food to wear him out later so he's sure you meant your yes." Xander sat down to scarf down the food, making them both smile.
"I'll have to remember this for the next time he says he doesn't like hotdogs," Throttle said with a shy boy grin for her. "I was going to wait for somewhere he felt like I did."
"It's not always the place, usually it's the person that makes it special. Or so said my husband when we nearly got sank on the ferry and I proposed." She put down their check and walked off, smiling at her coworkers. "He proposed. Nearly a carat it looked like. Earring diamond stud."
"He'll look good in that," her fellow waitress agreed happily. "I think that's the second one we've had in here." She went back to wait on her few customers, smiling at the happy couple. Finally Xander couldn't take it anymore and got up, tipping Throttle's face up to give him a real kiss. "He just proposed," she told one table of staring people. They clapped and cheered, which made the rest of them do it.
***
Vinnie picked up the extension when someone yelled at him to, smiling at the sated, happy voice on the other end. "Hey, Xander. Modo said it was you. What's up?" He heard the squealing and smirked. "Good! It's about time" He chuckled. "Sure, put goo boy on." He grinned at Throttle's assertion that he should be called that. "Nah, I'm too comfortable for that. How was dinner? I helped him find the spot." He grinned. "Congrats, man. Sure, when you get back. Nah, I don't mind. You still didn't get to see all of it." He beamed. "Sure. You have a good night too. Later, guys." He hung up and went back to soaking until someone pounded on the door. "No! My private space for a whole week."
"Vinnie, are you coming out tonight?" Charley asked.
"Probably not but I'll try to bring you in later tomorrow, after work. If Enamel says it's okay."
"Sure. Want dinner? I made your favorite."
"Leave 'em there, I'll get 'em in a few minutes," he said, stretching out in the warm water. "Maybe after I nap again." He yawned and grinned some more, sinking down in the water to get comfortable.
Charley left the food there and went back to the lounge area. "What's going on? I haven't seen Vinnie in three days. Not one quip, not one smug expression, not even a stray white hair. First he was helping Xander and now he's in his private space."
Modo grinned at her. "It'll be fine. You'll be seeing him soon. After all, he's got to come out for another book soon."
She sat down to pout. "That's not fair. Whatever Xander did is not making me happy."
"Yeah, but it's making him happy," Modo reminded her gently. "He'll let you in soon."
"He said I could come in tomorrow if Enamel agreed. Why would the doctor have to agree?"
"Call him over and let's see. He's probably bored tonight with Shell out at the opera by herself." She nodded, grabbing the phone to call him. "Did you leave Vinnie food?"
"Yeah, outside the door. He said he'd get it soon. Enamel, Vinnie won't come out of his new private space and he said you have to agree to me going in tomorrow after work. Are you two dating now?" she asked bluntly. He chuckled and answered her. "Please. I haven't seen him in three days. Not even a speck of white fur. No, Xander and Throttle just called from their trip. Xander took him on a tour of a hot dog plant out there. Yeah, it was a happy sounding couple," she agreed. "Throttle officially proposed human style while they were eating at the plant." She grinned. "Sure, I made more than enough hot dogs. Yup, there's cold root beer too. Sure, whenever you've got a free minute to come beat my mouse for me. Thanks." She hung up and sat down to nibble on her dinner. "He'll be over once he puts on clothes."
"That's probably a good idea, yeah. It's a bit hot today but the cops might frown on him riding naked."
She grinned and kicked him under the table, at least until she heard a ship coming in. "Hmm. Carbine? It landed instead of crashed and Rimfire's only out to Chef Andy's with Dawn."
"Momma?" Modo called.
"Not quite yours," she called back, coming down the ramp, proving to be Throttle's mom. "Where are my boys?"
"San Francisco on vacation," Charley said with a small grin. "They'll be back in a little over a week." She held out her spare hotdog. "Want one?"
"Please, child. How are you feeling?" She touched her stomach and grinned. "Very, very strong. Do we know what it is yet?"
"A boy with my hair color," she admitted with a grin. "I'd let Vinnie hug you but he's now got a private space that no one can enter until Xander and Throttle get back." Enamel rode up the bottom ramp and she got up to get him some food, bringing the rest of everything to the table. "Here you go. They didn't tell you they were going?" she asked the mother as she sat down again.
"Of course they did, but there's two birthdays coming up that we've got to make plans for, child. Plus this one's birth," she said with a small smile. "Modo's mother will be down in about a week. She had to help some of the new little ones settle in. That Racer is quite the card."
"He is," Modo agreed happily. "I'm glad momma took him in. He needed a lot of love. His parents died on Plutark."
"That poor baby," she sighed, shaking her head. "Vincent!"
"Later," was called back faintly. "Comfy."
Enamel got up and went to check on him, finding the door with Vinnie's name and 'private space' on the sign. He tapped, then grabbed the food and walked in, staring in awe. "This is fantastic," he said, looking around. "Wow." He shut the door and handed him the plate. "Which pool are you replicating?"
"Thermal spring two," he said in a dozy voice. "Charley?"
"Not unless you're going to switch to four and start over with the chemicals. No sulphur."
"How about sea salts," he asked, pointing at the basket. "Xander got a few trial packs."
He sat on the edge of the pool, laying out a few. "Those are okay for her. You're still going to have to turn the heat almost completely off. Did you ever visit the sea?" Vinnie nodded, grinning at him as he ate a hotdog. "Remember those seawater pools?" He nodded again, still grinning. "She can soak in that with only those packages," he warned. "Otherwise it could hurt her or the baby. If she feels the first cramp she's to get out of there and take a normal bath immediately. Got it?" Vinnie nodded. "Good man." He looked around again. "This is really great. Xander did an excellent job on this."
"I know," he agreed, sniffling. "My baby brother loves me."
"He does, man. He certainly does." He patted him on the arm. "Remember to drink a lot. Your fur's drying out and that's a sign of dehydration. I'll have her bring in a jug of water or her favorite juice while you rerun everything." Vinnie nodded, using his tail to pull the plug on the tub. "How long?"
"Twenty minutes. Let her food settle first," he offered, getting out to hose himself off next door. When he came back, the water was restarted, the tub was rinsed out, and the heater was set at the lowest setting. He found a bathrobe on the back of the door and scarfed the rest of dinner, leaning there as the water refilled. He picked up the wooden paddle to stir in the salt that was lining the bottom of the pool, smiling as Charley came in. "No suit needed, sweetheart. Shut the door." She shut the door and took off her blindfold. "Xander made it for me. It's like one of our hidden pools on Mars."
"Wow," she said, looking around. "I know you said you liked them. No wonder I haven't seen you in three days."
He pulled her closer, kissing her gently. "I love you enough to share one with you," he promised, nipping her bottom light lightly. "Enamel said you can't sit in one of the hot pools like I was, but I can compromise and do a seaside pool with seawater." He went back to stirring. "Those should be dissolving."
"It doesn't always," she offered, taking off her clothes. She gave him a shy look and turned her back.
"No, babe, let me see the baby." He turned her back around, helping her out of her clothes, bending to kiss the small lump of his son. "Hey, son. You wanna soak with the mommy and me?" He grinned at the weak kick. "Yeah, it'll be fun. We'll cuddle." He pushed himself back up to pull her closer so he could kiss her again. "I needed this break."
She smiled and stroked his cheek. "Sure you did. Why are you orange?"
"Too long in a heavy sulphur solution. It'll come out soon." He climbed in first, testing the water. "It's a bit cool," he warned. She shrugged and walked up the two steps, then sat down next to him, moaning and wiggling on the padded seat. He let her curl up against his side, using his toes to stop the water. "There. I hope you don't mind. We conspired to keep me in here alone for a few days." He stroked her belly under the water. "It's just so special and something I've been missing."
"No, I don't mind, Vinnie. It's great. Xander's the best spoiler on this planet I think." She gave him a gentle kiss and his hand moved down. "Not in the water. It'll foul it."
"Having you get off in it only purifies it," he said with a breathless, low voice. He pulled her into his lap, impaling her immediately on him. He had missed her and he needed her. He needed to share this with her. "The next time we all hit Mars, I'm going to take you to the real ones. Even if they're not open." She smiled and nodded, letting him do whatever he wanted. "Please, move, babe."
"If you want." She gently shifted up, then slid back down him. "There's too much water."
"There's an overflow drain right under the lip," Vinnie promised. He helped her move, moaning at how good she felt in the water.
"I actually wanted to spend time with you without sex," she said with a small grin, clutching his shoulders. "I don't know why."
"Why be bored waiting for it to happen?" he teased, leaning down to lick at one of her nipples. He tasted a new taste and stayed there to suckle. "You're leaking."
"I wasn't."
"You are now and it's good." He went to the other side to take some of that too. "How soon before the baby's born?"
"Another month."
"Damn. Just one more month." He stroked her stomach, staring down at it as his hips worked. "Pretty soon you'll be out, son, and then I'll have to give up on her breasts in your favor."
"Not all the time," she said with a small blush.
He leered at her. "Good. You're much too sexy to leave alone totally."
"I feel like it when you look at me that way," she admitted with a light blush.
He groaned and flipped them onto the seat next to theirs so she could lean and he could stand and have her that way. "You're the sexiest woman in the world. Those pinups of Rimfire's?" He snorted. "Washed out, pale imitations of you. Some skinny little supermodel? Staving waif I feel sorry for but not desire for. You and only you, sweetheart. You're the most stunning visual feast I could ever dream up. So don't pinch me or I might lose it."
She pulled him over to kiss him. "Sometimes you say the best stuff," she said with a small smile. "It makes up for all the bragging and saying dumb stuff nicely." He beamed and got back to work, making her arch up into his thrusts. "Vinnie! Careful!"
"With the water, I can go deeper," he whispered in her ear. He was working it for all he was worth and he could feel her body reacting. He let her go over, then carefully bent his head down while he was still inside her, a silent invitation to play with his antenna. She smiled and teased him, making him groan and thrust, his breath catching as he came. "Ooh, sweetheart," he moaned, sinking down beside her. "I needed that. I wish you could be in the hot pools with me."
"After the baby's born and I quit bleeding," she promised, leaning against his side. She yawned. "This is really nice. He thought of everything but a bookshelf and a minibar." His tail opened the minibar fridge and handed her a rootbeer, making her smile. "Never mind, Xander knows you all too well." He grinned and nodded. "Did you sleep in here last night?"
"Yeah," he said happily, settling in for another nap. "This is a good spot to nap." The phone rang and he put the earpiece in. "What?" he asked in a sated, calm voice. "Sorry, guys. Didn't mean to. No, we're in a cool seawater one. She's in here with me." He grinned down at her. "Sure." He hung up. "Xander said they're sorry if you catch anything from them. Throttle's still getting bleedover from me." She blushed. "I consider it a great compliment."
"Me too, but I don't want to feel them having sex either." He chuckled and kissed her, pulling her closer. "You're right, we need a nap."
"Yeah, we need a nap," he agreed, closing his eyes so he could have his own. He was tired now. But it was a good tired.
***
Four days after they had left San Francisco, Throttle pulled up to entryway to Sturgis, home of the yearly Harley festival. The festival was next week but you could already see a lot of bikes parked everywhere and it was like he was catching Vinnie's bounciness. He pulled over to look, then look back at Xander. "Where are we staying? I know you had to book this in advance."
"Actually, the original trip was just this far," he admitted with a grin. "See the white sign? We're at that inn." Throttle nodded and took off, going to check them in. He let Xander off the bike to do that while he parked his baby among the other bikes. Xander took a picture of him, getting a grin in return, then he went inside. "Hi, Harris?"
"Hi, Mr. Harris," the older man said with a smile. "Here for the full festival?"
"That depends on Throttle," he admitted. "Maybe. I booked for the whole time but if we leave early you can probably find another person," he said with a wink. The man smiled and nodded, checking them in. "What's going on today?"
"Mostly it's just sitting around, refinding old friends and making new ones. There's some sport riding up the street later probably, they do it every year." He looked over as Throttle walked in with their bags. "Be right with you, sir."
"I'm his," he admitted with a grin.
The old man grinned at him. "That's a special thing to be, boy. Good job on nabbin' this one." He handed them two keys and then winked at Xander. "Up the street, where the picnic tables are, they're holding one of those meet and greets, boys. Go there for lunch."
"I will. Thank you, sir," Throttle said, heading up to their rooms to put stuff down. Now he knew he sounded like Vinnie when he had caffeine, Xander was stroking his back in a comforting way. Throttle took the time to watch the street, smiling at all the bikes. "There's going to be thousands more here soon," he said in awe.
"Yup, there sure will be, and most of them won't care if you're a bit fuzzy," Xander assured him. He gave him a hug and a kiss on the back of the neck. "Wanna go meet people?"
"Yeah," he agreed, turning to kiss him hard, and heard some cheering. "I think they appreciate you too." He drug Xander out, getting them back on his bike and heading up the street.
"That's a pretty bike," one guy said in greeting. "Well tricked out too from the looks of it. You guys staying all week?"
"I planned on it but I also thought he might only get to stay for pre-event stuff," Xander admitted as he got off, taking off his helmet. The guy looked at him, then shrugged and held out a hand. "I'm Xander. This is Throttle. He's slowly teaching me the ropes."
Throttle got off his bike and shook the guy's hand too. "Hey."
"Hey. I'm Pyler. Go ahead and sit boys. Were ya'll from?"
"Chicago," Xander said, sitting down and pulling Throttle down next to him. "Sorry, he's about to float off."
"Nah, it's all good your first trip in. This is about my sixth and I still gawk like a kid," he admitted with a grin. "So, you're what?"
"Mice," Throttle admitted. "That doesn't freak you out?"
"Why would it?" he said with a shrug. "I'm from Atlanta. Ain't nothin' freaked us out since we saw General Grant with a bunch'a torches." Xander giggled at that. "So I take it the boy's spoiling you rotten?"
"Oh, yeah," Throttle agreed with a bright grin. "We flew out to Frisco and then rode back this way. It's been a great trip. We needed this." He looked at Xander's earring, then pulled out the real one. "Wanna do this now?"
"Sure, if we can," he promised with a grin. "My engagement ring."
Pyler whistled. "That's a pretty piece of hardware." He looked at his ear. "It'll fall out there."
Throttle considered it, then shook his head. "It shouldn't. The ear's pretty thin but it should hold it." He fingered the area around the piercing stud. "If you want, I'll let a professional pick," he offered. "I can't imagine it falling out anywhere but on the interstate."
"Sure. Pyler is there a guy here?" Xander asked.
"Oh, yeah, a few," he agreed dryly. "Riley!" He noticed Xander stiffen. "Know someone by that name?"
"Yeah, former military putz who used to date my best friend." He looked up at the big, bald, kinda pudgy African American guy walking their way. "Which he is not," he said in awe. "Hey," he said, holding out a hand. "Xander. This is Throttle."
"Hey," he said, shaking it. "What's up? That's a pretty ring."
"It's his engagement ring and they need to put it in," Pyler told him. "I'm not sure it'll stay where that stud is."
Riley blew on his fingers before feeling around the ear, shaking his head. "Way too thin, it'll catch and rip." He looked at the curves of the ear. "How about here?" he asked, pointing at a spot just inside the inner crease. "It'll be subtle, but wink out at you and blend in great with his fur."
"I like that," Throttle agreed. "How much?"
"Ten," he said with a grin. "You two new?"
"No, I've been biking since I was about seven," Throttle told him. "Got my present lady when I was sixteen. I'm just now getting Xander up to the point where he's wanting to ride all the time and we've got to start teaching him the games and the fun stuff." That got some smiles from the people walking their way. "Need me to move?"
"Nah, I'm good," Riley said, heading inside to get a tackle box. He came out, accepting the money from Throttle and set up to do the boy's ear. "This'll hurt."
"So did the other one," he said patiently, gripping Throttle's arm and squeezing his eyes shut as the needle went in. "Shit!"
"It's all right, Xander." He replaced the needle with the earring and fastened it on, making sure there was a small plastic spacer behind it. "Take the spacer off in a few days. That'll make sure your ear doesn't swell and eat the backing." Xander nodded, grinning up at him. "How's that for your boy?"
"I like that," Throttle admitted, looking at the diamond that was nestled in the white fur. You couldn't see the setting but the diamond itself was like a hidden treasure. "I like that a lot." He stole a kiss. "Now he's got to find me one?"
Xander opened his fanny pack and held up something. "While you were staring at the chocolate factory and said I couldn't go." Throttle snatched it, grinning at the pretty solitaire in there. "Can you nestle his too?"
"Sure, kid." He accepted the other ten and went to work on Throttle's ear, earning a small yelp but that's all. "There, pretty as a knockout in a bar brawl."
Xander beamed at him. "Thanks, Riley."
"You're welcome." He closed and put everything up, then sat down with them. "Where you two from?"
"Chicago," Throttle said, fussing with it. "That feels strange there but it's a good strange." Xander kissed him and he moaned, forgetting all about the earring for a moment. "Hmm, people," he reminded him as he pulled back. There was some clapping. "Thanks."
Xander grinned at the watchers, winking. "You guys'll get sore hands if you do that each and every time I make him moan." A lesbian couple laughed at that and clapped them on the back. "Thanks, ladies."
"Welcome."
Riley shook his head. "You're somethin' else, Xander," he assured him, but he was grinning. "Chicago? I heard something about some angels up there on bikes?" he asked Throttle, who nodded. "What took you so long to come to us?"
"Been busy," he admitted. "Xander's spoiling me rotten."
"They flew out to Frisco and are driving back," Pyler told him.
"I'm from near LA, that's some damn trip," Riley said in amazement.
"I'm originally from Sunnydale," Xander told him. Riley smiled at that. "I ran into them and then went back a few years later to stay. He puts up with me."
"Any boy who can make a man like him dance and wanna sing, they're good together," Pyler said with a wink. "Any more like you at home?"
"Yeah, there's two bros, one of them's got a nephew who's dating our adopted daughter, and then there's the occasionally dropping by moms and people."
"Which mom's on her way down?" Throttle asked, teasing his new earring again.
"Yours first, then Modo's momma's coming down for the birth. She said she'd have to because someone would have to calm Vinnie's baby boy down quickly or else he'd be worse than Anya."
"I don't think it's possible for a kid to be worse than Stoker's kid," Throttle said, shaking his head. "Our mentor's oldest child and she keeps trying to steal my boy." The others laughed at that.
"She was named after my former girlfriend. Born on the anniversary of her death," Xander said with a small shrug. "She's a great kid, but she's bitten and screamed at people who try to take away her Xander cuddles."
"Where you guys headed after this?" Pyler asked.
"Oh, we're headed home. Vinnie's son is due within the month. Plus I've got to find a new job or else I'll drive everyone at home insane doing nothing." Throttle nodded, cracking them up again. "I was thinking about sending Modo, one of the bros, to the bike week in Florida but I didn't think I could do it this year and I'm hoping on next year."
"He'd bend over backwards," Throttle said with a grin. "Or you could send us all here next year." Xander's phone rang and he snatched it, looking at the number. "That's a 911 code." He opened it. "What happened?" He listened to Micah. "No, we're in Sturgis." He grinned. "Yeah, Xander's spoiling me. What happened?" He listened, then nodded. "Call the house, get Vinnie out of the pool, and they can handle it. Don't let Dawnie go, she's hot to kick someone's butt. Sure." He hung up. "Micah said they just had an unauthorized person trying to attack DC."
"Why?"
"Apparently they were pissed at the president too."
"Wonderful. We needed?" Throttle shook his head. "Cool. I wish them a lot of fun dealing with the menace this time."
Pyler looked at them. "Are you two MIB or something?"
"Not quite," Xander admitted with a grin. "We're more a comfy home and rest stop sort."
"I'll keep that in mind the next time I'm in Chicago," Riley said with a grin. "You sure you wanna head home?"
"Yeah, we've got the daughter getting ready to start college this fall," he sighed, shaking his head. "Besides, we just finished putting an addition on the house and I want to soak in our new spa." He looked at him. "Which is still in the garage. We couldn't find another spot for it that it'd look right."
"We have a spa in the garage?" Xander nodded. "Why?"
"So Modo can soak and polish his baby."
"Oh. Cool," he decided, grinning at him. "We'll have to try that out when we get back." He stole another kiss. "Food good here? He's going to be begging for food soon."
The guys laughed and nodded. "Very good. You comin' to the games later?" Pyler asked.
"Yeah, Xander needs to see what they're all about and my girl's good to compete." He looked back and saw someone staring at his bike in awe and his baby preening. "Behave." The bike beeped and nudged the woman then settled in to be admired. "Show off," he muttered.
Riley looked, then snickered. "Damn you boys ain't normal, but you're fun." He clapped them on the back. "Let me track down a waitress for you two. You're right, he looks like he could do with a few good meals." He went to find a girl, carrying her back to the table to take their orders. "They want the barbeque."
"Pork, steak, or chicken?" she asked.
"Pork," Xander said immediately. "What sort of sauce? Spicy, sweet? Mustardy?"
"A bit sweet, but Louisiana style," she offered.
"I'm so there," Xander assured her. "Sandwich?" She nodded. "Cool. Rootbeer? Throttle?"
"Sounds good and he did treat me to the hotdog factory. Two please." She smiled and nodded, going to get it for them.
"That's where he formally proposed too," Xander shared. "My boy loves his hotdogs. I have to struggle to get him to eat anything else now and then. One meal out of every ten is a good average." Throttle grinned at him. "But I don't mind, he brushes his teeth after the onions."
Their tablemates laughed at that. Then more people came over to sit with them and introduce themselves.
***
Xander had Throttle stop at Chef Andy's and he ran inside, carrying a small cooler. "Hey, Andy?" He got a grin. "If I give you something that made Throttle beg and moan in pleasure, can you duplicate it?"
"Probably. What's in it?"
He handed over the cooler. "We found this place just a few hours away. That was frozen when we left and I kept it in the cooler the whole way. He tried it at Sturgis and loved it so we went searching for the best spots, as recommended by the bikers." He grinned. "I made sure the place's name's on it in case you get stuck or anything but he literally moaned and begged for fourths. He said it's nearly as good as your hotdogs."
"I'll try," he offered, opening the containers. He sniffed it. "It's still good and cold, nice work, Xander. He eatin' it with slaw?"
"No, he doesn't really do slaw. Neither do I, but I'm pretty sure Vinnie will. He's a bit like Mikey that way." Chef Andy chuckled, taking a taste. "Can you duplicate it?"
"Oh, sure," he promised. "I know just the sauce." He looked at the name. "Yeah, not an issue, Xander. When you need some?"
"Whenever you get it ready I'll get a lot for the boys that night for dinner." He winked. "Thanks, Chef Andy. Did they call in lunch yet?"
"Not yet, son. Whatcha need?"
"The ususal," he said with a grin. The chef put the pulled pork barbeque into the fridge and got to work making them their usual order of hotdogs. He paid and took the bag, heading off to the bike. "I got lunch too."
"So I can smell." He sped up, going to the lair and pulling inside the new garage. "We're back and we brought food!" he yelled.
"I love you," Vinnie called.
"You'll love me more when Chef Andy figures out the new stuff we just brought him that Throttle adored," Xander called as he walked. He walked into the kitchen and grinned at Modo, hugging him. "We'll have to get the Sturgis pictures done before we can show them off. One of the guys asked us not to make any of him."
"That's fine," he agreed, grinning at him. "How was it?" he asked Throttle.
"Spiritual," he said, still smiling. "Sixteen thousand bikers in one town at one time being bikers." Modo grinned and hugged him, clapping him hard on the back. "We found someone locally who can beat even you at bottles and brodies, Modo, he's wonderful!"
"He's been biking for nearly forty years," Xander told him. "Started as a kid on a trail bike." He hopped up onto the counter. "He spends a lot of time at a local bar called the Low Rider."
"I know that place," Charley said as she came in. "Not for the casual biker. Who'd you meet?"
"Christopher Manley. They called him Squeeze?" She grinned at that. "He got within millimeters of that bottle. Throttle nearly beat him but he was about a quarter of an inch off."
"He sounds good," Modo agreed.
"The bar's like Tola, where the Freedom Fighters used to hang out," Throttle told him. "We got an invite for you to go down there and arm wrestle with him. He said you'd look like fun." Modo grinned at that. "He's a *big* guy. He's nearly as big as you are."
Vinnie came in and sniffed at the bag. "Lunch?" He grinned, looking at Xander's ear. "I like where he placed that, little bro. That's the sweetest spot." Xander beamed and blushed a bit. "Very sweet. Get it done in Frisco?"
"I had the original one done there but the solitaire was too heavy so they decided to nestle it further in," he admitted. "I about bit Throttle when the first one was done."
Throttle grinned. "The piercer thought it was cute."
"He also wanted me to have you for dinner," Xander quipped, smirking at him. He grinned at Vinnie. "We stopped at a place after having some stuff at Sturgis, and found something that made Throttle moan and beg for fourths. I dropped some off with Chef Andy and he said he could replicate it. So in a few days we're having that."
"Cool," Vinnie agreed, grinning madly. "Pictures?"
"We've got to have them made, and we promised Squeeze we would destroy any with him in it. I didn't know he was iffy about them when I took a few of him on his slide."
"Sure. Later?" Xander nodded. "Can we all go down there?"
"If you suddenly become less orange," Xander teased. "Didn't rinse off?" he asked, playing with a bit of orange belly fur.
"My toe got caught on the plug switch and let it out while I was sleeping," he admitted sheepishly. "I've got stuff to use on it. Let's eat, then they're mine for a few hours, then we'll head down there after hitting a one hour photo place and dinner," he ordered. "Throttle, your mom's still asleep."
"Stoker's kids probably wore her out," he said, heading for her bedroom. "Momma?" She came out and hugged him hard enough to break him. "You okay?"
"I"m just fine, son. It's just the day of that attack," she said gently. He gave her another squeeze and she relaxed in his arms. "Did you have fun?"
"Momma, sixteen thousand bikers in one spot being bikers," he said in awe. "I can't even begin to describe it."
"Good, baby. You needed it." She looked at his ear and squealed. "Oh, that's so pretty!"
"You should see his. It's like it's hidden in the same spot." He pulled her back to the kitchen, letting her grab her lunch. Then he sat down and put Xander in his lap, cuddling him. "He took me to a plant where they make hotdogs," he told Modo. "Our first night there and he had been sneaky, arranging for a tour and then to have dinner there." Charley came back with their box and he grinned, taking it from her. "Thanks, Charley girl."
"Not an issue. I know I've got stuff in there but I'm more patient than some white mice."
"I'm a good white mouse," Xander said promptly, grinning at her. "Even if we did make that Spiderman guy fall off the hotel twice."
"He told a news crew that he had seen two people dressed up in furry costumes going at it and that's why he fell," she agreed, grinning at them. "You had fun?"
"It was great fun," Throttle promised. "It was what every road trip was supposed to be. That freedom to wander, but with a final destination in mind. I don't think it could have gotten any better."
"Except for the person who tried to steal the bike in the city," Xander pointed out.
"Well, yeah, but his pitiful pea shooter didn't compare to the gun we pulled up from the front cannon. He ran off swearing never to do it again."
Vinnie snickered. "You two are so bad," he said, shaking his head. "What's this new stuff?"
"You'll see in a few days," Throttle told him. "I can't describe the flavor but it's great. It melts in your mouth and it's a bit tangy, but a bit sweet, and it's wonderful."
"Of course, we'll expect you to eat it with coleslaw," Xander finished with a grin. He looked at Charley. "We found the most excellent pulled pork sandwiches."
"I bet." She grinned at them. "Pictures?"
"As soon as we get them developed," Xander promised. "We only got the ones from Frisco in the box." He sat down to open it, handing Modo his tour video and some stuff. Then Charley got her stuff, then Vinnie got the stuff from the bottom layer over the pictures. "Did Dawn and Rimfire's come separately?"
"Yeah, and she took off with hers," Charley agreed dryly.
"That's fine, she was meant to," Throttle agreed with a wink for her. "Less bouncy female to drive us insane for the next week."
"Rimfire ended up confiscating that candy stash from her," Modo told them. "He's hidden it on her and is slowly handing it out so she doesn't bounce him to death again."
"Yeah, that's why I went to the chocolate factory and Xander went shopping," Throttle agreed. "That's when he found my earring too." He played with it and his mother swatted him. "Sorry, it's new, I'm still getting used to it."
"It's a beautiful stud," she chided. She looked in Xander's ear and grinned. "I can just barely see his. It's a pretty thing too."
"It is and it suits him because he's a beautiful thing himself," Vinnie said proudly.
"You are the most mellow mouse. You didn't come out the whole two weeks, did you?" Throttle teased. Vinnie grinned and shook his head. "Then I'm happy for you, bro. We get tonight, right?"
"With him."
"Sure," Throttle agreed. "Charley girl?"
"I'm not allowed to soak in the hot pools," she told him. "After the birth. Keep him from becoming a sponge and living in there." She ate a bite of hotdog, then moaned, holding her stomach. She swallowed and pressed, breathing deeply. She noticed the stares. "False labor, guys, I promise."
"We're getting special sheets and stuff for the baby to come on tonight," Xander told her.
"Already done," Modo promised. "Momma's bringing some down tonight when she lands." Throttle nodded and Xander grinned at him.
"We've got everything else set up and waiting on her," Throttle's momma promised. "All we needed was you two studs to come back." They grinned at her, Xander blushing a bit. "Hurry up and eat so Vinnie can show you his special area. We'll let you know if it's time." They nodded, eating quickly and hurrying away.
"At least we'll be able to get Vinnie out for the birth," Modo offered, and Charley swatted him, giving him a look, but a grin too. "We should take the pictures out for them."
"Sure," she agreed, smiling at him. "Guys, can we take the pictures out to be developed for you?"
"We mailed them," Xander called. "It was about ten rolls of film and stuff."
"I'll check the mail today then," she called back, shaking her head. "That's handy."
"Yeah, you don't have to worry about room in your bags," Modo agreed. "I can't wait to see Sturgis. We've heard some great things about it."
"Maybe you can go next year," Charley offered, grinning at him. "Take Staff maybe?" He blushed a bit. "Modo, you know she adores you, right?" He nodded, grinning sheepishly at her. "Then why are you waiting?"
"I'm waiting to find her somewhere special for our first real date."
"Take her to Six Flags. We've got the passes now." He nodded. "Go find your woman, Modo. Bring her back. They bought more than we could eat since the son isn't agreeing." He got up and went to get her from the office, carrying her out and sitting her down. "Eat," Charley ordered.
"They're back? I was going over the bike's specs and I didn't hear them."
"They're back and in the pool with Vinnie," Charley admitted with a grin. "Eat. We'll be hitting Six Flags this weekend."
"Sure." She grinned up at Modo. "He's said some great things about it."
"We'll go up Friday, so you can get it without being Vinnied on the rides," he promised. She gave him a hug around the arm and dug in. The phone rang so he got it. "Yeah, Chef Andy, it's Modo?" He grinned. "Sure, we can come eat in tonight. Not a problem. Yeah, they were going to go out tonight anyway. Sure. Thanks." He hung up. "He's perfected the new thing and wants us to come try it tonight."
"Sure," Charley agreed. "If the baby cooperates."
"I've never heard of a cooperative baby, they must be pretty rare," Staff teased.
Charley nodded. "Fairly so from what I've seen but this one likes Chef Andy as much as his daddy so it's okay as long as he gets hot dogs."
"Like father like son. Vinnie's going to be bragging for years on his boy's love of hot dogs."
"Too true," Throttle's mother agreed dryly. "Then again, that boy doesn't need a reason to brag. He's just like that. That's why he's a white mouse." That got some giggles and they finished lunch.
***
Vinnie finished fixing the water, then let them in, grinning at Throttle's boxers. "No cloth in the pool," he chided. He checked the halls, kicking the Tara cat out. "You crapped funny for days after drinking the water, sweetheart. We'll cut a small kitty flap in for you soon." She meowed and licked his nose then gladly went to curl up in the sun in the library. Vinnie checked again then closed and locked the door, grinning at Xander, who winked at him. He checked the pool and it was nearly deep enough so he turned off the water. "Okay, take off the blindfold."
Throttle took off his blindfold and looked around, looking stunned. "This is great," he said in awe. Xander manipulated the lights, turning on the dimmer bulbs. "Wow. This is like one of the hidden springs."
"Yeah, it's great," Vinnie agreed, hugging Xander to him. "I put in stuff so it's like the one near the base. No clothes in the pool. It'll only get 'em dirty anyway." He wiggled out of his clothes and got in, sighing in pleasure. Xander climbed in next to him, cuddling up with him. "What's your next trick?" he whispered. "Modo's been pouting."
"We just found a buddy for Modo to swap stories with," he shared quietly. "They're a lot alike. The bar should bring back good memories too."
"I liked Tola's a lot," Vinnie agreed.
"Didn't you nearly destroy it a few times?" Throttle asked as he stripped off and climbed in, hissing a bit. "Ooh, hot. Good after a long ride, but hot."
"Yeah, but the owner didn't mind, he thought it was great fun." He beamed at him. "You think he'll like it there?"
"I think he'll be like Norm at Cheers there," Xander said with a grin. "Besides, I did something special, it's just coming for Staff." He snuggled in again, getting comfy with his man on one side and his bro on the other. "I like how this turned out."
"Me too," Throttle said, still looking around. "We can mix and match for various pools?"
"Yeah, but Charley can only come in if it's in cool water and we use the sea salts in the blue basket. Enamel said so."
"Sure, bro," Throttle agreed, grinning at him. "No wonder you're orange."
"I'm a happy orange mouse too," he quipped back. Xander chuckled against his chest and they looked at him. "You don't mind, right?"
"Nope, this is special between you two," he promised. He stretched out with a groan. "I haven't been on my bike for that long in years. She was so happy though, bro. She was showing off, she was preening. A few of the girls there wanted to pet her and take her home, but Xander had to point out the only one who got to take her and her rider home was him. We had so much fun. We've got to go next year. Together."
"Sure," Vinnie agreed. "We'll leave Rimfire and Dawnie in charge." He grinned as Xander shifted, snuggling in harder, snuffling at his chest. "I think someone needed a nap."
"I had him on the bike about a hundred miles ago," he admitted. "Right after lunch. You will love this stuff, bro. It's perfect." Vinnie grinned and leaned over, giving him a gentle kiss. "Thanks," he said with a grin. "Feel better?"
"Much. Charley felt you two after lunch. That's why I was out and dried off when you came in."
Throttle chuckled. "I don't doubt it, but I'm sorry about that."
"Not an issue. I enjoyed it, she enjoyed it," he said smugly, winking at him. "The baby liked it too. He kicked the snot out of her during it." Throttle chuckled again. Xander shifted and he felt a warm hand cover him. "I think he thinks he's laying on you."
"He'll be fine," Throttle promised. "If he gets too touchy, shift him over." He watched as Vinnie nodded and got comfortable. "Minifridge?"
"Behind the yellow rock."
Throttle reached back and grabbed a rootbeeer, looking inside. "We need to stock more in there. We'll stock on the way home tonight." Vinnie grinned at him. "You appreciate this, right? He was worried all week when it was going in, even if I didn't know why."
"Throttle, man, I love him for this. If he wasn't yours, he'd have been mine right then and there, on the side of the pool, and he'd have not come out for the last two weeks either," he said, sounding serious. "Instead, the first night Charley came in here, she almost didn't get to leave."
Throttle pinched him, grinning at him. "I'm not sure I would have held back." Vinnie grinned at that and Throttle shifted some. "These are so much nicer than the marble slabs at the spring near that base."
"Yeah, he went for massive comfort," Vinnie agreed happily. He moaned and moved Xander's hand. "Not yours to do that to, little bro."
Throttle snorted. "You said you wanted to compare." He took his lover back, letting him nestle against his chest and play with him. He was soon up and ready. "Not in the pools, babe. Please."
"Like I care, go ahead," Vinnie said tolerantly, sliding deeper into the water. "You might want to rinse off if you're sucking on him, it's still got a small sulphur content." He watched as Throttle slid out of the water and grabbed a bottle of clean water to pour over himself, shivering because it had to have been cold. It didn't seem to matter though, since he was still hard and Xander was already mouthing it and drying it off to get it wet his way. "That's one talented mouse," he said in appreciation, watching Xander work.
"He's still mostly asleep too," Throttle moaned, holding his mate's head down. Xander pulled away and panted, then went back down again. "Sorry, forgot you don't have gills anymore. Please don't tease, babe?" Xander went back down, humming as he went and it was great, just perfect with the warmth of the pool around his feet and ankles. His mate between his thighs, and Vinnie watching them. He came and stroked Xander's neck, moaning a bit since he was still swallowing. Xander pulled back to use the end like a pacifier, totally asleep again. Throttle got him off and Vinnie held him while he slid back into the water, taking his boy back once he was seated. "Sorry, sometimes he has really good dreams that he likes to act out."
"Not an issue. Any mouse who's that talented asleep has got to be one of the great ones awake." Vinnie shifted closer, leaning against Throttle's free side. He got an arm put around his shoulders too and grinned up at him. "Thanks."
"Welcome. You deserve it for being so mellow and calm." Vinnie grinned up at him and got comfortable, and he found himself with two mice teasing his stomach fur. "That's a dangerous thing to do," he warned with a quiet growl.
"Danger is my life," Vinnie taunted back. "Charley'll be here soon."
"If you don't quit, she's going to find you bending over and taking it," he warned. Vinnie just pinched him and grinned up at him, but thankfully someone tapped on the door. "Charley, come save him if you want to keep him unmolested."
She came in and shut the door, locking it. "What did he do now?" She looked at where Vinnie was laying and obviously teasing. "Naughty white mouse."
"Yeah, well, that's kinda the definition, sweetheart." He shifted over, coming over to tease her. He felt the magic start and blocked it, then pulled her over to sit in the edge of the tub, helping her out of her clothes.
"I can't come in."
"I don't want you in, I can't do my favorite things when you're in the water." He spread her thighs and dove in to taste her. He pulled back and looked up. "It'll be soon. Your taste is changing." He shrugged and dove back in. He loved his son and his woman.
Throttle groaned and shook his head, looking down at the mouse against his side. "Xander?"
"Hmm? Want another one?"
"I need more, babe. You promised to finish making me beg for you." He nodded at the other couple. "Please?"
Xander sat up and pushed Throttle back onto the side, making him turn around. "Did you do what I asked you to?" he asked, moving his tail out of the way so he could look at his hole. "It looks clean but did you *really* clean it for me." Throttle nodded so he blew across the opening, making him shiver. "You're sure? If I check and you didn't, I'm going to have to go help Vinnie in punishment." Throttle and Charley both moaned at that and Throttle nodded again. Xander licked a finger and let it enter him slowly, teasing him. "Yeah, you still feel pretty clean." He leaned forward, blowing through the tightened little ring, then he licked it, slowly letting his tongue get deeper and more involved.
"I didn't know you could do that," Charley said, grabbing onto Vinnie's ears. "Be more gentle."
"Sorry," he said, easing off the pressure. He watched Xander for a minute, then shrugged and dove back in. "Not that different, really." His girl was starting to shake, he could feel it, and he wanted her so bad, but Enamel had said no real sex, just oral and touching. So he used his tail in her, stroking the thin tip in and out slowly, going with the pattern he was using to suck her clit. He heard his name being called and felt fingers teasing his antenna and decided he could speed up. This was all he wanted and she was his. She was gasping and clutching at his head, and he had to keep her thighs apart, but she was going off even if he had to do something spectacular. He heard Throttle shout and glanced over. Xander had just slid home. Ooh, that was a pretty sight. Throttle bent over, Xander having him by the hips and just slamming into him while he begged nonsense words. He'd have his girl doing that again in a few months and he couldn't wait. He heard her scream and sped up, using a finger now in place of his tail. She was so close, but hung up on the edge so he twisted his finger, adding a second one, and shifted how he was tonguing and sucking on her clit. She nearly hit it again, he could feel the shakes starting, then she finally went over with a loud wail. He gave her a few more gentle finger thrusts to help her calm back down and felt something extra slimy. "Ummmm," he said, looking at it. His fur was dotted with blood. "I think your water just broke, sweetheart." He looked up. "Sorry."
"Not an issue. The baby can come now," she panted, grabbing him by the shoulders. "Guys!" she snapped. "Baby!" She groaned and held her stomach, trying hard to breathe.
Throttle finally got off, right into the overflow drain, and Xander spanked him before getting off himself. "Oh, cheese," he groaned, panting hard. "Xander, babe. I won't be sitting for another week," he complained, letting his mate cuddle him from behind. "Damn, boy."
"Yeah, I'm good," Xander said smugly, giving him a gentle squeeze. He pulled out and sat down, letting Throttle sit in his lap for a few kisses. "See, you thought it was nasty to clean that spot."
"Never again," he vowed. "I'll never balk at anything like that again." He put his head down on his mate's head, eyes half closed as he looked at the other couple. "Another false pain?"
"No, her water just broke," Vinnie offered, helping her through that one.
"Babe, phone," Xander said calmly. It was shifted over by Throttle's tail and he called Enamel's cell. "It's us, Charley's water just broke, get here as soon as you get this message," he ordered, hanging up and putting the phone aside. "Okay, let's get her ready." He stood up, letting Throttle stand on his own, then walked over, noticing the water was deeper. "I'm going to kill Dawn if she broke anything."
"The shelves aren't as deep as they were," Vinnie complained.
"Dawn, fix the shit before it all spills and you have to fix it manually," he snapped, looking up. The magic unwrapped from the room and he got out. The pool was still deeper than it should be. Besides she couldn't give birth in it. He picked Charley up and carried her back to the main bedroom, the one where everyone else seemed to give birth "Modo, do we have the special sheets on the bed?"
"Yeah, Momma just got here and put them on. Why?"
"Her water broke," Vinnie said happily, following his wife. He headed back to the kitchen, coming back with a glass of ice chips and a spoon, settling in beside her. "Whatever you need me for, I'm here," he promised. "Ice chips, screaming at, hitting repeatedly," he added with a grin.
"Good, I'll probably need all those and more." She let Xander help her sit up and then felt him slide behind her, giving her a better spot to rest. "Thank you. Much more comfortable."
"That's why all the babies like to nap on me," he quipped happily.
"Um, guys, shouldn't all of you be *dressed*?" Modo asked. "Are we doing something really special for this one?"
"Oops," Vinnie said, hurrying to his room to get some boxers. He came back and found someone had gotten Xander a towel, and gave him a look. "More clothes?"
"Why? I'm going back in while you hold your son."
"Point," he agreed happily, beaming at him. He spooned some ice chips into her mouth, letting her squeeze his hand. "How far apart are they?"
"About four minutes, whatever you two were doing in the pool apparently sped her along nicely," Modo's momma offered. "Charley, I know you helped Switch through hers, I'm going to do the same for you. You know the drill so just let it go, okay?" She nodded, squeezing Vinnie's and Throttle's hands. "Modo," she said gently, her son was standing in the corner looking really scared. "Modo!" she snapped, making him flinch and look at her. "Go find Staff, call your nephew, we'll call if you're needed to come hold her hand." He nodded, escaping as fast as he could. "My boy's a sensitive one, hates to see anyone in pain unless they deserved it," she sighed, shaking her head sadly. She heard a bike and looked out, smiling at Enamel as he drove in and parked. "We're in here, it seems to be traditional."
"Probably," he agreed. "This is where Switch had her first one." He came in and put on a pair of gloves, looking at her. "I'm going to check, it's going to hurt for a second." She nodded and Vinnie looked away. He checked her cervix and smiled. "You're really close. How long have you been in labor?"
"I had one of those false pains during lunch," she panted. "Then super stud here got hot again."
"That'll almost always set it off," he agreed. "Vincent, I told you no sex."
"I only licked and touched her," he defended. "I just had to work really hard to get her over that final barrier."
"Which made my water break," Charley agreed, wincing and squeezing their hands hard, her face scrunched up. "OW!"
"I've got a bit of local for you," Enamel soothed, going back to his bike to get his bag and bring it back. He smiled and moved Vinnie, putting in the nerve block expertly, then she sighed in pleasure. "Better?"
"Much! With this I might even go through this again in another ten years or so."
Vinnie kissed her. "Not before three, sweetheart," he promised. "I want this one up and wandering and talking fully before you even *think* about another one and you can tell me if we're having another one."
She pinched his ear. "No more kids," she said firmly. "One's enough." He nodded, spooning more ice chips into her mouth. "I'm going much faster than Switch did."
"Yeah, well, you've got better motivation. This kid wants out to play with his daddy more than the others did." He looked at Vinnie. "Come down here, daddy. That way the baby comes more quickly to play." Vinnie looked stunned and shook his head. "Yes, you. Stoker saw his being born, you can come watch yours come out."
"Go ahead, big brother, I've got her," Xander said gently. He nodded and shifted down there, moving to stroke her ankle. "We've got a free hand," he called.
"I've got it," Modo called, coming in to let her squeeze his. "Sorry about that."
"Not an issue," Charley agreed, swallowing. "Ice?" He spooned some out and let her have it, then grinned. "Good job. Just let me break your hand and I promise to apologize for any swearing later." She let out a shriek and arched up. "Can't you make him come out faster!"
"Push, that gets him out faster," Enamel said tolerantly, helping hold her hips down. "Come on, you can do this. Switch was just a teenager and she did it. You can too." Charley screamed again but she did push this time. "Good, now give me about thirty more and you'll have a son," he said with a grin for her.
"Shouldn't the pain killers be helping?" Vinnie demanded.
"They are. Babies hurt, Vincent. You'll see why in a minute." He pulled him closer, letting him see. "That's the top of the baby's head. Look at the hole it's coming out of. She'd be in more pain without the drugs." He shivered and moved back to stroke her stomach, kissing her and giving her encouraging words. Then he came back to help her push, watching it all from above. "Good job," Enamel praised, moving to help the baby come out. "I see an antenna, oops, the second one popped out. Good sign, come on, give me another few good ones, Charley," he encouraged.
"Come on, you can do it," Xander agreed, working on her shoulders. "Just bear down and shove. The baby's got to come out to give me someone to play with." She snorted but continued on. "Good girl, come on, just a bit more."
"Everyone keeps saying that, but I think his big nose is stuck!" she shouted.
"Nope, the nose is nearly out," Enamel promised. "Just a bit more and his head'll be free and then it'll be his shoulders." Vinnie gave him a look. "They have to come out too." Vinnie grinned and went back to encouraging her, and Enamel noticed something. He'd have to make the daddy calm down soon. Otherwise he'd be doing this again in another ten months. He freed the head from her body and then caught the rest. "A boy!" he said triumphantly. He clamped the cord and handed Vinnie the scissors, keeping him from reaching for the bandoliers he'd normally be wearing. "Cut, not burn, and they're on your bed probably," he said tolerantly. Vinnie carefully cut the cord, then grinned as he stole his son to hold and cuddle.
"Hey, bro, can we see?" Throttle teased. Vinnie let him see the baby mouse, who had almost no fur and a little pudgy tail, just like Vinnie's baby picture did. "He's cute."
"He is," he said proudly, grinning at them. "Hey, little guy. Welcome home. Yeah, it's the daddy. I'm the one who talked to you all the time," he cooed. "Hey. Hi." He grinned as the baby tried to blink at him.
"Name, daddy?" Enamel asked.
"Victor. It's a tradition in my part of the family to name a 'V' name." He grinned at Charley, who shrugged. "You like it?"
"Yeah, I like it," she promised, stroking his tiny foot. "You need a bath, son."
"I've got it," Throttle promised, prying the baby from Vinnie's arms. "Let's go follow the tradition, little guy. Then you can have the daddy and mommy back. I promise." He found the mothers had prepared the warm oil bath and settled in to bathe him gently. He brought him back, watching as the daddy stole him, then went to get the oil to clean her up. Everyone else was shooed out but him and Vinnie and he grinned at her. "This'll feel kinda odd but it's soothing and good for you," he promised.
"Can you take Vinnie and make him get off in the bathroom?" she asked quietly. "Before he jumps me."
"I'm holding it in, sweetheart."
"Vinnie, it's going to be weeks before you're going to be able to touch me." She took the baby from him. "Go take Xander into the bathroom and get it out of your system now."
"But, sweetheart!"
"Now." She looked at Throttle, who shrugged and nodded. "Xander?" He came back in and shut the door, now wearing a pair of sweat pants, but you could tell he hadn't found any underwear again. "Can you take Vinnie into the bathroom and get him off before he jumps me?"
He blinked a few times. "You're asking me to go have sex with your husband?"
"Just hold him, whisper to him, tease him a bit," Throttle ordered. "No actual sex. No touching."
"Sure." He shrugged at Vinnie, who looked confused. "Come on, Vinnie. Apparently she thinks you're a bit too happy."
"It happens," Enamel said from the doorway. "One month without sex, of any sort, Vincent," he said firmly. "No touching her there, no licking her there, no tailing her there, nothing." He looked stricken. "She's got to unstretch and all that. So go wear it out on your own and we'll work on how you can do that." Vinnie nodded, dragging Xander with him. "You're lending him your husband?" he asked Throttle, coming in to get the baby to examine. He sat down next to the bed, attaching the small scanner to his belly so he could look him over. "He's perfectly healthy, Charley, and he will have your hair color as his fur color." He unhooked the baby and made notes about his size, weight, and overall appearance, then slid him into a white furry set of footie pajamas before handing him back. "There you go. One perfect little mouse." He stood up and grinned at her. "Need anything else?"
"Only a month? Can't it be three, or six?"
Throttle chuckled. "You'd never get him to wait that long, Charley girl." He finished up and stepped back, grinning at her. "All done. Now we're going to settle you on the couch so we can do the sheets, and Vinnie should be done sometime soon. I can feel him getting a bit too warm at the moment."
"Yeah, me too," she said dryly.
"Modo, come pick her up and put her on the couch," Throttle called. "We've got to take the sheets now." Modo came in and carefully helped her into a bathrobe, then carried her and the baby out to the couch, settling them in the nest of pillows he and Staff had been working on. He grinned at her and patted the baby on the belly before going to hide again.
Throttle stuck his head out of the room. "Momma?" Both mothers looked at him. "There's blood on the bed, do we need to burn it too?"
"No, dear, we'll do a purification on it and then flip it over," Modo's mother promised. "Primer about bled for days during the twins' birth."
"Sure." He carried out everything to be burned, taking it outside. It was quickly lit on fire and he grinned, watching as everything that could harm the baby was taken out of play.
***
Xander closed and locked the door behind them, walking up behind Vinnie to hold him. "Sorry, but orders and all that," he whispered, making Vinnie shiver. "I understand, Vin. You wanted to dive in, celebrate the baby and worship her as the goddess she is," he agreed, stroking his stomach. "Unfortunately orders are orders. It could be worse. It could be a year."
"No, not that long," he moaned, pulling his cock out. "He's right, I can't hurt her."
"So get it all out in here, Vinnie. That's why I'm here. To give you naughty images of her in a few weeks. Her laying there with the baby in her arms, letting it nibble some lunch." Vinnie moaned and started to touch himself. "Her feeling it when you watch her and grinning up at you, putting the baby aside to welcome you the same way."
"Oooh, momma," Vinnie agreed, going faster now. "Please, please let her want me again?"
"How could she resist?" Xander asked, teasing the spots that usually got Throttle going. Vinnie came and went limp for a minute, then started again. "Again?" he teased.
"I am one of the greatest lovers on Mars," Vinnie reminded him, turning to kiss him. "Please, Xander?"
"I'm not allowed to touch, Vinnie, only give you dirty thoughts." Someone tapped on the door. "He's busy." They tapped again and he went over to look out, letting Throttle in. "Sorry."
"No, I felt him rub against you and I wanted to come watch," he admitted, locking the door behind himself. Vinnie gaped at him. "If you need it and no farther."
Vinnie pulled Xander back, rubbing against him desperately while Xander whispered in his ears about how pretty his wife would be and how willing and waiting for him. He got off again, leaning on his shoulder. "Thank you."
"You're welcome, bro," Xander soothed, stroking his back. "You can handle a few weeks, you're a strong mouse." He kissed him gently. "Now clean up. We both need a shower before we're both orange." Vinnie grinned at that and started a shower, pulling both of the couple in there with him.
"Already?" Throttle teased, seeing him getting hard again. "C'mere, Vinnie." He pulled him closer, letting him wear it out on him this time. Charley couldn't be jumped or she'd be hurt and he knew Vinnie's first instinct was to worship her, the same as his was. Probably the same as Xander's was. He felt a hand come around to help them and groaned, liking it a lot. Xander was very good. Vinnie came with another groan and Xander got him cleaned up, then Throttle got the rest of his swallowed and that was all he needed.
Xander flipped the switch on the tub, letting it fill while he finished cleaning himself up. Once the water was high enough, he shut it off and closed the curtains, leaving them there. He walked out in a towel, stopping to whisper in Charley's ear. "They're in a bath, we wore him out a few times," he assured her. She smiled and nodded. "If you need us, yell." He headed down to his room to find clothes, putting on a pair of soft, older jeans, then coming back up the stairs. "Okay, I'm decent enough again. Who's doing the burning?"
"Modo," Throttle's mother said with a smile.
Modo's momma sighed and nodded. "My poor husband did the same thing to me," she told Charley. "I had to make him go live with his bros for a week before he was calm enough to come back. He was bouncing like a white mouse on muir berry juice." Xander grinned at that so she hugged him. "You did that very well."
"Not the first time," he pointed out with a grin. He sat down at Charley's feet, taking the baby to hold. "Hey, Victor. How about we call you Vic? That good with you, little guy?" He grinned down at the sleeping baby. "You're going to be one spoiled little auburn mouse, Vic. Your daddy's going to do everything for you. He's even going to be worse than Stoker is with Spike. Yeah he will," he cooed, grinning down at the fluttering eyes. "I'll go out in a few minutes to get some diapers and a few bottles and some formula for when you're tired of feeding him for a few hours," he promised, grinning at her. "That way we can babysit." Charley grinned at that, yawning a bit. "Here, let him nibble for the first time, then we'll let you sleep and I'll bottle him the next one." He handed him back, watching as she shifted, then let the baby latch on.
He immediately took to it, sucking hard. "You're just like your father, very good with your mouth, son," she said fondly. Both mothers giggled at that and gave her a pat, helping her into a better position. "How long do I bleed, Enamel?"
"Some women it's two weeks, some women it's a bit longer," he offered. "No tampons."
"No, I figured they'd get lost," she said dryly. "I feel like one of those tunnels they have in the north that go through the mountain." He chuckled at that. "He's a huge kid."
"He is," he agreed. "Just a bit above average and very healthy."
"Yeah, that's what's important," she agreed, letting him switch to the other side so he'd get used to that too. He wasn't sucking quite so frantically now, it was more like he was having a casual snack, and then he fell asleep. She handed him back to Xander, then yawned and shifted down again. "I need a nap."
"Of course you do, child. You did a lot of work just then," Modo's momma promised.
Throttle's mother tucked her in. "We'll make sure you've got a wonderful dinner."
"Chef Andy said we're supposed to be going there tonight," Modo said from the ramp. "Everything's gone, Momma."
"Good boy, Modo. Do you want to hold him?" Her son looked stricken and she laughed. "Some day, son, you'll be giving me grandbabies too. Staff, did you want to come hold the baby, dear?"
"Please." She came out of the kitchen, taking the baby to sit down and cuddle. "Hi, Victor. I'm Staff. You're so cute!" she cooed, teasing his belly. "And very full. Did you have mommy nummies already?"
"Yup, and now I'm off to get some diapers and a few bottles so we can babysit. Should I find a breast pump too, Charley?" She nodded, yawning again. "Okay. I'll be back. Throttle, I'm taking your bike!" he yelled. "Getting stuff for the baby from Walmart!" He headed out, going to the new garage, grinning at the machine in the corner. "I wonder what you are," he said, shrugging it off. Someone would tell him soon enough. "Hey, doll, Charley had the baby and we've got to get some stuff for him. Wanna go for a short spin?" Throttle's bike wiggled then beeped contentedly. "Please?" Vinnie's bike moved closer and nudged him. "That's fine, we'll take you instead," he agreed, stroking her. "You rest, baby. You had a long ride and you deserve it." Throttle's bike beeped in contentment and he got on Vinnie's to head to Walmart.
A salesclerk saw him park and headed inside. "Sir, there's a very white person on a red motorcycle. Isn't he banned for scaring the fish?"
"Does he have a mask on his face?" the manager asked.
"No, not this one, sir. No shirt, kinda, but no mask." They watched as he walked past. "Sir, you're supposed to be wearing a shirt."
He turned to grin at her. "The bike's actual owner just had his son and we're picking up some necessities. If it takes me more than twenty minutes, I'm going to pout." He turned back around and headed back to the baby stuff. He'd have to lash stuff to the back of the bike by the time he was done, but she didn't seem to mind too much.
***
Vinnie pulled outside of Oz's place, smiling at the landlord. "Hey. Oz and Meg in?"
"Going at it like bunnies from the noise," he said dryly, looking at the thing on his chest. "He's cute, kid."
"Thanks. This is Victor. He was just born today so now he's getting shown off. It won't take long, I promise."
"Like I care. The person who complained about bikes parking out front left last month." He held the door open for him, watching as the father carried his new son inside to show him off. "Tell the mother I said congrats and to rest. New babies are hard."
"Oh, she will be, even if we have to help out in the garage." Vinnie walked slowly up the stairs, holding onto the pouch so his son couldn't move or get bounced any. He tapped on the door, grinning at the half-dressed woman who answered it. "I've got a treat for you."
"Ooh! He came!" she shouted, taking the baby out to snuggle up to her nearly bare body. "Ooh, aren't you such a sweetie, baby love?" she cooed, sitting down next to Oz, who at least had put a pillow over his lap. "Look, he's a bit furless and he's got a little tiny tail, and he's so cute!"
Oz sat up, looking at the baby. "Hey. Don't worry, she won't make you deaf." He took the baby to hold, looking down at him. "You'll get cuter as you grow up, just don't be like your dad and brag about it. Women hate braggers, kid."
"Victor," Vinnie told him, leaning on the back of the couch. "It was a fairly easy birth and Charley's fine." Meg stole the baby back and his son, being the future stud he was, tried to latch onto the bare nipple. She yelped and moved him, handing him back. "That's my son," he said proudly. "Always ready for a good meal." Meg swatted at him but she was grinning. "I didn't mean to interrupt, guys."
"No, that's a good interruption," Oz offered. "Has Xander spoiled him yet?"
"Xander went to Walmart for diapers, formula, a breast pump, and a few bottles and came back with a stroller, this carrier, a playpen, and more clothes than Dawn has," he said dryly, cracking them up. "He's so deep in super fuss mode, he won't even spoil Throttle. But I can't say as I blame him. I've got an adorable son and he deserves all the good stuff." He grinned at him. "We're having dinner in tonight if you guys wanted to come over soon."
"Tomorrow, man. Let Charley bask in the glow of not being kicked for a night," Oz told him.
"Thanks, Oz. Later, Meg." He walked out, tucking the baby back into the carrier gently, stroking over the small antenna. "Yeah, you'll be fussed over by everyone for being so cute." He got back on his bike and started off again. He had one more stop to make. Vinnie pulled up to Chef Andy's, smiling at him as he came out. "Hey."
"Where's everyone else?" he asked, staring at the pouch thing on Vinnie's chest. "What's that? Getting practice?"
"Nah, it's tradition that the Van Wham heir get taken out to be shown off to everyone," he said fondly, waving him closer. "This is Victor. He was just born a few hours ago. My momma must've carted me to fifteen different houses on the day I was born, but we've only got a few people here we want to tell." He grinned at him. "So can we get dinner to go tonight?"
"Sure thing, Vinnie," he said, patting him on the back. "Congratulations. How's Charley girl?"
"On the couch. We're waiting for the bed to dry before putting her back into it." That got a small smile. "She's taking a nap. This little guy tried to eat off his Auntie Meg, but she didn't seem to mind." He grinned at him. "Modo thought the rest of them might come in anyway, but we're pretty well lazy tonight, watching him learn about us."
"I understand," he promised, going to wrap those sandwiches up. "Here you go, Vinnie," he said with a grin, handing him the bag. "Xander already paid earlier."
"He said he didn't," he protested, but Andy waved the money away. "You sure?"
"To celebrate that little guy? Yeah. He's too special to make you pay tonight. Have him and Throttle call me to make sure I got it exactly right and if you want, I'll put it on the regular menu for you guys."
"Thanks, Chef Andy. Say bye-bye, Vic." The baby grunted. "We'd better get back, he's probably hungry. Expect to see him in a few more days." He tucked the bag between his legs and took off again, heading back to the lair. The only people left to tell were on Mars, or in DC. He'd call them later. He rode up the ramp and handed over the bag, sitting down in front of Charley so he could hand the baby back to her. "Here you go, momma. Vic tried to eat off Meg since she was mostly naked, and Chef Andy thought he was adorable too."
"He is," she agreed, patting him on the head. "You're still sleeping on the floor for the next week."
"Sure," he agreed. "If that's what you want." She smiled and nodded. "Then that's what I'll do for you." He kissed her and took his sandwich, looking at it. "Coleslaw?"
"Eat it," Throttle prompted.
Vinnie took a big bite and moaned as the meat melted in his mouth. "This is good. We need more of this," he said, taking another one.
Throttle ate his, and nodded. "Really close and better."
Xander took a bite, grinning at him. "I like this."
Modo looked at his, then at Vinnie's. "No coleslaw on mine?"
"You don't like cabbage, big fella."
"Point," he admitted, taking a bite, then he moaned. "Oh, this is good." He ate a bite of Vinnie's. "That's better though." He finished off his and dug into the bag. The mothers got one each and then Modo got up, going to go back down there and get some more. Even if he had to beg. He pulled up outside the shop and got off his bike walking inside. "Throttle said this was better than the original. Can we have twenty more? Half with slaw and half without? I like coleslaw on this."
Chef Andy smiled and nodded. "I made an extra large batch for you guys," he promised, going to get it and warm it up. "It'll take me a few minutes, Modo. Does Charley need anything special?"
"She's drinking. The baby didn't let her eat for the last few days but Enamel said that was fine. That she could drink today and have soup tomorrow and then real food the next day. She'd be too sore to use the bathroom anyway." Andy nodded as he worked. "Staff's just taken to the baby like it was hers," he said happily. "She keeps stealing him to sit and cuddle and coo at him. Vinnie and my momma just give her this tolerant look and let her do it."
"She'll make a good momma to your brood too," Andy promised. "Just twenty?"
"We had one each," he offered, considering it. Four bros, Staff, both mothers. "Yeah, that's about another three each and an extra one for someone."
"I'm out of hamburger buns but I've got kaiser rolls. That okay?"
"Sure, it sounds really good," he admitted. "A bit more firm than the buns were. Those things just *melt*, they're good!"
"I'll make another batch in a few days," he promised, finishing up and handing over the bag. He took the money and smiled. "You be good to that baby. Remember, they cry during the night because they don't speak." Modo nodded, grinning at him before heading out. Andy picked up the phone and called a few friends. "Squeeze, this is Andy. No, good news. Tell everyone down there that Charley girl had the baby and it's a boy. He's adorable." He grinned. "Yeah, I know 'im. He just picked up some new sandwiches. Throttle wanted to know if I could make a good pulled pork and apparently they like mine the best," he said proudly. "Sure, not a problem. I'm open for another hour or so. Yeah, adorable. Little tail, no fur, tiny nose. Just adorable. Vinnie said he'd have his momma's hair color though. Sure. Whenever you're ready. Yeah, tell the rest of them so we'll lay off her this week. She don't need to be working on a bike or a car just after birth. Though, Staff's a good mechanic from what I hear. No, Modo's girl." He stirred the meat with a grin. "Yeah, her. She's a bit shy. She barely said three words to me when she was in last and she stuttered those. Loves his bike the way he does. She walked out and polished some dust off it the last time she was here. Yeah, it's good for him. Sure, I'm guessing it'll be a few days but sure. Thanks, man." He hung up and went to put that recipe up on the board. He'd be making a lot of this stuff apparently.
Episode 33:
Notes: Takes place at same time as 32.
Rimfire looked up as the ship landed, smirking at the man getting off it first. "Hey," he said, hugging him. "Throttle and Xander are back. Finally."
"Where did they go? I know they went to the West Coast and all. What kept them the extra week?"
"Sturgis. It's a huge Harley festival and rally," Dawn said with a grin, getting her own hug. "No kids?"
"Nope, no kids. Not on this trip." He got out of the way, letting the others get off. "Any word on the future punk?"
"She's due within a few weeks," Dawn reminded him. She showed him a picture. "Since you weren't here for graduation," she teased.
"You look happy," he said, grinning at it before handing it back. "Okay, we're sure where he is?" Rimfire nodded. "Absolutely positive?" Dawn nodded. "Then we can go once everyone is off. This is a pretty bold plan."
"He went and threatened my sister," Dawn snorted. "She let Fred kick his butt. He ran back to his limo crying in misery because little, shy, nice Fred kicked his butt."
"Fred's shy?" Stoker asked. Dawn nodded. "Wow. She seemed kinda blunt to me."
"Only if she knows you pretty well. Vinnie bragged about you a few times so you were put into the category of friend fairly quickly." She waved at the others coming off the ship. "Hey."
"My, Rimfire, she's a beautiful girl," one mouse told him, kissing him on the cheek. "You chose for beauty and brains?"
"Yeah, he did," she said dryly, holding out a hand. "Dawn Summers." The councilwoman shook it. "Oh, hey, Stoker, catch," she said, tossing over two textbooks. "Hide the other one with Willow. Maybe she can help make it rain now and then." She grinned at the woman who had kissed Rimfire. "Were you his trainer?"
"In some things," she admitted, smiling at her. "In some things he trained us, mostly in patience."
"There are still some who blame him for a lot of Freedom Fighters not having kids," Stoker said dryly, handing the books to one of the other men. "The filtering one I forgot and one for that new temple of the M'dreth and that spirit."
He looked through it. "Interesting. I'll hand our engineers this one tonight." He put them into the back case on his touring bike. "Are we nearly ready?" Dawn nodded. "How far is it, child?"
"I'm a Dawn and not that young," she said dryly. "It's about two miles. All street, well paved at that. No one's dug up anything around there yet. The bug Micah put in there said he's gloating over being named acting High Chairman because he's the last of the greater lines." She looked over as Enamel joined them. "We got a plan for the clones?"
"Yeah," he admitted, handing over a syringe. "He's not immune to the flu. I saw one of them breaking down because he had it. That's a live-virus dose of the vaccine. It should be more than enough and it's spreadable." She nodded, tucking it into her bra. "Need me?"
"No, we're good, but Throttle and Xander just got back," Rimfire assured him, smirking at him. "Besides, you have to be ready to get there for the baby."
"Yeah, it'll come now that Xander's back. He'll know who to go to for spoiling stuff fairly quickly," Dawn agreed. Stoker chuckled and nodded. "Oh, Stoker, did you get to see the pool?"
"Just through a small viewing area. It was pretty dim."
"He's opening it tomorrow so you can come look." She winked. "I'm told I'm not allowed to bring any smelly girl stuff near it. It's all for minerals and stuff."
"He has a thermal spring down here? I didn't know there were any in Chicago," one of the men coming off the ship said.
"No, Xander made him one," Dawn said smugly. "Then Xander took Throttle to San Francisco and rode back through Sturgis. They just got back," she offered at his moan. "They're probably in with Vinnie right now." She looked around. "We all here?"
"But one who couldn't come," Stoker admitted. He counted tails then nodded. "Let's head, kids." Dawn got on the back of Rimfire's bike. "Where's yours?"
"Not armed," she reminded him. "For things like this, I ride behind him." They pulled out and Stoker pulled out beside them. "Besides, how else do I get good cuddles?"
"I said I'd ride behind you now and then," Rimfire reminded her. "You're not nearly as bad as my sister and I helped pick out your bike. I like her."
"Me too, but she still needs to have guns and stuff put on." She kissed the back of his neck, making him shiver. "Let's go threaten the bad guys so I can have cuddles."
"I like that you're very goal oriented," Rimfire teased. He heard a piece of gun be unwrapped and started on, and some light music started. "What is it with you and Xander and music during assaults?"
"We get easily distracted by the sound of gunshots. This way I can ignore them. I do the same thing with major pain."
"Sure," he agreed. "Just no gum in the fur, please."
"I'd get it out," she complained, swatting him gently. "Go left, there's an accident ahead."
He nodded and switched them to the next block over. They'd be able to get to the headquarters just as easily. Actually, he saw the big set of windows and pointed at them for Stoker's benefit, nodding. Stoker blew the windows in and the bikes rushed in, arranging themselves facing the desk in a pretty arc formation. "The Council of Mars wanted to have a word with you," Rimfire told him.
The head of the Council, Carbine, moved forward slightly. "You're a pitiful species now, Marshal Limburger. Your people are dying. Your whole species is dying." She sneered at him when he opened his mouth. "We'll give you one chance to save your pitiful hides. Not that we want to, but we're better people than you'll ever be."
Dawn snapped her gum and smirked at him. "So we've designed an evacuation plan for your remaining people on this and every other planet, including Plutark. You've got enough ships to take everyone."
Stoker nodded. "More than actually. Then again, if you don't take it, you'll be wiped off the planet and all we'll have to do is sit back and laugh."
Carbine raised a hand. "Some of us won't laugh, Stoker. Some of us will howl and roll around on the floor at the sight of the former conquerors being decimated by their own stupidity. By the arrogance of this one young Plutarkian boy who wouldn't take a warning." She sneered at him again. "So, take your people and head off," she said, flipping a disc at him. "This is your safe passage all the way to Octet 4."
"But..." he started. "That's a dead world."
"The humans call that Karma, babe," Dawn told him. "Payback if you're not that literate." She smirked at him then looked over as the door opened. "Goons and look, a Karbunkle clone." She slid off the back of the bike, strolling over there. She pulled the needle out and stuck it in his neck brutally. "There, karma for what you did to my bros," she sneered. "I hope it hurts when you bubble up and burst." She kicked him, then glared as Greasepit tried to rush her. She sidestepped his rush and then backhanded him, sending him to the floor. She kicked him, then got him in the cheek with her delicate, pointy-toed high heeled boot. He screamed but she stepped back, waving him on. "Get up if you want. I can give you more." He sat there and cried. "You don't deserve a touch of Xander, Greasepit. He's worth more than fifty of you." She looked at Karbunkle, then backhanded the shaking clone. "You too." She blew on her knuckles on the way back to Rimfire's bike.
"Rimfire, I like your choice more and more," a male council member told him, smiling at Dawn. "Are you joining us when you come up?"
She nodded. "When we've finished our education and we come up, I'm going to insist that I'm working with him. Either in the intelligence field or as a Freedom Fighter, sir."
"Stoker, start training her," the guy ordered. He looked at Limburger. "Touch the button, son, I dare you. There's twelve bikes here to take you down."
Carbine nodded, popping out her blaster. "Plus twelve mice and a human girl. You have forty-eight hours to evacuate this planet and every other one, Limburger. We can transport the Bringers to find the others and will. The enemy of our enemy and all that. After all, Dawn's sister and that Xander mouse defeated many more Bringers than what are currently on Plutark."
"They actually went in to where the Bringers live and fought them," Dawn agreed. "Fortunately I didn't have to walk into hell that time." Limburger shuddered. "Forty- eight hours, sparky, or you'll be very dead. The associated Martian Council and us humans who know about you are gonna get pushy on this point. As Robin Williams said, take your pimp shoes and go."
He looked at the bikes and knew he didn't have an alternative. "I can't move them that fast."
"Projections state that your species will be dead within six days," the female council member who had kissed Rimfire on the cheek noted. "There's not enough of you on other worlds to keep your species going. We're more than willing to enforce a quarantine around your planet today, which would mean you're all staying there." He shuddered. "Most of us would want to do that I might add. Some of us do have a shred of ethics left though. Even those of us who lost most of it in the war have *some* left. Therefore we're giving you two days to get whoever you can off that planet. Then we're enforcing a quarantine. After all, they won't eat mice."
"We're not sure why they like you so much," Stoker said bitterly. "But it doesn't make us unhappy. In two days, Mars is launching a quarantine offensive. If you're not off the planet, you'll be dead." He looked around. "So says the Martian Council?"
"So say we all," Carbine stated firmly, still sneering at him. "Your choice of course."
"Octet four is a dead world!" he complained.
"As you made it," she agreed blandly, smirking now. "Reap what you sow, Limburger. Remember this in the future." He backed his chair away. "We will be watching. We'll be here actually. In the city, hidden, watching you."
"In other words, pack your shit and get out," Rimfire told him. "But, of course, if you have any slaves left, we want them, their bikes, and your computer files so we can fix what people like Karbunkle did."
"Speaking of, Stoker, Meg and Oz cracked the code on the one we found," Dawn told him. "Modo's mother's been checking through it." He nodded, smirking at her.
"You found one of their mainframes?" Carbine asked, looking at her.
"Xander went salvaging at the old tower. They found Karbunkle's system in working order, all it needed was a cord and the code broken. Meg and Oz worked on it."
"I was bringing it home my next trip," Stoker told her. He looked at them. "Anything good?"
"Yeah, he's got about five slaves and about seven bikes worth of parts around here somewhere." Everyone stared at Limburger, who was whimpering in the corner.
"We want them now," Carbine said calmly. "Even if they're hurt, we can fix them."
"Even the programmed ones," the other female ordered coldly. "I can help fix them with Shell's help. She helped me after all."
"Anything, just save us," Limburger pleaded. He hit a button on his desk. "Bring the mice and their bikes up here immediately. They're being handed over." He let it go, looking at them. "As a show of good faith."
"You have your exit strategy," Rimfire told him.
"If you use it, some of you will live," Dawn finished.
"Be lucky you got that much," Carbine sneered. The door opened and slaves were brought in by their collars by the remaining goons. The bikes were walked in or carried in in boxes. She hissed, shaking her head. "Zoom, Excelsior, Overthruster, take the parts. We'll work on them back on Mars. The rest of you grab the poor ones and we'll bring those who aren't riding back." She glared at Limburger. "The time started ticking when we entered. Time's wasting and your people are dying." He started hitting buttons, calling his people to make moves. "We do mean all of them."
"Any left on this planet will be picked up and handed to the government," Dawn told him. "My boss said he'd gladly hand them to the Martians for trial and probable execution." He looked horrified. "As you'll face if you're not on that ship in about," she looked at her watch, "forty-seven and a half hours." She looked at him. "Otherwise, we'll be back." He nodded, sweating now. "Let's go, Rimfire, the stench is turning m stomach."
"Sure, Dawnie." He looked at the one slave standing there staring at him. "Need a lift?"
"I'm dangerous."
"So was I," the other female assured him, grabbing him with her tail. "We can help fix you, son. We have the capabilities now." They turned in a fancy military maneuver, heading out through the wall instead of the already broken windows.
Limburger looked at the disc, then called his home world. "I've just been ordered by the Martian Council to leave this and all other planets. They're giving us forty-eight hours to leave Plutark and every other planet or else they're going to hold a firm quarantine over the planet. Their projections state we have six days of life left." The remaining council looked upset. "Load everyone, we're going to Octet 4. If we deviate, they'll blow us up. We'll start over from there." They nodded. "They have said that if any remain on this planet or any other planet that Mars can contact, they'll be tried and put to death. Probably on Mars for war crimes."
"Understood, High Chairman," one of them agreed. "How long?"
"Just under forty-seven hours. They gave us forty-eight when they broke in and it's been about half an hour. That gives us a small safety cushion." He straightened himself out, taking off his mask. "I'm leaving now and will join you in space."
"Very well. At least this will save some of us and we can work in an unused direction." He signed off.
Limburger looked at his goons. "We're leaving. We're leaving now. Pack everything that doesn't belong here, leaving the computer setups and anything Martian, and let's go to the stench carrier. Those who want to stay, go." They ran out through the broken windows. "Fine. Greasepit?" He whimpered. "Let's go."
"Yes, Mr. Limburger sir. What about the doc?"
"They injected him with some chemical weapon. He'll be dead soon. Besides, there's other mad scientists in the galaxies. They're relatively cheap." He walked out after his minion, going to pack his personal belongings.
***
Micah looked up as Rimfire and Dawn led Carbine and Stoker up the stairs. "I heard. Good job. He did leave already."
"Good, one less smelly thing stinking up my city," Dawn said dryly. "How's the baby?"
"Vinnie called a few minutes ago over the vid link and he's fairly cute," he admitted, showing her the picture he had saved down. "There."
"Oooh! A little tiny pudgy tail and furless," she cooed.
Rimfire shook his head, looking at Carbine. "What is it about girls and babies?"
"They're cute," she sighed. "I was like that once too." She patted him on the back. "Can we bargain with the leftover technology with you?"
"Sure. I've already been authorized to give you weapons, building supplies, grain supplies, or food beasts in equal trade," Micah promised. "The president was most impressed that you took that preemptive action." Dawn snorted. "You, behave. You do have a higher chain of authority because I do."
"You're my boss. As far as I'm concerned, you head my chain of authority. Anyone else can go through you as their high priest." She shrugged, grinning at Carbine. "The president asked me if I had an abortion when he was told I was on medical leave."
"She threatened him," Micah said grimly, shaking his head.
"I'd have done more than threaten," Carbine noted.
"We didn't bike over," Dawn said with a small shrug. She looked at Micah. "So, the *whole* council is here, bossman. Where's a good place to stick them and have the meeting?"
"I've got a spot," he admitted. "Let me get Lorne and Max. I'll be there tonight once I get the lists of what we have and can get." Stoker nodded at that. "By the way, Vinnie was trying to call you but Switch told him you were heading down here."
"We should be back within a few days," Stoker said dryly. "Old warriors never take long to fight over anything."
"Almost all the council is Freedom Fighters," Rimfire agreed. "I'm impressed."
"Me too," Carbine agreed. "It's a nice change too." She looked at the picture and smirked. "He looks just like Vincent as a baby. He's got a baby picture in his wallet that makes others laugh."
Micah smiled. "He is very cute." He stood up. "Max, Lorne?" Their heads popped up. "Take these nice mice to the safehouse. We're holding a negotiation session. Send Meg and Oz to the building to see what's left there so we know what we've got."
"Yes, sir," Max called, making that call then coming up to walk them back to the door so they could head. "Did you guys fly?"
"Yes, and I'm driving so they don't crash," Carbine assured her. "I don't know why Martian men can't land, but it's pitiful."
Max grinned at her. "Down here, they say the same thing about women drivers."
"Remember, you're the exception to the rule," Lorne taunted. Dawn pinched him. "Ow! Be more nice to me or I won't help you with your unarmed combat." He looked at her outfit. "Heels?"
"I broke Greasepit's cheek," she said proudly, grinning up at him. "I like my heels. I'm to the point where I can start learning how to fight in them, even if Throttle doesn't like it."
"Fine," he agreed. "Every woman has to make that decision for herself." He looked at Rimfire. "You look comfortable."
"Yeah, Xander made me buy more than two outfits," he admitted. "Said it was necessary." He shrugged, plucking at his t-shirt. "She got me this one. I let her do any and all shopping, it makes her happy."
"Good idea," Carbine agreed. "She has good taste." She stole Dawn to walk with her. "Let's talk about your training, young lady. Once you've learned the human styles, we'll have to teach you Martian ways of fighting."
"Cool." She grinned at her. "Can I have some gloves like Throttle?"
"If you can find any," she offered. "We'll see." They headed back to the ship, letting Max give them directions on where to go.
Dawn looked around the farm. "Hey, this is where the nightmare was," she complained.
"We raided it and took it over," Lorne promised. He glanced at Rimfire, who was growling. "We cleaned it too. Remember, that was a nightmare."
"Yeah, mine," he said grimly, pulling Dawn to him to kiss her hard. "Mine, all mine," he reminded her.
"Well, he's certainly got Throttle's style with women," Carbine sighed, shaking her head. "Possessive." Stoker chuckled at that, and the rest of the Council just laughed as they walked past them. "Rimfire, not now. We have work to do. Besides, she can't have a baby this year, she's got too much training to go through."
"We found a method of birth control that works," Max told her. "It's an IUD device. It basically irritates the womb so no babies can be carried."
"Yes!" Stoker shouted, looking up. "Thank you, Mars! Three is enough!"
The councilors who heard laughed, having to lean on each other. Stoker's kids were going to be legends, but they were rather annoying at times.
Lorne looked at them. "Let me guess, Anya's been sucking up to you?" he asked with a small grin.
"Spike growls at everyone. He'll be a fierce fighter, but he's one surly baby," Carbine told him, walking them inside the barn, which led to the house. "Interesting."
"Yeah, we thought so too. These guys were selling weapons on the black market. They're the ones who Xander got the grenade launchers off of indirectly."
"Interesting. He's been working on designing things for us," Carbine told him. "He had a very nice housing one done. Plus one for the bike plant."
"Who is Xander?" one of the councilmen asked.
"Throttle's boy," Stoker told him. "White mouse. Vincent adopted. Changed from a human?"
"Oh, him," he said, nodding. "I'd like to meet this mouse. He sounds very interesting and my son said nothing but good things in my book about him during that rescue."
"I'm impressed that he left your son living," Stoker told him. "The boy insulted him to his face."
"So am I, that's why I'm impressed," he agreed, grinning at him. "His mother took a strap to him for that, Stoker. He's very sorry," he assured him.
"Good. He should be. He even pissed off Modo."
"That's saying something," Carbine agreed. She looked around. "I like this."
"Yeah, it's tastefully decorated," Lorne agreed. He smiled as a rumpled Dawn and Rimfire joined them. "You two done for now?" They nodded. "Good. Go find Max, get the lists, and help everyone settle in."
"We're not formal, we'll sleep nearly anywhere," one of the men noted, flopping down onto a couch. "This smells like someone was rutting."
"Yeah, they did that here too," Dawn said grimly, glancing at Rimfire, who was growling again. "Oh, quit!" she said, swatting him on the arm. "I'm sore!"
"Sorry," he said, pulling her closer to nuzzle. "Just making sure you know you're mine."
"Of course I am. Who else cuddles me during wind storms?" She kissed him gently. "Let's go to work, Rimmy, then we can cuddle more." He nodded, heading off to follow Lorne's orders. She sighed and shook her head, following along behind him.
The adults waited until they were gone to laugh. That was so bad!
***
Stoker strolled up the ramp to the lounge area, smirking at them. "Someone looks cozy," he taunted, smirking at Vinnie. Who only grinned and held out his son. "You're furless," he said in greeting, looking at him. The baby let out a loud, smelly fart. "And just like your daddy too." He handed him back. "Sorry, we had a small negotiation to do." He sat down next to him. "How would you like to come back to Mars?"
"For good?" Vinnie asked, thinking quickly. "Uah, well, I don't know. I know I want to, but Dawn's got a life down here and Rimfire's still got some training to do, plus Charley's got her life down here." He looked at his kid, then at Stoker. "I don't want him to starve."
"I know. It shouldn't come to that. That's part of what we were negotiating for." He grinned at him. "Not for good. Not yet. This city still needs you."
"Yeah, there's still stinkfish."
"Not actually. They all left for Octet 4. We're enforcing the quarantine around Plutark with some help." He smirked at him. "I was talking for a vacation, Van Wham. You know, bring him home, show him off to the cousins, destroy another club or three?"
"I could stand that," he admitted with a small grin. "Can we bring everyone?"
"You'd have to if you bring him." He gave him a nudge. "You okay? I know how hard that first week is."
"We're good. He's sleeping some and he's been letting us all play with him. He loves to let Staff and Xander play with him most of all though." He grinned. "They just sit there and coo while they hold him. His little ears twitch and he grunts back. Xander lets him do whatever he wants to on him. He's even puked all over him and Xander just smiled and nuzzled noses with him." Stoker chuckled at that. "Xander would make a great daddy mouse. Nearly as great as I'll be."
Xander walked past them still listening to his walkman radio. He suddenly grabbed his cellphone and hit a number, smiling in triumph as he headed into the spare room and closed the door.
"I wonder what that's about?" Stoker asked, looking confused. He looked at Vinnie, who shrugged and patted his son on the back when he snuffled. "Here, let me." He took the baby back, laying him on his lap. The baby stared up at him, sucking on his thumb with his tail curled in his fist. "He's got a good grab already."
"Yeah," Vinnie agreed, rubbing a spot on his shoulder. "He'll never drop his blaster."
***
Xander grinned as the disc jockey they all loved came on. "Who has the best music in your life?" Sweet Georgie Brown asked happily.
"You do, Georgie, and WBKR," he said happily. The disc jockey laughed. "Am I in time for the tickets?"
"You sure are, the last set is going out right now. What's your name, dude?"
"Modo."
"Really? 'Cause I know Modo. He sounds a bit more Southern than you do," he taunted.
"Okay, well, I'm winning them for Modo," he admitted. "I'm a Xander."
"I've heard him talk about you in the past, dude. You're winning these for Modo? Why? They're hot properties."
"We're not on, right?"
"Nah, not yet, there's a four-play of Guns and Noses."
"Cool. I'm winning them so he can take his girl on their first date. She's sweet, man, she loves his bike. She gets up early each and every Saturday to help him polish and wash her. She even detailed her without Modo hinting that it was needed."
"Whoa," he said in awe.
"Plus, his momma likes her. She's a sweet lady and he needs somewhere special."
"That's so cool, dude. I'll make sure we don't announce who won 'em, but I still need your name."
"Xander Harris."
"Cool. When can you come by to pick 'em up, Xander? I get off shift in about an hour and you sound kinda cool, like the bros."
"Sure, we can be there then. Later, dude." He hung up and bounced out of the room, heading down the stairs. "Modo, go take a shower, we've got to pick up something I won and you're really sweaty."
Modo gave him a hurt look. "I'm not."
"You are." He leaned down to sniff him. "A gentleman should never smell worse than his date," he said with a grin.
"Throttle might get mad."
"You're only taking me to pick up the tickets, Modo," he promised, raising his right hand. "I swear, I won't hit on you or anything."
"Sure." He still looked confused but went to take a shower in the downstairs bathroom next to his nephew's room. He knew Xander usually had a reason for such things, that's why he wasn't complaining more. He came out and found his favorite, tightest, jeans waiting on him, no underwear, new socks, new boots, which were really nice and he'd been wanting and thinking about buying, and a tight navy blue t-shirt that belonged to Xander. "Why am I dressing up?"
"Because you won't have time to later," Xander said from outside the door. "Don't argue, just do. Time's wasting and we've got to be there in about forty minutes to pick up what I won."
"Fine," he agreed mildly. Xander would clue him in soon enough he guessed. He came out and his bike revved for them, moving to let them climb on. "Where are we going?"
"To visit Georgie Brown," he said happily. Modo stared at him. "He said hi by the way and said to show up when he got off work, which is in thirty minutes, man."
"Okay," he agreed, heading off toward the radio station. Now he was intrigued. What had Xander won and why did *he* have to dress up? They pulled up outside the station with just minutes to spare. Georgie was handing the show over to his coworker and said he'd see them at the show, especially the special winners. Xander got off and tugged on his wrist until he followed, making him follow him into the radio station.
"Hey, Modo," the receptionist said with a grin. "Who's your buddy?"
"This is Xander, he's Throttle's guy."
"Oooh, I know why you're here," she teased. "Georgie should be done in just a minute, guys. Sit." They nodded, Xander dragging him over there while she chuckled at that. Georgie had said this Xander guy was winning the tickets for the big guy. They were so cute, Modo obviously liked him. Plus, Throttle had very good taste, he was a hottie. She buzzed the break room. "They're here, Georgie." She hung up and grinned at them, waiting while the jockey came out with the envelope.
Xander grinned and hugged him. "We love you at the lair and at the garage, man. You're one of the great ones."
"Thanks. I'm assuming you're Xander?" He beamed and nodded. "That's kinda cool. You related to Vinnie?"
"By adoption," he admitted with a grin. "I turned like this and he adopted me. We go do fun stuff together. Is that them?" he asked, taking the envelope like it was a sacred object.
"Yeah, but you've got to sign some forms so we can report the winnings to the IRS."
Xander snorted. "Not an issue. I already pay a bunch of taxes each year." He turned and looked at Modo, who still looked confused. "There's a concert going on all weekend," he said with a grin. "The Metal Monsters Tour." Modo gaped. He had wanted to go but it had been sold out since ten minutes after the tickets had went on sale. "I just won the last tickets for you and Staff to go on your first date." The receptionist cooed at that. "I thought you'd like somewhere really special to take her instead of just Six Flags tomorrow night." Modo's gape got bigger Xander grinned brighter and winked. "I have it on good authority that your mother likes her like a future daughter. That your bros think she's hot and just perfect for you. That we all wanna see little Modo and Staff babies soon." He handed over the envelope, again like it was a sacred object. "Go, the first show starts in two hours. Like I said, you wouldn't have time to change, big guy."
Modo stared at the envelope, which had his name on them. "Xander?" he squeaked, looking at him. "How did you talk to Momma?"
"I called." He smirked at his buddy. "I'm sneaky like that. Remember?" Modo gave him a crushing hug and hurried out to his bike, those precious tickets going inside his t-shirt so they couldn't go any further than his waistband since he had it tucked in. Xander grinned at the DJ. "Forms?"
"You'll need a ride back."
Xander smirked. "Not an issue. Dawn's out on her bike and I'll catch one from her." He pulled out a pen. "Where do I sign my soul over for his happiness?"
"Man, you're one special mouse," he said in awe.
Xander nodded. "I know. I took Throttle to Frisco on a plane, then we rode back through Sturgis." Georgie smiled and nodded, getting him the forms. "So, how long before I can win something else for his happiness?"
"A month at least, dude. Where you from?"
"Sunnydale. The first time I really listened to you was the day you told me about the ghosts. I still like you though," he admitted with a small grin.
"Thanks, man. You're special. I haven't seen the big fella that happy since his mother came down a few months back."
He nodded, filling out the forms. "She loves his girl. She's the sweetest, most shy little mechanic you've ever met. She looks at him and blushes." Georgie even went 'awww' at that. He handed the forms back. "There you go, one soul already delivered. It was more than worth it to him. Oh, hey, tomorrow can you play a special song for Vinnie? About two or so? Maybe something he's always requesting?"
"Sure, another special occasion?"
"Yeah, his boy'll be a week old then."
"That's definitely a reason to celebrate with some good tunes." He clapped hands with him then watched him go, shaking his head at the receptionist. "I never woulda guessed Throttle for likin' boys, but if you've got to like a boy, that's the one to have as yours." She nodded and he went back to file the paperwork. He noticed on there that the boy had put that they were a special first date gift and grinned. Yeah, he was a good friend to them.
***
Throttle looked up as Xander and Dawn came back, tossing over cans of soda to them from the outdoor fridge in their lounge area. "Where did Modo take off to?" he asked casually.
"You know the contest Georgie's been running all week?" Xander asked with a smirk. "I got the last set two and a half hours before the show started."
"Wow," Vinnie said as he came out. "That's one special first date."
"Yeah, and I had a delivery guy deliver a nice hotel room card for a nearby hotel suite, with two bedrooms I might add, for the entire weekend so they don't have to lose the vibe," he said proudly. "His momma adores her. Plus I got to meet Georgie in person."
"He's still bouncing," Dawn agreed dryly, sitting down in her favorite lounge chair. "He even made Modo take a shower and get dressed before he knew why they were going." She popped her soda and took a sip. "Sit, Xander, before you start to Snoopy dance again."
Xander cackled and broke out dancing, picking up Vic to dance with him. "Some day I'll teach you how to Snoopy dance too, little mouse. Yes, I will," he cooed. The baby gurgled so Xander sat down to cuddle him, getting a very happy baby for it. "I'm good," he said proudly. "Very, very good."
"We knew that with the mineral spring," Dawn assured him, reaching over to pat him on the arm. "Hand over the baby." He was handed over and she settled him in her lap. "There. Now you're safe from giant white goofballs until your daddy wants you back."
"I heard that," Vinnie said tolerantly. "So, what else did you do?"
"I arranged for some nice stuff for tomorrow's birthday."
"He's only a week old," Dawn protested.
"Exactly," Xander agreed happily. "We'll have cake."
Vinnie grinned. "Thanks, Xander." He looked at Throttle. "Stoker wanted us to come home for a vacation."
"That might be nice," he agreed quietly. "Xander?"
"I'm good but I've got the building opening I have to go to in about two weeks," he reminded him.
"You didn't finish that project," Dawn said patiently.
"As the designer I should go anyway," he said dryly, staring at her.
"We could stand a short vacation," Stoker offered as he joined them. He took his own rootbeer and sat down, looking at Dawn. "Don't have one of those yet. Rimfire would never come down from the roof."
"Not a problem," she said patiently. "I'm not some baby factory, guys. Really." She got up, handing back the baby so she could head into her room.
"Something I said?" Stoker asked quietly, staring after her.
"Mice go through hormonal birth control," Throttle told him. "She miscarried recently."
"Damn, I'm sorry," he sighed.
"She says she's fine but she's still grieving," Xander offered. "It'll be okay soon." He stole the baby back, grinning at him. "You and daddy are gonna listen to the radio all day tomorrow, little guy, so you appreciate good music. Then I'll teach you about other musics too. You'd probably like Jazz and the Blues."
"I've never seen a depressed white mouse," Vinnie joked. "I don't want my son to be the first. No Blues. Jazz may be fine, but no Blues, no polka, and no country."
"Fine," Xander agreed quickly, grinning at him. "Just let him listen tomorrow."
"Sure," he agreed, knowing something was going on, but they were celebrating.
Throttle just shook his head. They needed other stuff for Xander to do before he went insane trying to celebrate and make all these little happy plans. He'd have to either find him a new bad guy or get him to work on a new project.
***
Modo looked at the envelope Georgie handed him, looking confused. "What's this?"
"The other part of your special weekend. I saw a kid putting it on your bike." He winked and walked off. "Read the letter."
"Sure." He opened the envelope, reading the letter inside. "A nice suite for the sweets this whole weekend. Two rooms so you can be a gentleman and she can be a lady. A hundred dollars credit for food so you don't starve because you can't live on staring at her beauty alone," he read, then he grinned, looking at his lady. "Xander," he said, that explained everything to her. She and Xander were a lot alike and they both liked to spoil him.
She smiled and giggled, leaning in to give him a gentle kiss on the mouth. "I'm all for it." She walked him through the gates, taking him to their great spot. They had reserved seats right up front. She could see up the guys' noses. And up one guy's kilt, which made her blush but he comforted her with an arm around her shoulder. "Modo, since your momma loves me, would you bond with me?" she asked during a song change. He just stared and she beamed up at him. "Please? Before I have to get mean and pounce?"
"Um, yeah, sure," he agreed, starting to grin. Then he pulled her closer to kiss her as hard as he dared, still very gently by Vinnie or Xander's standards. "You're my lady now," he promised in a throaty whisper. "We'll call Momma when we get back." He looked up as the music stopped, finding the MC, Georgie, grinning at him. "She asked."
"He said your momma loved her." He winked and introduced the next group over the applause for the new couple. This was almost as good a weekend for him as it was for Modo and his lady. He'd have to introduce himself later.
***
Stoker tapped on Dawn's door, hearing the grunt so he walked in. "Hey. I'm sorry, kiddo."
"Not an issue, Stoker. I'm fine."
"I can tell. You wanna talk?"
"Nope." She looked over her shoulder at him, then went back to reading her book on her stomach. "I'm fine."
"I'm sure. What about when they take a short vacation home."
"The city's nearly barren of bad guys," she pointed out dryly. "Rimfire and I can handle it." She glanced back again and grinned. "Besides, then we can club all night without parents getting involved."
"Sure, kiddo," he agreed, coming in to hug her. "I'll be on comm while they're up there." He left her alone, going to talk to Rimfire. "Hey."
"Hey." He looked at him. "I agree, we'll have it covered while they're on vacation on Mars. I am that good."
"You are," he agreed. "The Council was really impressed with you, Rimfire. Even Carbine." That got a small smirk. "How long before you bring her home?"
"Ten years probably. Enough time to get working for Micah out of her system." He tossed him something. "The next few books in that desert farming techniques class."
"Thanks, Rimfire. You're an all right Freedom Fighter." He nodded and left.
Rimfire got up and danced. That was the best compliment he had ever gotten! And from Stoker, who was his mentor and hero! "YES!" he shouted, going to pounce his girl.
***
The Mayor of Chicago opened the letter in front of his council, smiling at it. "As my last act in this beautiful city, I and my lover, Guyere, are entrusting this letter to my son, Marshall Limburger," he read. He cleared his throat at the shocked noises. "As my final act of promises to my lover, I am deeding all that was once mine in the city back to the city. Not only should that take care of any tax debt I had remaining when I got ill, but it should also go back to the city that I fell in love in. Guyere and I were both agreed, the main tower's lot should become a park. It's a beautiful spot to stare at the downtown from and the downtown area could use a beautiful park for sunny lunches, for children to play in, and for lovers to stroll in and be unafraid of who sees them. As I once had to hide who I loved from the world, no one should have to again inside Chicago's boundaries. Please, do what is needed with my land to take care of any remaining debts I owe and then turn the rest into useful, beautiful, pleasing, and populous things for the city's lovers and those who simply need the space to find love. Yours, Laurence Limburger and Guy Guyere, married men and happy father to Marshall Limburger, who does not realize what this letter states. Please let him down easy for us. I couldn't break his heart that way."
"Is it another hoax, like the lover's letters?" one of his council members asked.
"Yup," the Mayor said fondly. "Who cares?" No one raised their hands. "He does have a tax debt. We could use the park. No one else wants it because of the leftover stench from that stupid tower. Anyone opposed to treating this like it's real?" No one raised a hand or even shifted. "No one?" he asked again. Then he banged a gavel. "Record this into the official records on behalf of our former leading citizen and let's talk park designs, ladies and gentlemen." They cheered and he smiled back. "At least he's doing something nice for us. We can use a few of the factories as sale items to fill in some of the potholes he left. Possibly even for that new housing project we need built." That got a round of applause. "Do we have any idea who sends these?"
"This one was sent from DC, sir," his secretary offered, smiling at him. "Apparently our forger has a few friends out of town or he was on vacation when the younger Limburger left."
"Eeehh, that's fine. As far as I'm concerned, it's a real letter from the real Limburger and will stand up if his son comes back."
"How about we sell these six lots?" one woman asked, getting up to point at the map on the wall. "They're all industrial, we could use them to tempt a new business in. Maybe even a bike shop or something. Plus, WBKR needs a new home too. They've been planning one and one lot is next to their present station."
"I like that," the Mayor agreed. "Give me more ideas like that, people."
Episode 34:
Meg all but danced into the garage, pouncing Charley for a hug. "One of the great ones is coming to the computer expo," she said excitedly. "I've got full access passes to his speech on AI's and on pseudo-reality gaming and programming. The God of VR is coming and I'm so happy!" she squealed. "I cant *wait* to meet Jack in person."
"McCyber?" she asked. Meg beamed, nodding quickly. "Wow. I haven't seen him in ages."
"You know him?" she asked in awe. "I didn't think you were into gaming that way."
"He's my ex," she said fondly. "We broke up because he loved his computers more. Tell him I said to come over for dinner or something if you get that close to him. He hardly ever lets anyone within his personal space."
"Okay." She beamed and went to pounce her Oz, telling him the great news, that they had tickets to the whole expo, especially that event and the hacking lectures.
"Jack's going to be paranoid now," she said dryly. She went back to work, smiling at the nice, simple first job she had. Apparently news had gotten around and everyone was taking it easy on her for a few more days. A simple oil change wasn't anything too difficult and the baby could help her with it. Vinnie came in a few minutes later to steal him and get a kiss. "Jack's in town for a computer expo. I told Meg to order him to show up for dinner."
"Sure, sweetheart, always willing to show off the kid and brag," he said smugly. "Come on, Vic. The Unclie Xander said we have to go listen to the radio all day. Yes he did." He flipped on the radio in the office, sitting down in the desk chair to hold his cuddlesome son, grinning down at him. "Hey, how's that sound to you, Vic? Is that a happy noise? You'll learn to love heavy metal soon."
"And this one goes out to one of my bros," the DJ was saying, sounding really happy about that. "I hear his new baby's having his first week birthday today and his uncle decided he needed to learn what good music was. So a classic for the new bro, dance with him, Vin- man, teach him how it's done. By the way, I want pictures!" A classic song that usually made Vinnie grin started and he went to put it on the bigger stereo so he could dance with Charley too. He grinned down at her, winking a bit when he saw the door open but didn't know who it was. The baby cooed and snuggled between them, a happy baby with a happy set of parents.
"Xander requested it specially for him."
"We need to find Xander a new hobby," she teased. He nodded, then kissed her once the song ended. "You going to find him pictures?"
"If I know Xander, they're already down there," he said tolerantly. He grinned at the man in the doorway. "Hey, Jack."
"Hey, Vinnie. Charley." He grinned at them. "Long time no see."
"Yeah, and you look tired, man. Come sit." She nodded at the bench against the wall. "Let me plug this and pour in some oil and I'm done." Jack walked in, looking at the thing in Vinnie's arm, suddenly smiling and taking the baby to hold. "He's a week old today."
"I was wondering why you hadn't told me yet," he said as he sat down. "Hey, little guy. I'm your Uncle Jack. Yeah, you're Vinnie's baby."
"And then some," she agreed dryly, pinching Vinnie. "You can't help."
"I can so." He got under the car to plug the oil valve, then got back out so she could pour the oil in. "See, I can help. I'm very good at helping." He grinned. "I'm very good at many things."
"You are," she agreed with a small pinch. "Get me a soda?"
"Sure. Jack, want a rootbeer?"
"Please." He was still staring down at the baby, until they were alone. Then he looked at Charley. "You're so lucky," he said quietly. She smiled and nodded. "Have you taken him out to show him off?"
"Vinnie did some of that. He took him to see Chef Andy and a few other friends. I was thinking we'd take him out Sunday night because Modo was coming back and he was invited to the Low Rider." Jack nodded at that, he knew that place. She heard a squeal. "Expect to be pounced by an excitable redhead programmer," she warned quietly. Oz rushed in and hugged Jack. "Not the one I was thinking about."
"You're a God, man," Oz said simply, giving him another hug before stealing the baby. "We're having cake."
"Let me finish pouring in the oil," Charley said tolerantly. Oz nodded, walking the baby off. "You can go over if you want."
"Yeah, sure. Upstairs?"
"Next door. The rest of us live over there," Oz told him. "But me and Meg." He led the way, going to stop Vinnie from putting out more soda. "Time for cake."
"Sure." He shoved the rest of the case in there, handing Jack the last cold soda, and taking his son back. "One of his other uncles is a bit mushy," he explained. "We're celebrating his first week."
"You should celebrate that one," Xander reminded him, taking the baby to cuddle. "Yes, you should. That way you can get all the stuff we didn't have when you were born. Then the first month, which is around your first major growth spurt, then at six months, when you've outgrown everything, and then your real first birthday," he finished with a coo, getting happy baby noises. "Yeah, you'll like that one. We'll make you messy food. You can put it all in your fur. It'll be wonderful. Yes, it will," he cooed, walking him off. "We've got a guest," he called.
"It's me," Jack called as he walked up the ramp. He looked around. "This is a nice place," he admitted.
"Thanks, I designed it," Xander said with a grin. "I'm Xander." He shook his hand.
"Jack, Charley's ex."
"Cool. Welcome. Throttle, isn't it done yet?"
"I'm still fighting with the ice cream," he complained.
"Run hot water over the scoop," Meg ordered, going in there to help him. "Sometimes muscles aren't everything. Otherwise teenage guys couldn't work in cone shops."
"Don't remind me, please," Xander called in there, flopping down. "Any word from Modo?"
"He called a few minutes ago. They're going for the second day of shows. She didn't want to see the first band this morning so they slept in and had a nice breakfast," Throttle offered as he came out with the bowls. "Here," he said, handing one to Jack. "Ice cream cake."
"Thanks." He sat down, still staring at the baby. "He's cute, Vinnie."
"Yeah, he looks a lot like his momma." He sat down and took his ice cream, watching his son be spoiled rottener. "He'll have her hair color as his fur color too." He looked over as Enamel came up the ramp. "Hey. Just in time."
"I pulled down a bowl for you too," Throttle promised with a smirk.
Enamel got off and took off his helmet. "No Modo and Staff? I'd expect them to be mushy over the baby."
"Xander won them the last set of tickets to the mega-music festival this weekend," Vinnie said proudly. "Then he got them a suite near there this weekend, with two rooms."
"That's one hell of a first date," Enamel said in awe. "Man, and I only took Shell for a few drives."
Xander grinned at him. "If I had thought about it, I might have helped," he offered. "Oh, we got you guys passes to Six Flags too. It was cheaper if we included you than if not. With you two we got the bigger group discount."
"Sure. How much?"
"Sixty each."
"Decent. That's an admission and a half for season passes," Jack told him. "How many went in?"
"All of us, Charley, Dawn, Rimfire, Meg, Oz, one for the baby or guests if he doesn't need one, and these two," Xander said with a nod toward Enamel.
Meg came out of the kitchen with a bowl and paused, then squealed like Dawn and hugged Jack until he was blue in the face. "I love your work! I based one of my games on it!" she squealed, hugging him again after letting him catch his breath. "Oh, my God! You're so one of the great ones! I've gotten all your stuff and I've got full passes to the expo!"
"Let him go," Throttle said patiently. "The man has to be able to eat his ice cream cake."
Meg let him go and blushed a bit. "Sorry, it's not often you meet one of your heros, ya know?"
He nodded. "Yeah, I do actually." He grinned at her. "Which one are you?"
"Fiery Amazon Wench. AKA Meg. Oz's girl," she said with a nod for Oz.
"I'd share, but she'd beat me," Oz quipped.
"I don't need shared with, kid. It's all right." He grinned and ate a bite of his cake. "Baskin Robins, I'm impressed."
"Me too. It didn't melt on the way back," Xander agreed happily. "Eat, make with the happy baby presents."
"You've already gotten him everything he could ever want, much less need," Vinnie said patiently.
"Bet me, bro," Throttle snorted. He tossed something over. "Special ordered it a bit ago."
He opened it, putting his bowl aside to pull out the little biker outfit, grinning at his bro. "That's so adorable! We'll have to go for a ride later, Vic." He held them up. "See what your Uncle Throttle got you?"
"And Uncle Modo got him one of yours," Xander said, nodding at Modo's present. "He made sure we had it before he left with Staff."
He tore that one open and cooed at the little miniature Vinnie outfit, complete with helmet. "Oooooh! Charley, come see! They got him a baby Vinnie outfit!"
She came up the ramp, grinning at the two new sets of clothes. "No leather vest?"
"No, not quite," Xander said, handing her his present from the stack. "He needed something more covering. He's too young to like the wind in his fur."
She opened it, finding the baby leather jacket like Xander's in there, grinning at him. "It's adorable! Where did you find these things?"
"At the bike shop," Throttle offered, letting her have his chair. He went to sit in front of Xander and take the baby. "Hey, Vic, wanna start wearing your new biker stud clothes?" The baby cooed at him, he liked his voice because it was always soft, low, and husky. He got him out of his present outfit, changed his diaper because it needed it, then got him into his jeans and mini-Vinnie bandoliers. His father stole him to hug and cuddle, nuzzling noses with him.
Rimfire and Dawn roared up on her bike, with her driving, and stopped beside Enamel's bike. "I knew you were going to start without us when I heard the song," she said as she got off. "I dropped off my copy of the pictures since Georgie asked, Vinnie." She came over to look at the baby. "Ooh, aren't you so studly dressed as your daddy!" she cooed, kissing him on the nose. "This'll go very well with what the Auntie Dawnie just picked up for you. Yes it will, snookums." She handed him the present and took the baby to cuddle with her boyfriend in the same chair. "Hello, baby mouse. Yes, it's the auntie and unclie, yes it is."
"Dawn, headache," Charley complained when she broke into baby babble.
"But he's so cute!" she whined.
"Tough."
"Just think, in a few years we'll be able to give it all back," Xander said, smirking at Dawn.
She stuck her tongue out. "When I finally get around to having kids, you'd better come worship at the altar of cuteness that is my kid."
"Ours," Rimfire said patiently. "Unless you're dumping me?"
She kissed him. "Hell no! You're mine, studly, and you're staying mine." She looked at the new person. "Hi, I'm Dawn. You?"
"Jack McCyber, one of Charley's old flames," he said, reaching over to shake her hand.
"You're a damn god," Rimfire said in awe, shaking his hand. "Rimfire, sir. Modo's nephew. Freedom Fighter for the last four years...."
"Enough," Throttle broke into his recital. "Please, enough." Dawn smirked at him. "You need to clean your room, Dawn. There's some funny smells coming from in there."
"Yes, Throttle," she said patiently. "I'd have to anyway so I could find something to wear tonight. We're going out to the club."
"Rimfire's still grounded," Xander said firmly. "He's damn lucky Meg got those music files back since most of them were rare demos."
"Sorry, Xander," he said sheepishly. "She can still go out. I'll stay in."
"That's no fun," Dawn complained.
"Yay," Vinnie said dryly. "I'd say I'd take you but I think we're staying in tonight too."
Charley nodded, digging into her ice cream cake, cracking everyone up. "I'm still sore. The oil change wore me out." She ate that bite and looked at Vinnie. "You're still sleeping on the floor, hotshot."
"Wherever you want me, sweetheart."
Jack shook his head. "You guys are insane. I should pop around more often."
"There's no Plutarkians in the city," Charley offered with a grin. "It's safer."
"Sure. How?"
Rimfire gave him a smug look. "Intergalactic secret, sorry."
Throttle looked at him. "I'd like that answer too please," he said dryly.
"Ask Stoker," Dawn retorted, eating a bite of her snack. Then stealing a kiss. "I'll need something demure for tonight."
"Yes, you will," he said firmly, smirking at her.
"Why is it that you can go out dressed nearly as scantily as any ho on stroll, but let you go out by yourself and you dress like a Catholic school girl on vacation?" Oz asked.
"Because when I'm with someone, I have someone to watch my back. I'm not taking that risk when I'm alone. Even being able to fight, it's too risky for me to go out in that black leather outfit I wanted to wear out tonight without a guardian." Rimfire nodded, kissing her again. "Rimmy," she moaned. "Ice cream and party first, then snuggles."
"Grounded," Throttle reminded them.
"Shit," she complained, glaring at him. "We're engaged."
"Yay."
"Fine." She settled into her boy's lap, eating her cake and part of his since he was so slow. At least until he hit her with his spoon and finished it off. She grinned at him and he kissed her, passing her the last bite. She moaned into his mouth.
Xander pulled the squirt gun out of the ice bucket and sprayed them with it, making her shriek when the ice cold water hit her back. "Thanks for stopping the floor show."
"You have better manners than that," Charley agreed.
"We were that young and that hot for each other once too," Jack said fondly, grinning at her. "Or don't you remember embarrassing my mother totally at dinner one night?" She blushed and nodded. "So does she. She still asks why I don't bring you back." He glanced at Vinnie and the baby. "I've got a better reason to tell her this year I guess."
Vinnie grinned at him. "You sure do. The next person who steals my girl will be pounded into a flat, messy spot, and our son will coo for my skills."
"And mine," Xander reminded him.
"And his," Vinnie agreed, nodding at Xander. "He's my little brother."
"I can tell. You two look a lot alike."
"Sorry to interrupt, dudes and dudettes, but the Mayor has a big announcement and that's the rules. We'll go back to the bitchin' tunes from the 80's hour in a minute."
"Totally tubular," Xander joked, cracking Dawn up and making Charley and Meg groan.
"You're odd," Jack told him. "I like you for that fact alone. That and you spoil these guys."
"Horribly spoil us," Vinnie agreed.
The mayor's voice came over the radio. "Late last night we had a letter delivered to the City Council from our former citizen, Laurence Limburger." Everyone was now staring at the radio. "In it, he stated his love for this city, his admiration for the lovers of this city who were just as in love as he was with his husband, and that he wanted the city to prosper. Therefore he gave all his property back to the city and wanted us to turn it into a beautiful park where his former plaza stood and the rest put to good use for the city. As such, we will be auctioning off ten of the former industrial lots and honoring his wishes for the main plaza area. We thank him for his generosity and hope his son lives just as happily in memory of his charity as we will. Thank you for your patience and please, if you want anything from those lots, contact Melinda at the City Council's main office. She'll be taking bids. She'll also have contact information for those who want to put in bids to do the contracting work. Have a nice day and enjoy this pleasant sunshine."
Georgie Brown's voice came back. "Whoa, the big guy was *really* generous. He owned a great portion of the city. For his memory, I'll play a special song. Later, bros, and I'll be right back." Queen's _March of the Black Queen_ started to play.
Throttle looked back at his mate. "You need a new job or a new hobby," he said quietly.
"That wasn't me, it was Lorne, I think," he admitted, taking a bite of his cake. "Eat people. Ice cream cake should not be wasted." He picked up the nearest phone, dialing ECHO. "Hey, Max, tell Lorne it was a nice job, nearly as good as mine. Nope, first week's birthday party. Sure. We'll send pictures to you guys too." He grinned and hung up. "Sorry, still not mine. My next one is Halloween since we've got to take Rimfire and Vic trick-or-treating for the first time."
"We're taking Rimfire out for candy stroll?" Dawn asked. Xander nodded. "What're you going as?"
"Modo."
She chuckled. "He is a mythical being in many ways," she agreed. Rimfire giggled too. "We'll figure out what he's going as soon enough so we can work on it."
"What is this Halloween?" Rimfire asked.
"A traditionally pagan holiday that got adopted," Dawn told him. "It's one of the major candy holidays. Valentine's day, Easter, Halloween, and Christmas are the candy holidays we usually celebrate. Halloween's usually for little kids."
"Is there a significance?" he asked.
"Yup, Halloween, or All Saints, or Samhain depending on religion, is the night when the barrier between this world and the world of those passed on is the thinnest. In some places they celebrate the dead and have dinners with them, here we go out and bug our neighbors for candy or else we'll play pranks on their houses." She ate another bite of ice cream.
"Oh. Okay. We dress up for this?" he asked. She beamed and nodded. "Why?"
"We dress up like ghouls, ghosts, witches, famous characters and stuff while doing this to celebrate. I'm not sure if the dressing up in costumes is the old way, but the party certainly was," Xander told him. "It's one of the major Sabbats, or celebrations in the Ancient ways. We kinda do a mix and hold a lot of prayers against chaos sorcerers in this group."
Dawn nodded. "I heard." She smirked at him. "Don't worry, we'll keep you from having problems this year."
"Thanks, it'd be appreciated," Xander said dryly.
"Was Halloween the soldier or the hyena?" Throttle asked.
"Soldier." He stuffed his mouth full, shrugging at Jack's curious look. "I deal in that stuff. Sorry to confuse or annoy with it."
"No, it's okay," he admitted. "I was in Mexico last year during the Day of the Dead." Dawn grinned at him. "It was pretty intense."
"I want to be in New Orleans one year during one," she admitted. "It'd be pretty neat."
"It's a vampire ball," Xander said dryly. "They all gather since no one thinks anything'll happen. Unless they went to Sunnydale." He ate another large bite and Throttle stroked his leg. "Thanks, babe."
"Welcome," he said gently.
"We need to go to the movies that night," Charley said with a twinkle in her eyes.
"Already got the tickets," Xander said proudly. "They're in the locked drawer of the desk. The same as I've already rented my costume because I make a great Rocky."
"You in the gold speedos would be cute," Dawn agreed. "I call Magenta in the corset."
"Sure," Charley agreed with a grin. "I'll be Janet, I'm more modest."
"Huh?" the mice and Jack asked in unison.
"We'll explain it that night," the humans assured them with evil smirks.
***
Micah looked over as Lorne came up the stairs. "Xander sent another letter."
"No, I did," he said smugly. "I thought it was fitting and it would give the city some closure and allow them to do what was necessary to fill in all those gaps. Did they like it?"
"They did. The former tower and plaza's going to park, like you wanted. They're auctioning off some areas too." He gave him a dry look. "Did you slip your body and go possess Xander this weekend? That's a very Xanderish smirk on your face."
"Not that I know of," he said happily. "I can be naughty, Micah. Sometimes the mood takes me to do something a bit out of the ordinary. I thought it'd help." He shrugged. "Next case? Or am I going to help Dawn find Giles and Rayne?"
"Help her find them. I want that issue closed and dead as soon as possible."
"Sure." He went back to his searches, happy that it was an easy day for once.
Max pinched him on the arm with a grin. "You're so bad."
"Yeah, I am," he agreed smugly. "Thanks for forging the note."
"Not a problem. He deserved it anyway for making us stink so much when we ran into him." She went back to her desk, going to search a different area for those two sorcerers.
Lorne sat down to do the more common searches: hotel rooms, flight records, credit card records. The usual stupid places to look.
***
Ethan read the morning paper, combing to the announcements section. He was supposed to be looking for an obituary, but instead he found a more cheerful announcement. "Bloody bollocks," he complained, calling his cohort. "He didn't die."
"How could he not die? He was due to be stuck in there and die."
"Mr. Alexander Harris, kind and generous near-uncle, announces the birth of a son to Charlene Davidson and Vincent Van Wham. Their son, Victor, who was born at home, is perfect in every way and was born at 2:39 PM a week ago today weighing in at a modest eight pounds, four ounces. The proud parents are still beaming at their son and wish their friends to hear about it, since they didn't have the energy to send out personal announcements," he read grimly. "There was a sacrifice, I felt one," he offered.
"Just not the right one. The world could end, Ethan."
"It won't. Any sacrifice could have been good enough," he pointed out.
"No, no it's not. Xander's not one of the protectors any longer. He no longer hunts or hurts what is necessary for the rest of us to survive. It had to be him, the spell needed the power."
"I checked the globe, it has plenty of power to trap the opening portal," he soothed gently. He stood up. "I'm heading there now, Ripper. Wait on me. Since there's no funeral around here, I shouldn't have to stay around." He hung up and began to pack things, then felt a sudden, sharp pain to his side. He looked down at he blood pouring from his side, gasping from the pain. "Who?" he moaned. He fell down, clutching at the phone to hit the redial button but he couldn't reach it anymore.
The demon in the corner uncovered himself, walking out into the open. "No, he's not needed," he said with a smile. "You'll never get me with that pitiful globe either, Rayne. You of all of them should have realized that. An innocent's life is very powerful, but not enough. Neither would that boy have been. Oh, well. Toodles and all." He left, taking the globe with him.
Ethan groaned and muttered a spell, breaking every mirror in the room to get him some help. Plus, so the demon couldn't come back and torment him through them. That's how he traveled, through the looking glass. Someone pounded on his door. "Help," he croaked, just loud enough. Security rushed in and he was found, being taken to the hospital before he could die.
***
Ethan woke up with a gasp, looking at the nurse holding his hand. "I don't deserve that," he whispered. She nodded. "No, I don't."
"You're human, you deserve a bit."
"No," he moaned. He pulled her closer. "I must get a message to the local defender. It's imperative that he knows what's coming." She got free and left, bringing back a cop. "You must get a message to the local defenders," he gasped, grabbing his hand. "You must. He must know."
"You're one'a those fruitcakes, ain't ya?" he asked grimly.
"No, he's serious about this," the nurse told him. "He woke up to tell us this."
The man sighed and opened his book. "What message, buddy?"
"In my things, there's an ancient book written in a language you'd never understand. It must be brought to Xander. He must have it. He'll understand it once he gets it. Tell him he must stop this creature, Giles said it was his duty to stop it. Otherwise the world will end. That's what was so important that he was turned on." He gripped the cop's wrist more firmly. "Tell him to read it. It gives instructions for the project to stop it. It must go to him. He must find the globe and he must stop the creature."
"Fine. Where can I find this...Xander?" he asked.
"The Last Chance," he moaned, going limp.
"Sorry, I can't bring him back out," the nurse said gently. "I've done all I can, the rest is up to him, officer."
"Hey, whatever you did at least got us some information," he said with a small shrug. "Any thoughts on what attacked him?"
"Something with claws or a really nasty looking knife," she said tiredly. "If you'll go, I'll make him comfortable." The officer nodded so she smoothed the blankets out and did her observations. This patient was back in his coma and her healing powers were at an end. She left, going on her lunch break early. She needed it and her boss knew why.
***
The cop looked up the Last Chance in the database, finding a few entries where reports went for car crashes. "Oh, hey, a garage," he said, opening the various files. "Alexander... Alexander...Alexander... I'm guessing I found the Xander guy he wanted to have that book." He copied down the address and got up, heading down to Evidence and the CSU area to see if he could get the book. "Hey, the vic said that old book that we can't hope to understand has to go to some guy named Xander, that it's important, life or death, will stop a horrible creature, and I think he's a fruitcake but the nurse thought he was serious since that's all he managed to gasp out before lapsing again," he said quietly to the lead guy. "Done with it?"
"Yeah, he turned it over to this guy?" He got handed the sheet from the officer's notebook, reading it. "Xander. I know that name." He looked around. "When did we run into a Xander?"
"Harris, protected that woman, multiple gunshots to his car, and the protected person and the cop dying," one of his people yelled from her lab. "Last year, at the start of that abuse shelter project, he was managing it."
"Thank you." He handed it back. "Let me look up the records, maybe we have an address."
"I've got the one for the Last Chance," he offered.
"Yes, that's where we sent his car after we pulled all the bullets," the head CSU admitted, looking at the file once he found it. "Oh, he lives next door." He looked up. "Apparently he built next to his friend's garage."
"Thanks, man. Anything else strange in there that he might twig and give us a new clue about?"
"Ask him about the mirrors being broken," he told him. "We're still not sure why they were broken." He handed over the book. "Have fun. The file's marked that he's very strong willed, has a FOID card because he shot back and presented it, and he's a bit jumpy. Said a lot of stuff about survival."
"Wonderful, one'a them nuts," he said grimly, heading out with the book and the sheet of notes, going to the autopool for a temporary car. He checked one out and headed for the address in question, finding the garage pretty easily. The building next door was silent, like nothing was going on and no one was home, so he went into the garage since there was noise in there. "Ma'am?" he asked politely, making the mechanic jump. "Where can I find Xander?"
"Xander? He's out at the moment. Why?" She came out from under the hood, looking at him. "What's happened, officer? Is it his mate?"
"No, ma'am, something really odd and someone came off their deathbed to send me to give him this book and a message."
Vinnie came out of the office. "You can give it to me."
The officer looked at him. "He said to talk to Xander. I don't know nothin' about this crap."
"I know a bit," he admitted patiently. "Xander'll be back in a bit and I'll have him call if he's still confused."
"Probably won't help much since I am." He handed over the book. "This guy, vic in a hotel room stabbing, came out of his coma to say to hand this to him, tell him it's his duty to stop the *creature*," he said, adding emphasis, "and that Giles said it's his duty to stop it and that's why he was turned on." He shrugged. "That's all the whacko said before lasping again." He shifted some. "I don't got a clue, I don't know why. All I know is that the vic was stabbed in a hotel room. All the mirrors in the room were broken, and that the whacko wakes up and demands that I do this."
Vinnie looked at the book. It was obviously a magic text, it felt like the ones Dawn was hiding in her room. He looked at him. "What's the exact message?" The paper was handed over. "This is it?"
"He was awake for maybe two minutes," he admitted. "The nurse made him wake up somehow. He's in County if it helps."
"What's his name?" Charley asked quietly.
The officer checked his book. "Rayne by the check-in." He looked at her and shrugged again. "Sounded like a foreigner."
"He was. He's also a bad guy," Vinnie said grimly. "Fine, I'll give the message. He'll be back soon. Got a card?" One was handed over and the cop looked at him. "We have not a clue. Ethan's one of Xander's enemies and he recently attacked us."
"Okay. If you say so. This case just gets weirder and weirder," he complained, heading back to make notes on what little more he now knew. He didn't want this one anymore, maybe someone would switch with him.
Vinnie picked up the handset to the radio. "Throttle, get Xander back here ASAP," he ordered. "Ethan's in a coma, he woke up long enough to send a magic book and instructions to stop the creature or the world will end. Giles said it was his duty."
"I'm. Going. To. Kick. His. Fucking. Ass," Xander said coldly. "Where is he?"
"County, in a coma. The cop just brought the book and the note. It's a magic book, I can feel it."
"On my way," Dawn agreed. "Meet you there, keep it *out* of the buildings, including away from your son."
"Of course." He went and tossed it in their lounge area outside. It was outside and no one was going to touch it there. He sat down, waiting on everyone to return. Modo and Staff showed up first, making him smirk at them. "Have fun?"
"Tons," Staff said with a happy smile. "It was so boss, Vinnie, you would have *died*. We had front row seats," she moaned. "I could see up people's noses and a kilt or two." He grinned.
Modo noticed the book on the center table. "What's that?"
"Magic book Ethan Rayne sent to Xander from his coma at County. Everyone's heading back. Might as well sit and share highlights," he said with a grin.
"Magic?" Staff asked. "Like Dawn?"
"Like the nightmares?" Modo asked. Vinnie nodded at that. "Can we burn it?"
"Ethan said that Giles said it's his duty to stop the creature. I'm assuming that's the instructions," he said, pointing at the book. "I'm not sure if we should burn it yet. Later though. I'll buy the lighter fluid." Throttle's bike came around the alley between the two buildings with Xander driving and stopped neatly next to the tent opening. Xander got off and Vinnie handed him the notes. "From the comatose one."
"Fuck him and the bitch he rode in on," Xander said coldly. Vinnie gave him a look so he snatched it, reading it. "What?" He reread it. "This makes *no* goddamn sense!"
"Xander, language," Modo ordered. "Staff's not used to swearing."
"There are times to swear, Modo," he said patiently. "This is one of them." He sat down and picked up a stick from their small firepit to open the book, flipping through it. "It's in Latin. It's a demon," he said, reading the first few paragraphs. "It's a sacrificial manual," he said, picking it up and throwing it at the new addition's side. "That's why we had the nightmares." He got up and stomped off.
Dawn came around the house on her bike with Rimfire right behind her on his, and she saw the book first. She walked over to pick it up once she had parked, flipping through it. "Oh, fuck me," she said grimly. "Xander! Who sent this?"
"Ethan. He said Giles said it's his duty to stop it," Vinnie said bitterly. "Why?"
"Because only a sacrifice of power, as pure as possible, can keep this demon from being reborn and brought back into the world."
"Too late," a quiet voice said from behind her.
Dawn rolled, coming up with her mini-crossbow and the book tucked under her arm. "Xander! Demon!" He came back outside with a sword and a mirror. "What's that for?"
"To cut off his hand," he said grimly, tossing Modo the mirror. "Come on, you seem to want me, you come get me."
"You won't stop me, boy. No one can or will. The sacrifice of innocence wasn't enough."
"No, but I'm sure I can sacrifice you," he sneered back. "Many demons think I'm not good enough. They're all dead too."
"You can't stop me, I've got the globe," he sneered, holding it up. Dawn shot it out of his hand and he shrieked. "You can't do that! You're not part of this! Unless you want to be mine, girly, I'd butt out. You're not a slayer," he sneered.
"No, you're right, I'm not. I'm the sister of one," she sneered back, reloading her crossbow. "Xander, someone, get the globe. The message said we needed it." The demon tried to make a grab for it but Throttle shot it away from him and Charley picked it up. "Not you." She tossed it to Throttle. "Thanks." She looked at the demon again. "I'd go, buddy. Enjoy your last few nights on this plane."
"Give me her and I'll go, for now," he sneered at Xander. Xander lunged and caught him on the arm, making him howl and fade out. He made a lunge for the mirror but Xander saw and broke it, making him shriek and zoom off for the nearest one.
Xander looked around, then at Modo. "Go take down or cover every single mirror in both houses. I don't care how small. Even Dawn's compacts are to stay closed. It travels through them." Modo nodded and he noticed Staff looked scared. "Don't worry, it won't be coming back and I won't be here if it does. It wants me, it's going to get me somewhere far away from you, Charley, and the baby."
"Fat. Chance," Vinnie said firmly. "We can ward her and the baby."
"We can't ward the baby, the baby's too young," Dawn told him. "We need another week before we can do more than use external wards, like protection amulets. Which I can make. Rimfire, I need the blue book from under my bed." He nodded, going to do that. "Bring me the red case too, babe. I've got something in there to use. I was planning on one to keep the vamps away from him." She looked at Xander. Then she handed over the book. "What is that thing?"
"The first paragraph reads: "Woe unto ye who is vain for the creature in the mirrors which is vanity is thine reward and thy price. Any who would court him woe upon their souls, their heads, and their bodies, for they are no longer their own and are slaves to a darker master. The globe ye will need, a sacrifice of power, purity, and strength, a protector or a slayer, will fill. Innocence be not necessary and will only make thine demon pant harder at thine's loins and draw him deeper into you. Perish the virgin slayer and all is lost. Perish the virgin watcher and all is lost. Perish the virgin protector and all is lost, but perish the protector or watcher who is great and randy, then all is saved and the souls will depart with the demon back to his darker plane of mirrors and illusions. This is a Chronicle of how we, Matilde and her watcher Horace, defeated thus an enemy and how we must do so again through our future souls."
"Hey, at least most of the slayers are sluts," Dawn offered dryly.
Xander shook his head, but he was groaning. "Dawn, read the message," he said, handing it over.
"The nightmares, he was trying to sacrifice you," Throttle said quietly. Xander looked at him and nodded. "You're still not leaving."
"If I don't, you're all in mortal peril."
"I was bored anyway," Vinnie assured him. Charley gaped at him. "I was! I haven't been in a good fight in weeks!"
"I doubt you can fight him," Xander said tiredly. "I'm guessing here but physical fighting was tried and not successful." He sat down with the book, starting again. "I hate Latin."
"At least Giles made you learn, I had to do it on my own," Dawn complained. She took the stuff from Rimfire when he came out, pulling Vinnie over to help and to teach him this. He'd probably need to know it someday. "Fairly simple, fairly powerful, fairly easy," she told him. "About the only good thing Puritans ever created, it's a talisman to ward off all evil spirits and to make them manifest so they can be fought." He nodded, watching as she opened the book to the right page. She looked at it, then at Xander. "He took pages out of my book."
"It's in my journal," Xander admitted. "Bottom drawer of my dresser. Or it's in the maroon leather book that we got when I first moved here."
"Sure, Xander," Dawn agreed, going to find his journals.
"You keep a dairy?" Staff asked.
Xander smirked at her. "I'm working on my own Chronicle. I have been since that first possession. That way if I totally lose all my memories I can rebuild my shields and not suck in every single demon and ghost within a ten mile radius." He went back to reading, frowning at this. "Yup, physical fighting just made him want more sex with more victims," Xander said, shifting some so he could put his feet up. He looked at the note from Ethan again and groaned. "Globe?" It was handed over and he looked it over, cracking it open to let out the former spirit in it. "No sense in making him more horny by keeping that bound," he sighed, going back to his study.
Vinnie looked over at him, then at Dawn, who was grimacing as she sat down again. "You okay?" he asked quietly.
"Yeah, still sucks. Gonna kick me a Giles' ass when I find him," she said blandly. "There's better ways. I'm sure of it." She glanced at Xander, then back at Vinnie. "He'll do it if it's the only way," she said quietly. Vinnie shook his head. She nodded. "Yeah, he would have." She went back to working, sighing in defeat. She worked the mixture together, stabbing it a bit. "Here, you stir. It's being too strong for my wrists."
He nodded, working the contents together. "This is worse than dough. Can't we use our hands?"
"You could, you're the father. I can't since I'm not related."
"Sure." He gave her a nudge. "I'm sorry."
"Not your fault and it wasn't time," she said quietly.
"Dawn, he wanted me. You were an accessory," Xander reminded her quietly. "Just work on protecting the baby and Charley. She's still got shielding issues." She nodded, starting on a second batch. "He'll be paying for you for years," he promised her. "Even if I have to use him as the sacrifice."
"Sure, Xander. Can we?"
"That would be wrong," Throttle said firmly.
Dawn looked at him. "If it comes down to a 'him or Xander' choice, which one do you want?" He looked stunned. "It could. We've had those before. Glory made it a me or Buffy choice once. This one's not that strong but I'm not going to rule it out. I'd rather lose the bad guy in that situation. I hesitated last time and my sister died because of it."
"No, Dawn," Xander said quietly. "You're a protector, it won't happen."
"I'm not!" she shouted.
"You are," he said, glaring at her. "If I fall, you're the city's protector. Get over it." She nodded, calming herself. "Besides, you couldn't have jumped, she would have stopped you. Hell, I would have stopped you and I couldn't do magic then." Dawn started to cry and Vinnie pulled her closer, letting her cry on him. "Buffy did what she had to," he reminded her. "She'd already been dead once. The only real fault with that was Willow pulling her back." Dawn nodded, sniffling into Vinnie's chest. "Let it go, kid. You can't carry that pain around. It's not good for you. You didn't hesitate, you were stopped. She stopped you." Dawn shook her head. He nodded. "She did. She stopped you. I saw her stop you from moving. She stopped you. That was not your choice to make. It was her choice of you or her. She chose to sacrifice herself instead of you," he said gently. Dawn sniffled and nodded, clinging to him now. He looked at Throttle. "I blocked you from seeing parts of that," he admitted. "That was the first time I felt the power come up to help me." He went back to reading, letting Dawn come curl up in his lap when she was ready. He kissed her on the head, stroking her back.
"It was her choice," she agreed softly. "I was going to take it from her."
"Yeah, well, it's her job to do the stupid stuff," he reminded her blandly, looking down at her. "It wouldn't have mattered. We all know it wouldn't have mattered, Dawn. She would have done it anyway. She was about to self-destruct. She was depressed, suicidal long before then, and drowning in a life that she didn't have but she desperately tried to emulate. She picked the best moment. She would have sacrificed herself at some other demon to get Willow or Riley away," he said gently, giving her a one-armed squeeze. "We all saw it and Willow was in denial. That's why she brought her back. That and all the problems in Sunnydale. Which probably would have slowed down after Samhain."
She nodded, staying where she was. "I hate this life."
"I know, me too, kiddo. I'm sick and fucking tired of the fucking demons trying for me and mine. If I had my way, I'd go to the main hell plane and kick ass." He kissed her on the top of the head. "Better?" She nodded. "Good. Then it's not happening. There's got to be another way around this demon. Horace was pretty thorough for a watcher but it's been centuries since this started and things are different now." She nodded, letting him go back to reading. "I hate Latin." She chuckled at that. "I do, it gives me a headache."
"Yeah, me too," she agreed, giving him a squeeze.
"What are we doing for your birthday?" he asked.
"I don't care. Clubbing?" He nodded. "Cool. Thanks. Nice dinner?"
"I think that should be Rimfire's thing. We'll have cake and snacks, then head," he decided. He felt her smile. It was good for her to be thinking about other things. Distraction worked to keep them all from dwelling on the situation.
***
Xander looked up as Throttle joined him in the library, nodding him closer. He finished making his notes on what had been done before, then closed the book. "What's up?"
"I don't want you to do this, Xander," he said quietly, staring him down.
"If it's necessary...." he started. Throttle shook his head. "I'm not sure yet, Throttle. They were pretty thorough in the traditional methods and that's all I'm skilled in."
"Xander, you can't," he protested. "It'll destroy Dawn. Not to mention the rest of us."
He stood up. "Babe, if Mars could have been saved by a single sacrifice, where would you have been?"
"At the front of the line before the altar, shoving Stoker out of the way," he agreed, pulling his mate over to hold him. "If it comes down to it, please let someone else do it?" he pleaded.
"If it comes down to it and I can grab Giles, I'm shoving him in the thing's direction," he said dryly. Throttle gave him a look and he sighed. "I don't want to, Throttle." He gave him a long, deep kiss. "But if that's the only way to protect you, and Dawn, and the baby, and all the future babies, then I will. At the very least it'll keep him in his dimension for another century."
"It's not worth it."
"Yeah, but I don't know how to destroy his powerbase and unravel it from there," he said coldly. "If I could do that, I'd do that. That's *chaos* fucking magic though. I'm being held back by my own good guy nature. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't do that this time, not without *years* of study." Throttle shivered. "I'm guessing Ethan knew this. I'm also guessing that he and Giles tried or they're the ones who freed it for shits and giggles. I should go sacrifice Giles, not the other way around, like he *wanted* to do. By the way, did you know I'm now a traitor to the slayers? I got that in an email earlier from Wes. That's what Giles called me when he called Wes and Fred to tell them what was going on and to get their help in sacrificing me." He turned and picked up the book, throwing it at a wall. The spine broke and he sighed, going to pick it up and take the dagger for the ritual out of the broken area. He held it up. "They included it so it could be stopped faster."
"Xander, there's got to be another way."
"Yeah, I'd like to think that too," he said dryly. "If I wasn't such a good guy, he'd already be gone. I'd already have Giles tied down and ready to be bled." Throttle shuddered at that. "Aren't ethics wonderful?" he asked bitterly, leaving out the nearest door. "I'm heading for a walk."
"Sure," he agreed, going to pick up the book, noticing Xander still had the dagger. He'd have to take it from him later. He sat down with Xander's notes, reading over them. They looked pretty thorough. Fighting it made it stronger and more deadly to those it attacked. Innocence being sacrificed to it made it hot and want more victims. He heard a footstep and looked around, finding Vinnie in the doorway with his son. "He can't be near the book."
"He can," he told him, walking in. "That's why he's got the amulet." He looked around and went to take down the mirror that had been left in there. He looked at Throttle. "Did Modo miss one?" Throttle shook his head. "What do we have?" The notes were handed over and he exchanged them for the baby.
Throttle sat there and cuddled the comforting little creature. Vic was almost as good as Xander at calming him down again. "He's got the dagger with him," he said quietly. "It was in the book."
"Yeah, this guy sounds pretty prepared," he admitted, reading it over again. "There's a gap and I don't know what," he sighed. He looked it over again, taking it to the computer to call Mars. "Hey," he told the answering person, Carbine. "I need to speak to the Highest of High of the M'dreth, like right now."
"Why?"
"Don't ask. Oh, don't come down, it's going to be a while before it's safe. Tell Stoker that and make sure the kids stay up there. We've got a new demonic enemy." She shuddered and nodded, putting him on hold, transferring his call. A lit globe came on as the picture and he snorted. "Cousin, not cute," he said dryly. The globe flashed. "Fine. Be that way then. We've got a demon who travels through mirrors. We've got watcher's notes from the past saying it needs a sacrifice of a protector. We're missing something and I don't know what."
"You want to return to the path of the Goddess?" the globe asked.
"No," he said honestly. "But I do have a witch down here who's starting on the path and she could use the books. Dawn's got her shrine set up and she's past the second book."
"Dawn?" the globe asked. "Summers? The one who wrote the report for our edification and amusement?"
"Yup, her," he said bitterly. "And since Throttle's mate is the top protector in this city and it's been targeted at her, my son and I are now in danger. I'm calling in that favor for saving you from drowning."
"Which book, cousin?" he asked, invoking the sacred relationship of one who practiced, but was not of their path. Their path would have been a sibling.
"It's brown leather, written in Latin by a Watcher Horace and his slayer Matilde."
"Ah, I know of that book and the demons. They forgot to test nature's fury against it." The globe flashed a few times dimly. "Fine, we will send down the books. You will train this witch?"
"She's doing it on her own. We all know I gave that up. My son won't be doing it either."
"Very well. We will send her the sacred books. Even though she follows the Goddess instead of our ways. A full set if possible."
"I had hopes but I doubted that there was a full set around."
"There are personal copies," he admitted. "We have some who hid their sets in caves and the like. We will send them. Who do you wish to trust them with?"
"No one personally. We can't hazard another person in harm's way."
"Then we will send the spirit down. She is untouchable. Give us a few days."
"Thank you, cousin."
"You are welcome. Shield your son better, Vincent. He is very open, as is your wife still." The globe went dark and the connection was cut.
Vinnie sat back with a sigh, looking at the lounge area. He saw Staff out there. "I dabbled," he admitted.
"So?" she mouthed.
"They're sending books down for Dawn and some help for this current crisis."
"She follows a Martian path?" He nodded. "Why?"
"Ask her," he said with a grin. "That's a personal decision." He stood up and went to find the shielding books he'd need. He would not let his son turn into Xander. Or his wife. He walked into the library. "Dawn's getting a teaching set off Mars and M'dreth."
"Why?" Throttle asked.
"Because they have an idea of what we're all missing," he said simply. "Expect to see Willow soon."
"You rang?" Willow asked as she walked out of a wall. "Where's Xander now?" She concentrated and he came flying through the door. She took the dagger, then snorted and tossed it aside. "Poser weapons, Xander?" she asked with a smirk. "DAWN SUMMERS, GET YOUR MAGIC USING ASS UP HERE!" she shouted. "BEFORE I TELL YOUR SISTER THAT YOU'RE PRACTICING MARTIAN MAGIC AND TAMPERING WITH PLANETARY FORCES!"
"Damn, you're loud," Xander complained. But he was smirking. "It spoke to her. She's trying to help rebuild."
"I know." She tossed a small box at him. "The dagger you'll need, and the instructions to bypass the sacrifice. It's risky and a fight." He nodded, sitting down to look through it. She looked around. "Nice. Angel's crap?"
"Yuppers."
"Cool beans." Dawn and Rimfire walked in, looking fairly pissed. " Good, brat." She pulled something off her back and dumped it out, letting the books fall to the floor. Then she pulled out a ball of power. "I should burn them. You promised to give up magic."
"I'm being helpful, I'm not destroying the world," she said firmly, arms crossed over her chest. "After all, I'm the reason you got the book on weather magic."
Willow nodded. "Point. You follow which path?"
"The Goddess of Nature and Fertility. Why? Having fun playing with the chaos?"
Willow nodded. "Actually, the seal is sentient and it plays gin very well." She tossed the ball of power at Rimfire, watching as he caught it and it morphed into an image of Mars. "At least you've got a protector and someone who can stop you. I had that and then Tara died," she sighed, shaking her head. She handed over the bag to Vinnie. "To store them in when you take them from her."
"As long as she doesn't do what I did and nearly blow up a village, I'm not going to complain," he noted, handing it to Dawn. "She's a big girl who can make her own decisions. We trust her."
Willow stared at him, then at Xander. "You do?" He nodded. "You're certain? You know what's in her books?"
"The creation stuff? Yeah. I cleaned her room last." Dawn blushed and Rimfire pinched her. "She can't, Rimfire. She's powerful, but not that powerful. Is she, Dawn?"
"No, she's not," she admitted. "At least not down here. We'll see what I can do when I get to Mars. At the very least I may be able to create one of those crystal roses that anchor storms."
Xander nodded. "Sounds good to me." He looked at Willow. "Where's the rest of them?"
She sighed and shivered, pulling something out of her stomach. He summoned another two books and handed them to Vinnie, and she handed the other stack to Throttle. "Thanks, Willow," he said patiently. "Got any clue about this demon?"
"That's the best I could find," she admitted, pointing at the box she had handed Xander. She looked around. "There's a few mediums around here."
"Actually, we're all either extra large, or very small," Vinnie taunted, smirking at her. "How's Mars?"
"Good. As you'll find out when you get to come back for your vacation," she said dryly. "By the way, your cousin wants a non-emergency call. He said it was mean to call in that life debt over this. After all, it's only half Martian." She winked and walked over to hug Dawn, then Rimfire. "I'll be back when they're on Mars. Laters, all." She took a running start at the wall and disappeared.
"Huh," Dawn said, staring at the wall. "I wonder if I can do that." Rimfire pinched her again. "Ow! It would be astral travel in case of an emergency while you're all up there."
"I'm staying," he reminded her. "We won't need to call them."
"I agree, no astral travel, Dawn. You might run into Anya or someone and get stuck in a gossip-fest."
"Point," she admitted, picking up her books to put them on the table. Then she took the ones from Throttle and handed them to Rimfire. "Room."
"Fat chance," Vinnie ordered, pointing at a clear spot. "That's your bookcase. No more hiding it, Dawn."
"Is that what stinks in her room?" Throttle asked.
"No, she brought in a deli sandwich, roast beef, and it got lost under her bed," Xander said dryly as he looked at the new notes. "Much easier," he said fondly, grinning at Dawn. "You up for sex magic and a bit of blood magic?"
"Hell no," Vinnie said, snatching the paper. He looked up and they were gone. "Xander!"
"Is this one better?" Throttle asked.
"That depends. Do you want us to summon the demon, trap the demon, give it an infusion of one our's blood, then Xander's?" he asked dryly, handing it over to him. Throttle read it over, his eyebrows climbing. Vinnie smirked at him. "Yeah. Workable but dangerous."
"Sounds like we're going to a hotel for the weekend," Throttle told him. Vinnie snickered at that. "We're not doing that here. He might stay."
"With any luck, he'll be trapped."
"I'm still wondering how a half-Martian, half-demonic entity came to be?"
"Probably with the same M'dreth priestess who came down here and got chummy with the Druids," Vinnie quipped. Throttle kicked at him for that. "She did other things."
"True," he agreed, getting up to go find his mate.
Vinnie got up to shelve the other books in the correct order. By path and then by number on the spine. He'd be watching Dawn to see which ones she went for next. She and Rimfire brought up the rest of theirs and he shelved them in their right spots, keeping her from taking a black book. "No. No chaos theory."
"I wanted to see if they had anything on making new things from chaos," she protested.
He handed her the first book from her path. "Tough. Learn your real path first and then branch out, brat," he ordered, giving her a fond look. "Don't be like me."
"Vinnie, if I destroy Chicago, we're all in trouble," she said dryly. He tried to pounce her and she smirked at him. "Ooh, what's wrong with the widdle Winnie baby mouse?" she taunted, using baby talk. "Did the widdle baby mouse man wanna play?"
He got her around the ankle and brought her down, glaring at her. "Not really, but I can still whip your tail, Dawn." He started to attack her, and she got him with the book, but he batted it aside and kept on. She was going to be sorry for picking on him.
"Rimfire, help!" she shrieked, laughing a bit. "He's trying to be mean and scary!"
"You're on your own," he said, shaking his head sadly. "You're the one who picked on him. I learned long ago not to pick on Vinnie, he retaliates."
"Guys, some of us would like to be able to have sex and you're making more noise than we can ignore," Xander called from the doorway. "Can't you gag her, Vinnie?"
"Hey!" she protested, but Vinnie had gotten her flipped over and was tickling her while she shrieked and tried to get away from him. She finally got him with her heel in the right spot, then knocked him over to pummel him, then went in for the tickling torture. He'd be pissing himself before she let him up if she had her way. Which she didn't because Rimfire pulled her off and carried her over his shoulder back to their room. "Fine. He started it!"
"You picked on him, you got what you deserved," he said patiently. They ran into his uncle and Staff in the hallway and he shrugged. "She picked on Vinnie, he got her back."
"Fine," Modo said tolerantly, smirking at them once they were gone. "Do we have a plan?"
"Yeah, Willow delivered one," she called, waving at them from her spot, then she grabbed Rimfire's tail and bit it, hard, making him yell and drop her. She got him onto the ground and sat on his back. "Bad, bad, Rimfire. Don't put me over your shoulder! That's not how you carry your girl around. Your uncle would not approve."
"Uncle Modo, can't I carry her like that?"
"Only when she's in danger or being annoying," Staff told him.
"Fine," he complained, getting up under her to give her a piggy back ride. "I'll do it this way then. But I will be getting her back for that tail bite."
"Use a silencing spell, kids," Vinnie yelled. "I mean it!"
"Fine," they complained.
"Do you wonder what Sunnydale was like when those two were younger?" Staff asked, taking Modo's arm to squeeze. "There were more of them then."
"No, I figure it was like it is now, more or less," he admitted, giving her a quick kiss. "I'm sorry about the strange stuff."
"Not an issue. I'd almost expect it to pop up now and then," she admitted with a smile. "After all, Xander's not exactly the most *normal* mouse."
"Point," he agreed happily, giving her another kiss.
"Oooh, I'm thinkin' there's going to be another claiming soon," Vinnie teased as he walked out of the library with the book he wanted to look over. Modo looked at it, then at him, opening his mouth. "I'm helping defeat this one, not taking it back up. Willow did bring a full teaching set though."
"Wonderful," he said dryly. "Are they fighting like the priests used to?"
"No, not yet." He shrugged and went back to bed to read beside his wife. She was asleep, she wouldn't keep him sleeping on the floor tonight. He snuggled up next to her back, settling in to read, but he was quickly bored with the religious tone of the text. It only took about two paragraphs before he looked at his wife and tossed the book aside, going to sniff her. She still smelled so good. She was wonderful. He still wanted to celebrate the birth of their son. He would be celebrating the birth of their son soon. He moved to lap at a nipple and she kicked him off the bed. "Ow, sweetheart."
"No sex for a month means no sex for a month, Vinnie. I'm barely unstretched from having him!" she complained. "Go crawl in with Throttle and Xander. Let them take care of that." She laid back down, covering herself firmly with the blankets and tucking it around herself as an added protection.
Vinnie huffed, standing up. "Fine. A whole month?" he whined. She nodded. "Why?"
"Because I'm sore! Think about how big that hole normally is!"
"Fine," he whimpered, trudging next door to go interrupt the couple. They'd let him at least sleep in their room so he wasn't tempted. He heard a happy moan and sighed, tapping gently. "Guys, Charley said to come sleep in your room. That I'm being jumpy."
Throttle opened the door, looking at him. "Tried it again?" He nodded, looking miserable. "Get in here." Vinnie walked in and he shut the door, going back to playing with his mate's tied down body. "Xander, Vinnie can sleep in the swing, right?"
"Sure," he panted, arching up into the teasing mouth. "Have fun, it's comfy and got a head rest."
Vinnie looked at the leather seat in the corner, then at him. "You can sleep in that?"
"I have," Throttle admitted. "That was mostly exhaustion." He went back to teasing Xander. He didn't care if Vinnie watched, he was going to make sure his boy did not do something incredibly stupid and brave so he'd lose him. He was not losing Xander. He'd help him sacrifice Giles first. He looked up at him. "If it comes down to you or Giles, I'm going with you to help get him," he said, staring into his eyes.
"You'd commit homicide for him?" Vinnie asked. Throttle nodded, not looking at him. "Wow. That's one strong love." He slid into the swing, getting comfortable. This was fairly comfy but he didn't have any support for his legs. He considered his options and let them hang on the outside of the straps. He heard Xander moan. "What?"
"Nothing," he said, kissing Throttle. "Thank you."
"Welcome." He kissed him again, then glanced at Vinnie, then back at his mate. "He does look cute in that," he admitted with a grin.
"It was your nightmare."
"Point." He called Charley's room. "You wanted us to do what to your husband? No, he's in our sex swing since I've got Xan tied to the bed." He grinned. "I wouldn't care, but Xander might," he said, looking at him. He got a shrug and a grin. "Sure, Charley. How long?" He nodded. "Fine." He hung up. "She said you're staying over here for at least the rest of the week."
"No fair!" he complained.
"She'll come sleep in Rimfire's room with the baby if you stay in here," Throttle assured him. "That way she's protected and everything."
"Fine," he complained, wiggling a bit. He moved his legs to hang off the end. "You need more leg support."
Throttle got up and went to get the leg holsters they had found, attaching them to the hooks in the ceiling, then he gave him a smug look and put him into position. "There, better?"
"Yeah, but now I feel kinky," he admitted with a grin.
"Well, it's for kinky sex," Xander said dryly. "Throttle, if you play with him while I'm tied down, I'm going to get mad."
"Charley said she didn't care what we did to him as long as he didn't bring his dick anywhere near her for the next week and a half, her words," he offered.
"Um, guys?" Vinnie asked. "I'm not sharing that way. I'm not a toy you can let someone borrow."
"No, you're much better built than most blowup dolls," Xander assured him with a grin. He looked up at the handcuffs, then at his mate. "You were making me sorry for being noble."
"I was," he agreed, coming over to go back to that. He knew from experience that Vinnie wouldn't be getting out of that without help. He couldn't and neither could Xander. He heard the moan but shrugged it off mentally, going back to pleasing his mate. Xander needed to be begging to be walked around in his arms tomorrow. Not that he'd be getting that far away from him for a while. He had a cold lap and someone to warm it up. Xander moaned and arched up into his mouth when he moved down to tease the hard cock, making him smirk at him. "Feel good?" he asked before going back to his teasing. "What's the lesson for the day?"
"I'm not the only good guy and I'm not the only brave one," he gasped, trying to get back inside the mouth instead of just being teased with his tongue. "Babe, please!" he begged. "You know I didn't want to consider it!"
"Yeah, but you still did," he reminded him, going back down on him. He gave Xander a bit of what he wanted then pulled back to go back to teasing his stomach fur. Xander hated it when he messed up his fur.
"Hey! You make me smooth your fur when I mess it up." Throttle messed it up more, this time adding finger trails sideways to the rebrushed fur. "Meany. That itches!"
"I'll fix it if you help me get down," Vinnie offered. "Please?"
"Nope," Throttle said firmly. "Not until I'm done with him." He went back to teasing the hard cock, making Xander groan and start to babble nonsense while he tried to push up into his mouth again. He chuckled and Xander tried again to get deeper but he wasn't letting him. At least until the handcuffs exploded and then Xander pounced him, flipping him onto his back to take his pleasure from him. Throttle moaned, doing the best he could, watching the evil smirk on Xander's face turn back into tense, horny joy. Xander finally got off and went limp across his body so Throttle got him onto his back, smoothing out the tracks in his fur. "Xander?" he asked quietly. He got a snuffled moan. "Xander?"
"Hmm?"
"How did you make the handcuffs explode?" He shrugged and smiled, mumbling something before going back to sleep. A blanket slowly drifted down to cover them, and it was Modo's so someone would have to go give it back.
"Do not mess that up!" Modo yelled. "My momma gave that to me!"
"I know. Come get it," Throttle yelled back. He got up, taking the blanket, checking it carefully before he opened the door and handed it out. "He made the handcuffs explode too."
"I don't want to know that stuff," Modo complained, heading back up to his room. Well, their room actually. It wasn't like she was going to get to sleep alone again.
Throttle looked at Vinnie, who was still hard, still trying not to touch himself, and had this glazed look in his eyes. He came over to move his legs, helping him out of the swing and between him and Xander on the bed. Vinnie groaned and rubbed against Xander's limp body, getting off fairly quickly. "Where's mine?" Throttle complained.
"Do whatever you want. You deserve it," he panted, putting his head down.
"I should but he'd get mad at me if I took you."
"Only if he wasn't awake," Vinnie joked lightly.
"Actually, at all," he sighed. "Xander knows that the foursome idea isn't going to happen, Vinnie. Even if something strange does force it now and then." He put an arm over their bodies, nestling up against Vinnie's backside. "Let me do it the same way."
"Throttle, I don't care. I'm so needy."
"You always were, bro," he teased, stroking his stomach fur. Vinnie's breath caught and Throttle gently thrust against his tail, getting off a few minutes later. "There, better." He kissed him on the back of the head. "Just relax and sleep. We'll talk with Charley girl tomorrow. Hopefully she'll let you back soon and you can wear this all out on her."
"She'll be too sore for him to jump that way," Xander said quietly, shifting to put an arm and a leg over Vinnie's body. "She's still going to be tender in a few weeks. He's going to have to be very gentle and very soothing. No hard thrusts, no demanding action, nothing but a gentle, soft sex."
"I'll try," Vinnie promised. "I really will."
"That's why she sent him in here to us." Xander gave him a squeeze with both limbs over him. "I hate to say it, but she picked the wrong mouse this time." Vinnie looked hurt at that. "Vin, I think of you like my big brother. That means that's like having sex with my big brother. That would be incest and is wrong in every single human population," he said plainly. "The fact that I think about you like that and I still am worried about this means that I'm creeping myself out a lot these days. I don't like to think about that subject, I don't want to think about that subject. But apparently my mind keeps popping up this little sign that says 'sleeping with relatives is wrong, look at the poor kids' from doing it."
Throttle reached over to stroke his mate's side. "It's wrong among us too, Xan, but it's not like you're really family. We're bros, not brothers. Even though you two joke about it, you're not really."
"Yeah, but in my mind I am."
Vinnie gave him a cuddle. "Does this bother you, Xander?"
"No. Then again, this is comforting."
"This and this," he said, stroking over a hard nipple, "aren't that far apart. You're right, I feel like I'm your big brother. I've had that same thought, mostly when you decided to try to stroke me in the pool the last time we were in there. It's creepy, yeah, but...." He groaned because Throttle shifted against his tail. "It'd be like foster kids sleeping together. Not really wrong but people would look at us funny."
"I get that," he agreed. "I'm still feeling wigged and dirty. Like I should be bathing in bleach for having these thoughts about you."
Vinnie smirked at him. "It won't make you any whiter." He stole a quick kiss. "Just rest. Nothing's going to happen. I can control myself with her. I will control myself with her. That way she'll let me at least cuddle up to her tonight." He put his head down against Xander's shoulder. "What'll happen if one of them falls?" he whispered.
"Then I'll work it out," he admitted. "I'd be more than happy to do that then." Vinnie gave him a squeeze. "I'm sorry, I'm messed up."
"Yeah, but it's in a good way. You're trying really hard not to hurt me. That's a nice change." He nuzzled his throat. "Sleep, Xander. I need sleep, you need sleep, and the son'll be screaming soon if he's over here with the mommy." Throttle moaned at that. "I'll get up and take care of him."
"Remember to unlock the door," Throttle offered, cuddling up to Vinnie's back, looking over at his boy. "You okay?" he mouthed. Xander nodded. "With this?" Xander shrugged. "We'll talk tomorrow," he said quietly.
"Sure." He snuggled in, getting comfortable in the strong arms. They were nearly as nice as Throttle's were, but just a bit different. It was that difference that kept waking him up each time he shifted, and then each time Vinnie shifted. He finally gave up and went to take one of his allergy pills, needing the rest. They had a lot of work to do to defeat that demon and he'd have to be in top form. He laid back down and Vinnie pulled him closer, wrapping himself around him. Xander relaxed and let the pill work, doing the same once he was nearly asleep.
Throttle looked over at them, smirking at the pair of cuddled white mice. Nearly a matching set. It was almost like twins and he felt really naughty at the moment since twins were so rare. He looked around, finding Willow behind him and gave her a dirty look and a glare.
"Oh, no, we like them together," she assured him quietly, smirking at him. "They're cute. You know he's basing this on not hurting *you*, right?" He shook his head. She nodded. "He is. He doesn't want to hurt the good things in his life. He's justifying it to himself because of you. So you talk with him and get him fixed. I want to see the cute white mice together too some day soon." She handed him something with a wink then left.
Throttle looked at the box, then frowned, sniffing it. He opened it and yelled, getting out of the bed and getting it away from the pair in the bed. "Willow!" She came back, looking confused. "What's this?"
"Um, not a clue."
"You were just here."
"I've heard that before, that's the Seal," she told him, taking the box. She poked it. "Demonic. Not Martian demonic, but Earth demonic." She felt it then nodded. "Someone who's been stalking Xander. It holds a twisted love for him."
"Merle?" Vinnie asked.
"Nope, not him. I like him. He seems nice." She checked it again. "No, it's not that fond of him, it wants to possess him." She shrugged. "It's dead now," she sighed. "No more stalking things around the Xander and I'll have a talk with the Seal," she promised.
"You'd better. I don't need those sort of presents," Throttle said firmly.
"Hmm?" Xander hummed.
"The Seal sent you a heart of a stalker," Willow told him.
"Why?" he asked through a yawn.
"Because the stalker wanted you."
"Enamel?"
"No, and not Carbine either," she said dryly. "Demonic. Probably a snot demon."
"Hmm, know him. He keeps stalking me when I'm shopping near the mall." He yawned again. "Nighty night." He kissed Vinnie, then looked at him through his barely slitted eyes. "Sorry."
"I liked it," he said with a small shrug. He heard his son let out a loud wail and jumped up, remembering to unlock the door when it wouldn't open at his pull, heading for where his son was screaming. Which was back at the garage. He found his son in his crib, still wailing his head off, and no mommy. "Did she sleep through this noise?" he asked, picking him up. His son calmed himself as he was changed and carried in to sleep with mommy, but mommy wasn't in the bedroom. Vinnie headed to the bathroom, then to the kitchen. "Not now," he prayed, heading for Rimfire's room. She was there, sound asleep, curled around a pillow. He let out a sigh. "Thanks, Goddess," he said quietly, laying down with her. She swatted at him. "The baby was screaming," he said quietly.
"Bottle."
"He's not hungry, he needed changed." He let the baby down in her arms, making her smile and sniff him. "You left him back at the garage."
"Did not," she said sleepily.
"Did too," he said with a small grin. "It's a good thing I've got big ears." He stroked her back and she drifted off again. Their son latched onto the mommy, sucking hard, making his daddy proud. "That's the only good sneak attack, son. Remember that. Van Wham mice do not sneak. We're too studly and skilled to sneak."
"Which means he'll be an accountant," Modo said from the doorway. "You forgot to lock the doors."
"Sorry. Did you?" Modo nodded. "Thanks."
"Welcome. He okay?"
"Yeah, but she's still exhausted. She forgot him in his crib." Modo grinned at that. "So we'll have to move it back over here for a few days."
"He can sleep in the playpen," Staff said from behind Modo. "One of my nephews did for nearly six months. He'll be fine, it's still a comfy nap spot, just one that travels." She pulled Modo off, taking him back to bed. "You'll be an excellent daddy some day."
He beamed at her. "I hope so. Not this year though." She chuckled and shook her head. "Good." He gave her a gentle kiss and led her back to their bed, getting in a good cuddle.
Episode 35:
NC-17
"We're not doing this the Sunnydale way," Throttle insisted. "We're not from Sunnydale, we're Biker Mice, we're doing it the Biker Mice way. Otherwise we'll go insane watching you work on this alone."
"In other words, Vinnie needs an outlet for his aggression since he can't have sex," Xander said dryly.
"Yeah, basically," Throttle agreed with a smirk. "That means we need...."
"Battle plans," Fred the alien butted in happily. He grinned at them. "Boris sent me with this for Xander," he said, handing over the envelope.
Xander backhanded the little masochist alien with a grin. "Thanks, Fred. What's going on?"
"Ooh, he said you had to read it. That there's an old friend in town for you. Since you always told them when they were in town, he thought it was only fair. Even though she was really mean to me. She staked Rod and wouldn't stake me. Said I was a pitiful creature," Fred complained.
"There's a slayer in town?" Xander asked, looking confused. "Why?"
Fred nodded, beaming at him. "Yup, sure is. He said she's an old friend of yours too, the mean one is. He said you had to read the letter too."
Xander glanced at it, then nodded. "Have her meet me in the park by the fountain at midnight."
"Why is there a slayer in town?" Throttle asked.
"I'm not sure yet," Xander admitted.
Vinnie and Modo came up the stairs and Modo popped up his arm cannon. "What's he doing here?"
"My former boss sent him with a message. I gave him to a vampire but the slayer in town staked his master."
"Why did you give Fred to a vampire?" Vinnie asked patiently, sounding confused.
"Because he asked me to," he retorted, staring him down. "He likes pain, it was a good match. Rod was a Dom."
"A dom?" Modo asked.
"Yeah, a dom, a Master, one of those people who beat others for a living? I don't know what the male form of dominatrix is," he admitted with a small shrug, "but the little midget vampire was one and Fred wanted someone to give him pain. They matched."
"Yeah, but then the mean lady staked him and wouldn't stake me," Fred said miserably. "But Boris took me in and now Megan and her girl get to play with me all the time," he finished more happily. "They like to torture me just because I'm almost a boy."
Vinnie shuddered and Modo shook his head. "I don't know nothin' about that stuff, don't want to know nothin' 'bout that stuff, my momma raised me to not play with that stuff," he said firmly, walking off shaking his head. "My momma didn't raise me to like pain."
"Hey, I'm impressed that the war didn't make you like pain," Xander said quietly, giving him a pat on the arm as he walked past him. "It did to a lot of people."
"Yeah, well, I've got enough as is," he said gently, getting a hug. "Is he staying?"
"No, Boris sent him with the message that there's a slayer in town." He looked at Fred. "Midnight in the big park by the lake beside the fountain. Got it, Fred?" Fred nodded so Xander hit him as hard as he could, making him hit the wall and coo. "Good, go pass it back and ask for a reward."
"Thank you, Xander. You're very nice," he said in a sated voice. "Ooh, I needed that. You hit harder than those girls and it's *niiiccee*." He wandered off unsteadily, heading back to the car and driver taking him on this errand. "Tell Boris he wants her at the big park by the lake beside the fountain at midnight for a talk."
"Sure, Fred," the driver agreed, moving them on. He called to make that report. One didn't argue with Xander about slayers, he tended to like to hit them as much as the vampires in the community did.
"So, who's going with me to meet Faith?" Xander asked happily.
"Faith's the one in town?" Vinnie asked. Xander nodded. "Why?"
"Giles sent her," he said fondly, smirking at him. "Wanna give me a ride?"
"No, you can go on your own," Vinnie said, patting him on the back. "I don't want to mess with a slayer who's having mind control problems. She might try to stake me." He headed for the kitchen after a quick peek at his napping son.
"You're not borrowing my bike to meet her either," Throttle told him. "I don't like this."
"Me either." He gave him a kiss. "Battle plans?" he cooed with a bright grin. "Please can I help?"
"Sure," he agreed, leading him into the study to work on them. Xander would know what they needed most this time and he had proven himself to be very good at this stuff.
***
Xander looked up as Faith stopped in front of where he was sitting and reading. "So, did Giles brainwash you, magic you, or bribe you?" he asked in greeting.
"None of the above, I think," she admitted. "What's going on? You had a vampire stop me?"
"No, I used to work for Boris at the construction company. Chicago's very peaceful, Faith. It's full of families of demons, not rampaging, murdering ones." He stood up, looking at her. "Why did he send you?"
"Because this is so very wrong! I was held hostage by a vampire family, Xander!"
"Did they hurt you?" he asked patiently. She shook her head. "Not at all?"
"The head vamp asked me if I wanted to sleep with his daughters, but no, they didn't hurt me. They fed me, they let me take a shower and a nap in a room with a lock I controlled. That's not right!"
"This isn't Sunnydale," Xander said with a smirk. "Chicago's a laid back city for demons and vamps. I never have to hunt unless I hear someone screaming 'help me, please God'." He brushed some of her hair off her cheek. "Most of the vampires around are like Boris. They've got a life. They don't need one of you guys here to make them not have a life. There'd be about sixteen thousand people out of work if you had staked Boris."
"Demons?"
"Not all of them. Maybe a third," he admitted. "Not all demons are suited to construction or his electronics firm." He sat down again, pulling her to sit next to him on the edge of the fountain. "So, why else did Giles send you? To help him sacrifice me? Or didn't he tell you that I'm now a traitor to the cause because I'm furry and he needs a sacrifice?"
"What?" she demanded. He nodded, handing over what he had been reading. "What's this?"
"The apocalypse level demon we're dealing with this month." He stretched and grinned at a demon walking up the path. "Hey. How's it going?"
"Just fine, you?"
"Fairly good."
"You're a Christmas tree demon," Faith said in awe. "How did you get here?"
"With last year's Christmas tree," Xander said dryly. "He decided to stay and brought his whole family. They live here in the park in some of the fir trees." He looked at the demon again. "There's an apocalypse level demon in town who likes innocent young women."
"Then my daughter's going out on a date tonight and getting some," he said simply.
"Get her a lot, man. It'll only help her more," Xander said quietly.
"I understand. Any other details?"
"He travels by mirror."
"We don't have many of those in our tree," he said dryly. Xander pointed at the nearby, mirror-finish buildings and he groaned. "You're right, she'd be out in public and there are mirrors. Fine, I'll get her protected tonight. I thank you, Xander."
"You're welcome, Mortimer. Just protect your family. Any problems here in the park?"
"Not really. Not since you got that one guy help so he quit broadcasting. Though, my wife was very pleased with my performance and we're expecting our third. We might have to move to a bigger tree."
"Congrats, man," Xander said with a happy grin, shaking his hand. "Good luck and be safe."
"You as well. And you, Slayer Faith. You be safe as well." He walked off, going to tell the other park demons about this. It was a timely warning, both of the new demon and of her.
Xander looked at her. "That's more or less what I get a lot of."
"So you're like the town's Godfather in the demon community?" she asked.
He snickered and shook his head. "Not quite."
"Did you steal my bike?" Modo called over the radio in his helmet.
"No, you let me borrow her, big fella. You said it was okay," Xander called back.
"Oh. Sorry. I forgot."
"That's okay. She's fine, soaking up some moonlight here beside me. We just ran into Mortimer and warned him."
"Sure. Come back soon."
"Of course." He turned the radio off and gave her a small wink and a half-shrug. "He's a worried poppa bear about his baby."
"I'd be worried too," she agreed, giving him look. "You ride a bike?"
"I ride a bike very well," he said smugly. "I'm at the stage where I'm learning the fun stuff. Why?"
"That's one of those things I never saw you as, a biker," she admitted, shaking her head.
"Yeah, I've done all sorts of neat stuff on the bikes."
"Did you borrow Throttle's helmet?" Modo asked. "You're still broadcasting."
"Yeah, I did," he sighed. "He made me. Pinch him for me, Modo." He winked at Faith again. "Okay, let's head back to the lair."
"I drove."
"Sure. You know the way?" She nodded. "Then meet me there. Those are a copy of my notes so far. Willow found the ritual and all that."
"What was the old way?"
"Sacrificing either a watcher, a slayer, or a defender who wasn't a virgin by any definition."
"Which is why Giles turned on you," she finished. He nodded, holding in his sneer. She could see him fighting it. "He's in Barbados. Just don't sacrifice me, 'kay?"
"Not an issue. There's others in line ahead of you," he said happily, walking her back to where the bike was sitting. "Give you a lift back to your car?"
"No, I can walk. I won't stake anything." She looked at him. "That little mixed-up alien...um, demon creature...."
"You were right the first time. Karbunkle made him out of spare parts. His name's Fred. I sent him to that vampire because he likes pain and that vamp was a Dom."
"Okay. Things are much stranger here than in Sunnydale or Cleveland," she decided, shaking her head quickly. "Tell him I'm sorry."
"I already did, Faith. He knows you didn't know. He'll let you stake him later for fun." He grinned and started the bike. "See you back there."
"Sure." She watched him take off, noticing how good he was. Even though he seemed a bit off balance on the bike. "He really does ride," she said in awe. She jogged back to her car, following him up the street. She stopped beside him when he did, hearing the sounds of a struggle. "Fight?" she asked hopefully.
"I'm not sure. They're filming a horror movie around here," he said dryly. "I ran in to help the leading lady earlier."
"Yeah, me too," she admitted, following him to where they could make sure it was the movie people.
"Cut! Excellent, not even one helper!" the director shouted. "Great job!" He noticed the two who had crashed earlier. "Hey, you two didn't rush in, thank you."
"I thought I'd stop and check first," Xander said dryly, smirking at him. "Can you maybe put a notice in the paper about any other scenes like this?"
"We've only got two more, kid, and one's here and one's by that old tower they're tearing down. Today and tomorrow."
"Thanks. I'll stay away from there, just in case." He grinned and took off again, Faith following behind him. "Good to know it wasn't just me who did that." He made it home and parked in the garage, getting off and wiping any dust off the bike's body. "There you are, as pretty as your daddy made you earlier," he teased. She beeped and rolled over to plug herself in. Faith parked outside the garage on the end of the extension and followed him inside. "It's us!" he called.
"Are you guys housing a demon? What smells like sulphur?" Faith asked.
"A mineral spring."
"Oh, cool. Dawn pull it up?"
"No, I made it," Xander said proudly.
She stopped right there. "You do magic?" she asked blandly, staring at his back. "Why? You're not supposed to do magic. You never did magic before, Xander. When did you start doing magic?"
"Long story," he called back. "I had the construction crew put it in, Faith."
"Oh, good," she sighed, relaxing some. A Xander doing magic was just too freaky for her world and she would have been forced to do something to make sure he couldn't. She hated magic, and him doing it would mean she'd be turned into a bunny or something else cute and cuddly that would make the junior slayers coo over her.
Throttle looked at her. "A kitty," he said firmly, smirking at her. "So they could pet you and love you for *days*."
She shuddered. "I'm sorry. I never wanted to hurt him, I was out of control and stupid."
"Throttle, don't pick on Faith," Xander said patiently, leading her into the office. "Sit, give me details on what Giles planned and why he sent you. Did you talk to Fred?"
"I did, but she warned me things aren't what they seemed and to talk to you first." She sat down, looking at him, then at Dawn, who was strolling in wearing a nightie. "Um, Dawnie, cute jammies, but I'm still having prison sex scenes rushing through my head."
"I agree, no see-through nighties outside yours or Rimfire's room," Xander said firmly.
Rimfire came in and pulled off his t-shirt, putting it over Dawn's nightgown. "Better."
"Well, no one can say you're not being protected," Faith said dryly.
"Over-protected," Dawn agreed dryly, frowning at her boyfriend. "You could have just gotten me a robe."
"I like you in my shirt. You're cute in my clothes." He kissed her then sat her in his lap.
"Carbine picked on him while we were in DC for being so much like Throttle is with you, Xan," Dawn joked, teasing him with a grin.
"We have to, you two get into trouble," Throttle said dryly as he joined them. "Giles?"
"Barbados," Faith told him. "He sent me to take over Chicago and to help Xander since he was clearly out of his league. He said too many things were going on here and he wasn't seeing them, and he did hint that it was on purpose."
"Permission to go to Barbados?" Rimfire asked.
"Denied," Throttle said simply.
"Yeah, all of us get some of him," Vinnie reminded him. "You two get two swings."
"Then I'll take the killing blow," Xander said bitterly. "Faith, did you read that stuff?" She nodded. "And you realize what he was doing now?"
"Yeah, and it sucks, Xander. I've never seen so many peaceful demons or been the guest of a vampire who didn't want to kill me, just have me at his table. This town is mucho odd. This place is nowhere near five-by-five or any other geometric shape."
"We had more aliens but we drove them off," Dawn offered.
"Good job," Faith agreed, grinning at her. "Comfy?"
"Yeah, and we'll go back to having sex in a while, once you're settled in."
"He's still grounded," Xander reminded her. "No sex during groundings."
"His gray furred grandmomma would agree with that," Modo reminded them. Dawn sighed and tried to move but Rimfire kept his arm around her waist. "Rimfire."
"I'm not having sex at this moment, just providing a public service by freeing up a chair."
"You sound more and more like Vinnie every day," Throttle said with a head shake.
"Yeah, Throttle only claims his lap is cold or he's having a possessive day."
"You guys aren't sharing with each other, right?" Faith asked hesitantly. "B won't like that. She'll skin me alive before coming after you guys if she hears that."
"No, I'm not sharing with Dawn," Xander said patiently. "By biker tradition, we're married, Faith. I wouldn't even think about Rimfire anyway, he's too young for me."
"At least you didn't say I wasn't your type," Rimfire teased.
"Eww," Dawn said firmly. "Bad enough I have to watch the foursome in the making. I do not want to think about *my* man and Xander's butthole."
"Never going to happen unless you suddenly become a widow," Throttle assured her.
"Then we'd help you find a guy who wouldn't hit on Xander," Vinnie promised.
"She's to go to my other bros or Primer," Rimfire said firmly. "I want them to be her protectors on Mars. You guys would be too involved having sex in the sunset."
"When am I going to meet your sister?" Dawn asked, turning her head to look at him.
"Soon. She's still threatening to hold Grandmomma hostage and steal a ship to come down. Then again, she'd have to bring those spoiled twins of hers. Not that I don't want to see them, but Grandmomma said she's had to straighten them out a few times."
"We did you both," Modo assured him. "Your daddy spoiled you rotten before you could walk or talk. Momma spent weeks undoing his spoiling efforts so you didn't brag."
Rimfire smirked at his uncle. "It's not bragging if it's true."
"A real mouse don't need to speak his accomplishments, they speak for him," Modo countered. "My gray furred daddy was like that. Yours was most of the time, nephew."
"Yes, Uncle Modo. I'll try. She makes me want to brag though. I've got the best girl in the world, she enjoys and shares me life's work, and she adores me like I'm her favorite thing."
"Yeah, and everyone can see that, Rimfire," Throttle assured him. "I promise, they can."
"Even the Council did," Dawn said proudly.
"The Council was down here?" Vinnie asked. "Why?"
"Negotiations," Rimfire said quickly.
"From what I heard from the local demons, they also had a bit to do with Limburger leaving so suddenly," Xander offered. "They said something about twelve mice going in and about twenty coming out."
"The Council of Mars was here in the city and they didn't stop in?" Throttle asked.
Dawn nodded. "We headed right to DC after we threatened him and gave him the exit strategy, plus forty-eight hours to leave this and every other planet or else we were going quarantine Plutark," she said proudly. "It was Rimfire's plan."
"Bold, yet fairly subtle for a mouse," Throttle praised. "I like it. We'll start teaching you strategy soon, Rimfire. Provided we all live through this demon."
Vinnie heard a sniffle and got up, bringing back his son, who Dawn stole. "Awww, look at my cute widdle buddy mouse," she cooed. "You're dressed like your fur color and it's even fuzzy! Yes it is," she cooed, rubbing noses with him. "Aren't you so adorable!"
"Yes, he's a Van Wham child, he will be adorable for life," Vinnie said dryly, sitting down again. Vic had only wanted to be held apparently. Otherwise he'd still be wailing to be fed and he didn't smell like he needed changed. "We'll have him bragging on his first day of school and everything."
"Why brag? He'll be so adorable the teacher will ask him for his autograph," Dawn quipped. "Yes they will, Vic, they'll ask you to sign stuff and to restart Mars' entertainment industry. You'll be on all sorts of magazine covers."
"Don't wish that on us," Throttle complained. "We'd never get any peace if he becomes a star." He looked at his mate, who grinned. "You're not going to take him near a camera, Xander. He doesn't need that sort of attention and neither do we."
"But Vinnie would make such a good action star!" he complained. "Modo's got the sweetheart and tender, loving guy roles, and you're leading dramatic guy material, but Vinnie looks like an action star. Please? Just one screen test?"
"No," Vinnie said patiently. "If he wants to be famous as more than a Freedom Fighter, that's up to him to make that decision."
Dawn looked down at the baby and 'saw' him wiggling down and crawling off, then shook her head. She saw the demon and felt something was wrong with the planned assault but didn't understand what. She groaned and used one hand to grip her forehead. "Not good. Very not of the good." She had another flash of an older looking her and a very old looking Rimfire looking at their...grandchild? She looked up. "I'm not becoming a seer for you twits," she called. "I don't care! I'm not doing it! I'm not Cordy, I don't want it and I'm not seer material!"
"There's no Chosen Warrior here," Xander said tolerantly. "What did you see?"
"Vic wiggling out of my arms and crawling off, probably his first crawl. Something's wrong with the assault, there's a gap that's not covered. That and our grandkid far in the future."
Xander looked up. "Yo, Powers That Be? If you're listening, she's not demonic, we won't allow her to become demonic, and we don't really need a seer. Really. I promise. I'm not Angel, even though I do have his crap."
Throttle patted him on the arm. "It's not like Cordy used to see," he soothed.
"You'd let him fall?" Vinnie asked.
"He wiggled out of my arms and crawled off," she defended. "Not my idea of fun."
"Fine, just don't drop him or anything." He took his son back, settling him in his lap, earning happy baby noises.
"He's cute," Faith offered.
"He is," Xander agreed with a grin. "I got to help with his birth too." Charley walked in yawning. "You didn't have to get up. We could have done a bottle when he got insistent."
"No, I'm full," she promised, grabbing the son and landing in her mate's lap. "Vinnie," she sighed. "I'm still sore."
"Just cuddling, sweetheart, nothing more," he promised, wrapping his tail and one arm around her waist. "You deserve it for being so sore."
She gave him a look. "Suck up."
He grinned. "I know. Is it working? Can I at least have a kiss?"
"As long as you do anything further than a kiss to Throttle or Xander until I'm not sore." He nodded so she gave him a light kiss, making him moan and grab her head for a deeper one. She pulled back panting and shook her head. "No, Vinnie, still sore."
"Fine, sorry." He gave her a gentler kiss. "I just wanted to worship your amazing body."
"Soon," she promised.
"Um," Xander said, looking at Vinnie.
Vinnie handed Charley and the baby to Throttle, pulling Xander away to the window to talk with him in private. "What?"
"Vinnie, I'm still feeling really weirded out," he said quietly, leaning forward to show him so no one else had to hear it.
Vinnie connected antennas with him, seeing what the real problem was. He pulled back and looked at Throttle. "Does me cuddling him bother you?" Throttle shook his head, letting Charley have Vinnie's seat as he came over to get into a three-way conference.
Throttle pulled back after a minute and grabbed his man to kiss him stupider. "Xan, it'd never happen," he reminded him. "Like I said, nothing's sending you away. Not even a naughty like for others. I'm thrilled that it's less than your like for me, but I don't mind you cuddling with him now and then. You two give me the naughtiest thrill yet because you two could be twins." Xander blushed and Vinnie chuckled. "Now, kiss and make up."
Xander kissed Vinnie gently, then shoved Throttle against the wall, stealing a good one from him. "Sorry, babe, priorities."
"Not an issue," Vinnie agreed with a grin. He looked at Charley, who shook her head and got comfortable. "Throttle, can I have your lap too?"
"Sure. Make me feel like one of those ancient rulers who used to collect twins for sex." He sat down, letting Xander have one thigh and Vinnie the other, putting his feet up so they'd be comfortable and stable. "Better?" Vinnie nodded and Xander curled against his chest, one hand teasing Vinnie's arm. "Sorry, Faith, but it's been a long week. We're keeping Vinnie busy while his wife heals."
"Not my issue," she assured him. "I'm only in for a visit. If you three wanna go at it in the middle of the living room, I'd only ask if we had popcorn."
"Me too," Rimfire said with a smirk. "They are nearly like twins and those are really rare on Mars."
"Why?" Faith asked him.
Dawn shrugged. "Not a clue. There's only three sets at the moment out of nearly seven hundred thousand people."
"One's my nieces," Rimfire said proudly.
"Congrats, I hope they like you a lot," Faith offered gently. She looked at the pair of white mice. "They are very cute together."
"You should see them on a hyper kick," Dawn snorted. "Bungee jumping, parachuting together. Flying an ultralight together."
"Rodeo camp," Modo reminded her as he joined them with Staff. "Meeting?"
"Not really," Throttle offered. "Why? Did we wake you?"
"Not really," he admitted with a grin. "We were up to raid the fridge."
Staff looked at the two white mice and grinned. "They're very cute together," she assured them all. "They looked like a matched set of bookends. The before and after."
Vinnie snickered and nudged Xander, waking him back up fully. "She thinks we look like a before and after."
"You must be the before and I'm the after, like after you fixed all those skinny arm muscles," Xander teased sleepily. "Sorry," he said, letting out a yawn. "I don't know what this is."
"That's called needing a nap," Faith said, standing up. "Can I borrow a couch? We'll go over the plan tomorrow to see how I can help."
"Sure," Throttle agreed. "Or we do have a spare room. There's one downstairs and two in the new addition."
"Thanks. Let me get my bag from the car as soon as I'm told where." She grinned at the yawning Xander mouse. "He's adorable like that. Much more so than he was as a human."
"I thought he was very cute as a human," Throttle told her. "I'm glad he got to keep the one human eye, I think it's very pretty."
"Then you appreciated him more than ninety-eight percent of the people who knew him before," Faith said gently. She stood up. "You gotta take D and her crush into account." She grinned at the girl napping in her boy's arms. "Let me find that room."
"I'll show you," Modo offered. She nodded, waving before following him out.
Throttle looked at Rimfire and Dawn, who were both napping. "He'll have a sore neck." Vinnie nodded. He pinched Vinnie, making him get up. "Grab Dawn, we'll put her back in her bed, then take this one downstairs. Charley girl?"
"We're good. We're going to nap on the couch while he eats." She stood up with a small moan and some help from Vinnie and Throttle. "Sorry, guys."
"Hey, every woman gets to be sore now and then," Xander said sleepily. "It's a good thing in our book." He yawned and Vinnie kissed him during it, making him moan and grab his ear. "Sleepy, not an invitation."
"A guy's gotta try," he said with a wicked smirk. He led his lady off to the couch, getting her a can of rootbeer too in case she wanted one, then he came back to grab Dawn, which woke Rimfire and made him reach for the blaster he wasn't wearing. "Bed."
"Alone," Throttle reminded him.
"I can't get cuddles?"
"No," Vinnie snorted.
"Fine." He carried Dawn down to her room, tucking her in with a gentle kiss to the head, then went to his own to rest. He really did need to sleep. He'd have to help tomorrow with the demon.
Throttle got Xander up, then picked him up and carried him down to their bed, Vinnie following like the obedient mouse he pretended to be. They got Xander between them and snuggled in. He was very comfortable to use as a pillow.
"Can't breathe," he whined, pushing at their heavy heads. "Move!"
They shifted, letting Xander get comfortable, then went back to cuddling him. At least until he wiggled free and laid on top of Throttle's chest, biting him hard for making him the pillow. Then Vinnie got his lower back and all was well for them to nap.
***
Faith opened her cellphone once she had showered and come back to her present bed. "Fred?" she asked when the geeky watcher answered. "What weren't you telling me? Yeah, I'm in one of their guest rooms. Fred, don't babble at me. I can't understand you and I'll make you babysit Cara when I get home. Yes, by yourself, Fred. Now, what's going on that you *didn't* tell me? Besides the fact that Giles wanted to sacrifice Xander." She listened to her tell about the new ritual, not traditional for this demon, and how they weren't sure it was going to work. "Who designed it? Willow?" She shuddered. "Okay. I'll go over it with them tomorrow. Can't you guys stop her?" Wesley's assertion that before they had been able to swat her but now she was out of their jurisdiction. "Okay, so what's the what on my assignment this time, Wes?" She listened. "Why?" She slumped.
"Yeah, I know, he's that sort. So why am I stopping him if it'll all go to hell...." She sighed. "No, having Dawn as the town's protector would be worse. Then who?" She shook her head. "I'm not making that choice for you, Wes. Wes! Fred, slap him really hard, 'kay?" She did so and he yelped. "Good! I'm not making that decision! No, I'm not. Tough." She hung up, laying back. Now she knew. She couldn't let Xander or Dawn do the sacrificing. She wasn't going to choose one of the others to lose their lives. Well, that left one other handy, dandy sacrifice available. "Oh, well, it's nicer than some demon icking me to death," she sighed. "Or being turned, or being pounced to death by Cara. Or any number of ways." She got up and went to make sure she had some letters drawn up, just in case. With a battle plan drawn up by Willow, there were bound to be mistakes.
***
Dawn listened to Faith's conversation and groaned, rubbing her face. "Why me, Goddess?" she whispered. "Rimfire, there's something wrong with the plan," she said quietly. She knew he could hear her. He had big ears and they did this whenever they had to sleep in separate rooms. "Willow planned it and I don't know what's wrong. Look it over for us?"
Rimfire came to the door a few minutes later, tapping before entering. "It's perfect, I don't know what's wrong with it."
"Perfect?" He nodded. "As in no backup?"
He nodded. "Definitely. Should we have one? Magic's always so precise."
"Yeah, but it's still a battle and demons are odd and tricky things." She sat up, pushing her hair back. "Come sit, let's find the backup." He nodded, bringing the ritual over so they could look it over together. He was pretty decent at planning and she was excellent at magic. They both heard the ship land and headed up to the landing pad on top of the buildings, her stopping to grab a robe on the way. "Hey," she said, nodding at the mouse she didn't know. "Probs back on Mars?"
"No, ma'am, I'm on a mission to Micah with some papers and stuff. I have a few letters and some treats for you guys," he said with a smile for Rimfire. "Bored yet, Rimfire?"
"Not really. Thruster, this is Dawn, my lady." He let him shake her hand but growled when he tried to kiss the back of it. "Notice the ring, man. Not happenin'." He took the bag with letters and packages, noticing it was pretty heavy. "What's in here?"
"I don't know, man. I picked it up from Stoker directly." He shrugged and winked at Dawn. "You know, there are more handsome mice on Mars."
"Yeah, but he's probably better in bed than all of them combined," she said dryly. Thruster burst out laughing and clapped her on the back. "Thanks. Any good news?"
"Yeah, Spike said his first word, 'shit'," he said with a smirk for them. "Stoker said it's Xander's fault."
"Probably," the couple agreed, grinning back.
"Anything else good?"
"Yeah, we talked Primer out of bringing her little brats down this trip," he said dryly. "She didn't think it'd be that dangerous to have them here."
"Bet me, we're doing an assault in two days on a major demon," Dawn complained. She looked at her mate. "Isn't your sister as smart as you?"
"Not really," he admitted with a grin. "We all had hopes though."
"Man, your grandmother would swat you if she heard you say that," Thruster joked. "Anyway, hand those to the cute duo. There's a few in there for you and one for Dawn, which made me wonder who she was. Bring her home with you on your next leave, Rimfire. The others of the training class should get to meet your lady and mate." He winked at Dawn again before getting back in his ship. "Laters, all."
"Later, dude," Dawn said, waving at him. She thought she saw something behind the ship but it turned out to just be a shadow. "If you're one of the cats, he's got to lift off, you'd better move before you become toasty." They hurried back into the safety of the building, waving as Thruster took off again. "He seemed nice."
"He's a dickhead," Rimfire said fondly. "Brags more than Vinnie with less reason and less skills. Stoker probably wanted him out of his hair. The good thing is that his father is a Councilman so he's got some diplomacy. He's perfect for courier." He walked her back inside, checking on Charley on their way past her. Dawn carefully slipped Vic from her hands while he covered her, then they sat down to look in the bag. Rimfire stopped once he opened it, staring in shock. "Spike?" he hissed.
"Shit!" the white mouse said happily, smirking at them.
"Yeah, that about sums it up." She groaned and went to call Stoker first. "Hey," she said once she got Switch and Carbine on the monitor. "We have Spike. He was in the bag of stuff Stoker sent. You know we're about to get attacked by a major demon, right?"
"Do you have Anya too?" Switch pleaded. "They both disappeared and their signals aren't on Mars."
"I thought I saw someone. Let me check the library. That's the other entrance to the landing pad." She sighed and hung up, going to check. "Anya?" she called from the doorway. "Your mother's going to whip your tail until it's bruised for this stunt!"
"What!" Throttle yelled. He came up the ramp, staring at the little mouse helping Rimfire sort mail. "How did you get here?" he asked calmly.
"Stoker sent Thruster with some stuff for Micah and he dropped off the mail. Spike was in the bag and I'm assuming Anya just snuck on, Dawnie?" She nodded, picking up the chuckling toddler. "Wonderful," he drawled, looking at Throttle.
Throttle muttered something that made Spike giggle and clap. "Thanks, kid, really." He went to call the worried parents back. "We're going to be dead in two days, possibly, and your kids are here. You might wanna call Thruster and have him pick them up."
Switch sniffled. "Xander can't protect you?"
"He's going to try, Switch, but this thing kills people for kicks and needs a sacrifice to stop it. I'm not sure we won't have to go back to the standby."
"If so, Faith was muttering about it being her," Dawn said from the doorway. "We've got to evacuate Charley and Vic anyway," she pointed out. "They can all go together with the worried daddy."
Throttle looked at her. "You mean you and Rimfire?"
"You'll need a second person able to cast."
"Vinnie has the spells. He's been practicing them. We were going to tell you tomorrow to get him up to speed."
"Bet me," she snorted. "You need me."
"No, we need you to go on. Shut up and do as ordered, Dawn, even if it does nibble your tail," he said firmly, staring her down. "That's the way the chain of command goes."
"Fine," she said, letting it go with a groan. "I'll teach the white menace to cast the four spells he'll need, and we'll go with the kids and Charley."
"And Staff," Modo said as he joined them, patting the kids on the head. "Did you sneak?" he asked with a grin. They beamed at him. "Good job, kids."
"Too good, spank them for us, Modo," Switch begged. "They can't go sneaking off like that."
Stoker strode in, not looking happy. "I take it our kids came to visit Xander?"
Throttle nodded. "Two days before we take on a major demon."
Stoker groaned. "I'll call Thruster."
"Good idea." He shook his head. "We'll do our best to protect them."
"Just try really hard, I trust you guys," Stoker assured him. "You'll be protecting Vic anyway." They shared a look. "That new plan any good?"
"We can't be sure until it goes off," Throttle admitted. "Willow created it and I'm sensing a but somewhere."
"The but was that she didn't provide a backup plan," Dawn told him. "I'm pretty sure I know what can plug that gap."
"Pretty sure?" Modo asked.
"Magic isn't science and there's no sureties in battles against demons. Some of them do have brains and occasionally use them. Pretty sure is as good as you're getting and it'll be good enough to plug most possibilities." She looked at him. "Got it?" He nodded. "Good, then why don't you go with Charley and the kids when they've got to be hidden?"
"I'm needed here."
"Dawn, not open for negotiations," Throttle said firmly. "Xander said you're going, you're going. We're sending Rimfire because you'd cry on the rest of us if something happened to him. Get over it." She sighed and nodded, stomping off. Throttle looked at Stoker again. "Can't you keep them in the house?"
"We tried, Anya's sneaky and Spike likes to break stuff and crawl out a broken window."
"He was in the bag with the letters and stuff," Rimfire called.
"What?" Stoker asked.
Throttle smirked at him. "Rimfire said he was delivered with the mail. Only Anya snuck into the ship."
"Shows he's got the brains to lead the next generation of Freedom Fighters," Stoker admitted. Switch hit him, making him wince and grab his now injured upper arm. "I didn't say it was a good idea," he protested, "just that it showed brains."
"Throttle, if my baby is hurt, I'm going to kill something," Switch vowed. "You think you've seen Carbine on a hormonal rip but you ain't see me on one. Got me here?"
He gave her a tolerant smirk. "Sure, we'll even put bells on 'em." He hung up and turned to look at Modo. "We follow the plans. I agree, Rimfire's going with them to guard them."
"Me too," he agreed. "Staff too. Faith?"
"Was muttering about doing the sacrificing herself," Dawn said from the doorway. "Of herself."
Throttle nodded. "Thanks." She shrugged and went to make some calls. It wasn't that late and some of the vamp suppliers were still open. Maybe they'd have what she needed. He looked at Modo. "You're sending Staff?" He nodded so Throttle grinned. "I take it you're serious about her?"
"Yeah, bro, I'm dead serious about her," he said quietly, glancing behind him. "I, um, could use some help picking out some stuff actually. When this is done with."
"We'll do it tomorrow," Throttle promised. "It'll be a great stress break for us." Modo grinned and punched him on the arm, making Throttle wince. Modo chuckled and went back to the shared room, which Throttle noticed.
"Interesting." He went into the kitchen, spying to make sure Modo was going where he thought he was, and getting himself a drink. Dawn came in and grabbed her own then held out her hand. "What?"
"Card."
"On the dresser. With yours."
She nodded, going to get it, phone still to her ear.
Throttle shook his head, not sure he shouldn't be worried more about Dawn's version of a backup plan.
***
Dawn waited until the next morning to go pick up the new item, walking out to grab her bike. "Hey, babes," she greeted as she walked into their garage. Rimfire's bike beeped excitedly and unplugged. "Whoa, he's not coming with me. I'm taking mine to the shop, making one stop, then coming back. He's not even up yet, love." His bike got in her way. "What? You're *his* bike, babe. I can't ride you without him being on you. That's not right. That's why I've got my own." His bike shook her front wheel and blocked her again. "I still can't take you without his permission and he barely got to sleep an hour ago. He needs his rest. Besides, I can ride by myself for a few minutes. It's not that far even. I've done longer when I went to Cleveland." Rimfire's bike revved up and slammed into her bike, then came back to her side, beeping contentedly. "What did you do!" she shrieked. "How jealous are you! Modo! I think Rimfire's bike is insane! She just slammed into mine because I was going to go on my own and not take her!"
Modo walked into the garage, looking at the bikes. "That wasn't nice," he chided. The bike slumped a bit, but beeped at him. "I don't care. You're *his* bike, girl, not hers. She can't take you without his permission and him being on it. Even if he does let her drive you now and then so he can cuddle." He came over to stroke her handlebars. "You can't be this jealous. Look at Throttle's. It doesn't get jealous when Xander drives his car."
The bike revved again and Dawn got in the way this time. "Do not even think about ramming Xander's car, bike," she said firmly. "He'd strip you down for parts and then paint you fuschia and gold." The bike shivered and leaned against her. "I love you too, but I'm not your rider. Rimfire is." It popped up a picture of both of them. "No, we can't share. There's times when we've got to ride alone. I like to drive too much to give that up." It showed a picture of her driving. "I thought he told you erase that film," she said dryly. The bike beeped and showed others. "That's wonderful, girl," she soothed, stroking her, "but I've got to be able to ride on my own sometimes. I like to ride on my own sometimes. Besides, Rimfire likes to chase me when I ride on my own. It's a fun game we both enjoy." The bike made another move toward her bike and she tried to get in the way but the bike only ran over her foot. "OW! Shit!"
"What's up?" Xander asked as he walked in. "Stand down!" he shouted and the bike leaned against Dawn again. "Jealous?"
"Yeah, of my bike. I'm trying to point out why we can't share his bike, but she's not getting it."
"Sharing isn't unheard of," Modo offered.
"I like to drive and do it alone sometimes, plus there's going to be times when we'll have to head off in separate directions!" she defended.
"I'm not against you having your own bike," Modo said patiently.
"I know," she sighed, hurting foot suspended a bit in the air. "It just sucks. I haven't even had that bike very long and now she needs some serious work. I've still got to go pick up the backup plan." Xander tossed over his keys and the bike tried to catch them but Dawn had to dive to do so and the bike couldn't quite whip out its antenna that far. "Thanks. Can we handle this?"
"Sure," Xander agreed. "Go, pick it up, then come explain why you took my credit card."
"Backup plan," she said dryly. "Willow created the plan for a perfect situation." He shuddered. "Exactly." She turned and limped toward the car but Rimfire's bike bumped into her, sending her crashing into Vinnie's bike, who gently helped her stand up again by leaning in the right direction. "Thanks, beautiful." She glared at Rimfire's bike. "You need help. There's no drugs for bikes, but you're clearly obsessed and need help. I'm going to drive his car. I'll be back in about two hours and I want you to be here and waiting on me." The bike slumped again, going to curl up in a corner. Dawn followed it, getting down to hug it, stroking it and talking quietly to her. "No more jealousy," she said at the end. "Got it?" It beeped pitifully. "Of course I love you. I still love you and your rider, but you're being bad, girl. You wrecked my bike badly." The bike took off and got her bike again and Dawn growled, so Rimfire's bike took off. "Get back here!" she shouted. "Now!" It slunk back and ran through the house, going to find her rider to get his help. "Rimfire, your bike needs drugs!" she shouted before stomping off.
"I've never seen a bike that jealous," Modo said, watching Dawn disappear. The bike zipped back. "No!" He shut the doors and used the remote to get the others, including in Charley's garage.
"Hey!" she shouted. "You nearly got me!"
"Sorry, Charley ma'am, but Rimfire's bike is going insane!" he called back.
Throttle and Vinnie came to the doorway. "Whoa," Throttle said, staring at Dawn's bike. "What did Dawn do to her?"
"Rimfire's bike did it to Dawn's," Xander said grimly. "She's jealous." Rimfire's bike shot off a cannon at Dawn's bike, blowing off a few shiny parts. "See." He walked over and stood in front of the handlebars, gripping them firmly. "Stop it, girl. Just because she wants to ride the inferior human bike every now and then doesn't mean she doesn't love you. She does love you and Rimfire. She'll be staying with you and Rimfire, but that was a present to her and it's only fair that she get to use it now and then."
Charley came in and looked at Dawn's bike, then at the one they were all staring at. "Rimfire's bike did this why?"
"Jealousy," Throttle said. "I've never seen one that bad. Yeah, minor attacks, like scratching and knocking over, but usually that's during a divorce. His bike is going psycho." He took a sip of his soda and looked at Xander. "She'll shoot you."
"She won't or Rimfire won't be able to drive her for *months*." The bike beeped pitifully. "Tough! You hurt stuff! You shouldn't hurt stuff! You know better! Staff!" She came jogging out, tucking in her shirt. "Didn't you used to work with them?"
She nodded, looking at the wreckage of Dawn's bike, then at Rimfire's. "She's got a bad case of the green eyed monster." She walked in and the bike backed away from her. "I'm not going to hurt you, just flip you off and then on, see if it clears the memory bank."
"No," Rimfire said, joining them. "Let me." He walked out and took his bike from Xander, walking her back into the house to shut them in a room to talk to her. "What were you thinking?" His bike leaned against him, showing him the pictures she had shown Dawn. "I like those but sometimes I like her riding on her own. I like to chase her. It's a fun *game*, babe. It's a great thing to share with her, but sometimes we've got to be apart. We can't go on scouting missions and assignments as doubles most of the time. The pleasure stuff, yeah. She's ours. She's staying ours. Even if I have to handcuff her to you and kidnap her back to Mars, she's ours for the less serious stuff, but while doing the serious scouting, hunting, and attacking, she can't be with us and that leaves her without a ride. You've got to let her ride by herself now and then. Otherwise they'll keep us from the field too. You because you're unsuitable and me because I won't have a ride."
He stroked her front fender. "I don't want that and neither do you. I promise, once this is finished, we'll be going for a long ride. We might even take a mini-roadtrip, but you can't attack her bike. It's not cool and it's not right. You know better. Throttle's bike doesn't attack Xander's car because he drives her. You can't attack Dawn's bike because she rides her now and then. After all, she spends most of the time on you." The bike nodded, beeping unhappily. "Thank you. Now, go help Charley fix Dawn's bike." She backed up and headed back to the garage, going to help Charley pick up the little pieces. Rimfire walked back into the garage, taking Throttle's soda to drink. "Man. I thought I was jealous when people admired Dawn." He killed the can and walked over to help. "Here, it's only right that I help you fix her as pretty as new."
"You should probably take pictures for the insurance people," Charley admitted. "They'll pay to fix it."
"Then her premiums will go up," Rimfire sighed. "She's already complaining about those."
"I pay those," Xander said dryly.
"Yeah, and she saw how much you pay too," Rimfire assured him. "It was not making her happy." He picked up a few armfuls of parts and carried them over to the garage, going to lay them in the open bay. He nodded at the customer. "One of the bikes just got pounced and hurt, she's helping me bring her over here. Give us about ten minutes."
"Sure, kid. Do you know where I might find a Dawn Summers?"
"I'm her fiance. She's out on an errand." The man stared at him. "What?" he demanded. "Don't think I'm good enough for her?"
"You bike?"
"So does she."
"Oh." He grimaced then looked at the letter in his hand. "This was something entrusted in our care." He handed it over. "Make sure she gets it."
"Sure. Thank you." The man nodded and left. Rimfire put it on Charley's desk, noticing that her computer monitor started to wobble like there was an EMF flux going near it. He picked it up and sniffed it then tossed it outside, watching as it hit a rock and exploded. "Holy Mother of the Gods," he said in awe. "XANDER!"
He came over with the phone already to his ear. "What sort of bomb was it?"
"Some guy just dropped off a letter for Dawnie." He looked outside, finding the guy staring at the letter. He whistled and his bike came over. "He tried to blow up Dawnie. Let's get him, girl." They sped off together, going to stop that man and his car. Rimfire drug him back by his collar, dragging him on the ground beside him. "Here," he told the cop getting out of his car. "He delivered the letter to me. I'm Dawn's finance."
The cop looked at the man, then at him. "Protective, aren't you?" he asked with a small grin. Rimfire smirked and nodded, handing him over. "Thanks, kid. Any idea what this was about?"
"Not a clue," Xander said coolly. "But I know someone who has some answers." The man started to babble about how they had been handed that letter earlier in the day and told to deliver it. He had nothing to do with this and he didn't know a thing. All he knew was the guy who had handed it to him. Some big headed guy with really tight goggles on.
"He's dead," Rimfire said, looking confused.
"Sir, threats aren't good," the cop said mildly.
"No, I'm pretty sure he was killed a few weeks back," Rimfire corrected. "Though if I see him, there's not going to be enough parts to identify him, but I'm pretty sure he's dead."
"Maybe he has a clone," the cop joked, leading their witness/suspect to his car to hitch him in.
"Or maybe he was the original and we've only seen the clones for the last little while," Xander said coldly. Rimfire smirked at him and shrugged, but it was a very good idea. "Rimfire, when you and Dawn go to protect the kids, be on the lookout for that evil bastard. If you see him, I'd like to talk to him if I live through tomorrow." He walked off, going home to tell the others. "Dawn got a letter bomb," he announced. "From a big headed guy with very tight goggles."
"He's dead," Throttle pointed out dryly.
"Another clone?" Vinnie asked.
"Or the original," Xander offered coolly. "Rimfire dragged the delivery guy back, up the street, by his collar."
"I'm sure someone can pick the gravel outta his back and butt," Vinnie said placidly. He looked at the kids. "Spike, don't suck on Vic." Spike growled and settled in to nap on his little pillow.
"Did the little vampire mouse need a nap?" Xander teased, smirking at him. Spike growled in a whole different key at him, more menacing this time. "Ooh, sounds like upset tummy problems. Maybe he needs some medicine too? Or a bath?" Spike narrowed his eyes and his growls got meaner. Xander smirked at him. "Get off the baby, Spike." Spike moved and glared but he was still growling.
"He's got the widest range of growls I've ever heard in a mouse," Vinnie said, grinning at him. "You really do growl very well, nearly as well as your sister talks." Spike snorted and made a rude gesture. "Awww, and he's got his daddy's sign language too."
"Bros, making me ill," Throttle warned. "Spike, behave, or spend allll week with Anya."
The baby mouse settled down on Modo's thigh to take a nap. It was nearly as comfortable as the baby's back. He pulled his tail up to suck his thumb around, staring at the adults, especially Xander. He knew how bad he could be, he should be more scared. Even as a baby he wouldn't be safe from his retribution for making him be reborn as a mouse. Especially not as a baby mouse. How humiliating for the baddest of the bad vampires.
Xander gave him a sideways look. "Remember, I didn't ask for it. I just named you," he said cheerfully. "Someone else made that decision." Spike let out a snort and another, dissatisfied, sounding growl, but closed his eyes. He was still a baby after all.
"He's so cute but I'm so glad Vic is normal," Vinnie said, shaking his head. "Okay, what am I doing today?"
"Waiting until Dawn gets back then learning the magic and how to draw the symbol," Xander told him. "It's got to be done in a specific way."
"That bites," he scoffed.
"Yeah, but if you don't do it right, it means something else and the demon may end up in someone's butt instead," Xander said dryly.
"With your nature, it'll be yours," Throttle joked.
"With my luck it'll be mine," Xander said sarcastically. "Nothing about my nature leads them to want to climb up my tail, Throttle. That's not why they like me."
"I don't see why not, it's a cute tail," Vinnie said, pinching it. Xander hit him with it, making him chuckle. "Oooh, did you need a fight?" He almost pounced him but Throttle coughed and shook his head.
"No time for playing games, boys. Work now, play after the demon's gone back to whatever hell it needs to be in."
"Yes, dad," they sighed.
"Daddy, can I have a lollipop?" Xander asked with a wicked grin.
"No sugar, Xander. There's mirrors around and it was a pain finding twelve silver backed mirrors the first time." Xander and Vinnie both snickered at that.
"Let's get serious, boys, before more of the family shows up." Modo looked up from his letter. "Primer said if we don't come home for a quick vacation, then she's going to come down and bring the twins."
"Are they old enough to take to Six Flags?" Xander asked.
"Nope, not yet," Modo sighed.
"Pity. Throttle, can we go this weekend if we live?"
"Sure, babe. We'll go play on the coasters and stuff this weekend if we live." Xander bounced over to hug him, getting squeezed really hard. "Settle down and work. That way we make sure we live."
"It's all set up. All we need to do is mark the mirrors, set them up later, and call the stupid thing." He looked around, then at Anya, who was drawing on paper at the table. "Please let that not be the ritual," he moaned, going over to check on it. "Oh, good, grocery list."
Anya smiled up at him. "Me help pretty," she praised, holding up the drawing.
"Yes, that's very pretty and you're being very helpful by drawing instead of helping," Xander praised. "Very good work, Anya. You deserve a treat later, when Auntie Dawn and Uncle Rimfire take you off somewhere."
"I suggest they go to Enamel," Vinnie offered. He glanced at Modo. "Staff's still got some stitches in and they could probably be looked at."
"A few are looking infected," Modo agreed quietly. "I'd agree to that."
"Sure, plus he can look over the kids. And hey, Shell's in so that gives him some help," Xander said with a grin. "Someone call him and warn him about the mirrors and stuff."
Throttle picked up the phone, dialing out. "Hey, Shell, it's us. No, we're using you as a safe house tonight and tomorrow. Yeah, it's an emergency. No, not babysitting, like major demon. Sure, put 'im on," he agreed, smirking at Xander. He handed over the phone. "Here."
"Hey," Xander said, walking off with the phone. "No, big major demon who likes to eat innocent girls for every meal and make 'em cry in pain. Yeah, coming here. Because either we kill it or one of us is going to end up dead to contain it, Enamel. That means we've got to get the kids out of here with guards and you're the best secondary spot we've got at the moment. So, today, you need to take down or cover every single mirror in your place. And I do mean every one. Even down to the compacts, dental mirrors, all that. Because it travels through them. No, I'm sane, I didn't get hit on the head," he sighed. "Enamel, what do you think I did back in Sunnydale?" he asked dryly. "You know vampires are real and they're demons too," he said patiently. "Because Staff's got an infection in her stitches and we're sending her, all three kids, plus Rimfire and Dawn to you. So deal with it. Because otherwise I get to stab myself in the heart, fall across a really pretty, shiny globe, and trap the demon for another hundred years. Sure, bedtime is a good time for us. It should be tonight or early tomorrow. Whoever's alive after it's gone will call and tell you it's okay. Sure. Thanks, man. Laters." He hung up. "He's convinced I need drugs, but he said he'd take care of everyone." He put the phone back and went back to his puttering.
Vinnie and Throttle shared a look, then looked at Modo, who shook his head. No one was letting Xander do that, they agreed on that part.
***
Dawn walked up the stairs carrying the last mirror. "Okay, I'm back," she announced. Everyone stared at her and the mirror. "Yeah, it's the backup plan. Unfortunately this thing is kinda heavy so it's going to leave a few of you older guys out."
"No way," Xander said, shaking his head. He got it, he really did, but there was no way she was talking them into keeping Rimfire here.
"Hey, not everyone can play catcher's mitt with a twenty pound mirror," she offered.
"Okay, the plan is?" Throttle asked, looking confused.
"The mirrors are going to be trapping the demon, not letting it back into the broader pathway it usually travels," Xander explained. "They're all being spelled to lead back to the globe, where it'll be trapped." Throttle nodded once. "The problem becomes it getting out of the containment circle we're going to be putting up. Which is why we have a thirteenth mirror, or a catcher's mitt as Dawn put it."
"Which means someone's got to be able to dive and catch flying demons. Which a few of you guys can't," Dawn told them. She looked at Xander. "I'd say the best two or three."
"Whoa, nope," Vinnie said, holding up a hand. "Shouldn't happen."
"That's why it's a backup plan," she said impatiently. "And you can't catch." He frowned at her. "Hey, Spike, c'mere," she called, bringing the little running mouse her way. She whispered in his ear, getting an evil chuckle. "The best two or three catching him get to stay."
Spike looked at the big mice and ran toward Vinnie, then zigged off in another direction and then changed direction and headed for Throttle, who nearly caught him but he dove between his legs at the last minute. He continued to run around, nearly getting caught by Modo, who had to dive for him, and then Throttle did catch him but let him go with a pat on the head. He ran off heading for Vinnie again. Dawn had said he couldn't catch him. She was right it seemed.
Modo shook his head and caught the baby mouse this time, giving him a hug. "Is it really going to be that bad?"
"Yeah, demons are worse than most toddlers, so he'll run more than Anya would. This was a mild display." She beamed at Vinnie. "Rimfire!" He came trotting up the ramp. "Let Spike go, let's make sure he can catch him."
"We still need Vinnie here," Xander said patiently. "Just in case the demon takes me out."
Rimfire watched the baby, then smirked and dove to intercept him, rolling around with him to tickle him, getting shrieked at by a happy baby mouse. "What's up?" he asked once he was done.
"The backup plan is a catcher's mitt," she said, hefting the mirror. "Sorry, the handle was the best I could make it." She handed it to Throttle, who gripped it.
"A bit small, I can only fit one hand under here." He handed it to Modo, who nodded that he could handle that. "Good idea, Dawn, but you're still heading off, which means we'll need Vinnie here."
"Or another caster, who doesn't have to be Vinnie. There's other magic people in town." She looked at Xander. "Bait?"
"Shit," he groaned, shaking his head. "She forgot that part too."
"I realized that on the way back. I called one of my buds from school. She's a virgin witch, sworn virgin until she finds someone the Goddess wants her with and proves that she's wanted with, and she's on her way over after dinner. I explained that she's being the bait for something nasty but she'll be safe."
"Fine, thanks, Dawn. Can she cast?" Throttle asked.
Dawn shrugged. "I've worked with her but she's fairly low key in the power department. I'm not sure she could."
"Since the demon stabbed Ethan I'm sure it's not against it," Xander said patiently. "That means we need a secondary caster just in case. Which is not you, Dawn Summers."
"Fine," she sighed. "Just trying to help."
"You do it very well," Xander assured her with a grin. "Nearly as good as I do."
She beamed back. "Thanks. I'm gonna go bug Charley about my bike, see how bad it's going to gouge my trust fund." She headed off, letting them argue about it in private.
Rimfire looked at the group. "I'm not going with the kids. I'm the better catcher and I'm needed here. For that matter, um, I can kinda cast." Modo stared him down. "I picked it up from Dawn," he sighed. "I've been working with her for a while now, Uncle Modo. Nothing bad."
"You're telling that to your grandmother," he said firmly.
"She already knew. We're the ones who blessed her ship with safety on the trip back since it needed a wire replaced in the steering console." Everyone shuddered at that. "So, yeah, if we have to, Vinnie can go off with the kids and I'll stay." He looked at Vinnie. "You do great in football, man, but not baseball, not as the outfielder catching pop balls."
"I already know the spells," Vinnie said firmly.
"Good, so do I."
Xander considered it, then sighed. "Fine. Vinnie, you'll be on the outer edge, in case we need you to cast. Or in case the demon gets past the others and you can catch it." Vinnie nodded. "Rimfire, you can take catching by the ramp. If you roll off, I'll laugh my ass off."
"Yes, sir." He grinned at Spike. "You're gonna go see Shell and Enamel tonight." Spike grunted and kicked him on the leg. "Ow, mean brat."
"Don't have kids, Rimfire, they're all like that," Faith said as she joined them. She looked at the extra mirror. "Playing ball?"
"If necessary," he agreed. "Willow made the battle plans for a perfect situation."
"Oooh," she winced, shuddering. "Okay, so that's our backup?" He nodded. "Good deal." She looked around. "Dawnie?"
"Next door checking on her bike. Rimfire's got jealous and tried to kill it," Xander offered. "You can go over and chat."
"Thanks, man." She went to steal a soda then head over there. She looked at the car up on the lift. "Ooh, poor ride. What happened?"
"Apple up the tailpipe made the exhaust back up and explode," Dawn said with a small shrug. "This is my ride, even though Rimfire's bike didn't like her." She patted her bike on the side. "We'll be fixing her for quite a while."
"So I can see." She sipped her soda. "You okay with heading off tonight?" Dawn shook her head. "You should be."
"I'm not helpless."
"No, but you've got a future ahead of you, something that Xander didn't at his age," she said wisely. "He wants you to be a Vulcan."
"Live long and prosper?" Charley joked.
"Basically, yeah," Faith agreed with a smirk for her. "You're pretty cool, Charley." She looked at Dawn. "If something happens and I bite it, Cara's mother's on life support so I have custody. Make sure your boy doesn't play too rough with her, got it?" Dawn gaped at her. "I'm serious, D."
"I know you are, but man! They're just barely getting Vic started!"
"Cara will love him, he's got a tail," she said dryly, smirking at Charley. "The kid's dad is a bastard of the lowest order. Not even high enough to do it properly, the sort to send his daughter a dead mouse through the mail. The post office found it first and called the cops, that's how we knew about it." Charley shuddered. "She's got a grandma, but it's the dirtbag's mom and I don't think she'll help very much for all her fussing and whining. So if I bite it here then she comes to Xander and you guys. Treat her like you did Dawnie. She'll be a normal kid at the very least. She's not a slayer."
"That's fine, Faith, if something happens, we'll raise her with Vic," Charley promised. Faith smiled at that. "You shouldn't have to though."
"Yeah, well, the thought of Willow doing the magic stuff creeps me out to this day. I'd like to live, ya know? She's kinda still dangerous. Even on Mars."
"The Seal likes to pretend to be her too," Dawn said dryly, nodding at the Willow-shaped person coming through a wall. "Hey, how's Mars, Seal?"
"Fairly decent. Very low powered. There's something wrong in the core that's sucking the energy from the planet. I'm not sure what yet." She looked at Faith. "If you follow the instructions, all will be well. If not, then I'll welcome you in my temple with Willow." She smiled. "Anything else?"
"No, not yet," Faith admitted.
"Did you have fun on Plutark?" Dawn asked. "No one could figure out why you liked the slimy, stinky, fish people so much."
"They reminded me of those I keep back, and they were quite tasty," she said happily. "Some people like caviar and some people like fish sticks. I find I like fish sticks." She smiled. "But yes, I did. There's still some bikes and things up there. Willow has told the one called Carbine but she's ignoring her existence."
"She won't when Throttle toasts her tail over it," Dawn promised. "Any remaining mice?"
"Six or seven. They still taste bad to us. Give us indigestion. You should probably get them soon before we decide belching is easy enough."
"I'll go use the pointy stick of encouragement," Dawn promised. "How long?"
"Maybe three days," she offered. Dawn nodded. "I thank you, Key."
"You're welcome, Seal. Be at peace and protect Mars so I can join you some day." That got a small smile and the Seal vanished. Dawn waved and headed back over there. "Throttle, call your ex and use the pointy stick of encouragement on her. There's bikes and a few mice left on Plutark and the Bringers can put up with indigestion soon. Like in three or four days," she said as she came up the ramp. "The Seal said so." He headed into the office. "Xan, the Seal said that if you follow orders, it'll be fine. Oh, if Faith bites it sometime in the near future before her mother comes off life support, then we get Caroline."
"She'll love all the tails around here," Modo said dryly, smirking at her. "You're sure?"
"Faith said so and she's got custody of her while her mom's on life support." Modo nodded at that. "The Seal said that you guys gave bringers indigestion. But that the Plutarkians were like fish sticks."
"Eww," Vinnie said with a shudder. "Another food I'm not going to eat." He shuddered again and Xander hugged him, making him calm down. "Thanks, bro."
"Welcome, big brother. Dawn."
"Just reporting," she defended, going to help Throttle. "Hey, old guy. The Seal said you've got about three more days before the bringers get hungry enough to belch really loud when they ate the last few mice on Plutark."
"How long?"
"Three, four days at the most."
"We've got ships there, we'll call them. Any bikes?" She nodded. "Decent, Dawn. Thanks and be careful tonight."
"I'm being sent off with Vic and Staff."
"I can fight," Staff called.
Modo gave her a long stare. "I know you can, you're going to be guarding the things that are most important to us, the kids, Charley, and Dawn." She slumped. "Besides, you're going to see Enamel so he can check those stitches." He gave her a gentle kiss, making her go limp against him. "I don't want you in danger," he said quietly.
Vinnie and Xander shared a look. Then smirked. "Hey, Modo, if you fall she can have our spare rooms with any of your kids if your momma can't take her in," Xander promised with a grin. "We'll treat her just like a little sister, man."
"Yeah, she can have our spare room too," Vinnie promised with a bright grin. "Anytime and anywhere."
"Aww, shucks, bros," he said, blushing as brightly as he could, the same as she was. "You're sure?"
Throttle came to the door. "Yeah, bro, she's yours and she can have our spare room. She'll be a sis to us." Modo grinned at him and kissed her again, pushing her against the wall to kiss her. That was as far as he was going, but it was enough. His bros knew he wouldn't show off in front of them. He walked her off to their room. Throttle smirked at Xander. "Soon?"
"As soon as we get the mirrors set up and keep Anya from helping draw on them like she has the last two."
"Let me take the kids to the garage," Vinnie said, gathering up Anya, Spike, and Vic to take over there. Charley could watch them for a bit while they got set up.
Xander settled in to draw the symbols on the back of the mirrors. Someone had to.
***
The time came when everyone had to leave to hide. Dawn and Rimfire were saying their goodbyes. She had his bike and Spike was on her back. She grinned and gave him one last kiss, whispering something in his ear. He nodded, watching her take off. Charley had Vic on her back and Anya was strapped into the baby seat on the back of her bike. Vinnie was kissing her as hard as he could. One of his hands was moving and she moaned but he kept going. "Please," he whispered into her lips and she moaned again. She couldn't resist him. "It's in, right?" he demanded, pulling her up and handing off the baby blindly. No one was going to let him fall. Someone took him and he got her against the wall, doing everything he could to make her beg for him to do more. She whimpered when he undid her pants. "It doesn't matter to me, sweetheart, I may not lick it today but I'm more than happy to do other things." He freed himself and nailed her right there, not caring when someone threw a sheet over their heads. He shoved into her gently, being as gentle as he could, but it felt like he hadn't had any in years instead of days. He filled her as deep as he could without her wincing and worked himself quickly but not as hard as he wanted. If he had his way, he'd be turning her around and taking her much harder, but he couldn't do that yet. Soon but not yet. He shot off on that thought, kissing her breathless as he felt himself empty what felt like gallons of seed into her body. "Mine?" he pleaded.
"Yours, hot shot," she promised, kissing him again. "Now I'm really sore."
"You can soak when we get done tonight," he promised. "I'll wait hand and tail on you." He grinned at her, kissing her again as he pulled back. He got her redresssed and then himself, uncovering them so he could get her back on her bike. Dawn's friend handed back the baby carrier and he helped her into it, giving his son a stroke across the antennas before she took off. Staff took off after her. Vinnie looked at the others. "What?" he asked defensively. "Rimfire and Dawn did too!"
"It's natural to want to have great sex if the world's ending. Apocalypse sex is the best sex," Xander agreed dryly. "Even better than makeup sex." He clapped Modo on the arm. "At least you found someone who makes you happy enough to have some, big guy." He blushed and Xander grinned. "She wasn't sore?"
"A man doesn't tell such facts."
"You're right, that was crude of me," Xander agreed, patting him on the arm. "We all ready?" Everyone nodded. "Okay. Jess, we need you in the center of the containment circle once I check to make sure Anya didn't help by drawing on the pretty pictures again." She smiled and nodded, moving into position. Xander walked the circle, closing it once he was inside. "Places, people." He nodded at Modo to uncover the single mirror he had put up. "Okay, Jess, think tasty, pure, ready to scream vibes." She nodded, closing her eyes, concentrating on calling the demon to her. She felt Xander flinch and opened her eyes, staring in horror at the thing. "Jess," Xander urged, giving her a nudge. She was frozen and the demon was smirking. He glanced at Vinnie, who lifted her out with his tail, leaving them together in the circle. He also felt Dawn come back but that was fine. He'd toast her tail later. He looked at the demon. "You're trapped," he said calmly. "The only one here is me. You can't use me. You can't kill me. I can kill you." He started the chant, ducking under the demon's talon when it lunged. He continued, and the demon screamed, but then so did Xander when it got him in the side.
Vinnie felt someone take his hand and he started the chant instead of Xander. Dawn's smooth, alto voice added to his and the demon shivered, knocking at the containment circle. He heard Xander pick it up and start too, and the demon dove for a mirror, knocking it off the stand it was on. That got it free of the circle and it headed for the other one, but Modo broke that one. Rimfire was ready with the mirror and they were chasing it down, Rimfire tossing it to Throttle when he ducked that way. Modo picked up one of the extra mirrors while Vinnie and Dawn continued to chant with Xander. Rimfire got a mirror of his own, and the demon was trapped between them. Xander stood up, lifting up the globe just in case. The demon looked around, looking terrified and lunged at Vinnie and Dawn. He pushed Dawn and grabbed Throttle's mirror, jumping up to catch it when it tried to go over his head. "Yeah, white mice can jump!" he said happily when it went into his mirror.
Xander sat down with the globe, shaking it hard to break the two vials of blood in there. He felt the explosion and counted to two, then opened the stopper for a second. The explosion had ripped the interior compartment, opening a spot of void, which started to free the demon, but by reopening the stopper, it remade the interior compartment with the demon half-trapped in the void so it would never be getting out. "It won't stick," Xander said frantically. "Get me the soldering iron!"
Faith passed it over, holding the stopper in the right spot as he worked on it. He got it sealed with pure silver solder and she gave it a gentle tug to make sure it was seated. Xander added more around the bead he had done, sealing it well. She held up the globe with a smile. "It's in there."
Dawn cheered, hugging her. "Good job, guys!"
"You're in so deep," Throttle promised tiredly, sitting down in a nearby chair. "Xander?"
"Tired," he moaned. He sat up and hissed, looking at Dawn. "Grounded," he said slowly and clearly. "Six weeks, no sex, no rides, nothing." She snorted and sat down, hissing too. "Tough."
"Fine," she complained. She looked at Jess, who was still frozen. "Hey, um, Jess?" Jess shook herself. "It's captured."
"Oh, good," she said weakly. "What was that?"
"A higher level demon," Xander told her simply. "An apocalypse level one, kid. Never turn to chaos magic. That's what calls them and what they love to play with." She nodded and burst out in tears, hugging them all before heading back to her car. "Hopefully she's scared on the straight and narrow," he said, pushing himself up and going to flop down on the couch with a hiss of his own. "Ow."
"Up the butt sex?" Dawn asked sympathetically.
"Yup. You?"
"Oh, yeah," she agreed, shifting some. "Desperate times call for desperate times sex." She looked at him. "You needed me."
"I don't care," he sighed. "You're still grounded. Unless you're going to elope and then I'm telling your sister and Micah and Lorne and Max."
"Sure, not an issue. I doubt he's getting it for a few weeks anyway."
"Was he rough with you?" Modo demanded. He glared at his nephew.
"No," she snorted, looking up at him. "But he's gotten a taste for hair yanking since that stupid succubus showed up and anal sex is sore making if you're as big as he is." He blushed bright red and went to hide in the bathroom. "Sorry, Modo."
"Add another week for that," Throttle said tiredly. He looked at Vinnie. "You could call them to come back."
"Nah, he needs to look at Staff's back. She's got a few infected spots in her stitches." He sat down next to Xander, cuddling into him. "You're comfy," he said with a small yawn.
"That's why we took the time to take a nap before the main event," Xander said, patting him on the back. "Was it good?"
"Very," he said with a small grin. "I'm going to be back in my own bed tonight. I can almost guarantee it. Sorry, Throttle."
"Not an issue," he said with a wave of his tail. "Modo, you okay?"
"Yeah." He came out and looked at his nephew. "Do we have to have a talk about you being gentle with her?"
"No, sir," he said, looking embarrassed. "I'll quit pulling her hair. I like her hair, it's soft and scrunchy at the right times. She doesn't have a tail I can grab to tease."
"Grab the headboard," Xander suggested. "Works when Throttle tries to pull hair. Or let her tie you down."
"Um, too late," he said, taking off running before his uncle could stop him.
Modo moaned, shaking his head. "Dawn, no more kinky sex with my nephew until you two move out together."
"I offered to get a place for college and everyone vetoed it," she defended weakly. She looked at Xander. "By the way, I broke one of the stretchy red velvet ties. I'll replace them tomorrow."
"Yes, you will," he agreed firmly.
"If you guys are all like this, can you find me a mouse too?" Faith asked, pouting a bit. "It sounds like more fun than I get at home." Her phone rang and she answered it. "Yeah, Wes, it's trapped. No sacrifice needed. No, they played ball as a backup position." She smirked. "No, the usual wind-down, talking about the apocalypse sex. Sure. Yeah, tell Buffy she needs to send Dawnie money to replace some of Xander's straps since she broke one. No, just some Preparation H for when too much butt sex turns into hemorrhoids."
"No, that's pregnancy," Vinnie told her smugly. "Just ask Charley or Switch when she comes down."
"Okay, I was corrected, that's pregnancy and Dawnie doesn't have to worry about that. She's on the IUD. Sure. Laters." She hung up. "I'm being recalled to Cleveland since Wesley said I obviously needed drugs and a nap," she said happily. "Need me for anything?"
"No, not really," Xander promised. "Go, have fun. Jump Wes if he isn't doing Fred. Or jump Buffy, have prison sex in the showers. She seemed like she could use it."
Faith smirked and leered a bit. "I can do that, can't I?" she asked happily. "Let me go pack my crap and I'll go. What about the globe? Wes wanted to know."
"I know someone here who can handle it. I met him when I was refilling my holy water squirt gun. He's got friends who do the same thing and have a storehouse."
"Cool beans. Legacy?" Xander nodded. "Even better. I'll report that and that Dawn and you are sore from anal sex, then I'll jump Buffy." She waved and headed off.
"When did you meet him?" Throttle asked.
"A few weeks back, the day I came home looking confused with my squirt guns. He's a priest." He reached over with his tail, snagging his cellphone and the number he had put into it. "Hey, howareya?" he asked dryly. "Is Father Philip in? No, it's a fairly serious semi-world ending emergency that's been handled but kinda still needs a bit of a cleanup. No, no exorcism involved, thankfully. Yet." He grinned, looking at Rimfire as he came back. "Don't yank hair, Rimfire, it's impolite." He listened to the cheerful accented voice on the other side. "Hey, Father Philip, it's Xander. Yeah, squirt gun guy. Would your buddies like a trapped demon in the globe that traps it, sealed in there and swearing up a storm? Sure, we can even give you the book with the old way and the new rite too. Yeah, come on over. No, silver globe, some emeralds. Neat stuff really. Yeah, the reason all those girls were brutalized. Nope, handled and contained. Now needing buried. Thanks." He hung up. "Look for a Catholic priest in about ten minutes. He had that 'worried/may have to save them too/souls in danger' tone to his voice." He looked at Vinnie, who was napping on his chest. He used his tail tip to tease him awake and grinned. "Needed a nap that badly? I'm surprised you were able to jump."
"I had adrenaline and magic then," he yawned. "Magic always wipes me out. That's why I'd never take it up for real." He closed his eyes and got comfortable against Xander's side.
"Maybe he should have butt sex with her," Dawn quipped tiredly.
"Dawn!" Modo and Throttle yelled together.
"Sorry, just a suggestion. She can't get pregnant from it. It feels really good too."
"Dawn, out!" Modo yelled, pointing. "Don't come back until you can talk about another subject."
"Okay," she said weakly, giving him a hug on the way out the door. She waited until she was outside to cackle in glee. She saw the person knocking impatiently on the garage's door and coughed to startle them. "Hey, Charley's visiting a friend with the kid for a few hours. It an emergency? Vinnie's next door."
"Who are you?" the twenty-something female asked, well demanded.
"Charley's near little sister. I live next door and come over to help her and the baby all the time. You?"
"I'm her cousin," she sneered.
"Cool beans. She'll be back in a few hours." She whistled and Rimfire came riding up, handing over her helmet. "Otherwise her mate's next door at my place. He may be able to reach her sooner if it's a family emergency." She climbed on the back of his bike and took off with him. "Modo said I can't come back until I can talk about something other than great sex," she called.
"I'm sure I can help you find another subject," he said with a leer in the mirror. "She's going next door."
"Fuck her. She's a bitch."
"I'd rather not. She seems like the sort who can't get any without paying for it."
"You're so bad, Rimmy," she cooed, giving him a squeeze. "Clubbing?"
"Sure, why not. Since we'll be grounded soon and all." He sped up to get through a green light and headed for their favorite club to tease at.
Modo was up so he got waved at to get the door when someone pounded on it. "Yes, miss?" he asked politely. "Did you need something?"
"I'm Charley's cousin. Where is she?"
"She's visiting a friend with her son tonight. She's due back in a few hours. Her husband's upstairs if you wanted to talk to him."
"Husband? There wasn't a wedding," she said coldly. "Her family will not accept that."
"Oh, shut up," Xander yelled. "Modo, slam the door in her face. Charley said she could wait if she had PMS. She'll be back in an hour."
"Who was that?" she sneered.
"Xander, the guy who owns this house. As he said she'll be back in an hour. With her son." He smiled and shut the door in her face while she spluttered. He was polite but even he had his limits. He headed back up to collapse again, stretching out in his usual chair. "We need to cook dinner."
"Go fire up the grill?" Throttle suggested.
"Sure." Modo got up with a groan and went to start the grill with his arm cannon.
Throttle stood up and helped get Vinnie up and to his feet, walking him down there too. Then he came back for the semi-napping Xander.
Episode 36:
Charley smiled at Enamel as he joined them in the garage. "Hey."
"Hey. What's going on? Demons?"
"Yeah, unfortunately," she admitted, getting off her bike and undoing Anya, but keeping a hand in hers. "They snuck down," she said at his odd look. "Spike was in the mail." She looked over as Staff pulled in and parked, getting off with Spike on her back. It's not like she had expected Dawn to stay. "So, let's head upstairs. You got all the mirrors covered, right?"
"All but one, and it's a pillar."
"That's easy, you tape paper over it," Staff said simply. "We can do that." She winced when he touched her back. "Don't do that."
"I'll look at it once we fix that last mirrored column," he said quietly, leading them up to his place. He let them walk in first, making sure Anya did and smiling at Vic and the scent on Charley. "Nearly a week, I'm impressed with his control."
"He broke when we were leaving," she admitted with a small blush. "That thing's in, right?" He nodded. "Good. I love my little mouse but one's enough." He grinned and nodded, getting them settled in while Staff covered the pillar with some paper and tape, tying it around the middle to make sure it was sealed off. "Go ahead and check on her first."
"Sure." He led her into the office, where Shell was, and closed them in. "Hand her baby Spike."
"Spike's down?" Shell asked, taking the baby. Sure enough it was a sleepy baby mouse. "How? Where's Switch?"
"He snuck into the mail while Anya just hopped the ship," she said with a small blush, taking off her shirt and turning to face Enamel so he could look at the stitches that crisscrossed her back. "They hurt and Modo said a few were infected when he was cleaning them for me," she said softly.
Shell grinned at her. "He needs a girl like you in his life," she admitted. "Are you happy?" Staff grinned and nodded. "Good. Then you deserve each other." She got up to look, wincing a bit. "Oooh."
"Yeah, they're infected," Enamel admitted, moving over to grab some alcohol and pads. "It's going to sting when I clean them," he warned.
"Do you have to?"
"Yes," he said patiently. "Remember, I used to do Vinnie's tail, I'll be as gentle as I can." She nodded, letting Shell hold her too while he worked. She hissed a few times and he knew he hurt her. If those had been on him, he'd have swatted whoever was cleaning them but she only grit her teeth and endured. Clearly Modo had one hell of a girl in her. When he was done, he spread some antibiotic ointment on them and recovered them. "No more getting them wet, Staff. Take sponge baths if you smell."
"He wanted to bathe," she said quietly, blushing a lot.
"Which is great, have him help you cover those then," Shell said with a smile. "The big guy should know what a waterproof bandage is and how to apply one properly. Let him do that before you shower, and let him take it off afterwards. Maybe he'll give you a neck rub." Staff blushed more at that, making her grin. "If he makes you that happy, I'm happy for you, sweetie."
"Thank you," she offered, putting back on her shirt. She looked back at Enamel. "Anything else?"
"I'll work on getting you some antibiotics," he offered. "I need privileges at one of the local hospitals. It would make all this *so* much easier."
"So do medical school down here," Shell said dryly. "Or have Micah get you some."
"I've thought about asking but I'm technically still under a life sentence for being a bastard in the Ukraine." Shell grimaced and Staff gave him an odd look. "I was protecting an orphanage, a group of troops had been firing on us all day. I didn't realize that the new ones coming up weren't the same ones so I defended the kids."
"It's what I'd do too," Staff agreed. "Were the kids all right when you left?"
"Yeah, just fine. I hope they stay that way too." He patted her on the back of the head. "Okay, let's go look at the kids. I know Shell wants to continue to cuddle Spike." That got a growl and the baby mouse snuggling into her very comfortable chest. "Don't get too comfy, Spike. Those are mine, not your mother's." Shell blushed at that. "You mean they're not? I'll have to go pout on Modo and make him have a talk with you."
"You missed it," Staff giggled. "Rimfire and Dawn have been pushing all day to stay and help. I'm guessing Dawn went back after handing me Spike, but she was walking so funny earlier. Then, Vinnie jumped Charley right before she left, made her nearly beg him to keep going." Enamel smiled at that, giving her a squeeze around the shoulders. "It doesn't hurt!"
"It shouldn't hurt. I did pop one that was pulling. Hopefully that'll help some." He led her back to the main room, finding Anya coloring on the paper covering the mirrored column. "Well, at least she's decorative," he said dryly. Charley giggled at that, nodding. "She's not in trouble either. I'm amazed."
"I took the knife off the breadboard," Charley told him. "She was using it for sword practice."
"It was a big knife," Shell agreed as she came out. "How are you feeling, Charley?"
"Fine. Still kinda sore, and then Vinnie was very gentle earlier, but I'm still sore."
Staff looked up at Enamel and whispered in his ear. "I want to know," she said quietly. "I can't if I can't have any. He deserves better."
"Even if you can't, there's got to be something we can do to fix it," he promised quietly, staring down at her. "He won't mind, Staff. He's got nephews and nieces. Plus Rimfire will have some some day soon."
"Yeah, but he deserves better," she said gently.
"Staff, Modo's said repeatedly that he'd be more than happy to adopt a whole orphanage and leave it there if the woman who suited and liked him couldn't have any," Charley told her, looking over at her. "Vinnie asked him what would happen if he couldn't have any of his own and that was his answer. He seemed really happy with the thought of raising every one of those orphans on Mars by himself."
"He still deserves better," she said quietly.
"Honey, Modo's scared that he'll hurt a little kid. That's why he froze when Vic was handed to him the first time. It's gonna be a while before you have to worry about that. Even though you may not be fertile, I don't think he'll care. He'll have plenty of kids. There's tons of orphans like Racer on Mars for him to love and help raise. That's what he wants to do anyway."
"You're sure?" She nodded. "He said he'd love a whole houseful of kids."
"So would Vinnie, but realism hath stuck," she said dryly. Staff chuckled and nodded. "So relax. See if it's something fixable, and if not, he'll still love you. Because if you run away, the bros will find you and bring you back to him. The same way they do Xander when he tries to run from Throttle and his scary bondage thoughts."
"Bondage?" Shell asked. "Xander?"
"No, he likes it, but sometimes Throttle gets a bit intense and Xander has a momentary freakout and strolls off for the night."
"Yeah, or he makes rules about stupid stuff that won't happen," Staff agreed with a snort. "He actually made a 'no drugs' rule."
"Xander doesn't do drugs," Enamel said, looking confused.
"Exactly," Charley agreed dryly. "He has dabbled in the past though and Throttle saw that during the life review and made the rule even though it wasn't necessary."
"Which made him pissed and he went for a long walk without anyone else," Staff finished. "Or so I heard."
"No, you heard right. That was the night he beat the snot out of Karbunkle and took the dip in the lake. Right before Throttle had to tell him that he wasn't going to let him go, ever."
"No, that boy's not possessive at all," Enamel said sarcastically. "I thought the food thing was bad."
"It is," Shell admitted, "but Throttle needs that sort of confirmation now and then. Look at who he used to date, honey."
"I know," he agreed patiently. "Xander and Carbine are nothing alike, he needs to make sure of that. Still, it's a bit over-possessive in my book. I'm waiting for Xander to smack him for it some morning."
"Why?" Staff asked. "Xander needs that to know he's loved now and then. His former friends used to use him horribly from what I've heard around and he's still healing from them thinking he was a slave to use and toss away." Charley nodded, agreeing with that.
"It would prove to Xander that he's got a spot and that he's wanted, but I'm worried about Throttle going too far some day," Shell said delicately.
Charley snorted, shaking her head. "Won't happen, Shell. Throttle's not that sort of guy. Possessive of what's his, but not that sort of guy. Besides, I'm pretty sure Xander could take him in that sort of situation. Plus, Vinnie and Modo would step in and stop it too. Vinnie tried to step in when he saw rope burns on Xander's wrists one morning. He glared at Throttle all day for hurting him, even though Xander had said it was his choice to be tied down and Throttle had done really good to him, that's why he had struggled. Remember, Vinnie loves Xander just as much as he loves me."
"You still don't need to be in a foursome," Enamel told her. "Not yet anyway. Give yourself time to heal, Charley."
"What's a foursome?" Anya asked.
"Ask your father when he comes down to spank you for sneaking off Mars that way," Charley retorted, glaring at her. She 'eeped' and decided it would be a good idea to lay down on her bedroll now. That way she could hide under her blankets. Spike wiggled down and stalked her, pouncing her with an evil cackle. "Good job, Spike."
"Very good job, Spike," Shell agreed, smiling at him. "I'm guessing he just started to walk?"
"He just said his first word too, shit," Staff said with a grin for her.
"I'm betting Stoker and Switch *love* that," Enamel said, shaking his head.
"Stoker keeps saying how Spike will be just like him," she shared with a grin. "Got any sodas?"
"Yeah, we stocked up," he offered, letting her go so she could raid the fridge. He took Vic to look over, getting sleepy baby complaints. "Oh, hush, little guy. I'm not going to hurt you. I used to watch your daddy's peeling tail problem." He checked him over, then smiled and handed him back. "Good so far. You'll need to watch his fur. He's starting to get ingrown hairs. Just gently bathe the area and don't pop them if you can help it." She nodded, settling him on her shoulder. "Go ahead and take that couch. Staff can either crash with the kids or in the chair." He got his own drink and their sandwiches, taking them back to their room. "Have a nice night, you guys."
"You too," Charley agreed. She heard her cellphone ring and the bedroom door opened as she answered it. "Yeah?" She listened to Xander. "Cousin? Okay. Is it done with?" She heard his comment to the others and smirked. "Are you done? Is everyone alive?" She smirked and nodded, making Enamel relax. "Fine, we'll be back within an hour. Yes, one hour," she said patiently. She hung up and looked at him. "It went off within a half-hour. No one had to be sacrificed." Staff relaxed at that. "No injuries at all."
"Good," Enamel agreed, grinning at her. "Need help down to the bikes?"
"Please. Get Anya."
"Sure." He helped them gather up the few things they had brought up, taking them and the baby mice down to the bikes so they could get back on and head home. Shell had to bring down Spike's carrier but otherwise it only took a few minutes. "We dodged another emergency," he said happily, giving her a kiss. "Come on, I want to celebrate that." She chuckled but he was going to be celebrating for a while tonight.
***
Charley pulled up in front of the garage, looking at her cousin as Staff rode past. "Hold on, Marissa, I've got to drop Anya next door." She headed over to park in the lair's garage, letting Modo take Anya from the back of her bike. "I'll be over there. Have Vinnie come over when he's awake." He grinned and nodded, taking the baby mouse off to find them a place to sleep. She went back to the garage, turning off the security system and letting her cousin inside. "What's wrong?"
"What's wrong?" she asked in a near shriek. "You're married and you didn't invite the family? You're breaking your father's will by selling some of the land under the garage? You're married to a freakin' alien, Charley! That's what's fucking well wrong!"
"Shut up," she complained, going to put Vic in his crib. She turned around and her cousin was standing there. "Victor. My son. You will lower your voice around him," she said firmly. Her cousin stared in shock. Horrified shock. "Yes, I had him with Vinnie. He wasn't planned but he's a great little guy who already likes engines. They make him happy," she said, walking her cousin out. "As for me breaking the will. I seriously doubt *my* father would care about me selling a mere hundred feet to Vinnie's family to put up their house. I live over there half the time anyway!"
"Your father would shit in his grave if he knew you were with that...thing!" she spat.
"Dad would have grilled him to make sure he treated me well, he probably would have had a problem with how all the guys protect me so much, but they're the ones who made sure I kept the garage and kept it open, Marissa. They're the ones who helped me fight to keep it from Limburger time and time again. Dad would probably be very proud of me and Vinnie. Vinnie treats me like the Goddess he thinks I am. He spoils me, he cares for me, he helps me in the garage when he can. He and the others take care of me. So, no, my father wouldn't be upset with me for selling a hundred feet for the corner of their house. Frankly, the owner of that house bought all the land around the garage so no one could buy it and threaten us. Now, if you don't calm yourself down and quit shrieking around my son, I'm going to kick you out. Why are in Chicago? You hate the city."
"I'm here because you broke the will. That means the garage is to be dissolved among the rest of the heirs."
"There's no other heirs, Marissa. You're not entitled to anything."
"I was mentioned in the will, that makes me an heir," she sneered. "My mom and dad happen to agree with that."
"Your mom and dad will end up bailing you out of jail if you don't get out of here," she retorted. "Now!" She pointed and her cousin stomped off. Charley turned back on the security system on her way down to the office, going to call their friendly lawyer buddy Bob. At home - something she never did. "Bob?" she asked calmly. "I know you did my dad's will. My cousin just threatened the garage because I let Xander have a hundred feet for the corner of his house. I need help now." She nodded, sitting down to listen to his suggestions. "I can't afford that," she complained. She sighed and nodded. "Thanks, Bob. I wish you could help this time too." She hung up and called the lair. "Guys, we've got a problem. Can we have a family meeting? Here? Because I'm not leaving the garage for a very long time. My cousin just threatened it." She hung up and called her cousin. Marissa's dad was actually her first cousin, Marissa was just an unexpected treasure of hell.
"Kyle, I'm going to kill your sister," she said when he answered in a cheerful voice. He was their oldest, adopted son. "She just threatened the Last Chance. No, I sold a hundred feet to Vinnie's little brother so he could put up his house. The corner's on there. I love him like my own family. He's married to one of Vinnie's bros. We're a great big family. Dad would probably be really fond of the owner if he was alive, but your sister just threatened to take the garage away from me and give it to herself. No, I'm hiring a lawyer. She was screeching in front of my son, Kyle! I don't know where you went wrong with that one, but can you please beat her so I don't end up in jail for homicide?" Her cousin calmed her down and she took a deep breath. "Fine. Discourage her. I'm not losing the Last Chance to her when I fought for so long and hard to keep her away from Limburger. I nearly lost my life a few times during that fight, your sister's blood will nicely join mine on the floors." She took another calming breath, as ordered. "I don't care, just stop her, Kyle. I won't lose the garage to her. She'll ruin her. I swear to you I won't be losing her to your sister." She hung up and calmed herself down, listening to her son fuss. Someone was up there with him but it sounded like Modo so she didn't jump up to go beat someone.
Throttle pushed in the door. "Family meeting time?" She nodded. "What's wrong, Charley girl?"
"My cousin is claiming I broke dad's will by selling Xander that hundred feet and that the garage is now hers."
"Your cousin lives where?" Xander asked, sticking his head under Throttle's arm. "I'm sure I can go dissuade her easily enough." he offered with a charming smile.
"You can't. She's going to go legal. She claims she's already got a lawyer. Her parents aren't backing her on this but it's going to be tight. I don't know a good inheritance lawyer."
"Then let me call Gunn, see if he does," Xander offered, going to do that. He was taking his bar in Cleveland, he may know someone or know someone who knew someone. He walked into the kitchen to call Cleveland, getting Fred. "Hey, put Gunn on. I know he's napping and that it's late, Fred. We've got a will situation here. No, as in someone's trying to steal the garage. So?" She sighed and went to hand the phone to Gunn, who was fairly sleepy sounding. "I know it's late. I'm sorry, I'm having to put shit in motion fast though. You know the garage and Charley? Her cousin claims it's now hers because I bought a hundred feet of land from her. No, out here. Someone to make the girl piss herself. I've got money," he pointed out. "This is a better waste of it than many things I could do." He grinned. "Yeah, someone like that, only who deals with wills," he agreed. "Please. By tomorrow? Thanks, man. I owe you. Want piccies of Charley's baby?" He grinned. "Sure. Happy nap." He hung up and went back to the office. "Gunn's going to ask some colleagues out there. They should know someone around here." She nodded, relaxing a bit. "Charley, I don't care if I suddenly have to go broke over this," he said calmly. "I'll take out a loan if I have to when I do go broke. You're not losing the garage. Even if she wins and we have to appeal and build you a new one on the land I do own, then you connect them when you get it back, not an issue. This is so much better than letting Dawn shop herself to death." That got a small smile and a nod. "So let's not worry totally yet. We can work this out."
"What's going on?" Modo asked from behind them.
Charley came out of the office, looking around. "Vinnie?"
"Bathroom," Throttle offered calmly, pulling Xander closer to kiss him. "Love you."
He grinned. "Ditto."
Charley waited until Vinnie came out. "I'm sure you all heard my cousin Marissa shrieking earlier. She came up to claim she now owns the garage because I sold that small bit to Xander."
"I can sell it back to you at a reduced rate if it'll help," Xander offered. "Just don't make me move the house."
She shook her head. "I don't think it'll be necessary." She looked at Vinnie. "She's got a lawyer and her parents supposedly aren't helping her with this."
"Then we'll whip her tail and make her cry," he said firmly, pulling her into his arms. "You're not losing your dad's garage."
"We could do a seance and call him back," Xander offered quietly. "Let him go scare the shit outta the bitch."
"That would be mean to my father," Charley said firmly. "Not unless there's no other way." He nodded, letting that idea go. "But I love you for suggesting it."
"Not an issue. Whatever I can do, I'm doing. Even if I have to remove that hundred feet and move a bookcase when we slice off that corner." She smiled at that. "Hey, I can do that," he reminded her smugly. "I can also go make her car explode."
"No, Xander. No violence this time," Throttle said patiently. "We can't just shoot this one."
"You two need to go have really good sex to calm him down," Vinnie offered.
"No, no sex. I'm too sore for sex again tonight," Xander said, backing away from Throttle's side. "Sorry, babe, but I'm still sore."
"Yeah, me too," he agreed lightly. "I never knew my thighs were that strong before."
"I'll fix the wall tomorrow, while I worry," Xander said grimly, going to answer the garage's phone. "Yeah? What do you mean where's Faith?" He listened. "How did she not get off the plane?" he asked impatiently. "She never got on the plane? Then where is she? She left us and headed for the airport." He groaned, rubbing his forehead. "Fine, I'll go look for Faith around here. You guys look for her that way. She was kinda distracted." He hung up. "Bad news, I've got to go look for Faith."
"She never checked in?" Charley asked.
"Or got on the plane according to Wes," he admitted. "So I'm headed out, I'm taking the car, just in case. We need to find her before they ship Caroline this way." He gave Charley a hug, kissing her on the cheek. "Let me know what my part is and I'll gladly do it. Even acting straight again," he teased with a small grin. He headed to the lair's garage, going to get his car and head off for the local vampire bars. If anyone knew where a slayer was, they would.
Charley looked at the others. "I don't know what we're doing yet. Bob said he couldn't handle it, he doesn't do that sort of law really. He read the will but nothing more. I don't know who does. I don't even know who she's got at the moment."
Vinnie sat down in her desk chair, settling her in his lap. "Sweetheart, we're here and nothing's taking this garage away from you. If they try, I'm going to turn a rabid Dawn on them. Got it?" he asked, giving her a squeeze. She smiled at that image. "We'll do whatever we can to help you this time too."
"She called you an alien and Vic a thing."
"She's just used her last strike with me," Throttle noted quietly. "If she comes back, I'm considering her a goon." He shook his head. "I don't care that she's related to you. There's bad patches of blood in every family, Charley girl. She's not your kin in my book."
"Mine either," Modo agreed. "My gray furred momma would have her hide for this stunt."
"Thanks, guys. You guys are so great." She sniffled. "I hate mood swings."
They piled on, hugging her until she stopped. It was the only decent thing they could do until something else happened.
***
Xander pulled up in front of the usual vampire club and before he could do more than unroll the window, the bouncer was shaking his head. "I'm here on official business. There's a missing slayer and I'm supposed to be returning her to Cleveland."
"I'd love to help, but no one's in tonight. There's some sort of strange mojo going on over at the warehouses on the other side of town and everyone's over there tonight, Xander. Which slayer is missing?"
"Faith. She was in town to help with the apocalypse level demon we had earlier," he said tiredly. "Got the address?"
"Yeah, let me write it down for you. If she's anywhere she should be there." He went into the club and came out with a small slip of paper. "Here you go. I know your former boss was supposed to be over there tonight too."
"Let's hope someone's found her and has her tied up, or else I get another kid." He waved and drove off, memorizing the address. It was in the warehouse part of the city and he knew that area fairly well but not excellently. Then again, that many demons should draw him too. He paused and went with his feelings instead of the address, heading to where he could feel a lot of demons. Plus Faith. He heard the chanting of 'more, make her take more' and groaned. He parked and got out, heading to the door of the warehouse, being stopped by his former boss. "I'm under orders to return her to Cleveland."
"She busted in here just as we were enacting the ritual. She offered herself as our vessel when asked. She's ours by right, Xander."
"I don't care. She's still a slayer and they'll all come here if she's too injured."
"She won't be injured. She joined into the orgy without prompting. She didn't have to you know." He grinned.
"What sort of ritual are you doing?" he asked patiently.
"There's a prophecy that three mothers can restart some lines," he said with a beautiful smile. "She volunteered, man."
Xander whimpered and shook his head. "They're going to kill you all, kill her, then kill me!"
"They won't. Those witchly watchers should know about it too, Xander," he said patiently. "Give us an hour. She's not harmed. We're not turning her. It'd negate the prophecy to have her turned. To us she's being an eternally giving womb."
"I'm so dead if they hear about this," he moaned, heading back to his car to find his phone. He called Fred. "Prophecy about restarting some vampire lines?" he demanded. "No, that's where she is though. Yeah, in the middle of the orgy. With the vampires, yeah. They said they're not turning her. Okay, Fred, how am I supposed to go break up a vampire orgy by myself, without any weapons, and save Faith at the same time?" he asked dryly. He heard her and looked at the phone, then put it back to his ear. "You know I'm married, right?" he asked dryly. "That Throttle will kill you when I tell him this part of this conversation?" He smirked. "That's what I thought you said," he agreed dryly. He hung up on her, calling Throttle instead. He got him at the garage. "We need to go kick Fred's ass. She just suggested I go put myself in Faith's place at the vampire orgy she's in the middle of." He smirked at the growl. "I have no idea how to break this one up. It's a prophecy to restart some lines by having her donate her womb. I don't know." He stared at a shadowy figure against a nearby warehouse. "I really don't know. Call ya later, babe." He hung up and walked over, having to run to catch the little creep who was spying on them. He drug him back by the thin hair on his pointy, egg-shaped head. "Got room for another and a wish demon?" he asked, holding Karbunkle up. "He sent Dawn a letter bomb and he's still a bad guy."
"I can make sure she carries the ones you choose," Karbunkle said, struggling to get free. "She can carry more than one and I have something to make her release more eggs as well! Just save me from this freak!"
"That's a thought worthy of a master vampire," Boris, Xander's former boss, said happily, smirking at his former employee. "Want to be turned?"
"No, but I did have to listen to Spike make plans all the time. Now he's a baby mouse." He smirked at him. "You can be next." He handed him over. "Here, make him dinner or make him a bitch. Better yet, let me get some mouse DNA so he can be useful to the planet he helped nearly destroy."
"NOOOOOO!"
"Gods, Xander, I love this mean streak of yours," Boris said with a cruel smirk. "If you weren't taken and your mate so scary, I'd have you bent over right here and now and made into my heir and childe."
"Throttle would definitely be upset if I got turned," he said, backing away a bit. "Besides, you're cute and all, but too evil for me, Boris. But I'll gladly give you this one and you can even exchange him for Faith. Or hey, a runaway you take in and help. There's an idea."
"We already have one of those, but Faith was our second. We were waiting for the Third, who was due to be a magically changed creature." Xander backed up another step. "You are?"
"Willow magic. From the Seal."
"No wonder I find you so alluring tonight."
"Yeah, but if you touch me, my mouse will destroy the city on you."
"More work for the company," he quipped, leading Karbunkle inside and to the Wish demon who was overseeing this event. "Xander said he's a guy who raped and pillaged a few planets. He's the one who hurt Xander's mate and the others," he said over the moaning. "Xander suggested he be turned and used."
The demon looked the pitiful being over, then waved his clothes away, exposing his undeveloped penis and balls. "If you wish for those to be normal size, I can do so," he said smoothly in Karbunkle's ear. "It comes with a price though and all the sex you could ever want."
Boris helped by letting Karbunkle see the orgy going on in the middle of the room. "You could be out there soon," he offered in the other ear. "Just wish."
"I wish to be out there and working," he said, his tongue hanging out.
"Wish granted," the demon purred, fixing his undeveloped status and adding some extra parts. Namely a working uterus and vagina. He shoved him into the crowd. "The third one!" he called. He looked at Boris. "Have your sample ready?" He nodded, going over to pick his up. "It's time for the second one to be anointed!" he called. He heard Karbunkle's plan and made it so, liking that idea better. "She will bear more than one! Anoint her with the chosen seeds!"
A few vampires ran to get the seeds they had stored. Boris had started the idea of storing your sperm just before you were turned or in the first shot after you were turned so you still got some living sperm. There were six vials going into Faith's body, each of them hoping to be taken so their lines would continue. She shivered as the still-cold samples were injected, but she was having too much fun playing with the incubus to let it go now. She felt him get off and drank it down, letting him go, panting for the next one, but she was so tired now. She fell asleep right there, letting them finish off the ritual by sealing her shut for the next month. A month after the child/children took hold of her, her vagina would reappear and it would be too late to do anything about it. All she would remember was that she had a wild night.
"Hey, this one's pure!" one of the demons yelled. "Who wants to break him in!"
"No, I don't need it," Karbunkle said, but the incubus came over and spread some of his tainted seed around the man's holes and he was more than wanting and willing, he was begging the largest of the large to take him then and there.
"No, let someone smaller have him first or else we'll only get a stretched out hole," one vampire complained. "That's no fair or fun to some of us."
"Fine," Boris called, pointing at a few eager ones who looked like they hadn't gotten any yet. "You two, break him in thoroughly then pass him on." The crowd cheered and those two moved in to take the now-wanting creature. He looked at the wish demon. "Will his disappear?"
"No, not with the magical nature of the change. You'll have to plug it." He smirked at Faith as she was taken outside to rest. Or be saved most likely. "They'll start to crave the fathers soon. We'll have to make sure the winners get to Cleveland." He nodded as the incubus cop came over. "Having fun?"
"Lots," he agreed happily. "Boris, I thank you for having that Xander guy help me. His books showed me how to block my senses, but also how to access my natural power. Is there anything I can do for you?"
Boris smirked. "Well, I do have an ex-wife who could use a bit of your obsession touch." He walked him off to tell him about the local vampire mistress they called the Ice Queen. The incubus could make her obsessed with him again and all would be perfect in his world. If only he could get Xander back. But that was going to take a different plan to do.
***
Xander gathered Faith up when the vampires brought her out, wincing at her stench. He got her into his car, putting down the top and both windows to try and keep it from sticking to his seats. Then he headed for a cheap motel. He didn't want this around the kids. Once he got her checked in and in bed, he called Wesley to tell him where she was and what he had seen. That way she could be gathered or brought home when she woke up. He locked the door behind him, using a touch of magic to get the chain too, then headed home. Throttle took one sniff of his shirt and grimaced, glaring at him. "Faith was in the middle of a vampire orgy. Apparently there's a prophecy stating that a willing applicant could bring back a few dead lines. She's a willing applicant. I put her into a cheap motel and locked her in."
"Go shower before I bathe you," Throttle ordered. Xander nodded, going to do that for him. When he came back ten minutes later it still wasn't enough so he brought him back to the shower to scrub him this time. He would not allow that stench on his mate. He found the smaller, hand sized brush and went to work on his mate's back. Xander was hissing and wincing as he worked, but that stench was still on him. He let him rinse off and started on the back of his head, but he could still smell it. "Who touched you?" he demanded.
"No one! I only took Faith from the vampire and carried her off. She was the one who was in the middle of the pile on the floor!" That got a low growl. "She consented," he said firmly. "If she regrets it in the morning then that's on her but they said she consented and I'm thinking that Boris wouldn't be lying about that part of the ritual. Now, it could have been coerced and I'll be telling Wesley that when I call him back, but I can't tell if she did or didn't. She was asleep." He yelped when the brush hit a sore spot, turning to take it from his man's hand and toss it out of the shower. "Don't do that!"
"You still smell like you were there."
"Well, I wasn't. I'm sorry that I smell. I can't really help that. You don't need to take off my fur with a hard brush though." Throttle relaxed and nodded. Xander stole a kiss. "Now, can we maybe find a gentler way of taking this stench off me?"
"Bubbles," Modo called from the doorway.
"I'm not a Powerpuff Girl, even though I would look cute as one," Xander quipped.
"I meant using bubbles to cut the reeking odor of sex on you, Xander. Besides, you'd have to be Princess, you're too evil." He slammed the door. "By the way, we can smell it too."
"Wonderful. Go toss those pajamas in the wash for me, on soak?" Modo came in to do that and Xander flipped the switch on the tub, adding bubbles to the water. Then he made Throttle climb in with him. "At least this way you'll reek just as much."
"Yeah, but I still want to scrub you clean," Throttle said, eyeing the brush. He could probably reach it by whipping out his tail.....
"If that hard brush comes back to rip off more of my fur, I'm going to shave you bald," Xander warned.
"Sorry." Throttle looked at his back, it was showing spots where he had scrubbed too hard. He smoothed down the soft fur, then decided to cuddle in with his mate.
"Ewww, what's that stench?" Dawn yelled.
"Man, did someone die in the middle of sex?" Rimfire asked, sounding disgusted.
"No, we had to remove someone from the middle of a vampire orgy," Xander called. "It's me. We're trying."
"I'm sleeping over at the garage," Dawn called. "With Rimfire."
"You're still grounded," Xander yelled back.
"Yeah, but you're about to make me hurl, Xander," Rimfire said, sticking his head in. "What happened?"
"I'm guessing some of it got in the car too," Xander said, looking back at Throttle.
"I'll help you clean it tomorrow. There's no way that stench is staying." He sniffed Xander and reached for a sponge, wetting it down with a liberal amount of soap to start working on him again. "You're still grounded, Rimfire."
"Fine." He closed the door and headed next door with his bike and his lady, so neither one would pick up the stink. Vinnie still came down the stairs sniffing. "Xander had to rescue someone from the middle of a vamp orgy. The house reeks," Rimfire told him. "They're in a bath trying to get him clean again."
"Eww," Vinnie noted, shuddering. "He okay? Any new bites?"
"Not that I'm aware of but I wasn't looking that closely," Rimfire offered. "Let us shower. We can't stand the stench. It's like Plutarkians in heat over there." They went to the various showers, knowing where they'd be sleeping that night. Dawn would get the couch and Rimfire would have the chair or the floor. Vinnie would honor the grounding and it would only earn them extra time away from each other if they didn't behave.
Vinnie went back to the lair and sniffed the car, opening the door to push it outside. He wasn't getting into it, he just wanted it outside. Then he closed the door.
"That helped, thank you," Modo called.
"His car's outside." He sniffed. "Cheese, it does reek like Plutarkians in heat in here." He went to check the house, finding all the cats were fine. All his fish were fine. The babies were sniffling and fussy so he brought Anya and Spike back with him so they wouldn't have to reek too. Modo and Staff came over to sleep in the garage a few minutes later, leaving Throttle and Xander all alone in the house with the stink. Vinnie let Spike crawl in with Dawn, he'd howl if Rimfire climbed in too, then stuck Anya next to Vic and went back to bed. "Xander came home stinking badly," he explained at her confused look. "Everyone else is over here but him and Throttle."
"Why?"
"Dawn said he had to rescue someone from the middle of a vampire orgy."
"Okay. Bad stink." She nodded and put her head back down. "He can handle it." She yawned and got comfortable on his chest. "Night."
"Night, sweetheart. Sleep sweet."
"You too." She yawned again and drifted off, just about as Vic woke up. Of course he woke up Anya, who started to cry too. Rimfire presented Vic to Vinnie and went back to soothing the other little kid. Vinnie let Vic curl up with them, smiling as he latched onto mommy by instinct. "Fine, you eat," Charley grumbled, shifting to give him the space he needed.
***
Faith stormed into Boris's hideout, slamming the door behind her, making the vampire jump. "What did you do to me! I have missing body parts!"
"Calm down," he said, pulling her closer to hold her. "It's not what you think. What do you remember?"
"I saw you guys massing, I got out of the car to make sure it wasn't a buffet event, you told me it was some major vampire magic, and then I wake up this morning missing my hole."
He nodded, smiling down at her. "Yes, you did interrupt our fertility ritual." She pulled back to stare at him. "Faith, I told you what we were doing last night; that we were enacting a prophecy to give a few of us the children we always wanted from our human lines. You took one sniff of the orgy going on, then went to watch and eventually jumped in." He got her a bottle of water, then led her to a nearby settee to sit down with her. "You give us the greatest gift," he said gently, touching her stomach. "The magic covering your nether regions will end in about a month. It's to make sure nothing could harm the children."
"Children? I'm having a litter?"
He smiled and gently kissed her, making her shudder and pull away. "The magic reacted very strongly in you, Faith. You have a few in there, but not near a litter," he said gently. "Though it is true that the fathers will do anything in their power to protect you and to please you." He stroked her arm, then her cheek. "As you can see, you do carry one for me."
"I can't, I'm a slayer! This is not right!" She got up but he pulled her back down. "Let me go." He let her go and she got up again, staring down at him. "They'll kill me for this and then they'll come clean out Chicago. Starting with you."
"They won't," he said gently. "You consented by joining in, Faith. You're not the only one. There were three mothers, including one who was changed into a mother as punishment. We've just installed him in the back room as a matter of fact." He smiled up at her, handing her the bottle of water. "We can protect you as well. We can put up a house on the outskirts of town. That way you won't have to worry about Xander. Though I doubt he'd be more than pissed at us for it." She gaped and then groaned and shook her head, stomping off. "Remember, we will be drawn to our children, Faith. If we're staked, then you aren't as well defended and others may well try to harm you."
"Yeah, nothing new there," she said bitterly. She stopped to stare at him. "We need to tell Wes. He'll know what to do."
"Use my phone, but my sources say he landed about an hour ago and he's on his way here. Come, sit. Relax. You must be sore after last night." She blushed and he smiled. "You were a thing of beauty in the middle of us and I don't smell any bites either." She sat down, letting him pull her close to cuddle again. "It will be fine, Faith. While you carry and care for our children, you are sacred to the fathers. We will always protect you." She looked up at him. "Even from yourself," he promised gently, taking another kiss.
"I'm not usually into vamps."
"I know. That was your fellow senior's thing, not yours," he admitted with a small smile. "You still jumped in, mouth open, shirt already undone." She blushed at that. "Your nature to be impulsive may have given you the greatest gift of all. We will take care of you. You won't be turned unless you ask. You will be taken care of and protected." He stroked her stomach until someone kicked the door in. "At least I own a construction company and can have someone come fix that," he said dryly, smirking at Wesley and his crossbow. "Shooting me is stupid, I'm one of the ones who would protect her, Watcher."
"She was at the ritual?" he demanded.
"Yeah, and I woke up this morning missing a hole," Faith said grimly. "How?"
"Xander came for you. You were in the middle of the infusion so we handed you over once we saw it had taken." He stroked her cheek again. "He took you to a hotel, where he locked you in for the night and went home to be scrubbed. He's still probably being scrubbed. He did smell a bit off when he carried you out of there."
"What the bloody hell is going on?" Wesley shouted, firming his grip on the crossbow. "Give me the girl."
"Of course. Though, you should know that the fathers will be drawn to her and she may desire us closer," he said, sipping his own drink. "Not that it'd be a chore or anything. She's a beautiful young woman. She's sacred to us, Watcher."
"She's still a slayer."
"Yes, but that's why her opening will be gone for the next month, until it's fully in place." He stood up, tipping the crossbow away from his chest. "I'm not evil. She jumped in. I told her it was a fertility rite and she jumped into the orgy. We would have carried her back here had Xander not stepped in to meddle," he finished with a gentle smile. "She is sacred to those of us she carries for. We can and will protect her. You can use one of my rooms to examine her if you want. I can't smell any bite marks." He handed Faith her water then coughed, bringing Fred. "Show them to a private room where he can examine his slayer in detail."
"Yes, sir. Did Megan tell you that I work?" Fred asked happily. "I started to work last night, Father Boris. It was so nice when my boy parts started to work."
"Congratulations, Fred. I'm very happy for you. Now remember, you cannot harm your former master, but if you want you can go do that sort of thing all over him to humiliate him." Fred clapped and led Faith and Wesley off to a room.
"The guy who hurt you's here?" Faith asked him.
"Doctor Karbunkle was turned into a herm...one of those that's a bothie," he said happily. "He was the third one, the created creature. Now he'll have pretty babies like he made some mice have." He grinned at her. "And he'll have to take care of them because otherwise he'll have more later."
"Cool. How did you guys capture him?"
"Xander saw him peeking. He was being a naughty boy," Fred said excitedly. "Then a wish demon got him. Ooooh, some day I hope one gets me. They're very strong and mean."
"They are," Wesley said, frowning at him.
"He likes pain. That Karbunkle guy who hurt Vinnie and them made him," Faith told him, opening the door of the room. She peeked inside. "Not this one, Fred, it's got people crashed."
"Ooh, here, mother, use our room," one of them called, getting the other up and vacating for her. "As you need, just ask," he said, smiling and patting her tummy. "You have one of mine and I'd do anything for you." He kissed her, then smirked at Wesley. "Even do him if you asked." He hurried off to give them some privacy.
Wesley walked her in there and flipped on the lights, then closed the door. "Xander gave them a victim?" he demanded.
"Wes, he's a bad guy who raped and pillaged a few planet's worth of people. He's the guy who hurt Vinnie and them so much." He went pale at that. "Xander probably suggested he have mouse babies to give something back to Mars since he helped take so much from them. He's literally a guy who experimented on half their population! I'm not feeling sorry for the bad guy. Bad guys get bad things happening to him. He didn't learn when Xander sent him to hell, he's learning now." She paused. "How did I know that?"
"It's part of the spell," he said grimly, coming over to lay a hand on her stomach, closing his eyes. "Six."
"That's a litter," she complained, opening the door. "I thought you said no litter!"
"I didn't think you did, dear," Boris said from beside the doorway.
"Six kids is a litter! How am I going to take care of them!"
"With some help, precious one," he purred, kissing her again. "The fathers will be there and we will be helping. You can even have a nanny and wet nurse if it'll help."
"You mean I'm breastfeeding?"
"It's best for the children," he said mildly, kissing her again. She went limp and moaned so he pushed her back some. "Later, precious one. When you're ready and not sore." He looked at Wesley. "We would have brought her home but Xander stuck her in a motel last night."
"I see. By herself?"
"He locked her in."
"Fine. Where is he?"
"Probably still being scrubbed. He stunk when we saw him last night."
"Why?"
"I have no earthly idea," he admitted. Then he shrugged. "If you wish, we can take care of her here. Set her up in a nice house on the edge of town so Xander can visit or not as she chooses. We'll all be watching over her. She will be well protected by the fathers and we will be drawn to her side very often."
"The other? Since I know there were supposed to be three," Wesley said grimly.
"A street child, a runaway who consented. We made sure she hadn't been hooked on drugs and was still clean. In return, she'll be getting a very good education and will have a job waiting on her, as will this one." He stroked the edge of Faith's chin. "I'm sure I can find something sedate for her to do when she starts to show."
"Fine," Wesley decided. "Faith? Do you wish to come back?"
She looked down at herself, then at him. "This'll cause problems."
"You'd be staying in the guest house," he assured her. "The girls would be ordered not to stake any of the fathers, but all the rest would be fair game. They'd probably even help you raise them."
"Four are sons," Boris said with a smile, patting her on the stomach. "Including mine. I'm quite amazed and impressed, Faith. Thank you." He kissed her and she leaned into his touch, and he knew the magic was now binding them. He wanted to have her right then, but that would probably hurt her. He heard Wesley sigh and stomp back to the main areas, so he took her into that conveniently empty room to have his way with her. It may not be perfect doing it anally, but it was close enough for him at this moment and she was most pleased with his skills.
***
Throttle woke up to cold water and a still stinking mate. "I'm thinking this is more than that demon orgy," he said grimly, using his tail to grab the phone Dawn had left in there. Fortunately it still had *some* charge so he called Enamel. "What would make Xander stink like a Plutarkian in heat?" he greeted the voice on the other end of the line. "Dismas fever? Isn't that a... Oh, no. Which one had it?" He groaned and held his head. "He was holding Vic. He is too young? Oh, that's good at least. Sure, come on over." He hung up and called the garage. "Okay, who had Dismas fever as a kid?" he greeted. Charley asked that to the group and he could hear Staff moan. "Enamel thinks he's got it." He nodded at Staff's wise words. "Sure. Of course. Yeah, we'll do what we can to keep the stink down." He hung up and tossed the phone toward the door so he'd remember to put it back on the charger, then let out some of the water to run hot into their bath.
Xander woke up, yawning and nuzzling his neck. "I don't feel good."
"I can smell that. It's a kiddie fever. You should be fine in a few days."
"Nasty medicine?" he asked sleepily, pulling his head up to look at him. "Hi."
"Hi." He stole a kiss then grimaced. "Yeah, your taste is off too. Enamel's on his way over, he'll have medicine."
"Okay," he said quietly, putting his head back down. "Swish the water. We've got cold spots."
Throttle swished the water around to mix it again, turning it off when it got too high and the overflow started to catch water. Then he settled in to wait and stink some more. "We've got to get you those vaccines," he said unhappily.
"No shots. Shots bad."
"Hush, Xander. Rest for now." He heard Enamel's bike about twenty minutes later and searched around but there wasn't anything nearby to cover themselves with. He shrugged it off, Enamel was a doctor he'd seen it all on someone sometime. "Come," he called at the gentle knocking, shrugging at the doctor's grimace. "Since last night. I thought it had to do with the vampire orgy he went to take Faith from."
"No, but there's an interesting story going around about that," he said with a smirk. "Guess who found one of the Karbunkle family there?"
"It wasn't him?" Xander asked sleepily.
"It was him, we're just not sure if it was another clone or not. He's now a hermaphrodite and pregnant thanks to the magic going on. So is Faith."
"Six babies," he said happily. "I get to be an uncle."
"You need kids of your own some day, kid," Enamel sighed, shaking his head. "The stench, it's Dismas. I'm guessing Anya just got her shot and it's still a live vaccine. I'll talk to Stoker about getting him the full workup of shots." Throttle nodded and Xander moaned, shaking his head. "I'll make 'em not hurt," he promised, patting the back of Xander's head. "For now, rest, quiet, dark. It's a lesser version of their measles."
"How long before he doesn't stink?"
"The stink is the fever so if we can reduce it, it'll be fine." He looked Xander's chest over, finding the small stab wound from last night. "Didn't bandage it?"
"Didn't realize it was there. He never said anything."
"That could have been the fever," he admitted. "Once it goes down, he'll stink less. You'll have to clean the car too and I'll have to tell his former boss that he has it so we can innoculate Faith and Karbunkle against it." He patted Xander on the head again. "Tylenol. Juice. Long, cool baths. Not too cold." Throttle nodded and Xander whimpered. "Tough."
"Pizza?"
"If you don't puke it up," Vinnie said from the doorway. "Dismas?" He nodded, glancing back at him. "Okay. How long and how do we clear the stink?"
"It'll wipe off. It's from his sweat."
"Cool. Then let's air out the house."
"I'm going to use the computer to call Stoker," Enamel said gently. "Vincent, get him some tylenol and juice."
"Sure."
"He doesn't feel hot."
"We don't. Test his eartip." Throttle did and winced. "That's how you test for fever in a mouse. Let me make this call." He headed up to the computer, logging on under his own ID since he now had one. He called Mars, getting the Council chamber since that's where Carbine and Stoker were. "Anya just got her Dismas shot, right?" He groaned and nodded. "Xander picked it up off her. We'll need a full course of vaccines." He settled in, getting comfortable. "Also, Xander found a Karbunkle clone or the original, one of the two, last night and handed him over to some vamps for a fertility rite. He's now having vampire babies but I hear he suggested he have some for Mars to give back. He'll be able to have more once he's had these. It's now a permanent change," he said smugly.
"Xander turned him into a girl?" Carbine asked.
"Half. But no, a wish demon did it from what my sources reported to me last night. Well, bragging was more actual. Seems they had a rite to make a few mothers pregnant from their remaining human seed and took it. Faith was one, Karbunkle was one once he was turned, and there's another somewhere." He gave him a smug look. "I can't think of a nicer fate. Can you?"
Stoker smirked. "Not really. He could do that surrogating thing you mentioned."
"He could," Enamel agreed.
"That's evil," Vinnie called from the doorway. "Hey, Stoker, is Anya going to get sick?"
"No. She just got the vaccine. I'll see about getting two sets, one for Vic and one for Xander," he offered. "How are my little brats?"
"Well, Spike decided he was hungry and tried to take Vic's breakfast," he said dryly. "Charley was not happy when she woke up to him suckling and I'm now bruised because of your son," he said dryly, getting some laughs. "Otherwise, they're fine."
"Good. We'll be down soon to pick them up. Stay safe. I'll check on that, Enamel."
"Thanks. Before he gets something worse, like Teriadon."
Stoker shuddered. "I'll do what I can. Mars out." He hung up and looked at Carbine, who shrugged. "Who do we ask?"
"The Medical Board," she said with a small shrug. "I don't know who else could."
"Fine." He went up the hall to talk to them, tapping before walking in. The doctors in there stopped arguing long enough to look at him. "My daughter transferred Dismas after her vaccine to an earth mouse."
"One of the small pet mice?"
"No, Throttle's pet boy."
"Oooh," one said, shuddering.
"So the doc down there's asked for two sets of vaccines, Vic's got to have some too."
"Vic?"
"Vinnie VanWham's son. Newborn. Just a few weeks old now."
"Ah. And the other?"
"Xander? He's a changed one. He's the one that doctor sent up the sealed records about. I think he's about ten at the moment if I'm not mistaken, but his human age before he started to mouse out was about twenty-four. He's slowly growing into it."
One doctor found that file and opened it, reading through it quickly. "If we have spares, I'll send them down with instructions," he said finally, looking at him. "He's still an adult?" Stoker nodded. "Then we'd like to examine him some day."
"Throttle's really possessive about his boy," he warned. "Xander hates doctors too."
"Be that as it may, he'll still need seen," he said wisely.
"Enamel's down there," he admitted. "He's actually serving a life sentence by taking care of them."
"Interesting. What did he do this time?"
"He was defending an orphanage and didn't pay attention to who he was shooting at. He got a few from a second military unit who were there to help."
"Ah," he said, nodding. "That happens in wars. At least he's got a silken prison."
"I haven't seen a cell yet," Stoker admitted. "He rides around when he wants, the kids have him over all the time for more than medical reasons, and Shell's down there constantly too. Not your average, normal human prison."
"At least he's doing good for others," one of the other doctors sighed. "His equipment?"
"The stuff he wants back soon and had better be in working order? Yeah," Stoker agreed.
"Fine, we'll work faster on replicating it." He smiled at him. "How are your two?"
"Down there," he said dryly. "Spike snuck into the mail sack going down and Anya crawled onto the ship somehow." They laughed at that. "They're fairly well protected, but I'm sure the stench is driving them insane at the moment."
"That's easily treated," the doctor said wisely.
One in the corner cleared her throat. "Who do we talk to about negotiating for medicine and possibly getting some made for us?"
"You can talk to me, or to me and Micah. You can come down on the next trip if you want."
"Please. We have a list of things, including antibiotics, that we need. Do you think we could set up a manufacturing agreement?"
"That's mostly done in a trade situation," he admitted. "You'd have to ask Micah and have him talk to some of his people down there. I don't know."
"Sure," she agreed, smiling at him. "Shell seems happy with him."
"She is from what I've seen." He grinned at her. "Vinnie's baby with Charley girl is very cute. Just like he was." She chuckled at that. "They're coming up for a short vacation soon so we could probably head down then or when we take them back if you wanted."
"Please. We'll start looking at the list in terms of trade," the head of this board agreed. "Thank you, Stoker."
"I'm told I live to serve," he quipped, walking out, his tail swishing gently behind him. It was a better meeting than the upcoming Council one was going to be.
***
On a space ship far, far away from the shared solar system of Mars and Earth, Marshall Limburger was pacing back and forth. "We could go back, now that the danger's over with," he was telling the remaining members of the council. "I do still have holdings in Chicago. There's so few of us that we could slip in unnoticed among the earthers and go back to living high off the hog, as it were," he offered. "A slow, subtle takeover as they kill each other off wouldn't be too hard. There's still some relatively uninhabited parts for the hatchery to go up as well." He stopped to look at them as someone walked in. "What is it?" he asked tolerantly.
"Sir, we've found that we did carry one of Lord Camembert's tadpoles," the guard reported.
"That's fine, when I'm old and gray, he can take over my spot," he said genially. "I lived through this, it's going to take a lot to kill me now." He looked at the other council. "Does anyone have any other plans?"
"They said they'd extradite us to Mars," one of the councilmen noted.
"That requires them finding us, catching us, and then doing so. Besides, we'll have to pass by Mars and we do still have a few of those planetary bombs left," he said smugly. "It wouldn't be *that* hard to bomb them back into their caves, would it?" That got a round of head shakes. "Then we're agreed?" They all considered it, then nodded. It was the only chance for their survival. They had been turned away from every other world they had passed by, including some of the uninhabited ones by natural disasters. "Then let's set a new course, back through Andromeda. We'll take the back way in so the mining stations on Pluto don't pick us up. I'm sure the Martians have learned how to plug into those." That got another round of nods. So he looked at the guard again. "Yes?"
"Did you want that tadpole killed, sir?"
"No, he'll grow up and learn his place. As I said, someday someone will have to take over for me. We might need a more militant person at that time." The guard nodded and went to tell the others to leave that one alone. "Helm," Marshall called. "Change course. We're heading to Earth at medium speed. Stop to see if any planets along the curved path we'll be taking have anything for us."
"Take the back way, sir?"
"Yes, take the back way, Helm. We can sneak back and set up before the humans even realize we're there."
"Yes, Lord High Chairman."
***
"Why does he stink?" Dawn asked Rimfire, curling up next to him in the garage.
"Dismas is a fever that kids get. Primer had it once, right before she was due to get inoculated against it I guess, and she stunk up the house for nearly a week because they couldn't get her fever down." He grinned at her. "That's how I learned how to camp." She chuckled and hugged his arm. "You know, Dawn, there's a way around all this grounding stuff," he said quietly, glancing around.
"I won't be eighteen for a few more weeks," she reminded him, giving the inside of his arm a little pinch. "It won't be legal until then," she said, grinning up at him. "Besides, at our age, a few weeks is nothing," she reminded him.
"What if there's another apocalypse?"
"Then I'm all for breaking the grounding stuff for world-ending sex," she said with a grin. He grinned back. "Just a few more weeks, Rimfire." She looked over as the door opened and Micah walked in. "Hey. I've got the report on the demon but it's on the lair's computer and Xander's fever is creating a stench."
"Demon?" he asked.
"World ending sort of demon."
"Fine. Whenever you can," he said tolerantly. "Xander is sick?"
"Dismas fever. It's a kiddie fever. Makes you stink," Rimfire told him.
"Oh, good. Charley?"
"Sleeping." She smiled as Spike wandered over to where they were sitting. "Hey, little mouse. What's wrong?"
"Firsty," he whispered.
"Then let's go see if we've got any bottles made up for you," Dawn cooed, letting Rimfire go so she could stand up and carry Spike into the kitchen, getting him a bottle from the fridge and coming back out to cuddle up and feed him. "There," she said, letting him have it. "A good bottle for the baby mouse." He smirked but sucked. "Just don't try to eat off Charley again, Spike. That wasn't nice."
"Hungry," he complained.
"We'll make you some cereal once we find some," Rimfire promised. Spike nodded, going back to his bottle. "So, boss, why else are you in? To help Charley keep the garage and to kick her evil cousin's tail? To see the kids since they snuck down? To pat Xander on the back for saving the world again?"
"I don't have reports on any of that yet," he complained.
"Just started a few days back," Dawn told him. "Vanquished the demon last night. Met the idiot cousin right afterward, then Xander got to save Faith from the vampire orgy and started to stink during it. The demon got handed to a guy from another covert Watchery organization and he said he was going to put warnings on it in Latin, English, French, Spanish, Hebrew, Arabic, and Linear A and B when I called to confirm what was going on for you and the reports."
"Where were Oz and Meg during this?"
"Not needed this time," she admitted, grinning down at Spike, who was poking her. "What?" He growled and shifted, then took the bottle back. "Sorry, was I crimping your tail?" He nodded, nestling into her chest to get comfy. "It's a good thing you're a baby now. The vampire you would have gotten smacked for trying that."
"Yeah, by me," Rimfire said firmly, staring at the mouse. Spike smirked and nuzzled her but continued to suck. "You could go take a nap in the crib with Vic." Spike growled but he did stop teasing Dawn. "Thanks. My future motherish person."
"Weren't you supposed to work on that jealousy issue?" Micah asked dryly.
"Yeah, but only I get to nuzzle her there until we have kids, then I'll let them help me."
"Far, far in the future," Dawn agreed. She had that flash again and looked up. "What? Grandkids are fine, some decade far from now!" The scene pulled back and she realized she was still pretty young and so was Rimfire, he was just tired looking. Why they had gray hair she didn't know. "Um, an explanation?" she called.
Willow appeared and grinned at her. "Trying to heal Mars will turn you a bit older looking but that's a christening," she said happily. "Hi, Spike." She teased the baby mouse's belly, getting a flick from a tail. "Aren't you adorable?" she cooed.
"His dad said he couldn't come play with you," Rimfire told her.
"Pfft, like I care. He'll come play chess with me and the seal someday soon." She grinned at Dawn. "That power drain will affect you too, young lady. We're working on it but if you help, you'll end up just like that within a few years."
"What did you see?" Micah asked patiently. "When did you start seeing?"
"The Seal granted her three visions. One of Vic's crawling, one of the problem I had in the plans and one of their first child's christening on Mars."
"Dawn, please, not yet," Micah pleaded.
"Nope, not time yet," she said firmly. "Not for many, many years. Unless Rimfire wants to give birth to one."
"Not exactly in my plans for my future," he offered, giving her a look. "You'll look much better pregnant than I would."
Modo moaned from the doorway. "No, not yet."
"No, not yet. That was the third vision," Dawn assured him. "We both looked way older."
"Thank you. I don't think I could take another one yet." Dawn yelped and Spike let out an evil chuckle before going back to his bottle.
"For that, you get to nap in the crib," Rimfire said, taking him and standing up to carry him upstairs. Vinnie gave him an odd look as he walked past him with Spike held out. "He tried to eat off Dawn. They don't work that way yet, little guy, so you need a nap." He put him down, handing him back the bottle, then left him there to sleep.
Spike let out a wail of outrage. How dare they do this to him!
Episode 37:
Xander opened the door two days after he started to feel better and saw a most hated person standing there. "Giles," he said coldly. He hit him before the other man could say anything, then walked outside, slamming the door behind him so he could drag him around to the back, to their lounge area. He found an extra four-by-eight and tied him to it with some rope Vinnie had been playing with the night before. Then he stood it up and sank it into the ground with a few choice words. He sat down to smirk at him until he woke up. "You actually showed up. I'm impressed with the size of your balls, Giles."
"Xander, you must believe me," he started.
"No, sorry, don't do that anymore. There's no more belief in this body for you." He casually crossed his legs. "I should kill you the way you wanted to kill me. You know that, right?" he asked with a gentle smile. Giles swallowed and nodded. "But I don't think so. I think there's a few people who wanted to talk to you first."
"Um," a female voice asked quietly. "Am I interrupting play practice or something?"
Xander looked over at the slight blonde female standing between their house and the garage. "Something like that," he assured her, making her relax with a smile. "Did you need something, miss?"
"Actually, I'm looking for Charley. I'm one of her *other* cousins and I wanted to check on her. Isn't she around?"
"Vinnie took her out to lunch before the court date this afternoon. We're due there about three if you wanted to join us. I know she's been swearing at most of her family so a good member willing to support her would be helpful. Need directions to the court house?"
"No, I know where it is," she offered with a grin. "Which one are you?"
"I'm Xander. I own this place," he said, getting up to shake her hand. "I'm the one who bought the mere hundred feet for a corner of the house," he said sadly.
"That's okay. A hundred feet isn't like selling out to Limburger." She patted him on the cheek. "I'll see you at the courthouse, Xander. You be safe while you're practicing for your play." She walked off, heading back to her car.
Xander smiled, then grinned at Giles. "It's nice when you've got supportive family." He sat down again. "I have that now and it's so much more wonderful than it used to be." Giles swallowed and Xander gave him that same sweet, goofy grin. "You're going to die for this, Giles. I'm just not sure how yet." He checked his watch and stood back up. "Well, I was getting ready." He said a few more phrases and the ground turned a bit less solid, letting his post sink in deeper. He had to pull it back up and solidify it around his neck instead of over his head, the way it had been, but that would be too easy. He left him there, just his head and the top of the post sticking out of the ground, while he went to get dressed in his best suit and shoes. He came out and waved as he headed for the street, smiling as Throttle stopped to pick him up. "Giles is here."
"Where?"
"In the yard. I buried him to his neck so he can't get away."
Throttle nodded. "Sure, we'll deal with him later." He sped off, not sure if he was teasing him or not. He felt the stroke to his stomach and decided he must be teasing him. This day couldn't start off with an omen like that. At least until Modo called a few minutes later.
"Bro, why is there a bad guy buried up to his neck on a post in our lounge area?" he called over the radios. Throttle's groan was his only answer until Xander giggled.
"My fault. Don't worry, I'll clean him up later."
"Sure," Modo agreed. "Who is he?"
"Giles."
"Ah. That's fine, I'll leave him there then. No, Vinnie, don't try to help him up, that's Giles."
"I know that's Giles, I wanna hit him," he complained.
"Later, bro. Xander buried him. It'll be a special treat for later."
"Like a pinata," Xander agreed over the radio.
"Fine," Vinnie complained.
"Thank you, Xander," Modo agreed.
"Change, meet us at the courthouse," Throttle ordered, turning off his feed, and Xander's feed too. He shook his head. Okay, so they had a bad omen but that didn't mean things were going to go that badly for them. He let Xander nudge him into pulling through a burger place, stopping to get him lunch, then they headed to the courthouse, where Charley and Vic were sitting with Rimfire so Vinnie could go change.
***
Xander looked up as the judge came in, then at their empty spot, grimacing. "Where is the other attorney?" he asked.
"As near as we can tell, a hostage situation," Xander offered.
"Fine, sir. Who are you?"
"Xander Harris, the one who lives next door and happens to be her near family."
"Are you here for support?"
"I'm the one who bought the hundred feet for the corner of my house."
"Oh, I see." He nodded, looking at Charley, who was pale and shaky looking. Then he looked at the other side and the smug people. "Well, we can get started a bit I suppose. We don't need opening statements. I've looked over the will, and while I must say it's not an unusual clause, I'm not sure this is what the former owner meant. Especially since the claimant has no business sense and no business plan."
"Yes, your honor, but she broke the will," Marissa noted.
"I can see that and I'm not sure that a purchase of a hundred foot rectangle is quite what he meant, ma'am." He looked at her. "Miss Davidson's attorney did file letters with me saying that the residence that was put up is partially for her benefit and the benefit of her child as well?"
"We don't recognize her relationship in our family or that of the child," Marissa said coldly. "She married a thing and had a baby thing. As far as we're concerned, that means she's not one of us."
"Yes, but you're only her cousin and technically speaking you're not really an heir. You got something from the will but you're not a direct heir at that relationship," he explained.
"The will said...."
"Yes, I'm quite aware of what the will said and I'm quite aware of why it says it, young lady," he said sternly. "I also know that the person who killed him was the reason for the clause and that your cousin, the rightful heir, still defended that garage from that man time and again at the serious risk of her life. As did her spouse." She glared at him. "Now, yes, there is a formality here, but what would you do with the garage, young lady? You're not a mechanic I'm informed. You've had no training in it."
"I'd hire someone to run it," she defended. "There's plenty of work to be done. Plus the place is a dump. It's got patches all over the walls."
Xander looked over at her, then at the judge. "We live in a neighborhood that used to be terrorized by thugs, your honor. I did most of the patching and I'm working on doing a more permanent patch to a few of the walls without having to rebuild it totally. I am a licensed contractor. I did design our house."
"I understand, and I saw those in the pictures. Miss Davidson, how is the garage doing financially?"
"When I had a mortgage, I was barely making that and the utilities," she admitted. "There's a lot of work around but not that much."
"You had a mortgage? What, did someone buy it and give it back?" Marissa asked coldly.
"Yes, I did," Xander said. "With the first flush of getting my own inheritance." She gave him a cold glare. He gave it back and she shivered. He looked at the judge, modulating it. "Your honor, she's clearly being prejudice against me and against Miss Davidson's husband, who looks a lot like me. He's my big brother. His friends and I live in that house next door. I can't see of a situation where her father wouldn't like her husband. He's protective of her, he treats her well, he's physically responsive to her many times a day when she allows it." Charley blushed at that. "Sorry."
"Not an issue," she whispered.
"The only thing that he could complain about is that her husband looks like me," Xander finished. "And I doubt that he'd say much about it since Vinnie and the guys have helped her keep the garage when Limburger kept coming around to threaten her. It was Vinnie and the guys who kept her from losing her life a number of times thanks to those goons. He's got to at least like him enough for that and grandchildren do often soften the worst scowls."
The judge nodded. "I know. My mother-in-law hated me too until there was a grandchild. What of the rest of the family?"
"They support me," Marissa said firmly.
"I saw one of Charley's cousins earlier who said she didn't," Xander told him. "Charley?"
"I've talked to Marissa's parents, who should also be here, and they said they're not supporting her in this," she said quietly. Vic fussed so she picked him up to cuddle him. "Shh, Vic, it's okay," she whispered. "Calm down. There's no threat."
"Here," Xander said, taking the baby from her to hold. "Her spouse would be here but he's gone to see if he can't get the lawyer free faster."
"That's fine," the judge agreed, watching them with the baby. "You do some of her childcare?"
"I'm presently unemployed and spoiling him keeps me from spoiling my mate to death," he quipped with a grin. "He's a wonderful little guy. If his cousin can't see that then she doesn't have to come around. By the way, this is the first time I've ever seen this woman and I've been in Chicago a bit over a year now. They're not that close."
"Fine." He reread the will. Then he looked at her. "What would you do if there was a thin month at the garage, ma'am?" he asked Marissa. "How would you make up any shortfall?"
"Things would even out," she said firmly. "So said my Econ professor."
Charley moaned. "I've had thin months for four and five months in a row. Winter isn't that great for bikers and you usually only get the small stuff, like oil changes and tire rotations during the winter," Charley told him. "I've had to live on my savings a number of times. Thankfully Xander found my mortgage up for sale and bought it for me so I didn't have to worry about it."
"Was the sale of the hundred feet part of the return?"
"No, but he was building onto the prior house at that time. So we did it in the same document. I could have asked for it back anytime but I knew he wasn't going to do anything with it. Xander loves me like his sister."
"If something happens to her husband, she and the baby are coming to stay with me and my mate," Xander agreed. "I had it, it was sitting on my desk, we just never got around to transferring it back in a timely manner. At that time, the subject came up so I transferred it back to her then. At the same time, my plans for the house required a small bit of a few other lots so I ended up buying some from the city too."
"I saw the deeds dated around the same time. What is on top of that hundred feet, sir?"
"The corner of the library and the garage. There's an alley behind her garage and we made it so our garage ends on it. The extension takes up the rest of the alley and I own most of the block. If I had wanted to buy the Last Chance and be a bastard, I would have done that when I first got here, when I bought the mortgage. I'm not going to hurt her or the garage. I love helping out in the garage because she keeps my sports car running beautifully with my help. She's teaching me a lot of things, including how to cook. The woman is like my sister and I'm deeply offended that her blood relation would do this to her. The rest of our family group is seriously enamored of the idea of pounding her into a greasy spot outside the garage for trying this. So far, we're doing good containing it."
"I understand," he sighed, smiling at him. "Thank you for not harming her so far."
"It's been a struggle," he said grimly, glaring at the other table.
"Your honor," Marissa's lawyer complained. "He's clearly violent."
"Yay," Xander said dryly. "Bad people make me violent. The President would be proud of me." Charley snickered and hit him on the arm, giving him a look. "Sorry."
The judge shook his head. "I understand that comment as well, Mr. Harris. Let's not turn this into a social commentary please." He looked at them. "Would you let her repurchase the land?"
"I'd sell it to her right now for the change in her pocket."
"That would be less than what he paid for it," the lawyer said patiently.
"Hey, I can eat a hundred dollar loss," he snorted. "For family, that's nothing." He looked at the judge again. "I'd gladly sell it back to her and shave off that hundred feet if I have to."
"As long as she doesn't care about it being there, we can't really do that," he noted.
"It would raise my property taxes," Charley told him. "By about eighty bucks a year."
"We need to have it resurveyed anyway," Xander told her. "I was looking at the tax records and they've got different numbers than the will."
"More or less?" the judge asked. "Do you have those?" Xander nodded, letting her pull them out of his presentation case and hand them to the bailiff. "Thank you. At least you came prepared, though I do wonder what's keeping the lawyer." He read them over, comparing the boundaries marked. "The tax authority says the lot is smaller than it is."
"I know," Xander agreed. "That's why I want it resurveyed. There may not be a problem, or as much of a problem, after we do that."
"The will says 'even one inch'," Marissa said coldly. "You and your ...kind should be in a zoo. You're creatures!"
"Oh, shut up, Miss Clairol. At least my hair's my natural shade and texture."
"Gay are we?" she sneered.
"Combat veteran are we, gay is just an added advantage," he promised. She moved further away again. He looked at the judge again. "May I step outside to call my spouse so he can come take the child? That way Victor doesn't have to hear such rhetoric?"
"Please. Ask them where your attorney is as well."
"Thank you, your honor." He walked out into the hall with his helmet, calling Throttle's. "Hey, me. Where are you and someone come take the baby. She's spouting off that we should be in a zoo. She's shrieking so loud right now I can hear her through the doors and my helmet."
Vinnie's voice came on. "We're on our way. Give us ten more minutes."
"Thank you." He took his helmet off and put it over Vic's head before walking back in. "Ten more minutes, your honor."
"Thank you, Mr. Harris. Miss Davidson, please calm your responses to what a normal human would put up with." Marissa's mouth snapped shut. "Thank you." He looked at Xander. "He looks quite cute in your helmet."
"He does," he agreed, putting it down again. "I didn't want him to have nightmares about those bad words."
"It's clear you're a very good uncle, sir."
"Thank you." He handed her back when he felt the little mouth working. "He needs fed."
"I can't do that here!" she complained. Xander shook his head and got a bottle out of the diaper bag, handing it over. "Oh, sorry. Thank you, Xander."
"I didn't figure you slept last night." He looked at the judge again and grinned. "We had to resort to bedtimes stories for both of them recently. This has started to affect her health. Were I being mean, I'd try to get her to sue her cousin for doing this to her."
"She technically has that right."
"I don't want to see her again," Charley told him. "I don't want to go back over this again. As far as I'm concerned, she can go live somewhere and happily raise little racist babies."
Vinnie walked in and grinned at the judge. "Sorry we're a bit late." He looked at his son, then carefully took him and sat down so he could nap and eat on him. "The lawyer should be the next one in."
"Thank you. You are?"
"Her husband."
"Oh. That solves that reason," he said, nodding at that. Two other furry beings walked in with the human lawyer between them. "There you are. What happened?"
"Hostage situation, sir. Unavoidable." He handed over the letter he had a cop write out for him. "Proof of it for the court."
"Thank you." He stuck it into the file after glancing at it. "Your client?"
"No, unfortunate time to need a cup of coffee," he said grimly. He looked at Xander, then at Charley. "Are you okay?" They nodded. "Good."
"Mr. Harris found something in the tax records, that the lot for the Last Chance garage is in fact smaller than the will states."
"Yes, your honor, and Mr. Harris is more than willing to have the city come out and remeasure all the lots on that block. That way there's no doubt about his either."
"I see." He looked at him. "You're funding her defense?"
Xander nodded. "If I have to go broke, take out a loan, even sell a vital organ, she's not losing her garage. It means too much to her. Her father raised her there, he taught her there, and now she's raising the next generation there and training him right."
He nodded, looking at Marissa. "You've shown no proof that the garage would have better management in your care than it would in hers," he said calmly.
"Yes, but the letter of the law is on my side," she snapped. "The will says she couldn't sell even an inch of it, and she did. Even if you let him sell it back to her, she still sold some of it. That's illegal under the will's contents."
"Your honor, even if she does lose it, we'll be appealing, will be building a second garage on the lots I owe, and then we'll simply connect them," Xander told him. "I believe in being vindictive. I also believe that she'd have the Last Chance in receivership within three months. It's not the cash cow she's hoping to make her life easy with. She should have found a more rich husband."
The judge snorted, coughing to cover up his laughter and smile. "Do you have financial records?"
"I do," the lawyer stated, pulling them out and handing them over. "Those are her records from this year and the last two year's tax forms. As you can see by the balance sheet, she's barely breaking even at this point in time."
"Too many free jobs?" Marissa sneered.
"Too little work last month since I had to take two weeks off to have him," Charley retorted. "That eats into a person's savings, Marissa." The doors opened and she smiled at Marissa's parents, who came over to hug her instead of their daughter. "Thank you."
"Not an issue, Charley. We adore you and the garage is yours," her cousin, Marissa's father, said plainly. "Your honor, we're the claimant's parents. May I have a moment to take my child outside and beat some sense and decency into her? I would have done it before but we couldn't get around all the cops."
"I take it you don't support her actions as she's stated repeatedly?"
"No, your honor, none of the family does. Her mother and I are going to be having a *long* talk with her later about this stunt, and she's paying for everything she's done and started. Her brother and sister don't accept this either and want a piece of her hide as well."
"Frankly all she has on her side is the will," the judge offered. "Would your uncle have really cared if she sold a small bit of the land to help out her family?"
"No, and if I could bring back Hank, he'd be kicking her tail with me," Marissa's mother said firmly, glaring at her daughter. "We'll be talking later, when I get home, daughter. You're in deep for this stunt."
Xander shivered, hearing a deep, baritone laugh coming from behind him. He turned, staring at the man standing there. "Are you visible?" he mouthed. Charley's dad nodded, moving forward, which made Throttle and Vinnie both shiver. He tapped Charley on the shoulder and pointed. "I think we need to flame Dawn and Rimfire later. That feels like Rimfire's doing."
"Dad?" she asked, staring at him. "How?"
"Is Dawn the girl?" Xander nodded. "Then it was the boy's idea and he did it, but with her powers and her consent. I'm not mad, this is a good time for it. Not that I haven't been floating around there now and then." He looked at Vinnie. "I like you, son. You overprotect her like I would, even though she fusses."
"Dad!" she whined.
"Sorry, Charley." He grinned at her. "Wish I could give you a hug, daughter. You don't need this with my grandson being here and so young. Just don't turn into your mother and fuss the baby to sickness." He looked at Xander. "I'm impressed, you didn't hurt the guy you staked out in the back yard."
"Me too," he agreed. The judge gave him a long stare. "He tried to kill me. I've got him tied to a pole in the ground at the moment until my mate gets home."
"You will be calling the cops?"
"Probably," he admitted. "But he may end up pretty bruised before then. That man tried to kill me, kill all of us, and tried to have my friends turn on us to kill us. He's probably going to have some bruises."
"As long as the cops get him and he's in decent shape, son," the judge said firmly.
"Yes, sir." He looked at him. "Did you mind that I needed that hundred feet?"
"No," he said, shrugging. "You're family. You're like her little brother, boy. Among other things," he said with a knowing smirk, which made Xander blush. "She's a beautiful woman, who wouldn't have a crush on her." He grinned at his daughter, then at Marissa. "If I was alive, I'd be kicking your can up the street and making you beg for mercy," he vowed. "You don't do this to family, Mary."
"She broke your will."
"No, she defended the garage against the guy who killed me and tried to kill her. That's all I really wanted from her, was to keep Limburger from having it and to give her a chance at a happy and secure life in it. Since she nearly died a few times protecting the garage, I'd shut up now, Mary. She went above and beyond my intentions. Family does for family, the same as we'd do for you, but not how you're doing her. I like her mate and her son. They're cute. They're cuddly. Her husband's relatively insane at times, but he's still cute and cuddly."
"I'm studly," Vinnie defended.
"Not now, Vinnie," Throttle groaned.
"Lighten up, son. You've got two of them. He knows I was only teasin'," he said with a grin for Throttle. He looked at Xander. "You protect my daughter, young man. You do it very well so far, along with the rest of them. Keep it up. Charley, bring him to come see me sometime. I'll be watching when you come to visit." She nodded, sniffling a bit. "Ahhh, don't do that. I hated it when your momma cried too." He looked at Xander. "May I?" He nodded, lowering his shields for him to slip inside so he could give her a hug. He whispered something in her ear, getting a nod. "Now, you be safe and have more of those. They each bring a bit of insanity out of their daddy. He could use it and so could you." He tweaked her nose, then left Xander's body, floating up. "Don't rule in my niece's favor, judge. She's a spoiled, selfish brat who should marry a rich guy." He winked at his baby girl. "I'm damn proud, Charley. Very damn proud. I've been bragging to anyone who'd listen." He faded out.
Charley burst out crying and Vinnie was there instantly, letting Throttle have the baby so he could cradle her instead. "Shh," he whispered. "He's proud, he loves you, and he wants you to keep the garage." He got her calmed down, looking at the judge. "I know it's not really legal...."
"No, it's not. There's really no place in the law code for a ghost's special requests. Though I suppose I could consider it like a taped message." He considered it. He looked at the tax forms then at Marissa. "Last year, the garage in question made about three thousand dollars more than the taxes on it." She gaped. "Did you really want to be saddled with that sort of debt, young lady? You wouldn't be able to hire anyone to help you do the repairs unless you married a mechanic. Which means your cousin would be buying it back within months. That's barely enough to make the utility payments on a place. Is that what you really want?"
She shuddered and shook her head. "No, sir."
"Then I'm going to rule in favor of the true heir. She'll be keeping her garage. I won't make you sell back the land, Mr. Harris, it probably would raise her tax debt and that's not nice. Do continue to protect her." He nodded at them, then banged the gavel. "Case dismissed." Charley smiled at him and hugged her mate, then her family.
"So, is this like a recessive gene for evil?" Xander asked Marissa's father, earning a laugh. "I figure you probably did a much better job with the other kids and they're probably a lot like Charley if she likes you the way she seems to, so it's got to be something other than you guys that made her do this. I was hoping it was a recessive gene and we could check any future babies for it."
"No more kids, Xander. Not for a very long time," Charley said firmly. "Even if they do make Vinnie less insane." She hugged him. "Thank you. I'll repay you."
"Eeh, like I care," he snorted. He nodded at the lawyer. "Send me the bill directly."
"Yes, sir." He shook his hand. "I'm sorry about that."
"Not an issue. I'm sure your bill will reflect it." The lawyer nodded and gathered his things to take with him. Xander patted Charley on the back. "Let's go out to Chef Andy's for dinner to celebrate."
"I'll treat," Marissa's father offered.
"Sir, we eat a lot," Throttle said. "We can get our part, you get Charley girl's and your family's." He hugged Xander, giving him a bone-crushing squeeze. "I'm impressed. You didn't kill Giles yet."
"Me too. I only sunk the post into the ground and then I decided to pull him back up so he didn't suffocate." He grinned at Charley. "We'll deal with him after dinner."
"Sure." She hugged her cousin and his wife again, then took her son back. "This is Vic, he's about two and a half weeks old," she said with a bright smile.
"Ooh, he's adorable!" Marissa's mother said, taking him to hold. "Aren't you so pretty! All dressed up and so cute! And that little tail!"
Vinnie grinned. "It's the nature of the family to be cute," he said smugly. "He proves each and every day that he's my son."
Marissa's father chuckled. "Now I see why she likes you, boy. Come, let's talk since I haven't gotten to threaten you yet." He walked Vinnie off to threaten him like proper family does while his wife and Charley talked about the baby and being a working mother. "Honey, they haven't had the official wedding yet, just the biker bondings."
"That'll be changed by next summer," she said firmly, glaring at her cousin, who wilted a bit. "I mean it, Charley dear. I won't have this adorable one without an official father one moment longer than he has to. Of course, we'll let you use the farm if you want." She kissed her on the cheek. "Have a reception at one of the biker bars here in town perhaps?"
"I'm still arguing with him about those things," she admitted. "He wants something big and fancy and I don't."
"Yes, well, dear, a boy's got his dreams about how his wedding should be," she said kindly, patting her on the arm and grinning. "Even worse than little girls do most of the time. Their fairytales come with pyrotechnics and things."
"Oh, we can do those," Xander offered from behind them. "I've got a demolitions license. That'd be more than easy enough to create." He grinned sweetly. "Then Throttle can play dad and get Vinnie there on time after the bachelor party too."
"No, Xander. No explosions at my wedding unless there's an invasion." She looked at her cousin. "This is why we're still arguing about it. It's not just him that's insane, it's his whole family."
Xander beamed at them. "Of course I am."
Throttle pinched him. "Behave. Please? Don't make a bad impression on her family."
"Yours loves me, that's all I need," he promised, stealing a kiss. He bounced out to the bike, getting on in front. "We're going to Chef Andy's. Come on, Throttle."
"My bike," he said firmly, staring at him. Xander started her and gave him a smirk. "Don't you dare, Xander."
"Get on or walk, she agrees."
"This time," he said grimly, getting on the back. His bike sounded like she was chuckling. "Don't let him do this without my permission. He's getting bad about it." She showed a picture of him riding alone. "When was that?"
"That's not our bikes," Xander said, checking both ways before pulling out of the parking spot and heading for Chef Andy's diner. "I went for a test ride on a new Harley model the other day. She saw me but you didn't realize it was me."
"Are you buying it?"
"Thinking about it. I'm still off balance now and then." He swerved around a small pit then sped up to get through a yellow light, whistling happily as he drove. They got there first and Xander took off his helmet, shaking out his hair. "Hey, Chef Andy?" The old man came to the window and Xander suddenly realized he was the oldest person he knew. "You okay?"
"Just some joint pain, Xander. It happens at my age. You in for lunch?"
"Please. There's more coming too." He parked the bike in her usual spot, getting off and walking Throttle inside. "Got any barbeque made up?"
"Sure do. Vinnie wanted some yesterday," he said fondly. "Three each to start?" He nodded, pulling out his wallet and putting down a fifty under the register's drawer. "Thanks, Xander."
"Welcome. We won by the way. Her parents are going to beat her for days." He went out to grab their usual table, moving another one close to it so they wouldn't have to shout at each other.
"Won what?" Andy asked, stopping his fixing to look at Throttle.
"Her cousin decided to challenge her over the garage because she sold a hundred feet of the land to Xander for the house. Xander's offered to sell it back to her and somehow take that hundred feet off, but the judge said it was fine and she won."
"Good! How come I didn't hear about that?"
"We didn't hear about it until Marissa had filed for a court date," he said grimly, glancing outside as the rest of everyone showed up. "Everyone else is here. Xander's getting our stuff, her family's getting her stuff. That way they don't have to pay for Xander's bottomless pit." He grinned and walked out, sitting down against the wall and pulling Xander next to him in the shade. "So, how did Giles come to be in our lawn?"
"He knocked on the door. It was really stupid of him to show up to justify himself."
"It was," Vinnie agreed as he sat down after waving. "Did you order?"
"Just for us."
Vinnie headed inside with the baby, letting him have a hug of the little mouse, to place his and Modo's orders. Then he came back out once the chef had washed his hands. "Here we are, one uncle," he said, handing the baby to Xander, making him stop fussing.
"Did you miss me?" he cooed, rubbing noses with him. "You're such a good boy, Victor. Yes, you are. You were a good boy today. You deserve a treat. Maybe I'll get some ice cream and you can have a bit of that."
"No," Charley called. "No ice cream at his age, Xander. He can't process it yet."
"Fine. Spoil my fun."
"You must hear that a lot," Marissa's mother said dryly, smiling at them. "I have an unmarried daughter if you want someone to spoil."
"I've got this stud here and my mate," he said, nodding at Throttle. "I would otherwise."
She smiled. "Pity. The good ones are always gay." She went to place her order, adding some money to Xander's stash since it was there. "What's good here?"
"Well, the boys out there got me to start fixin' some barbeque and it's good enough for them to call me in the middle of the night for some. Or I do a mean hotdog if you want one'a those, ma'am."
"I'm Morrey's wife, Julie," she said with a smile. "He's Charley's cousin."
"I remember your daughter being up now and then. How is she?"
"Unable to sit," she said sweetly, smiling at him. "As she'll be for the rest of the week if I have anything to say about it." He chuckled and nodded. "Give me two hotdogs, just ketchup please? Morrey? Hot dogs or barbeque?"
"Barbeque. Two please. And a drink."
"Two for him, no slaw, just pickles, and a coke no ice?" He nodded, writing that down too. "Thank you. You're a very nice man."
"Charley and them keep me in business some months, ma'am. We love her like family."
"Good. She needs more family locally. Otherwise she'll never have an official wedding." She went back to sit with Charley, staring at Vinnie until he came over to join them.
Modo got their food and brought it out, sitting down with Throttle and Xander. "Who did the summoning?"
"It felt like Rimfire but her dad said Dawn had a part," Xander said quietly. "Flaming tails?"
"Definitely," Modo agreed firmly. "He's not to be doing that. I don't care if he can but you don't bring the dead back to speak."
"No, it's not polite," Throttle agreed, watching as the cop car pulled into the driveway and a cop got out to walk over to their table. "Officer," he greeted.
"Mr. Harris, why is there a torture victim in your yard?" he asked bluntly.
"He tried to kill me, he tried another time to have us all killed, and then he tried to get my friends to turn on us to kill us."
"Ah. You're handing him over, right? We can pull him up for you if you'd like," he offered.
"Can't I hit him a few times first?" he asked sweetly, grinning back. "He deserves it, he used to be my mentor."
"That wouldn't really be with the law, sir," he offered gently. "I understand why you want to, but I'm sure you could get some friends who're inside to do it for you."
"I don't have any friends inside," he pouted. "If I did, I'd bribe 'em. Just a few hits?"
"Sir."
"Fine," he sighed, "spoil that fun too. Go ahead and pull him up. Watch out for the water line, he's right next to it and it's fairly shallow."
"How did you bury him without disturbing any ground?" Modo asked.
"Magic," Xander said with a grin. "I remembered to pull his head back up when he sank too far too." He ate a bite of his sandwich. "I can't have him for just an hour?"
"No, sir, but if he makes bail, you can probably have him if he comes back."
"He's more likely to run," Xander told him. "He's a foreigner and he's been out of the country for a while now. Plus he's got a substantial amount of support in Cleveland."
"I'll tell the judge you said that, sir. Thank you for being reasonable."
Xander grinned. "I'm not, but I'm creative. I can get him other ways."
"That's fine, sir, as long as we can't trace it back to you."
"Oh, you won't be able to," he promised. He ate another bite. "Want me to come release him?"
"No, we can pull him up, sir. Thank you." He walked back, going back to the scene to tell the others what was going on. That man was just so nice, but a bit scary at the moment. So he warned his boss that he was being scary and had promised he'd get him back, but it'd be untraceable. He finished up with, "he said there's a water line right next to him so be careful of that, guys."
The cops sighed and got to work loosening the ground around the man's throat. It'd take a while, and Modo came in later to lift him out for them. "Thank you," one cop said with a smile. "I hate digging."
"I hated it too," he agreed, heading into the house. He had some antacids somewhere and clearly his momma needed to come back to control Xander. Even Throttle thought so, that's why he had sent him back. That and to find Rimfire and Dawn.
***
Throttle looked at Xander late that night, tracing his cheekbones. "No more getting bad ideas from Spike, Xander. You scared those cops."
"Sorry," he grumbled. "But he deserved it!"
"Then let the law handle it and we'll retaliate if they don't."
"He used magic, it's not exactly covered," Xander complained.
"Point, but I'm sure Micah can help. I called him and he sent over a charge sheet of what happened. Let him handle it. You can sit back and giggle. That's slightly less evil and I married a good and protective mouse."
"I know," he sighed, pulling him down to kiss. "I'm sorry if I scared you."
"That's okay, just tone it down now and then." Someone knocked on the door. "What, Vincent?"
"How'd you know?" he asked as he opened the door.
"Who else would bother us in bed but you?" Xander quipped. He lifted the edge of the blanket. "Come crawl in, Vinnie. Did she kick you out again?"
"Yeah, she quit bleeding and I wanted to celebrate and she said no," he sighed, crawling in behind Xander. "I'd go to the pool but I wanted to cuddle and no one would cuddle me."
"I'll cuddle you," Xander promised. "Come on. We'll go soak it away. Maybe it'll take all the evil thoughts out of my head for a bit." Vinnie gave him a look. "Throttle and Boris both said I was having evil thoughts," he defended.
"What did your former boss say?" Throttle asked.
"That I had wicked, evil Masterish thoughts and that if you didn't have me, he'd have me bent over, fucked hard, and turned right there so he could enjoy them for a while." He climbed out and got Vinnie out, dragging him down to his personal space.
"I need to watch that vampire more closely," Throttle sighed, shaking his head.
Over at the garage, Morrey was looking at his wife and cousin. "That white one just drug your husband into a closed room."
"They're probably going to soak in the mineral springs since I wouldn't let Vinnie have sex tonight."
"Are you a threesome?" Julie asked, looking slightly confused.
"No, but those two are very cuddlesome and I'm not breaking into that," she admitted. "He's the one who's kept Vinnie sane for the last three weeks. That's just how they are and I've accepted it, mostly because I know Xander loves me just as much as Vinnie does and will steal me at the first slacking on Vinnie's part." Julie stared at her. "He loves Throttle with everything in him, cousin. He'd die to protect him, but Xander loves Vinnie and I nearly as much. Throttle knows this and understands, and he and Vinnie used to date when they were in the same Freedom Fighter unit. Way back when," she added with a grin. "Nothing happens between them but I know how they feel. They're very honest with each other. Then again, Throttle's a sweetheart who loves me nearly as much as Vinnie does too. So we're technically couples but a few people think that some day we'll be a quad or if something happens to one of them, the other three will get together."
"That doesn't bother you?" her cousin asked, sitting down with his cup of water.
"Not really. They're all very sweet, but I know nothing will happen unless I allow it. I had to order Vinnie to wear out the need to celebrate the baby before he tried it the night he was born. They basically took him to the bathroom and whispered in his ears so he got off." She sipped her rootbeer. "Trust me, I'd know." She held in her moan, getting up to call the pool since Xander had made that a special extension. A breathless Xander answered but said it was Throttle and him, with Vinnie watching and lending a tail so she snorted and hung up. "Xander and Throttle are going at it in the pool and Vinnie's drooling," she offered. "That's all he knows he can do without my permission, which he doesn't have."
"So you're taking it slowly?" Julie asked.
"Yeah, that and I'd never get any sleep with three of them."
Morrey laughed. "I can tell. That Xander seemed like he's pretty jump happy."
"Oh, he is," she sighed, nodding. "He certainly is. Throttle has to sit him in his lap sometimes to keep him from jumping him in public."
"That could be fun," Julie teased, making Charley blush. "Well, if you make it a quad, we want to know about it, dear." She patted her on the arm. "We'd understand you know. We're not that unhip and uncool. You're nearly one of ours anyway." She smiled and stood up. "I'm headed up to bed. Morrey?"
"Coming." He waited until she was gone. "You're safe?"
"Very safe. Those four guys would never let me get hurt and Xander's a big one on keeping the foursome idea down so he doesn't upset Throttle with it."
"Good, then we won't say anything until you come crying to us, then I've got a few lead pipes with their names on them." He kissed her on the cheek. "Sleep safely, Charley. I'll see you in the morning." She nodded, watching as he went up to her room. She went to the couch, then decided on a long bath for a while, using the downstairs bathroom. That way no one would have to hear her getting off from Throttle pinning Xander to the pool and going deep enough to choke him.
Episode 38:
Throttle looked up as the ship landed, and Thruster got out. "You're taking us home?"
"Sure am," he agreed happily. "It's on my way after all," he teased. "I bet you three are happy to be going home for a bit, huh?" He opened the door wider, letting them walk their bikes up. Then he went to check the instrumentation. "Um, guys, hate to say this, but the bikes are too heavy."
"We have to have our bikes," Vinnie complained. "How else are we getting around?"
"I'm pretty sure you guys'll be in a command post for most of your trip."
"It's a vacation, kid, not a working vacation," Throttle said plainly. "Who wants to stay?"
"I will," Rimfire offered, leading his bike and Dawn back down the ramp. He gave Xander a shrug. "Too heavy. It's either we stay or all the bikes stay."
"That's fine, that means I don't have to be hyper vigilant on my own." He grinned. "Forgetting someone?" he called.
"I thought you were staying," Vinnie called back.
"I'm talking little people, big brother. Ones their parents might like to see again?"
"Spike, Anya," Modo called and they ran for him, her carrying their new little suitcase. "Go sit by Lil' Hoss and wait for us. Got it?" They nodded, going to pet his bike. They loved the bikes already and loved to help wash them because of the bubbles and the water fights. Modo looked out the door. "You three sure you can handle it?"
"We'll be fine," Xander sighed, waving at him. "Go, please your niece before she comes down and tries to hit on me."
"She's not evil enough for you," Modo teased back, smirking at him. "Staff?"
"Coming." She hopped on and waved, then shut the door. "We're all on?" Vinnie nodded. "You can bring Vic next time."
"I'll have to, my family will howl for days."
"If we had a working transporter, I'd let you do it that way, bro, but space isn't that safe for kids according to Enamel and Shell."
"Yeah, Switch got her tail reamed by the docs left on Mars," Staff agreed.
"Fine," he agreed. "I understand, but it still bites."
"And blows," Throttle agreed. "Next time. Next summer probably. Get away from some of the heat and stuff."
"Sure. Too bad Xander had that building opening thing," he complained. "It woulda been neat to show him Mars."
"Yeah, well, things happen sometimes," Throttle pointed out calmly. "Again, next year."
Everyone nodded and Thruster took off, gently rocking them off the landing pad and into the air. They all waved out the ports, then they were off into orbit and zipping toward home.
"These drives work so much better than our last one did," Vinnie complained. "The moms make it in about a day and a half."
"But that's good in case something happens," Throttle reminded him. "Then we can get back up there quicker and they can get down to us."
Modo leaned back, getting comfortable. "It'll be nice to see the family again. Where you two headed?"
"Mom's probably," Throttle admitted. "Vinnie?"
"Probably toward home, see how many cousins I've got left. I'm sure I can use someone's couch. If not, there's got to be a base somewhere nearby." They nodded at that.
"You could come stay with us if you don't got nowhere," Modo offered quietly.
"Nah, she'll have a loud house fulla people and kids, bro. Not what I need." He grinned at Throttle. "You planning on going out?"
"Probably. Carbine says there's a few clubs and things open again." He shrugged. "I'll play it by ear mostly. I may even stop in on Willow and tell her to quit bugging Xander because he's having nightmares again."
"Sure, I can see that," Vinnie agreed. "Need help having fun, call my way."
"Sure." They made it into true orbit and looked out at the stars, grinning at the pretty picture they made.
***
Xander came back from his black tie building opening and tossed his tie down, flopping down on the couch to stare at Dawn. "I just got offered my old job back, the one with Merle, but I'd be doing roving interior chief for vacations."
"Well, you're bored, are you that bored?" Dawn asked, going back to her book.
"Not really, but I do need something to do and I don't want to make that decision without Throttle's help. That'll cut down on the time I'm available to babysit," he defended when she looked at him.
"You've got it bad," she teased, grinning back. "Does he have to give you permission to go to the bathroom too?"
"No! He's not like that, Dawn!"
"I know, just teasing," she sighed. "Go soak in the mineral spring or something. You're way too tense and uptight. There's not even an emergency being thought of at the moment."
"I know, that's what sucks," he said, going to soak in the bathtub downstairs instead. The mineral spring was a special thing with Vinnie, he wasn't going to pout in there alone and ruin it for himself.
Dawn shook her head. "Too pitiful for words," she sighed, going back to her reading.
***
It had been two days of the probable two week vacation and Xander was now officially so bored he was ready to get into trouble. Charley had refused to let him sit Vic because he was so antsy. If Vinnie were there, they could find some fun stuff to do. There were all sorts of festivals and stuff around but Dawn was grounded and he didn't feel like going with one of them. They'd never go on the good rides with him, or go bungee jumping with him, or anything fun like that. He needed something to do, something to take his attention, or else he'd be pitiful for weeks after they got back. Provided he didn't die of boredom first. He headed down into the garage, going to see if anything down there needed fixing. He had already spackled and repainted the entire lair, including the library. Fixed all the holes in the garage's walls in a more permanent manner and painted over there. He was almost considering wallpaper but that would drive him insane in this heat. He saw the covered lump in the corner and frowned, walking over to it. "What are you?" he asked, staring at it. He tipped his head in the other direction, then did what he usually did when he couldn't figure out a techie toy, he called his ex girlfriend. "Meg, what's in my corner under the sheet?"
He listened, then grinned. "Really? That would make a good welcome home present, don't you think?" He grinned. "Cool. How do I run it? There's only one lever." He nodded, going to hook up the cable Oz had used to the laptop since it was on the bench and set up to do the internet stuff. "Okay. Got that. Now what?" He looked at the wires behind it. "There's three of them. There's four plugs." He smirked. "You want *me* to play around with the summoning techie toy?" he asked dryly, bursting out laughing at Oz's 'no!' in the background. "Tell him I won't if he'll quit panicking. Sure. Maybe Fred'll know. Thanks." He hung up and called Boris's house, getting Megan's wife. "Hey, sweet childe, I need Fred to help with a Limburger techie toy. Is he able to walk and talk?" He sighed. "Not at all? No, I just need to know where plugs go. Otherwise I've got to experiment with Limburger toys." He sighed again. "Sure, I understand. If you broke him that badly he'll have to heal in a bed for a few days. Thanks, dear." He hung up and went to talk to Charley. "I found a transporter."
"Someone left a transporter?" she asked, glancing back at him then going back to her overhaul. "Where?"
"In the garage. Under that sheet and blanket in the corner. It's got three cords and four plugs. Meg said to hook it up to the computer to summon people."
"The thick one only has one spot that I know of, the other two should be marked in the right spot. Call Micah, he had one."
"Point. Are you sure I can't babysit?"
"No, Xander. You're about to explode into little bored pieces. My son doesn't need to see that."
"Fine," he complained, going to call someone at ECHO to see if they had instructions. "Hi, Max, it's Xander. I just found a transporter in our garage. Do you have a techie manual?" He listened to her search then her 'nope, sorry', then sighed again. "Damn it. It sounds like I'm going to have to experiment then. Is yours working? All I think I need are which plugs go where." She told him about their last problem and he shook his head. "Okay, so I won't use that plug," he admitted, making her laugh. "Thanks. Tell Micah I'm bored if it matters. No, tell him I'm not bored enough to write reports for Dawn. I'm not sure what she's doing at the moment, she's not here. Thanks." He hung up and went to look at the cords again. One had a blue band behind the plug. One had a red band behind the plug. One was the thick plug and it could only go one spot. He moved it out some to look it over, noticing that the holes had colors too. Two had blue markings though and one was the plug that Max had said led to another dimension from Ghostbusters, the movie. "I so don't need Gozer today," he decided, using the plugs that were there, but avoiding that one. He stepped back, looking it over, and grinned as the computer registered a target in range.
"Who is it?" He walked over and flipped the switch, finding it was his mate. "Cool! This'll be a great surprise!" He followed Meg's instructions, keying in the codes to snatch him and then bring him, then went over to pull the handle since it hadn't worked yet. That got it moving and Throttle stepped out. "Hey, babe."
"Do I know you?"
"Ah, shit, I hooked it up wrong," he complained, pouting. "I'm sorry! I'm trying to get the stupid thing working as a surprise for my Throttle, who's on Mars at the moment, and I'm bored, so I'm trying really hard to be good and get this thing hooked up and I did it like Max said but it's apparently not right. Do you know how to fix this stupid thing so I can give it to him as an anniversary present?"
Throttle, who clearly wasn't playing, took a few minutes to shake his head and figure out what he had just babbled. "Anniversary?" he asked finally. Xander showed him his ear. "Okay. So I'm taking it you're...what? A relation to Vinnie?"
"Kinda adopted by him. We joke he's like my big brother."
"Oh, all right." He looked at the setup, walking out to look at the computer. "Okay, kid. Come here." Xander moved over to look around his arm. "See this mark?" Xander nodded quickly. "That's a realm marking. I came from Realm G, string F. This is probably a B realm. Give me a minute." He typed in something and it came up. "See, this is where you are. You need to make sure you always pull from your own realm and look first." He typed in that command, using the mouse to click on it even. "Like that. Got it?" Xander beamed and nodded. "Good kid."
"Xander."
"Xander?" Xander nodded. "Are you naturally a mouse?" He shook his head, smirking again. "Okay. Karbunkle?"
"Magic. She wanted me to be happy. We're torturing him here."
"Ah." He nodded once. He didn't want to think about that stuff. "Okay. Let's look at the cords. This is what usually happens." He got down to look at them. "Ah. The red cord goes in the first blue one and the blue cord goes in second blue one. That's why they're different colors." He pointed at each of them. "You can switch them back when you send me back. I've got to go beat some Torians over the head."
"We've got wooden bullets."
"Why?"
"I deal in vampires actually but they're allergic to wood in this realm, or so Dawn said."
"Dawn?"
"Our adopted daughter. She's nearly fully grown but she's the kid sister of a friend of mine. Long story. Wanna see?"
"You're really bored, aren't you?" he asked. Xander nodded, giving him that same pitiful look. "Sure, let's see." Xander leaned down, letting him see into his mind. Throttle pulled back and swatted him. "Tell the me here to look at the Mekonis books to help you."
"Sure," he agreed, bouncing a bit. "Will that give me a headache too?"
"Quite possibly." He stood up. "You're sure that they work?"
"Dawn's report said so. I can pull it up if you want." He went back to the laptop, pulling up that report to let him read it. "There you go."
He skimmed it, coming back to the important parts. "Cool. Can we borrow a few of those bullets?"
"Sure! Let's hit the equipment locker." He led the way to their gun locker, that he was working on expanding again, and let him inside the bunker portion. He tossed him two assault rifles, pre loaded, and a few extra clips of bullets. Then he held out a grenade launcher. "A transporter warming present."
"I like it," he said, looking down it. "Single use?" Xander nodded. "Which way to fire?"
"Like this," he said, opening it up and putting it on his shoulder to show him. "That's the little targeting thing."
"Cool. Thanks, man."
"You're welcome," he said happily. "Always happy to help. Need more bullets?"
"We might. Vinnie's not that great of a shot sometimes."
"I know. He's not here either. At least not with human guns." He pulled down a box and let him have those too, then got him a bag to carry everything in, but the launcher. It was too big for anything but a carrying case of its own. "Here you go."
"Thanks, Xander. You're an okay mouse. Now, let's get me back home," he said patiently, "and then you can switch the cords."
"Sure." He followed him back out to the garage. "You like? I designed it."
"It's really nice. Nicer than the scoreboard. Did we finally blow it up?"
"No, the field got bought so you had to move."
"Oh, we'll be watching for that then." He got back into the transporter, watching as Xander checked the cords, and sent him home using the computer and the lever.
Xander got down to switch the cords where they should go, then got up to check the computer, seeing the scene as the local realm. He typed in Vinnie's name, figuring he was doing something he could at least watch, and found them all in the Council chamber, looking like they were getting an award. Vinnie was fidgeting and antsy so he called Max back. "The red plug goes in the blue cord spot on the end. The blue cord goes in the other blue spot, next to last from the left. The big one only fits in one spot and you leave the red marked hole alone," he told her, then hung up. He grinned as Vinnie started to whine, hitting the button to steal him. Then he walked over and pulled the lever, grinning at him. "Hi! I called a Throttle from another dimension and he helped me. Charley's busy but Vic's fussy and she won't let me watch him but you looked kinda bored so I thought I'd help and hey, you can bring the baby and her now if you want and come back sooner. You can come back sooner right? It'd be pretty neat if you came back sooner."
Vinnie reached over and clapped a hand over his mouth. "Don't babble, Xander, those things give me a headache." He let his mouth go and stepped down, looking at the machine. Then at Xander. "Where did this come from?" Xander shrugged. "Another present?"
"It was here when we got back from Sturgis. I'm not sure who delivered it but now Micah has a working one too."
"Okay," he decided. "We can go get Micah's and take it to Mars, which'll mean getting back here sooner," he noted, grinning at him. "This'll be so cool. Go get Vic. Tell her I said it was okay, you called me." Xander grinned and bounced off, literally looking like Tigger. Vinnie shook his head. "Too long without Throttle makes that boy strange." He called his bike down and sat down, letting Xander carry the baby and the diaper bag on the back, then he set it to return them. "Did you tell them you'd be back?"
"Yeah, she just snorted and went back to her overhaul." He climbed on, carefully cradling the baby against his chest. "It won't hurt him, right?"
"No, it won't hurt him," he promised, setting it to send them back. He got in and felt it take hold, riding back into the Council Chamber. "Did you know we had a transporter in the garage?" he asked Throttle. "He got bored. He called an alternate you by accident and he helped him fix it."
Throttle groaned. "Xander?"
"Hmm?" He grinned at him. "Baby."
"I can see that," Stoker said dryly. "It works suddenly?"
"Yeah, Meg hooked it up to the laptop, but I did the cords today, and then I tried to get Throttle to ask him something about going back to work or not, but I got the not-Throttle instead who helped me figure out what I had done wrong and fix it, so I sent him back with wooden bullets and a grenade launcher, plus a few assault rifles since he was going against Torians. I let him read Dawn's report too."
Throttle reached over to cover his mouth. "No babbling," he said firmly. A few of the watching people laughed at that. He gave him a look and Xander calmed down, grinning behind his hand. "Two days? You couldn't stay out of trouble for two days?"
"There's nothing going on," he complained. "No bad guys. No Dawn and Rimfire, who're off at the college I'm pretty sure. The club's closed for repairs and I promised to pay for doing that to that guy who tried to suck my tail. Charley won't let me babysit so I was only going to call." He gave him his best pitiful look. "I'm sorry."
"No, we could use a few of these, Xander," Stoker assured him. "Are there any others around?"
"Micah has one but they set up wrong and it went to Gozer's dimension."
"Gozer?" Vinnie asked.
"Remember Ghostbusters?" He nodded. "Gozer."
"Oh. Ewwwww, major slimage," Vinnie agreed. Xander nodded, grinning at him. The baby let out a quiet snuffle so Vinnie took him back. "Let me. He's probably hungry."
"I brought two canisters of formula, all the bottles I could find in our house, and the diapers too. I can mix some."
"That's okay," he offered, letting his baby suck on his finger. "Let me get this other medal."
"But it's shiny and nice," he offered, grinning at him. "It'll make your girl coo."
"If we wear all of ours, we'll be too weighted down to move," Modo told him. "Want me to hold him?"
"I've got him. He's my son," Vinnie defended. "I can hold my own son sometimes."
"Sure, hand him over when he gets too fussy." Throttle stroked over Xander's hair. "You're on the wrong bike."
"I know, but he gave me a ride." He stood up and moved over to where the other two were, getting nudges and beeped at. "Hi, ladies." He stroked them both, then grinned at Carbine. "I was a bored Xander mouse," he mouthed, going back to his petting.
Vinnie took his medal, cutting off the speech, and hung it on his son's outfit. "There, you look better in it than I will. Wanna go see some cousins?"
"I take it we're going out tonight?" Throttle asked.
"Sure!" He looked over at Xander. "Hey, Modo, he's going to steal your bike."
"She won't let 'im," he promised. "Not this time."
Throttle sighed and went to put Xander on the back of his bike. "You belong here," he reminded him.
"I know, I was just petting her. She needed petted, she had some dust."
"It's Mars, it's a giant desert in places, Xander."
"That's why I was dusting her."
"Fine. We done?" he asked Stoker, who groaned and shook his head. "If not, come find us later." He got on and put on his helmet, catching Xander's from Vinnie's toss over his shoulder to hand back. Then they all rode out of there as fast as they could, before someone tried to sucker them into staying. He rode out to his mother's house, which wasn't that far away, but he could feel Xander's awe so he slowed down, letting him see the sights.
"Wow."
"Yeah, but mostly normal stuff, Xander."
"It's still amazing."
"It is," he agreed, glancing back to see the other two with him. "Coming home with us?" he called back to them.
"Yeah, sure am," Vinnie called. "He's definitely hungry."
"I packed three big bottles of water in the diaper bag," Xander offered.
"Thanks, Xander. You spoil my son very well. Especially when you're bored," Vinnie sent back, sounding pleased and tolerant.
Modo cut in. "Bros, aren't we on the general channel? Again? Stoker's going to yell again."
"Yes, he is," Stoker called.
"Nibble me, Stoker," Throttle sent back. "Station J, bros. Stoker, call Charley girl so she doesn't worry." He switched over before their mentor could possibly respond, doing it for Xander too. "There, better?" he called.
"Much," a female voice called. "This is the medical station, boys. Switch to either Q, R, or P depending on the city."
"Sorry, ma'am. Main city?"
"Q, dear."
"Thank you, ma'am." He switched them over again. "Bros?"
"Here," Vinnie agreed.
"Me too," Modo agreed. "I see Primer and the twins. I'll see you guys later." He peeled off to go check on his niece and spend some time with her.
Throttle kept going, letting Xander look around while he headed for his mother's house on the edge of the city. At least she'd have room to put them up too. "Momma," he called as he parked. "Visitors."
"I can see that," she called from inside the house. "Get in here, Xander, and give me a hug." He rushed in and hugged her, getting squeezed for all she could. "Such a good boy. How did you figure it out? An alternate Throttle? Was my baby boy nice to you?"
"Kinda confused but fairly nice. He kept calling me a kid. I told him my name and he asked if I was a natural mouse."
"I think you're named perfectly. You're a stunning leader when it counts." She smiled as Vinnie and Vic came in. "Ooh, the cute one has arrived too."
"Yes, I have," Vinnie said proudly, giving her a hug. "My son will someday be as cute as I am."
"Let me fix him a bottle," Xander said, taking the diaper bag and sitting down to mix and measure.
"That's handy stuff," Throttle's mother said, watching him. "All it takes is water?" He nodded, letting her have the bottle. "What now, dear?"
"Cap and shake," Vinnie said, doing so and shaking it to make sure it was fully mixed. He let his son have it, it was warm enough and so was the water in the water bottles. Vic sucked hard, seeming to grin at him. "Yeah, welcome home, little mouse. This is Throttle's momma's house. You'll always be welcome here when we're on Mars."
"Sit!" she ordered, sitting him down and taking the child to feed herself. She was the mother after all. "Boys, are you hungry?"
"Not really. I have problems eating in the heat," Xander admitted. "Which is another issue in Chicago. It's presently nearly a hundred plus humidity."
Vinnie looked at him. "So you haven't eaten the whole time we've been gone either?"
"I've drank," he defended.
"Uh-huh," Throttle said, staring at him. "You're going to eat or we can't go out tonight."
Vinnie put his feet up and got comfortable. "What happened at the club?"
"Some guy decided to play with my tail and even though I took it away from him, he still decided to suck on it." He blushed. "He didn't like it when I jumped and slugged him through a wall. Or the bar."
"You put him through the wall behind the bar?" Vinnie asked, smirking at him. "Naughty Xander."
"Bored Xander," Throttle's mother corrected. "I was warned about one of those." She pinched his cheek. "What's this about a job?"
"I got offered the job of roving crew chief for interior stuff by Boris at the building opening."
"No," Throttle said. "You need a real, permanent job, not an excuse for Boris to try to steal you from me." He got comfortable too. "Let me, momma."
"Hush, son. I can feed the baby!"
"Charley wouldn't even let me babysit," Xander complained.
"Gee, I wonder why?" Vinnie asked dryly. "Little brother, you're horrible like this."
"Yeah, well, hey, I got it working and it's a neat anniversary present." Throttle moaned. "I said I didn't need anything and I meant it."
"Shut up, Xander. The more you protest the more you want something."
"I do not!"
"You do, bro," Vinnie said with a grin. "What did you want?"
"Just some time together?" he suggested. He shrugged. "I didn't have any plans anyway."
"It's this week?" Momma asked.
"No, it's yesterday," Throttle sighed. "I forgot. I'm sorry."
"Which is such an automatic response from a guy," Xander teased. "I said I'm not upset."
"Bull."
"Throttle, I should know if I'm upset or not."
"Fine. You're not upset. Then why were you playing around?"
"I was bored."
"Bored?" he asked, staring him down. "There wasn't anything to do?" Xander shook his head. "Nothing at all, like our season passes?"
"It's no fun to go by myself and Charley shooed me off last night. She promised to gut me if I came back to bug her today. I only got her dinner last night," he pouted.
"When was the last time you were this bored, son?" Momma asked.
"The day Sunnydale broke out in its last problems," he offered quietly.
Throttle leaned over and pulled his boy over to his seat, settling him in his lap. "We'll go out tonight so I can show you off and Vinnie can show Vic off, then we'll head home soon."
"You're not cutting your vacation short," Xander said firmly. "I can head home tomorrow. I'm sorry I interrupted."
"Saved me from punching him," Vinnie admitted.
"Me too," Throttle agreed. "I hate military stuff." Vinnie nodded his agreement of that. "I can go back with you."
"If you do, I'm handcuffing your ass and sending you back," Xander said firmly. "I can head home tomorrow."
"I'm seeing pouty lips," Vinnie teased.
"Vincent, go get your wife and bring her back here, now," Momma ordered. "Xander, honey, you're staying. You're too dangerous to leave alone on Earth. You might destroy the world and then we'd have to fix that one too."
He shook his head. "I'm a good protector."
"So's Rimfire and he needs something to take his attention other than Dawn," Throttle reminded him. "Otherwise we'll have another baby soon."
"They promised," Xander said firmly.
"I know, but they'll still sneak off and have sex." He stroked down Xander's back. "You're staying. We need to liven Mars up, make everyone have some fun for a few days." He gave him a gentle kiss. "Go brush your teeth. You smell like grapefruits."
"I had grapefruit juice for lunch."
"Uh-huh. Momma, do we have anything soothing and cooling for dinner?" Vinnie asked. "Before he wastes away and we're forced to tie him to the bed to baby him?"
"I think we can manage that." She headed into the kitchen but Vinnie came to repossess his son, bringing him back to nap in his lap. "I could have handled him."
"This way you've got two free hands," Vinnie called. "Besides, he's half asleep anyway. You can cuddle him later."
"Fine, I'll sit him tonight. Go call your girl."
"She'll be fine for tonight," Vinnie called back. "I'm sure Xander told her he was taking him." Xander nodded. "To Mars?"
"To be with his daddy."
Carbine knocked and stuck her head in. "There's a power outage."
"I caused a power outage?" Xander asked.
Carbine looked at him and shook her head. "Probably not. It was most likely a storm."
"We weren't due for rain for days," Xander told her. "It was hot and nasty and muggy."
"Then it was probably all the air conditioners," Throttle offered, patting him on the back. "Couldn't reach her?"
"Not really, only for two minutes. I suspect she'll be finding a way though. She did not look too pleased when Stoker called from his seat. Something about dangerous white mice who needed to be shot?" Xander 'eeped' and hid his face in Throttle's vest. "Uh-huh. What happened?"
"He was bored and alone," Throttle told her. "A bored white mouse is a dangerous white mouse as Modo's gray furred momma says," he joked with a grin.
Carbine shook her head. "You're so bad some days," she said, looking at Vinnie. "How is he?"
"Tired. Just ate. Wanna change him? He could use it." She shuddered and backed off in a hurry, going back to the command center. "Pity. He really could use it." He got up and grabbed a diaper, going to change his poor son. "Have Charley bring up more diapers and clothes," he called out the window at her retreating back. "He'll need 'em." She waved so he brought Vic back downstairs, sitting down with him, watching as Xander slowly drifted off. "Not been sleeping either I guess."
"Probably not," Throttle agreed. "He's pitiful when he's alone, but it's kinda nice to be needed that way. I'm wondering why Dawn didn't stop this boredom though."
"She probably had plans with Rimfire." He got comfortable again, letting his son nap on his shoulder. "Either that or they didn't see each other." He patted his son's back, making him belch. "Scuse you, son. Always use manners so you'll grow up like Modo and get sweet girls."
Throttle's mother laughed from the kitchen. "Then how did you get Charley?"
"Persistence," he called back. "Lots and lots of trying." Throttle snickered, nodding. "So, how long do you think it'll take?"
"Maybe two hours for her to catch a flight to DC and to badger Micah into using his," Throttle said dryly. "She'd never leave him alone with just us for more than a few hours."
"She could use a vacation too," Vinnie pointed out.
"She could," Momma agreed as she came out, putting a bowl in front of Xander, which woke him up. "Eat."
"Yes, ma'am." He reached over to take a piece of fruit, nibbling it slowly. "This is really sweet."
"It is," she agreed with a grin and a wink. "Used to be my son's favorite too."
"It still is but we don't have anything comparable on Earth," Throttle said, taking one for himself and tossing one to Vinnie. "Crops were good this year?"
"More so than last year," she admitted. "Things get a bit better each year."
"Good." Vinnie finished bruising his and ate his first bite, chewing slowly. "Willow's doing?"
"No, not really. As far as we can tell, it's more a freak storm system than anything." She went back to the kitchen. "Eat it all, boys."
Xander looked at Throttle. "They're on rationing, aren't they?" He nodded. "Can we help?"
"Not unless you can suddenly go make trees grow," Throttle offered.
"Willow said Mars is being low-magic at the moment, but I could try."
"No, that's okay. We'll make sure Momma has some money when we go so she doesn't starve," he whispered, kissing him. "Thank you, Xander."
"You're welcome." He finished his fruit and licked his fingers, then leaned over to get Throttle's fingers for him. He got handed another piece of fruit by Vinnie, who was shaking his head but grinning. "Sorry."
"Not a problem," he assured him. "Wait until Charley comes up for that."
"Or until we're in the club," Throttle agreed.
"You know, I brought home a lot of stuff from the open house. Boris ordered me to stock our bar better."
"None of us drink," Vinnie complained.
"I told him that. I still have six cases of beer and two of scotch in my trunk."
"Mars doesn't really need liquor," Throttle pointed out. "There's too many here who'd use it as a crutch."
Momma stuck her head out. "There is, but there's also a black market for the stuff. Some of the healers are using it too." She went back to her fussing in the kitchen. "Eat another one, Xander."
"This is my second."
"Good boy. Eat a third. You're going to lose your fur if you don't take care of yourself."
"Yes, momma." He finished off that one and licked off his fingers, but gave Throttle a look, getting a headshake. So he settled in against his mate's side, getting comfortable. And fell back asleep again.
"He's still just like a little kid with that," Vinnie said, helping his son go back to sleep since he had shifted and woken him up.
"It's cute," Throttle agreed. "You're sure, momma?"
"Oh, yes, dear. We could use it."
"Then we'll send it up on the way home."
"That's fine, dear. I'm coming back with you for a few days anyway."
"Sure." He shrugged. He didn't care if his mother came down to visit them. She calmed Xander down.
Vinnie smirked and finished his second one, then got up to put the bowl back in the cool, dark spot. "You need a fridge and a generator too."
"Dear, those are for rich folk." She patted him on the cheek. "I'm not one of those."
"Yeah, but we've got extras," he said, kissing her on the cheek. "Thanks, momma. He's napping."
"As do most mice in the heat," she said gently, smiling at him. "Go do so with your son until your lady arrives, Vinnie."
"Yes, momma." He went back to his chair, going to nap for a bit. It was kinda hot outside.
Throttle shook his head but settled in as well. It was just a napping day.
***
Charley looked at the transporter, then around the dimly lit garage. "We need a power source."
"Like the generator needs to be going?" Dawn asked as she joined her. "Or like a battery from Sears?"
"A battery should work. I can't promise it though." Dawn got the one off her bike and handed it over. "You shouldn't do that."
"Mine doesn't have an electronic brain and I can always replace a battery. Hook that up and I'll go start the generator." She headed to the small room on the other side of the mineral spring, walking into the closet-sized space. Fortunately Xander hadn't chosen a hard-pull system. She started it and the lights came back on. She checked the gas gauge. "We've got about an hour of power," she called. It spluttered and died. So she backed out. "Did you need to run and get anything before you go, Charley? Now's the time to do it."
"Yeah, I do," she admitted. She got on her bike and headed out, coming back with a few shopping bags of stuff that she knew Mars could usually use, plus more diapers and some clothes for their son. She packed their stuff in a duffel bag, impulsively packing a dress in case Vinnie wanted to do something nice, then grabbed some dried fruit and stuff in case she landed in the wrong spot. Dawn loaded the back of her bike with a case of water, cleverly concealed as beer. "Where did you get the beer box?"
"From the back of Xander's car. Boris called and said he had made Xander bring home the remaining liquor and stuff. Want one of the bottles of scotch too?" She nodded, it'd be a useful bribe in case she needed it. The lights flickered and Charley rushed to input the coordinates, smiling when she saw where Stoker was right then. She got on her bike and rode into the machine. "Pull the lever."
"Sure." Dawn looked at the coordinates, then at her. "We're in a B realm?" She nodded. "Cool." She pulled the lever and Charley was off. Dawn watched on the computer as she landed, making Stoker chuckle, then shut that transport down and closed the connection for now. "She's got it. Hey, we're all alone. Let's order pizza, Rimfire!"
"Sure! Get some tacos too!" he called back. "I'll do a movie run!"
"Get Brooks!"
"Yes, dear."
***
Charley landed, looking less than happy. "Where is my man?"
"At Thorttle's momma's house," he admitted, taking the bags she was holding. "You okay?"
"Yeah, barely. Power outage due to the heat. It blew up a transformer somewhere in the city and created a cascade of failures. We're not due to have power again for about a week."
"Ooohh," he winced, shaking his head. "Poor thing. Need an escort?"
"Please. Before the white mice turn my son into one of them."
Someone behind them snickered. "I take it you know Vinnie and that one he brought up?"
Charley took off her helmet. "Kinda, I'm the baby's mother." She grinned back at the woman standing there. "Hi, I'm Charley."
"Ah, he never said you were so pretty," she said, shaking her hand. "Welcome to Mars. First trip?"
"Second actually," Stoker told her. "I'll show you out there. Let me find Spike."
"Spike, I know where Xander's hiding," she called. Spike appeared and latched onto her leg with an inquisitive growl. "Yeah, he's up here. You should see him tomorrow or the next day." That got a satisfied purr/growl from the baby mouse.
"You growl more than any mouse ever born," Stoker teased, picking his son up. "Fortunately Anya had an appointment earlier," he said happily. "Let's go, since you've got your bike and all. Diapers?"
"Yeah, I know we needed more. Never let Xander pack you for a trip." He laughed, letting her follow him out to his bike and out onto the main street. "This is nice," she called.
"It is. We're doing a good job of rebuilding," he called back. "We're headed for the Western border of town."
"That's fine. It's a pretty afternoon for a ride."
He grinned and nodded, leading her the simple way out to the house, not having to take the scenic path with her. He pointed at one house. "Mine and Switch's."
"Sure. Tomorrow or the next day."
"Deal." They made it to Momma's house a few minutes later and he waved a hand. "There you go. It's the red one," he joked.
"Thanks, Stoker. See you soon."
"Of course. Behave and make them behave. Xander was in full-babble mode earlier."
"Sure." She grinned and headed up to the door, parking between the other bikes. "Watch her for me, girls. Vincent, come carry this stuff!"
"Yes, dear," he called, coming out to grin and kiss her, but carry in the water. It was a precious resource on Mars and Momma would appreciate it. She'd probably give half to Modo's momma too. She came in with the diapers and her own bag, handing Momma the scotch. "A bribe?"
"I didn't know where I was going to land."
"Good point." He took the foldup playpen from her. "We dropped this?"
"Yes, Stoker put it on the back of my bike," she said patiently. "I promised Spike he could pounce Xander tomorrow or the day after."
"Sure," Throttle agreed sleepily. He yawned and looked over at her. "Hey."
"Hey. I see he's finally calmed down."
"I've got that magic touch."
Charley snorted and shook her head. "So I can see. Don't leave me alone with him again. Not when he's bored. It's a horrible thing." Momma laughed. "It was! He nearly painted over me when he was painting the garage the night before last. I didn't move out of his way so he was going to paint me as part of the wall." She pulled out the dried fruit and handed it over. "Here, survival supplies."
"Thank you, child. I can make something wonderful with these," she promised, going to store them. That was so thoughtful. And that scotch would let her trade for a great deal of stuff in the market. She did call Modo's mother to tell her that Charley was here and had brought some bottles of water and stuff so they could share. They were nearly family after all. All she heard was a squeal when she announced Charley was up so she hung up and waited. They'd be over soon.
Modo pulled up and smiled at the bikes, then at his niece and her two. "Looks like Momma was right." He parked and got off, walking in to give Throttle's momma a hug. "I hope you don't mind, I brought Primer along too."
Primer walked in with the babies strapped to her chest and back, stopping to look at the mice sleeping on the couch. "He's cute. I've never met him before. Is he another refugee from earth?"
"That's Throttle's boy," Charley told her. "Don't try to touch, he'll get mean."
"Xander punched some guy through a wall for trying to play with his tail," Vinnie said proudly. "That's why the club is closed."
"He should go do the work and fix it," Charley said dryly. "Then he wouldn't be bored."
"That's Xander?" she asked, grinning at him. She grinned at Momma and hugged her. "He's cute."
"He is, but he's very taken. He was getting into trouble because my boy wasn't there." She patted the babies on the head. "Tell your momma to come over too, we'll have a picnic tonight."
"Sure." She went to call her mother, then realized the dust trail in the distance was probably her anyway. She liked this Xander mouse so she'd give him a good try at being friends. And hey, if Throttle fell, he was a nice looking mouse. She walked back inside when she saw her mother's bike. "Momma's nearly here. Where's Rimfire?"
"Holding the fort with Dawn," Charley said dryly, sitting down on Xander's other side. She poked him and he grunted, wrapping his tail around her waist and snuggling into Throttle's side more, wrapping his arms around him. "Awwww," she sighed.
"He is a cute one," Primer agreed. Modo pinched her and got the babies down, letting them play in the playpen with Vic once he got it set up. She got down to look at the new baby. "Hi. I'm your auntie Primer. What's your name, cutie?"
"Victor," Vinnie said proudly. "He's got his momma's fur color."
"I can see that. It's a good thing you won't taint my daughters with white mice traits. They'd never quit bouncing if you did, Victor. My momma would be unhappy if they couldn't sleep." Vic batted at her voice, then sucked his thumb, staring at the new furry lumps in there with him. "That's Detail and Shot. You three will be pretty close buddies when you come back to live." She stroked his fur, then stood up and went to help in the kitchen.
Modo's momma rushed in and hugged Vinnie, then went to coo at the baby. "You've finally got fur! I'm so proud of you!" she cooed, picking him up to cuddle. "Yes, the grandmomma is very proud of you, Victor. Yes, she is. You've got fur and your uncle's not bouncing any more."
"It's on the 'net?" Modo asked. She smirked and nodded, making Modo and Vinnie groan. Throttle just let out a snore and shifted, pulling Xander tighter against him. Modo looked at them and shook his head. "At least he's not babbling."
"A lot of mice I know think that's cute," Momma offered from the kitchen. She came out, smiling at them. "You three are adorable."
"She's still mine," Vinnie insisted. "He can't steal her."
"I'd never put up with him in bed," Charley reminded him. "I don't need or want to do anything that'll make me hiss and have trouble sitting like Throttle does some days."
"As long as it's fun and consenting," Modo's mother offered. She put Vic back down and gave her own grandchildren a pet, going to the kitchen to help. "Son."
"Coming, momma." He went in there to help too. He was okay in the kitchen but he didn't understand Earth foods at all. "Momma, where's Staff?"
"She went to see a doctor about something," she said, giving him a hug. "What's wrong with her?"
"Her stitches need pulled soon," he offered.
"It wasn't that sort of doctor, son."
He blushed. "She said she thinks she's infertile," he admitted quietly. His mother and Throttle's mother both hugged him. "I told her it don't matter to me."
"I know, son, and so does she. I'm sure she's making sure one way or another and seeing if there's anything we can do. I left her a note and called her bike, telling her to come here."
"She has a bike?" Primer asked.
"She's borrowing her sister's," Modo told her. "Staff's such a sensitive mechanic that she thought bonding to one would mean the others wouldn't get as good of care. She loves mine though," he said proudly. "Speaking of," he said, looking at his mother. "Rimfire's has the worst jealousy of any one we've ever seen. His girl rammed Dawn's bike repeatedly then shot at it."
Modo's momma hissed and winced. "Can they fix it?"
"Yeah, Charley's working on it, but she's still jealous of Dawn riding any other bike or in Xander's car. His bike shot at hers, momma. Insisted that they could share her." Momma smiled at that, but she was still shaking her head. "Took us all day to straighten his bike out."
"At least she still loves him," Primer offered, picking up a trailing end of a pepper to eat. "When do I get to threaten this girl?"
"Since we have a working transporter, not long," Momma offered. She patted her on the cheek. "Go watch the babies so Vinnie can nap, granddaughter."
"Yes, grandmomma." She went to sit with the guys. They were more fun anyway, even though they were asleep and cuddling. Vinnie was now cuddled between his girl and Xander so she took his seat and watched the babies stare at each other with the other mother. "How was your birth?" she asked finally.
"At home. Not enough pain killers. Not very long though. Vinnie set off my labor."
Primer grinned. "Did he bounce you to death too?"
"No, sex in our hot spring."
"Man! How did you get a hot spring of your own?"
"Xander had one put in. It's artificial but it's very nice. He gave it to Vinnie and only he can say who uses it."
"If those two break up, can I get called first so I can come soothe him?" she asked, very serious.
Charley laughed. "Sure, but it'll be a long wait," she joked.
"Not an issue. I'm patient for some things."
"Granddaughter," Momma snapped.
"Sorry, grandmomma." She grinned at them. Vinnie was curled up so his head was in his girl's lap but his feet and tail were around Xander and Throttle. "You four are adorable together."
"We hear that a lot," Charley admitted. "I don't know why. Though we do hear more that Vinnie and Xander together are very cute and nearly a matched set."
"All he needs is a mask," she agreed. "How did he change? Grandmomma never said."
"Willow."
"A tree? That's a tree, right?"
"Yeah, it's a type of tree. It's also that spirit who's in that temple that the M'dreth built."
"Oh, her," she said, nodding. "Seen her floating around being bored, babbling just like he did. Gotcha. She used the seal?"
"She was a witch then she turned to a nature spirit. She said she just wanted him to be happy. He is, but he's one loud mouse at times. Took Vinnie bungee jumping already."
"Bungee jumping. Momma mentioned pictures of that stuff. Said they're on Stoker's board. I'll have to go see." She put her feet up, and of course one of her twins fussed. "Oh, hush, it's not time to eat yet. Suck on your sister, Shot." She settled down, sucking on her sister's ear for a bit. "Thank you." She shook her head. "In some ways twins are easier, but in some ways I'd never wish them on anyone."
Charley snickered. "I don't do much with Vic most days. Vinnie has him, Dawn has him, Xander has him. Modo and Staff have him sometimes when they can pry or steal him from Vinnie, Xander, or Dawn. Usually, Throttle comes to hand him back so he can have his own husband."
Primer giggled. "You lucky woman you. How about Rimfire?"
"He likes to watch him, but mostly he lets Dawn coo at him while he holds her."
"He's got it bad then. Are they cute?"
Charley wiggled until she could pull out her wallet, opening it and showing her the Dawn/Rimfire pictures she had. "That's Dawn."
"She's cute," she said, nodding. "Very cute. Adorable in that long dress too. What was that?"
"Her prom. It's an American thing at the end of your schooling."
"Ah." She took the wallet to look at them closer, smiling at the bellybutton Rimfire seemed to be staring at. "Does she always wear clothes that don't fit?"
"No, those fit her," she admitted. "That's the current style."
"Okay. Humans are strange." She handed it back, still smiling. "She treats my brother well?"
"She spoils him just as much as Xander does us. He wanted to buy her a human style engagement ring. He didn't have the money at that time so she bought it and picked it out and he paid her back." Primer nodded at that. "They're very cute. Nearly as cute as Xander and Throttle are. He'll sit her in his lap and hold her there. They're always off having sex. They're the most cuddlesome couple I've ever seen. To the point of being distracting and nauseating some days, but very cute."
She smirked and nodded. "Sounds good for him then. He needs someone to lavish all his attention on. I heard she's doing languages and being a spy?"
"Yeah. She's studying languages and works with our spy group that does paranormal and alien stuff. She's one of their better agents from what the boss says."
"Good! Rimfire could use that too!"
Charley nodded. "Definitely. There's nothing going on in Chicago right now, but I'm sure Micah will have something for them to do soon enough."
"Hopefully he won't bounce like Xander."
"No, Dawn'll have sex with him and he'll nap too," Charley quipped, cracking Primer up. "That's the only grounding that works with them. No sex. No cuddling. No riding behind him. Your brother's insane."
"Yes, he is," she agreed happily. "But I think he gets it from our Momma. Who's somewhere at the moment doing stuff with her Freedom Fighter unit."
"That's fine. I'm sure she'll get to see Modo or he'll go there to see her." She nodded wisely. "What were they doing earlier that everyone saw Xander babbling?"
"The military were giving them medals for all the work they did helping Mars and Earth get free of the Plutarkians. Complete with speeches and all that good stuff. So of course, they were bored senseless and fidgeting anyway. Then Vinnie disappeared and everyone just stared for a minute before the good General cleared his throat and said, "there must be a Plutarkian remaining. I'm sure he'll kill him." About two minutes later, Vinnie comes back with the baby and the other mouse and the General was about to say something about his heroic rescue, I'm sure, when Throttle stepped in to try to take the baby and Xander. Told him he was on the wrong bike too. Made quite a few girls where I was coo and sigh in pleasure," she finished with a grin.
Charley laughed. "Xander loves his dramatics. He spoils these guys rotten all the time. For Modo's first date, he won a contest, tried all month to get him these tickets to a major festival of heavy metal music." Primer chuckled at that. "Got the last set hours before the festival started. Impressed the DJ by saying they were for Modo's first date. Got Modo showered, dressed, picked out his clothes too, and on their way to pick up the tickets without telling him why. Now, this DJ is a hero the guys look up to. Modo's met him a few times at other things, Georgie's a sweet guy to the bros. Xander hands over the tickets like they're sacred objects. Tells Modo that he had to have a special first date with his lady, nothing less would do, and sends him off to get Staff and take her with him. Then he filled out the forms, asked for a special song the next day for Vic's first week birthday party, and went to rent Modo a suite at a nice hotel for the weekend with money on the tab for room service so he, quote, wouldn't starve by living off staring at her." Primer burst out in loud giggles. "We heard from him each night but he came back so mellow and blissed out and she was clinging to his arm like he was her personal God."
"That's so cute!"
"It is. But not as cute as what he did for me," Throttle said, shifting some. "Flew us out to the west coast. Got us a nice hotel room. Took me on a tour of a hotdog factory our first night in." He gave her a sleepy grin. "He made it so that we were doing stuff but never felt rushed. We rode back the nearly two thousand miles, stopping at the biggest and most sacred of Harley rallies on earth. He had it all planned so all I had to do was relax and bliss out. That week at Sturgis was spiritual for me and he just supported me and made sure I floated to bed at night, then pounded me into the mattress so I'd sleep. That way I could get up and do it again the next morning." Primer grinned at that. "Nearly two weeks on the bike, but all of it so special. Must have cost a fortune but he wouldn't let me see how much even the plane tickets cost. He's one special mouse."
"So I'm learning. If you ever get rid of him, I'm first in line, Throttle."
"You've got to push ahead of his former coworker, his former boss, our doc, and a few others," he said dryly. "Including Vinnie and Charley there."
"Only if you fall," she said firmly. "Not if you two break up."
"Sure." He reached over to pat her, then stroked over Vinnie's head. "Your boots are heavy and dirty, bro."
"Take 'em off," he muttered, flipping over to bury his nose in his girl's stomach and crotch.
"That would stink up the house again," Xander muttered, pushing at the legs over him. "Meany, no straps! Not in the mood for it!" He pushed at him again, sending Vinnie to the floor so he could have Throttle's lap for a napping spot. He snuggled in on his thigh, hands under his cheek, feet against Charley's thigh, and started to snore again.
Primer grinned at them, watching as Vinnie got up and glared sleepily at Xander, then sighed and made him lay on his back, then laid on top of him. "Is he comfy?" she teased.
"Very. Needs more muscles," he mumbled, going back to sleep, but his tail pulled Charley on top of him.
"Smooshing me," Xander complained. "Air!"
Throttle pushed Charley toward the back of the couch, then shoved Vinnie off again. "My mouse."
Vinnie growled and pulled Xander down so he could sleep. He needed a good pillow. Xander was suitably comfy, so therefore he got to be on the bottom again. He snuggled in and there they stayed.
Both mothers came out to see what the fighting was about, and stopped to stare at the two white mice on the floor.
"Throttle, take him up to your room, babe," Modo's mother ordered. "Take Vinnie with you since he'll whine otherwise."
"We've only got the one spare room," Throttle's mother told him. "You four can share it somehow. Charley, tease the white mouse and drag him up there, Xander will follow him I'm sure." Charley wiggled off the couch and yanked on Vinnie's tail, getting it caught around her wrist. She poked him a few times, then walked off, letting his tail drag him until he got up and followed, resting on her back. It's how she moved him at home too.
Xander growled, patting around for his comfy sleeping buddy. He crawled after him until he came to the stairs, then got up to go pounce whoever stole him. Charley shrieked when he pounced her and pinned her to the bed, but he was comfy now and so was Vinnie so it was all good with them. He let out a content sigh and went back to his comfy nap.
Throttle shook his head. "We'll have to go free her soon," he noted, putting his feet up again. "Can I help with dinner, momma?"
"No, dear. You stay out here and make sure the babies don't mutate into Xander," she ordered, going back to the kitchen, where Modo was chuckling against the wall. "They could," she defended with a grin. "He does watch them an awful lot."
"Yeah, but we watch them too, we'll make sure he doesn't warp 'em too bad." He hugged both mothers. "We needed you recently. Xander's turned slightly evil on occasion. Giles came back after trying to kill us. He planted the guy on a stake in the yard up to his neck and said he'd come back to him later."
"Better than he deserves from what I heard," his mother said firmly.
"Yeah, but he was going to torture him first," Modo said quietly. "He tried to beg the cops to leave him for an hour."
"Only an hour? Then I'm impressed with his skills," Throttle's momma told him.
"Momma," Modo sighed. "It's not right to torture, even him. Or Karbunkle; he had him turned into a girl and let some vampires get him pregnant from what we've heard."
The mothers looked at each other. "We should ask Stoker if he can come up and have babies for those he made sure can't," Throttle's mom noted. Modo's mom nodded her agreement and they smiled at him, very sweetly.
"Now I know where he's getting it from. We thought it was Spike," Throttle said from the doorway.
"I said I didn't need help," his mother told him.
"I came to get a drink."
Modo's mother opened one of the sodas Charley had packed and handed it to him. "There you go, dear. Why don't you go nap with the others?"
"Because they're scary when it's Vinnie and Xander working together," he noted dryly, heading back to the couch. He sat down and looked at the kids, noticing Vic was up. "Hey, little guy. Want out?" Vic sniffled so he got back up and lifted him out, letting him settle on his chest while he finished off his rootbeer. "There, how's that?" Vic snuggled in, content at the moment. At least until he heard him pee. "Yeah, you do that too," he agreed dryly. "We'll give it ten minutes, make sure that's all of it."
"I heard boys aim it at you," Primer teased. "Momma said Rimfire always did."
"You can change this one and find out," he offered with a sweet grin.
"No thanks, I do enough of that already."
"I bet. Twins have got to be worse." He looked down, seeing the red face starting. "Gee, thanks, Vic. You know I love you too, right?" He wrinkled his nose, then got up to find the diaper bag and take the kid outside. It'd be kinder with how bad he smelled. He came back a few minutes later. "What do I do with the dirty diaper?"
"Recycler," Primer said, pointing at it on the corner of the kitchen.
"It's got plastic."
"So?" He shrugged and dropped it in there, then shut it again before the stench could get out. He sat down with the baby again and she took him to hold, looking at him. "You're cute."
"His daddy would say some day he'll match his cuteness."
"No, Vinnie's a different sort of cute. This one is an innocent sort of cute." She nuzzled noses with him, and he grabbed her short whiskers. "Ow." She unpried the little hand then kissed him. "There you go." She settled him against his lap, and him being a breastfed baby, felt a nice set next to his head. So he tried to latch on, making her yelp and hand him off quickly. Throttle smirked at her. "That's not nice, kid."
"He usually eats off mom," Throttle offered, still smirking. "Don't feel bad, he did it to Vinnie once too. Xander teased him for days about having breasts."
"Usually we call those enlarged things you guys cart around muscles, but I can see him having tits," Primer agreed.
"Niece!" Modo said, sounding shocked.
"What?" she asked. "He was telling me how the little mouse there tried to eat off his daddy once. I can see him with tits."
"Granddaughter," her grandmother said patiently.
"Sorry." She got comfortable again. "I'll try to take him back but I think he's hungry."
"Yeah, well, mom's upstairs," he said fondly, taking him up there so Mom could have him. He found her trapped under the white mice and handed her the baby. "He tried to eat off Primer."
"I wonder why she let out a yelp," she said, yawning a bit. "I'm trapped by the two big, white arms of death. Think you can move 'em?"
"Sure. Just roll towards Vinnie and he'll cuddle you. Then Xander will have your back for a while."
She carefully rolled and sure enough, Vinnie grabbed her and pulled her closer, but let her go some since he felt the baby in her arms. She got down to her bra and let him latch on once she had one side freed, which was when Throttle disappeared. "Typical. At least he changed you," she said, kissing her son's head. "You eat. No more eating off strange women, son. It's not good for you. You'll never find a good girl that way."
Xander lifted his head, trying to figure out who she was talking to, and caught sight of what she was doing so he blushed and hid his head against her back. "Sorry, won't look," he whispered.
"That's fine, Xander. You're a good boy." She reached back a hand and patted him but he squeaked more so she let it go. Who knew his thigh was so sensitive.
***
Vinnie walked his son and girl into a club, with Throttle and Xander behind them. He found a table fairly quickly. It was busy but not too busy in there. He sat down, scanning the crowd. In any group this size, one of his cousins should be there. They all liked a good party after all. He didn't see one but that didn't mean one wouldn't be showing up. "Dance?" he asked his girl, grinning at her.
"Sure. Baby?"
"Me." Xander took him and settled in against the wall, watching the crowd. It wasn't that much different. He could dance like he normally did and fit in probably. It was decent music, just a bit heavier than he liked. He felt a little body slither against his legs and looked down, then grabbed Throttle's arm and squeezed the hell out of it. "Thing!" he said, pointing.
Throttle looked and kicked the creature, pulling his blaster to shoot it. He took it up to the bar, where the guy tossed it in a pail with other ones. "They're spreading faster?"
"Yeah. Without anything to keep 'em back, it's horrible. They're growing too."
"Yeah, that one was bigger than our cats could take," he agreed, getting them a soda. His mother had traded them some cash for the supplies Charley had brought up so they were okay for now. Not too much, but then again no one had a lot of cash these days. He went back to share it with him, getting a grin in return. "You shoot those," he told him.
"I could see that but I don't have a blaster with me. You don't let me have one most of the time." Vinnie and Charley came back and shared their soda with them, and Xander handed off the baby, taking Throttle out there. His boy could teach him what to do, and if not, he could go steal Vinnie. Which he ended up doing after a few minutes since Throttle looked pretty helpless. Vinnie smiled and danced out with him, showing him the usual moves and how they do it locally. They danced to another song, then a third, then Xander went to steal Charley for him and take the baby back so he could enjoy his wife. He noticed a few people by the bar were staring from Vinnie to him and back.
Vinnie noticed them too and ran over to hug and pummel them, laughing the whole time. "Guys! About time some of us showed up!"
"I thought Aunt Celestial said she was only having one after having you," one of them asked, dodging a blow to get Vinnie in the stomach, which made him wince. "Getting soft on Earth, cousin?"
"No," he snorted. "Just ate." He hit him with an uppercut, which sent him flying, but he came back laughing and hugged him. "Come see. My girl and my kid's up. Plus you'll like Xander. I adopted him. He's my little brother."
"You *adopted* him?" one of them teased. "Looked more like you bedded him, cousin,' she called.
"Nah, he's not cute enough for that." He led them to the table, where Xander was blushing against Throttle's arm. "I told you, get more definition and you'll be more than cute enough for me, Xander," he teased, getting swatted with an evil glare for it. "These are three of my cousins. That's Starlight, the girl's Chassis, and the ugly one is Bullet."
"Hey," Xander said, grinning and waving. "I'm Xander."
"Ahhh, then you're the mysterious white mouse he brought back," Chassis said, settling in next to Charley. She grinned at her. "Yours?"
"No, Vinnie and the baby are."
"Cool." She kissed her, then took the baby to look over. "You're not a white mouse?"
"He's got his momma's fur color," Xander said, taking the baby back. "He's also got an upset tummy and diarrhea. Don't wanna mess up your outfit." She laughed at that and batted him on the arm.
"Mine," Throttle said plainly, putting an arm around his shoulders. "All mine."
"Sure, studly." She smirked at him, then at her cousins. "Can we borrow him to the dance floor?"
"Only if I come back unpinched. Someone just did," Xander complained. "I don't need more bruises."
"Sure," Bullet agreed, helping him over the back of the booth and out to the floor, where the three of them gathered around him and pumped him for information on Vinnie and on himself. Someone did try to pinch Xander and Xander unselfconsciously grabbed the man's wrist and broke it, then grinned sweetly at him. "He's already taken," Bullet called.
"I can see that," he said grimly. "Who do you think you are?"
Xander looked at him. "I'm a Xander mouse," he said sweetly with the sweetest grin. "Do not touch. I'm not yours. I have a man and he's more than enough for me. If I needed more thrills, I can find some on roller coasters." He looked him over. "You're well outta my league. Now, please don't assault my posterior again." He went back to his dancing with Starlight, letting Bullet get behind him for a while. The guy tried to push his way through and Xander turned suddenly and hit him, sending him flying into a wall. "I said no, dude. Get it right. Learn that word, it's an important one," he said facetiously.
Throttle got up and came out to join them. "Problems?" he asked quietly.
"No, not any more," Xander assured him, kissing him so hotly that even the trio of white mice sweated for them. "You?"
"No, not a bit," he agreed, taking him for a dance of his own. "Do it like you do at home," he ordered. Xander moved into his usual movements and Throttle smirked, moving closer to enjoy him all to himself. It was clear whose mouse he was if anyone was smart enough to look.
"Hey, how much he charge?" a drunken woman asked. "He's cute."
"He's taken. That's his husband," Chassis informed her coolly. "He's our cousin, cadet, I'd go home now. You've had enough." The woman glared at her so she and her cousins glared back. Even the drunken woman didn't want those odds so she stumbled off.
"Yeah, he's a VanWham," Bullet agreed. "Chaos, mayhem, and trouble follow his tail."
Chassis punched him on the arm, getting a wince. "I'm sure he doesn't get into that sort of trouble on earth."
"Yeah, he does," Vinnie called. "And more." He smirked at them. "That's why we don't let him out alone." He looked at the newly gotten up person and handed over the baby with a smile before shrieking "Aoow," and pouncing him to beat the snot out of him for glaring at his little brother. "My little brother," he sang as he hit him. "Not your toy. Throttle's toy. My toy on occasion, but not your toy!" The man groaned and started to burble blood so he got off him and went back to claim his girl and baby for a dance, taking them both out together. After all, Vic had to learn how to party. He was a VanWham mouse, even if he wasn't white.
His cousins stared then looked at each other. "Wait until the others hear about this," Starlight said finally.
"Hey, family reunion," Bullet agreed happily.
"Cool. Maybe I can get Stupid this time."
"Don't call your sister Stupid," Bullet chastised. "She's all you got left, even if she is a wrenchhead." He took them out onto the floor, making a very pretty trio if he did say so himself.
***
Throttle walked Xander back into the house, weathering his mother's odd looks. "Someone wanted him too much," he said, wiping the blood off his split lip. "We'll be fine." He led him up to their room. Xander had defended him and his claim in front of others. It made him hot. He didn't care if Charley and Vinnie came in while they were going at it, he was going to pound Xander into the bed like they didn't have to wake up tomorrow. Which they didn't really. He could be lazy tomorrow and let Xander have his lap alllll day. He got them stripped, nearly ripping Xander's clothes off him while he was kissing his poor abused mouse. Then he pushed him backwards, watching as he landed on the bed and bounced. "Good, it's got springs," he said with a smirk, grabbing him to pull him closer. "Lube?"
"I did," he said, wiggling. "I promised I would and I did."
"Good," he said smoothly, leaning down to kiss him. One hand teased the hard, dripping cock his mate was sporting, then it moved to check him. A bit tight but slippery in there. That's all he needed. He pushed in, going slowly this time, and listened to Xander let out one long, drawn out moan of pleasure. He didn't wait, pulling back almost immediately to slam in harder this time. "Whose mouse?"
"Yours," he panted, hanging on for dear life. Throttle's hips were slamming him and it was great. He was nearly as hard as when they had apocalypse sex but that was fine, he couldn't sit the next day anyway. He arched up and wiggled closer, and Throttle pulled out, flipping him over to slam back into his body.
Throttle shifted closer, needing the leverage. Xander was howling and panting and clawing at anything he could grab. "I'm not nearly there yet," he promised, finding a bit of extra muscle in his thighs, going harder now. He had to grab onto his lover's hips to hold him still, a wiggling target didn't get deep enough for him. He was slamming him as hard as he could, making him whimper and moan, making him grab the other side of the bed to hold onto, when the door slammed open and Vinnie carried Charley in, putting her on the free spot on the bed. He gave Vinnie a look but Vinnie grinned and threw off his clothes, ripping Charley's dress off her to toss over his shoulder and have her. She had quit bleeding. She wasn't complaining about being sore. She was howling as much as Xander was about needing it. Throttle worked faster, then suddenly slowed down and eased up on him, making him whimper and beg, letting him wiggle a bit. "Whose are you?" he demanded again.
"Yours," Xander pleaded. "Please, Throttle, please!" he shouted. Throttle gave one slow, hard shove into him and Xander moaned, pushing back. So he did it again, slowly building back up to his punishing, hard, knocking rhythm. He saw Xander grab Vinnie's thigh and hold on and smirked at Vinnie, who shrugged and reached over to spank his boy for him. Xander howled into the bed but continued to hold on, arching back into the cock slamming him, his face buried in the bed so he wouldn't wake the whole town. Throttle got onto the bed, on his knees, and leaned down, getting a better grip on his boy. Xander screamed and came but it wasn't enough for either of them and he kept going.
"You're going to have a mouse-sized indent tomorrow," he vowed. "The only comfortable seat is going to be my lap." He put on more speed, spurred on by the noises Xander and Charley were making; the fact that Vinnie was watching him and grinning at him for his style was just an extra bonus in his book. Xander was screaming into the bed about being his and needing more, he could clearly hear it. If he had something to plug his mouth with, he would, but he couldn't ask Vinnie to do that, not with Charley needing him. Xander finally grabbed Charley's leg instead and muffled himself by sucking on the top of it and her ankle, making her shriek and wiggle and flail, which brought her hand in contact with his tail and she gripped it in a death grip as Vinnie worked her for all he was worth.
"My tail, only my tail," Vinnie panted, pulling his tail around for her to play with. "Let go of Throttle's tail, babe, or I'll have to stop." She let it go and grabbed onto his, sucking it to quiet herself down. She didn't want to wake the neighborhood either. Vinnie spanked Xander again and Throttle moaned as the firm cheeks wiggled for him, shoving in and pushing up at the end of his thrust that time. Xander's pleasured yell came through the ankle he was sucking on so Vinnie did it again. Throttle retaliated by teasing Charley's ear with his tail. He knew she had a sensitive ear, Vinnie was always teasing it by nibbling it. She thrashed a bit more and went stiff, then went limp.
Vinnie yelled and came, panting as he leaned down to kiss her, swatting at Xander to get him off her leg so he could have it. He didn't remove himself because he was still hard and she could still use more. He pulled back to tease her again, playing with that little hard nub and the inside of her fleshy lips down there, making her wiggle and kick at him but he did it anyway until she was moaning and arching up into his fingers, then he started to work again. He flipped her onto her stomach, taking her that way. "You need antennas," he panted, leaning down to nibble on her ear, moving Throttle's wildly waving tail away from it. "I want to give you what I have," he said in her ear, making her wiggle more. He teased her sensitive breasts, letting a bit of milk leak out so he could taste it, then let her taste it from his fingers. She moaned and pushed back, nearly shoving him off the bed, but he had plans for her. He used his tail on her backside, making her grab Throttle's thigh and hold on, while Xander had his again. Throttle had managed to make him howl into it and it was a great feeling. Xander had his teeth sunk in at the moment but he was whimpering and screaming into his leg and it was turning him on. He did spank him so he'd quit biting but otherwise it was fine with him.
Throttle spanked Xander himself. "No biting," he ordered. "You know better."
"Need, please," Xander begged, incoherent now. "Please, Throttle!"
"I'm doing it," he panted, reaching around to help him come. If Xander could come, then he could and then they'd be able to rest. His thighs were burning now and it didn't help that Charley's nails were digging into the back of his. He spanked her to make her let go and Vinnie howled, going faster and harder because of it. She was still digging into his thigh though. "Bro, nails," he ground out, spanking his own mate when he reached for Vinnie again. "Not yours."
Xander pushed back, trying to get deeper. "Please!"
"Sure." He spanked him again then worked faster and harder, he had been starting to slow down from the pain. But no pain, no gain. He slammed himself all the way in and saw Charley gag from it, then looked at Vinnie. He hadn't been aware they were locked in again. He got a smirk though so he leaned over to nip at one of Vinnie's antennas, making him howl and slam her deep enough to make her come again. That gave him an idea. He pulled Xander up to get his antennas too, making him let out one last ear-splitting scream of pleasure before he came and went limp. That released the vise-like grip on his cock and he managed to finally come and followed Xander down onto the bed. He rolled them onto their sides, not pulling out for now. Just holding him. "Xander?" He heard a small moan and tail-whipped Vinnie, making him come too. Vinnie fell down, sweat dripping from his fur, and rolled them to face the other couple. "You okay?" he panted.
"Fine," Vinnie panted. "She asleep?" Throttle nodded. "Yours too," he offered. He finally caught his breath and wiped his face off. "Damn."
"Yeah," Throttle agreed, stroking Xander's stomach. He saw Vinnie wiggle. "Again?"
"It was off there for a few minutes," he admitted. "Don't start him off. You'll die. I'll die," he offered, kissing the back of her sweaty neck. "We'll need a bath tomorrow."
"Mom's got one of those communal baths set up," he offered quietly, kissing the back of Xander's head. His boy moaned and stretched, then fell into a real sleep. Throttle grinned as Charley basically did the same, leaving them to look at each other. "You okay? Really?" he asked a few minutes later.
"Yeah, I'm good," Vinnie admitted. "It was kinda weird having him biting me."
"Her hair was brushing my balls."
"Which feels incredible," Vinnie agreed with a tired grin. "I'm hoping no one called the cops."
"Momma wouldn't and her nearest neighbor is nearly a block away."
Momma tapped on the door and walked in with a sheet. "I didn't figure you four made it under the covers," she offered as she covered them. "I'll make sure you've got a bath when you get up. I've already told the neighbors you were claiming your mates." She smiled and put down some juice then left, closing the door firmly behind her.
"Give," Throttle ordered, pointing at the juice. Vinnie drank some and handed it over, letting him have the rest. "Cheese," he said in awe, grinning at Vinnie.
"Yeah," he grinned back. They shared a short laugh then snuggled in. They had needed this.
***
Modo looked at Stoker as he walked in early the next morning, grinning at him. "Momma making you breakfast too?"
"No, I came to tell you that your bros probably aren't going to be up for a few hours and probably won't be able to sit then. There was a noise report from Throttle's momma's house. She claims they were claiming their mates."
"How many reports?" Primer asked. "I know some neighbors are jumpy about that."
"Six."
"Six? No one lives that close to her," Modo's momma said as she joined them. "They were that loud?"
"Yeah, they were that loud for over an hour," Stoker said, handing over the report. She read it over and sent it to Throttle's momma before handing it back. "So you probably have all morning with them and if you want, the kids could use someone to beat up on."
"Go ahead. Well, sit down and let me finish breakfast, Stoker. Then you can take Modo with you. He's good with those kids of yours. Teach 'em manners and the like."
"Anya could use it. I certainly can't and her mother just giggles." He knew he couldn't refuse to eat, she'd whip his tail and forcefeed him if he refused. So he'd nibble on a roll or something while Modo and Primer ate.
"It's a wise man who knows not to argue with my grandmomma," Primer whispered in his ear.
"The last time I did, she whipped my tail and forcefed me. Said I was too skinny," he said with a grin.
"Ah, so you learned by experience. The same way Modo learned to take a bath when grandmomma said so."
Modo nodded. "Basically," he agreed lightly. "Momma's not one you argue with about anything. She's always right."
Stoker nodded. "True, which is why I want her to run the daycare system and she keeps saying no." He looked over as Racer came running down the stairs. "Hey, little man. What's up?" He gave him a hug. "Having a good day?"
"Yup," he agreed happily, going to hug Modo. "Will you play with me today?"
"Sure, little guy. Then I'll go visit with Stoker's kids later. Or you could come with us and we'll play afterwards."
"Okay, but I get to pounce Anya if she pinches me again."
"Sure," he agreed with a grin, turning it on Stoker.
"She could use it." He accepted his juice and full plate. "Momma, I don't need that much," he said, handing it to Modo, who pushed it back. "Switch managed to cook this morning."
"Eat, Stoker, don't make me whip your tail again. You're much too skinny. Skin and bones and tail, that's all you are."
"Yes, momma," he sighed, letting Racer into his lap so he could help him eat. Kids his age were always hungry, right? "You two will come play with my two terrors while I'm at the Council and Switch is off at the doctor's with the newest one, then I'll come back, we'll play together, and then you and Modo can come back here to play before he goes to play with his bros, how about that?" he asked Racer, who beamed and ate another bite for him.
"Racer, you're getting your own plate," Momma said firmly, setting one down. "Sit there, young man, and eat. You're a growing boy." He wiggled down and over to his seat, getting up to inhale his own breakfast, and part of Primer's since apparently she wasn't that hungry either. Momma stared at her granddaughter. "Who was he?" she demanded.
"Grandmomma, who was he who?"
"The father of this one," she said firmly, crossing her arms over her chest. Modo choked and Stoker pounded him on the back. "Well?"
"Um, I'm not pregnant, Grandmomma."
"Yes, you are, child. I can tell it already. Who was he?" She walked over to sniff her, then snorted. "That stupid boy on the racing bike, wasn't it? The purple one? With the stupid hair?"
Stoker considered it. "Plumb?" Momma nodded grimly. "Well, he's one of Vinnie's cousins; he's a good fighter, but a bit unimaginative in battle. He's always singing and playing his guitar. He's not married either."
"That's a nice change," Momma agreed. "You'll be sending him up once I drag her to see someone."
"Sure, momma," he agreed, not going to argue with a mad mother. He wasn't that dumb. He looked at Modo. "Guess you're bringing the twins too. That'll give Spike someone to hug to death and growl at."
"Your son is odd," Primer told him.
"Xander does call him a vampire mouse," Modo offered with a grin for her. New nephews or nieces, all right! He got up and hugged her as hard as he could. "I'm so happy!"
"Oooh, get off, Uncle Modo. I'm not pregnant!" she complained, swatting at him. "Grandmomma's lost her sense of smell." Her grandmother swatted her. "Ow!"
"You hush, you finish your breakfast, and then we'll go." She patted Modo on the cheek. "You too, son. You're still a growing boy and need to eat."
Modo grinned and dug in, taking half of Stoker's when her back was turned so he didn't have to pretend to eat and upset her more. He was hungry anyway. He smiled as Staff came down the stairs. "We're heading to Stoker's with the kids, then we'll be back. Wanna come with us?"
"Sure," she agreed quietly, settling into her new seat next to him. "Modo?" He grinned down at her, then kissed her and she sighed. "I can't."
"I don't care," he reminded her. "I really don't care. I'd rather take in every orphan on Mars than lose you." She gave him a small grin and a blush. "You're my lady and it doesn't matter. Besides, Momma thinks Primer's having another one."
"Congratulations," she said happily enough, faking it mostly.
"Yeah, want it?" she offered. "I'll have someone switch it over. Owww!" she yelped when her grandmother got her again, this time across the ears. "Sorry."
"Staff, did they say there was medicine for it?" Momma asked. She nodded. "Where?"
"We don't have it. I have the name and what it's made of in case Enamel knows about it on Earth but I'm not sure. It's precious and hard to make up here."
"What's in it?" Stoker asked. He looked it over, then frowned and got up, going to flip through his new PDA Micah had given him. "Oh, the humans have tons of this," he assured her. "It's the main ingredient in Viagra."
"That stuff they advertise on TV to make men go sproing?" Racer asked. Momma gave him a gentler swat. "Sorry, momma. Didn't mean to be rude."
"That was just a crude way of putting it," she assured him with a small smile. "But yes, dear, that's what it was advertised for." She patted him on the head. "Eat. You're a growing boy and you need to eat before you become skin and bones and tail like Stoker."
"I ate, momma," he protested, sitting down again. "He can get it," he said, handing back the prescription paper. "I've got to talk to the Medical Board, see what else they need. Maybe it'll all be that easy."
"What does that cure in mice since Uncle Modo doesn't need stuff like that?" Racer asked.
Modo blushed and so did Staff. "You're right, he doesn't," she squeaked. "It, um, cures nubby little growths in the wrong spot." She ducked her head and dug into her breakfast, glancing at Modo.
Stoker chuckled. "There were six reports of noise from Throttle's momma's house last night," he told her. "She had to shoo off the cops."
"They've only got the one guest room so I'm wondering which couple it was," Primer said.
"That much noise, had to be Vinnie," Modo assured her.
"Xander's pretty noisy at times too," Staff reminded him. "Remember, we couldn't sleep that one night."
"True," he agreed, grinning at her.
"When are they going to announce the foursome?" Stoker asked.
"They're not," Staff squeaked.
"At least Throttle and Xander could have their own kids that way," Primer offered.
"We have birth control now," Modo said proudly.
"Yes, we do," Stoker agreed happily. "Switch had hers put in the other day and I was so happy I tried for number four, and it didn't happen." Modo punched him on the arm, making him laugh. "Hey, I'm very happy. This new one's horrible, still!"
"Nothing could be worse than Anya and her refusal to give up Xander," Modo teased.
"This one won't give up momma. Not even for me to cuddle. She kicks me when I try. I named her right, she is a cranky little monster at times."
"Crankshaft will be fine soon. That's Switch's thing about not giving up her last baby," Momma said wisely. "I did the same thing with Modo when he came." She patted him on the back. "Give her reason to let go more often and it'll be fine, Stoker. Now finish up."
"I'm home!" someone yelled as the front door slammed. "I'm dirty and I'm nasty too, so please let me bathe before you hug me, Racer, or we'll both need a bath."
"Me too?" Modo asked, getting up to hug her. "Missed you," he said, giving her a tight squeeze.
"Me too, little brother," she agreed, pounding him on the back. She pulled back to look at him. "Well, you look the same. You back to stay?" He shook his head. "Pity, my unit could use Throttle's foot up their tails." She looked at the mice at the table. "Stoker, I'm not going back out there."
"I came to steal your brother to play with my spoiled ones."
"Fine. And you are, dear?" she asked the new mouse.
"That's Staff, she's my lady," Modo said firmly.
His sister squealed like Anya on a candy high and hugged her until the poor girl begged to breathe. "Oooh! Finally! Someone who can put up with my little brother!"
"Aww, shucks," Modo said, blushing a bit. "She's a sweet lady."
"She must be," she agreed, grinning at her. "You stay while the big lugnut goes to play with the kiddies. We'll talk." Staff blushed and nodded. "I'm not mean, sweetheart, just playful," she promised, accepting her plate from Momma. "Bath?"
"Drawn," she admitted. "Go. Recycle it when you're done." She nodded, taking her plate that way . "Two weeks in the badlands is more than enough," she told Stoker.
"It's not my fault the Sand Raiders are still out there."
"Point, but two weeks is still too long."
"Momma, quit, we caught some of the bastards trying to steal a few orphans," Modo's sister called. "If it was shorter we never would have caught them at it."
"Fine, Cell, clean up," she called back, still glaring at Stoker.
"She's right," he offered quietly. "Scabbard wanted a month each unit."
Momma shook her head. "I'd have skinned his tail," she assured him.
"Me too." Stoker grinned. "A month in the wastelands is more than too much. Cell, you sure you don't want Modo too?"
"No, I want to get to know his girl without him around. That way he can't cover up any glaring faults, like the fact that she's more mannered than Vinnie is."
"I like that about her," Modo called.
"I'm sure you do," she teased. She came out dressed in a towel. "Mannerly girls are wonderful, but can they fight?" Staff nodded. "You did?"
"I was rescuing some kids and had to protect some when we got captured," she said, nodding at Racer. "I'm a mechanic."
"Oh. Then you're *her*," she said, smirking at her. "I've heard good things about you around the bases. Welcome to the family, Staff. You hurt him and I'm going to rip your tail off and feed it to you, but you'll do fine otherwise."
"Hey, not hurt her, she's nice," Racer defended. "She made sure Kartbuckle couldn't hurt me. She got real badly hurt too."
"I'm sorry, precious," Cell cooed, hugging him. "I'll be nicer. It's tradition to warn her though." She kissed him on the antennas. Then she grinned at Staff. "Higher and higher praise. I'm going to like having you around."
"And the new grandchild?" Modo teased.
Cell looked at her daughter, then swatted her hard, making her yelp in pain. "Who was it?"
"Momma thought it was Plumb," Modo offered.
"The stupid boy with stupid hair?" she asked her daughter. "You have better taste than that." Her mother swatted her. "Ow! Momma! She does. Or at least she should!"
"She should but we don't pick who we love, Cell. Or else Throttle's boy would be a girl mouse."
"Throttle's and his boy are up here?" she asked. "Really? I've heard about him from Thruster."
"Thruster doesn't know much about him," Modo snorted. "I live with the guy and I don't know a lot about him."
Cell smirked. "We can change that. Let's have a family picnic, momma."
"We did last night, dear."
"We can have another before they go," Stoker agreed. "That way Staff can try to calm Anya down again."
Staff chuckled. "It's not hard. I bribe her."
Stoker beamed. "Thank you, sweetheart, that's the clue I needed to help my poor, demented daughter become a good girl like you." He got up. "Modo, still coming?"
"Sure, let me finish up." He looked at Staff, then glanced at his sister and back to her. She shrugged and kissed him on the cheek, making Racer go 'awww' and hurry up so he could go too.
"Chew, Racer, or you'll choke," Cell reminded him. He chewed, following Modo out the door to ride with him. She sat down in Stoker's place, then got up to get the rest of her plate and bring it back. "So, Staff. I've heard why you were on the transport. You really okay?" She nodded. "You sure? We've got a good company medic and he lives up the road."
"I could use my stitches being pulled in a few days but not yet. Enamel cleaned 'em again so they're not infected."
"He's on earth?" she asked flatly. She nodded. "You're sure?"
"He's under a life sentence to help us," she admitted. "He's a nice guy. He told me what he did first thing."
"Oh." She considered it. "He used to be an arrogant bastard."
"Cell," Momma warned.
"He was!"
"He may have been but he's changed from all this. He's fairly nice now and Shell adores him."
"Shell? The military shrink?" she asked, dropping her fork. Momma nodded. "When?"
"When she crashed he babied her," Staff said with a small grin. "They fell in love during that."
"I'm going to gag, I swear," Cell said, shaking her head. "He's a bad guy who finds love. Why can't I?"
"Because you never look," Primer reminded her. "You could *date*, momma."
"Hush, child."
"Fine, but it's the truth," Primer defended. "Rimfire's got a girl too."
"I heard about her from Thruster too," she said, looking at Staff. "Well? Anything on her?"
"Lots and she makes him be naughty and clingy," she offered with a grin and a small chuckle. "They're so cute together." She shared the images she had with her.
Cell took another bite then sighed. "Well, my boy has taste, even if she is human. I hear Vinnie's kid is mostly mouse too so maybe it'll be fine."
"I like Dawn. She's got her head on right, even though she does let her tail lead her now and then," Momma assured her. "There's a transporter now."
"I saw that," she said smugly. "Was that Throttle's boy?" She grinned and nodded. "He's cute."
"He's skilled and he likes to spoil them," Staff agreed. "I've never met a more possessive mouse than Rimfire."
"My boy, possessive?" she asked. Staff nodded. "Badly?"
"His bike rammed hers so bad it had to be rebuilt and it shot at it," Staff told her.
"Sounds like he's got his daddy's nature to me," Cell said dryly. Primer pushed back some of her blonde hair. "We'll be seeing about that birth control stuff they brought up from earth, daughter. If you're not, you'll be on it today. If you are, we'll deal and you can have this one for good."
"I like Plumb, momma."
"I noticed. He likes you too with the way he stammered how pretty you were." She finished off her breakfast and took the rest of her daughter's to eat. "Let me finish and we'll all go to the clinic." Primer sighed but nodded. "Where's the others of his bros?"
"Sleeping in," Momma said with a bright grin. "There was a noise complaint by six of Throttle's momma's neighbors."
"She lives nearly a click from everyone else," Cell said. Momma beamed brighter. "I guess Vinnie got happy with his girl then."
"Probably both couples. They said it was about an hour long," Staff offered quietly, blushing hard.
"Honey, the women in this family are blunt and wise. You've got to quit blushing," Primer told her. The others beamed and nodded. "It's the boys who blush."
"Oh, he does," Staff agreed, still blushing. "Very well sometimes."
"If you need naughty ideas to make him blush, you ask my son. I'm sure he's got some," Cell offered.
"I have enough of my own. He blushed so hard when he asked if I wanted him to wash my back one day."
"Uncle Modo's a lot like granddaddy then," Primer said dryly. "The only thing my daddy considered too naughty and blushed at was bondage."
"Not really," Cell said dryly. "That was more him tying me down. He didn't mind a bit of tying down now and then. Said it let me free myself to be wicked on his bod." Staff was now bright red. "Vinnie?" she asked.
"Xander and Throttle," she squeaked.
Cell nodded. "I knew I liked that boy for some reason." She stood up and walked off, holding her towel. "Let me get dressed and we'll go."
Primer groaned. "You don't have to come if you don't want to, Staff. You could go play with Uncle Modo for a bit and spare the embarrassment of my mother pouncing my new man and dragging him off by his tail."
"That's okay, I'll watch the twins," she offered.
"Sure, dear. Always happy to let others change and feed them," Primer agreed with a grin. "I'll express some milk for you soon." She got up and headed up to check on the twins and do that for her. It's not like the poor girl could feed them herself.
Episode 39:
Cell drug her daughter into the base commander's office, sitting her in a chair. "Sir." He looked up. "One of your people is about to have a change of status. We'd like to take him now for the bonding."
"Which one?" he asked tolerantly.
"Plumb," Primer groaned.
"Plumb? Hair that's worse than Rimfire's? Got that stupid guitar?" Cell nodded, grimacing. "Is he the father of her children?"
"No, but he's the father of this new one."
"Indeed?" he asked, smiling brightly. "Let me have him drug up. He's on the course."
"No need, sir, let me," she said sweetly, going out to get her son-in-law. Modo was there too, waiting on her so he followed her out. She pointed out the kid. "There he is. Watch out for his rainbow hair." She leapt in his path, making him swerve, and Modo clotheslined him. She got up and dusted off, smiling at him. "Still a great team, bro."
"Still," he agreed, handing her the boy. "One son-in-law."
"Wonderful." She took off his helmet and Modo shuddered at his pink, blue, and flourescent green hair. "I told you so," she smirked. She slapped him a few times to wake him up. "Good morning, son-in-law! It's time for your bonding."
"Get your tail up to the office and make my niece an honest mouse," Modo ordered coolly, glaring at him. The mouse trembled, staring at him in awe and horror. "Now! Before my bros have to show up and help me whip your tail. Not that they'll have to do more than clap and cheer." The boy nodded, running that way as fast as he could.
"We should call them," Cell offered. "They could use a good family event and Momma said we could celebrate tonight." She walked him off, ignoring all the stares of awe at her brother's body. "Yes, it's Modo, my little brother," she called. "Eyes, forward!" They all looked away then went to gossip with the others.
"Oh, yeah, he's still living with his bros on earth," Thruster told them. "I delivered some stuff to their really cushy house. It belongs to that white mouse Vinnie brought back yesterday. Huge place, must be nearly as big as the base. Has a dual layered landing pad. I smelled a hot spring too. Yeah, Vinnie's got that hot earth chick and the baby. Modo's got this babe of a mechanic from what I saw, and Throttle's got that boy of his."
"I heard that," Modo called back. "The house isn't that big, boy."
"Dual layered landing pads? How many ships can you hold?" Cell asked, grinning up at him.
"Three probably. We had to expand because we needed more rooms. Xander designed it."
"Cool. I heard his name applied to that new housing project too." He nodded, grinning at her. "Very cool. When do I meet Throttle's boy?"
"Tonight. Probably with the rest of Vinnie's family. Three were at the club last night when I popped in for a minute to check on them." He held the door to the office open for her. "After you."
"Thank you, brother dear." She walked in and saw Plumb with his head on her daughter's stomach. "I see she told you."
"Yes, ma'am, and I'm more than honored to claim her as mine and to bond with her right here and now. Yours is a great family and I love her. She's a beautiful girl and very brave."
"Son, you suck up very well. You military?" Modo asked. The base commander laughed, putting his head down and beating on his desk while doing so. "Sorry, fair question."
"No, he's not," the commander laughed. "I just saw Carbine's reaction to that question and then her look at his hair!"
"Well, the baby'll be colorful," Cell offered.
"As long as it doesn't look like a smurf, it'll be fine," Modo agreed.
"Smurfs?"
"Little blue subversive cartoons that the Plutarkians created. Always happy. Live in a village of about a hundred with only one woman and then sometime in the future three kids appeared out of nowhere. The human children watch them as part of their daily cheerful teachings. They sing and go 'tra-la-la-la' in the forest all day," he said flatly.
"I'm so sorry," Cell offered, patting him on the back. "That must be horrible." He nodded, giving her another hug. "It's all right. You can stay if you want."
"I'll put you over training since Primer's going on leave," the commander offered.
"No, that's all right," Modo assured him. "There's still bad guys on earth. The bros need me." He withheld his shudder by the merest of margins. Him in a command post, how horrifying was that! He looked around but he wasn't back in that nightmare thing again. He couldn't be, everything was too in focus around him.
"What's wrong, Uncle Modo?" Primer asked.
"Just making sure I hadn't been put back into that stupid nightmare curse spell thingy that was done on the group a few weeks back," he admitted. Speaking of which. He looked at his sister. "We've got to talk about Rimfire and magic, Cell. He's dabbling and doing it with his girlfriend."
"Magic? Like the Goddess' path?" she asked dryly. He nodded. "That works?"
"It does for him, Dawn, Xander, and apparently Vinnie."
"Vinnie? The Goddess' path?" Primer asked.
"He gave it up when he was younger," he admitted, patting her on the head. "A young teenager he said." He looked at his sister again. "Dawn's very into it. She's following the Goddess actually. He's following her tail at this point."
"Interesting. When can I come down and harm my son?" she asked sweetly.
"He's not too bad, but I'm watching him very closely," he admitted. "Now that we've got a working transporter, you can come down whenever you get leave."
"Good! We can do that!" she said happily. "Magic is not what I expected from my son."
"Why not, daddy did," Primer pointed out.
"Hush," Cell ordered.
"He did?" Modo asked. She nodded. "That explains why he can. Dawn said it runs in families."
"Yeah, but he don't need to," Cell said firmly. "He's got other skills he can live on."
"He is," Modo assured her. "He's more doing protections and stuff. The house, on each other. Unfortunately not on her bike since his rammed hers so badly recently in a fit of jealousy." He cleared his throat. "He's not turning out like your man did. He won't follow chaos and neither will Dawn. Xander makes sure of it."
"Fine," she agreed calmly. "I'm still going to whip his tail about it."
"Tell him about him, momma," Primer offered. "He probably doesn't remember daddy that well. He was only five when he died." She looked at her uncle. "Does he follow the M'dreth too?"
"No, but the spirit they have is one of Dawn's former friends. We've seen a bit too much of Willow actually." He grinned at her. "He's cool with it, and being protective with it, but I thought I'd warn her."
"Yes, I wanted that one. How long has he been doing this?"
"Not long. I think he's been helping her mostly but she's taught him how to do some protection stuff like an amulet to protect Vic and things."
"Vic?"
"Vinnie's son," Primer told her.
"Ah. Victory?"
"Victor, like his name," Modo said, giving her a nudge. "He said it was tradition. Charley said he's the only one."
"I said the same thing and then Rimfire came," Cell said dryly. She looked at the commander. "By the way, that birth control they brought us is very nice. I'm not having another one." He chuckled and nodded. "Thank you."
Modo looked at the commander, then at his sister. "Should I pop up my arm cannon so it's a double bonding?" he suggested fondly, smirking at the commander, who went pale and sweaty all of a sudden.
Cell hit him on his human arm. "I'm more than capable of tying up my own man and dragging him before a priest, little brother. I don't need you to scare him for me! If I want him that scared, I'll damn well torture him myself!"
Modo hugged her. "I've missed you," he sighed, sounding pleased.
"Me too, you big lug. Now let go so we can get these two married off. Before I have a third grandbaby." They both stared down the new couple, who swallowed and nodded. "Who?"
"Carbine can do 'em," the commander offered.
"Good deal. Get your little purple bicycle and let's go, son-in-law."
"Yes, ma'am," he agreed quickly, whistling out the window for her. He ran down the stairs, hopping on and waiting until the others came to take off. He didn't want to appear like he was running. He rubbed his throat and chest. Modo had already shown him why he didn't want to run away.
***
Carbine looked up as more visitors came into the Council Chamber, then looked at Throttle. "Forgot more stuff?"
"No, came to witness the bonding," he said, leaning on Xander's shoulder once they got off their bikes. "After all, she might as well be family."
"Point. No bikes in the chamber. If Stoker can't you can't." The bikes beeped and stayed there.
"Guys, let's make room for the happy bride to come in," Xander pleaded. "That way you guys can get good and dusty so Anya and Spike can help wash you again." They went back outside to do that.
"You're good," Staff said with a smirk.
"I try," he said happily, grinning at the woman he had met yesterday. "Hi, it's us again."
"I can see that." She walked in with her spouse, looking at Carbine. "We need bonded and you can do that."
"Why?"
"Because he's the father of the newest grandbaby," Cell said as she walked in with Modo. She stopped to look at the new mouse, then punched him on the arm. "Welcome to the clan. I'm Modo's big sister."
"So I can tell, you hit like him," he said, rubbing his arm. "I'm a Xander mouse."
"So I've heard," she agreed with a grin. "No bike of your own?"
"Not yet. I've got an ear thing that's keeping my balance off."
"Ah. Hopefully they can fix that." She hit him again and walked up behind her family. "Now. Before Modo asks him if he's military again."
Carbine gave the kid's hair a horrified look. "I wouldn't have accepted him with hair like that."
Modo snuck out and came back with the other one, planting him beside his sister. "He needs bonded too if he's not already. No sister of mine is going to have an illicit affair and make Momma cry."
"That's my boy," Momma said proudly, sniffling a bit. "Good boy, Modo." She gave him a hug. "You're such a good boy. I've been trying and trying and she won't listen to me."
"Momma!" Cell whined.
"Fair's fair, momma," Primer taunted.
"I can still whip both your tails," she warned.
"She's my woman now, you'd better not try," Plumb said hotly.
"Whoa, whoa, cool it down, kiddo," Throttle offered, stepping forward. "Cell's her momma. She brought her into this world and she can take her out. You're just her boy."
"Yeah, you can protect her but family will always come out on top," Xander agreed. "They're sneaky and have known you longer so they know all your weaknesses. They put them there."
Vinnie looked at him. "Are you sure we can't bring your parents back so we can hurt them some more?"
"Fairly so, unless you find out my father's alive." He shrugged. "We know my mother's dead. They found her."
"I remember," he said with a frown. He glared at the kids. "Shut up, turn around, do the deed."
"Yes, sir," he said timidly, turning back around. "She's mine, make it so, please, ma'am?" he asked in a near whisper. If Modo was bad, all three of them were much worse. He looked back at them. "If you have any other unwilling mates, they'd be very good to scare them into committing," he offered.
Carbine snickered at that. "I can just see the marriage promotion posters. Throttle pointing a finger. "Marry them or I sic Vinnie and Modo on you."
"Nah, more like marry them or we'll give both white mice muir berry juice and sic 'em on you," Throttle taunted back. He cracked his knuckles. "Besides, we're more impressive in person, Carbine."
"You certainly are," Cell agreed dryly. "I don't need to ...." Xander picked her up and turned her around, then took her weapons by frisking her efficiently. "Cheese, what are you, boy?"
"I'm a Xander mouse," he said sweetly, grinning at him. "I'm worse than Vinnie at times."
"I'll marry mine first," Cell offered quickly, turning back around to face Carbine. "Let's do this now."
"Can we do fireworks?" Xander asked Throttle. "There should be fireworks."
"No explosions today, Xander," Throttle said patiently, patting him on the back. "Carbine, he's in a bouncy mood still."
Carbine cleared her throat. They didn't need to rebuild the chamber again. "Cell, do you take this mouse to be yours above all others?"
"I do."
"Commander Rotor, do you take this mouse to be yours above all others?"
"I do." He glanced at Modo, then at the others. "I'd better," he joked. They all nodded.
Carbine coughed. "Any issue coming?"
"Hell no," Cell said firmly.
"Fine. Then I pronounce you husband and wife, kiss the wife and step back so the other ones can."
Outside, a few pages were gossiping. "Those biker mice from earth are really impressive," one said.
"Yeah, that Modo guy is marrying off his sister and niece today. All he had to do was glare at them and they gave in," another agreed.
"Maybe they can do the same thing for my sister," a third, a girl, offered. She straightened up. "Hi, Mr. Stoker."
"Hi, kids. What's going on?"
"Those terrran Biker Mice are really impressive," the girl gushed. "They stomped in here and made Modo's sister and niece marry! There was talk about them doing the same for others when parents weren't enough."
Stoker paused before he opened the door, shaking his head. "That's a bad thought, kids," he told them. "A very, very bad thought." He walked inside, just in time to hear Modo's momma squeal "I'm so happy!!!!!" and hug both women. He looked at Throttle. "The kids outside wanted to know if you wanted to change profession and do this all the time."
"Hey, I'm bored," Xander agreed with a grin.
Throttle pulled his boy closer, kissing him until he moaned and went limp. "He won't be for long," he promised. "Ask Modo, this was his thing." He walked his boy off, taking him to have him on his bike. He didn't care who saw him, Xander apparently needed more. He at least had the decency to ride around to an alley and hide in a shadow, then take him.
"Oooh, sore!" Xander yelped as he slid into him. "Very sore! Have you-shaped indents already."
"Apparently you needed more," he said, working him hard and fast. He looked over at the cop, who was at the end of the alley staring at him. "He said he was bored and he was being bouncy," he said, slamming in and making Xander moan. "He's mine, I needed to wear him out."
"That's fine, sir. Um, we usually charge a fine for things like that but I know you're newly returned."
"I'll send his momma a case of beer," Xander moaned. "Or something. Whatever. Platinum card," he groaned. Throttle spanked him and worked him harder, letting him get off. "Thank you, love."
"Welcome." He finished himself off, then pulled out and helped Xander onto his back. "No more bad thoughts, Xander. No more bouncing either. You're not a Tigger." Xander grinned at him. "Got it?" He nodded. "Good boy." He kissed him gently then stroked his cheek. "Why were you bouncy?"
"I had extra energy."
Throttle sniffed his lips then groaned. "Muir juice," he whimpered.
"And there's no tower to destroy and we can't go bungee jumping or anything," Vinnie taunted as he joined them. "He okay?"
"Momma fed him muir juice," Throttle said, looking at him. He pushed Vinnie back with a forehead shove. "My man."
"Not in dispute." He took the ticket and tucked it in Throttle's pants pocket. "They'll pay however they can through his momma."
"That's fine, sir. He offered a case of beer. That'd be great for the next city-wide dinner." He strolled off, happy now that he'd made one ticket for the day.
Throttle groaned but Xander hugged him. "I'm sorry."
"That's fine." He kissed him gently then pushed him back. "Get dressed, if we're not doing anything we'll go for a long drive."
"Sure." Xander wiggled off the bike and got dressed, then cleaned up the mess they had made with his tongue before getting on the back and helping Throttle zip his own pants back up. "There you go. Let's go."
Vinnie shook his head, waving. "Have fun. I'll tell 'em." Throttle nodded and kicked his bike to life, handing Xander his helmet as he took off. "Later." He snickered once they were gone, going back inside. "Throttle's momma fed us muir juice this morning. Or at least she fed it to Xander."
"Cheese, I forgot that was in the syrup," Throttle's momma moaned. "My poor boy."
"Now owes a case of beer for the next city-wide picnic," Vinnie told her. "We'll send it up when we go back."
She nodded, patting him on the back. "At least you didn't have any. Your girl's still sore." She took the baby and walked off, going to celebrate with the family. "My son's on a long ride with his boy. I forgot I laid out muir juice syrup this morning because I know my boy likes it."
Modo's momma gave her a horrified look. "Is your boy still walking?"
"So far. Apparently they got caught already but it's only a case of beer for a fine." She held the baby. "Look who I stole."
Modo grinned down at the baby. "Hey, Victor." The baby cooed and kicked, beaming at him. "Wanna come sleep on me?" He took the baby and put him against his shoulder, which was the baby's favorite position. He heard a disappointed sniff and looked down, finding Anya there. "Hey, little mouse cadet."
"You love him more than me," she sniffed.
"I do not," he soothed, reaching down to pat her on the head. "Just differently. He's my bro's baby so he's my godson." She pouted. "Now, don't do that."
"Anya, men hate pouting women," Modo's momma told her. "That's why you'll never find a good mouse."
"Fine," she complained, stomping inside to cuddle the real man in her life, her daddy. "Daddy, Uncle Modo's holding Vic and won't hold me." She climbed into his lap and cuddled against his chest, sticking her tongue out at Carbine. She hated her. She wasn't a girly girl at all. Anya had already decided she wanted to be a girl like Dawn and have a boy like Rimfire. She'd just have to work harder at it.
Vinnie looked down at the growling going on and patted Spike on the head. "Hey, little vampire mouse. How are you today?" Spike bit him then chuckled and went to bite Carbine. He hated her for totally different reasons but she was fun to nibble on.
"Cheese!" she yelped, getting up rubbing her tail. "Spike! How many times do I have to order you not to do that!"
"He's a kid, they don't take orders," Modo offered. "Spike, don't bite her. You don't know what she's had on her tail." Spike smirked and licked his lips, then did it up at her.
"You are so wrong," Carbine said coolly.
Stoker slapped her. "Do not talk to my child that way, Carbine. I won't have it. Spike, don't taunt her. You'll get food poisoning from her tail it's so old and stringy."
"Excuse me?" she demanded. "Old and stringy? This from someone who was a senior citizen when I joined the military?"
"Enough!" another councilman ordered. "While amusing, this is not council business. Spike, do not bite Carbine. It's not polite, young man. Learn from Modo and his family, son. Carbine, sit down!" She sat, carefully guarding her tail. "Stoker, perhaps the children should start going to a daycare center? They're amusing but disruptive."
"Anya got kicked out of the last one for making the teacher cry after she fixed her hair."
"Don't you mean cut her hair?" Carbine asked coolly.
"Hey, you don't brag on your waist-length, perfect hair in front of a girl these days. They're liable to react." He grinned. "Which she did."
"Still, there are other ones," the other female on the council said gently. "Please? I don't want to become Spike's next snack." Spike toddled over and hugged her, climbing up in her lap to cuddle her chest. "Thank you, dear. I love you too. You're a very good mouse." She stroked his back. "Just don't bite me."
"He's still mad because I wouldn't let him try to nurse off me," Carbine said bitterly.
"Perhaps you should have one of your own," the same calm councilman offered. "There are a great number of males around who would love you for your experience and skills, not just around the house either. I'm sure you could find someone pleasing to you."
"No thank you. The sort of men I usually like aren't drawn to women like me."
"I'll have Throttle pick you out a few," Stoker offered. "He knows you best." She snorted at that. "Even with you changing, he still knows you best."
"Fine. If he finds someone I'll at least try a date with him," she agreed coolly. "Again, this is not council business."
"No it's not," the other woman agreed, giving her an understanding smile. It was so hard to find a good mouse these days. "Are the bindings over with?" she called. A few more couples came in and went before Carbine. "Oh, that's delightful," she said happily. "We could always use more happy couples."
"Which one of the four scared you guys?" Stoker asked.
"We heard them talking about it outside and decided it'd be better to do this before Mars got an official group to help reluctant couples to the altar with their parent's consent," one male told him, clinging to his woman. "Can we use the next city picnic as our party?"
"Sure," Stoker agreed. "Anyone against that?" No one said anything. "That's fine, kid."
"Thank you, Mr. Stoker." He stepped forward when it was their turn, saying his vows clearly and plainly so no one thought he was scared of being a husband.
***
Throttle came home with a sleepy Xander mouse and looked at all the other bikes, heading inside with Xander and out to the back yard since that's where everyone was. "What's going on?"
"There were sixty couples who wed today," his mother said with a smile. "The most in any day so far. More than most months." He groaned, shaking his head as he sat Xander down next to him. "He all right?" she asked when he whimpered.
"Just a bit sore," he admitted. "Modo, got a spare pillow on the pile?" One was tossed to him, making him lean back to catch it. "Thanks." He picked Xander up with his tail and put it under him, then gently put him back down, getting sleepy, content murmurs again. "Sorry, long rides put him out."
"I bet it was," Vinnie joked. Charley hit him and he winced. "Ow!" he said mildly.
"Quit picking on your baby brother. It's not his fault he's nearly a succubus."
"Ya know, that word sounds dirty just saying it," Modo complained.
"Sounds like there should be a comma in there," Vinnie agreed, moving away from Charley in time to miss being hit again. He grinned at her.
"Keep it up, sleep on the floor while I get the warm and cuddly Xander toy," she taunted.
"Bet me," Throttle snorted. "Not happenin' without consent."
"Not like that!" She threw another pillow at him and he caught it, using it for his own tail.
"Thanks. Needed that."
"Ooh, was it a long ride both ways?" Vinnie taunted.
"Momma, slap him," he asked.
She swatted him. "Behave, Vincent. You know he'll get you back soon enough. Just don't make me explain to the nice cops again tonight, children."
"Cops?" Throttle asked.
"Cops?" Vinnie squeaked.
"Oh, momma," Modo moaned, shaking his head. "Six complaints from what Stoker said."
"You're way too loud, bro," Vinnie and Throttle said in unison.
"Hey, my guy was muffling himself," Throttle defended. Charley was blushing bright red now and trying to sneak off. "Sorry, Charley girl."
"I'm not the one who hit me because his mate was biting me," Vinnie complained, rubbing his thigh.
"Xander bit you?" Modo asked. "Why?"
"It's just the way he was facing," Vinnie said dryly, grinning at his girl. "Then again, I'm just glad you didn't try to bite him, sweetheart."
"One more word, Vinnie, and I'm taking the kid and going home."
"Sorry, sweetheart." He pulled her closer, kissing her until she moaned and settled in his lap. "I won't talk about it. It was fantastic but I won't talk about it."
"Thank you."
"Yes, I am, why are we talking about me being fantastic?" Xander murmured.
Throttle patted him on the back of the head. "Go back to sleep, Xander."
"Did he say what I think he just did?" Charley demanded. Throttle nodded, smirking at her. "Then he's not allowed to hang out with Vinnie any more. Xander used to be such a sweet guy, and now Vinnie ruined him. Hopefully it's not too late."
"I did not," he defended, grinning at her. "Now he's got proper white mouse self esteem."
"Bro, I agree, that knob's set a bit too high again," Throttle told him. "No more for a month. Let his head unswell."
"Like his tail?" Modo's momma teased.
"No, his tail's not swollen yet," Throttle told her. "Not for lack of trying though. I caught him lifting weights with his tail the other day."
"Yeah, he said it needed to be stronger," Vinnie agreed, smirking at him. "He was also working on his bod. That getting better?"
"I'll let you judge when we get home," Throttle told him. "Not here. Then your cousins will want him even more than they already do."
"He didn't destroy the club, the other guy destroyed the club trying to get to him," Vinnie defended. "It wasn't his fault."
"We are talking about the one in Chicago, right?" Modo nearly pleaded.
"No, last night there was this mouse that kept trying to get to him. Xander even threw him into a wall and it didn't help," Vinnie told him.
"So he went and got five friends and came back to kidnap him," Charley finished. "That's about when we came home. They were not happy mice but the owner of the club was very happy, he said he wanted to do some renovations anyway and asked Xander what he'd recommend and how to implement it."
"Two white mice is chaos," Modo's mother sighed.
"Two?" Vinnie snickered, smirking at her. "Three of my cousins were there! Five!"
Modo and his mother both moaned. If three was a planetary emergency when bored, what were five hyper white mice? "Is the club still standing?" Modo's momma asked quietly.
Throttle nodded. "Yeah, all but one wall and the bathrooms."
"He was very efficient when he took out the first three," Charley praised.
"Yeah, but he barely left any for the rest of us," Vinnie complained. "There's no fun in that. We woulda had much more fun if he had let us have those three and he'd taken the other two. My cousins probably had to find another fight later on."
"No wonder it took the cops an hour to respond," Throttle's momma said dryly, making her son and everyone else blush. "Usually they're much faster than that. I wondered."
"Momma," Throttle moaned.
"Oh, hush, son, if it was good that's all that matters. Was it good?"
"I don't think it's ever been bad with him," he admitted.
"What about the time you broke your ankle?" Vinnie taunted.
"That wasn't my fault. That was Dawn's," he said firmly. "She screamed for no reason."
"Yeah, but wasn't that bad?"
"Not before she screamed. We worked that out, now she's got to put full shields on the room, even on the wall between hers and ours."
"She wasn't?" Modo asked. Throttle shook his head. "Why not?"
"Not a clue and I don't want to think about it," Throttle told him plainly. "Sorta like how Plutarkians have baby fish. Not something I want to consider, bro."
Modo nodded, banishing both those thoughts from his mind. "I understand. I agree." He went to get himself a drink. "We should try to pop home and raid the fridge."
"We should," Charley agreed. "But we're having a power outage."
"We need a Karbunkle remote," Vinnie said, staring at Throttle and Xander. "One that summons things like the transporter."
"We found one but there's no way to power it," Throttle offered. "Out in the cliffs." Everyone stared at him. "Xander said one of the dead people out there told him. He thought we needed to go home and get lube."
"He's practical, I like that about him," Modo's momma offered.
"We powered the one at the house with Dawn's bike battery," Charley offered. "The lights went out just as I popped out."
"That's an idea," Throttle agreed. "Let's go see if it works, bros." They all mounted up, Throttle taking Xander with him since he had the most recent experience with the things.
"They'll be back soon," Momma sighed.
"Hopefully," Throttle's momma agreed. "Food'll go to waste otherwise."
"I doubt it. They can eat cold hotdogs and pickled eggs."
"True," she agreed, grinning at her. "Still good cold."
***
Throttle led the way back to the hidden transporter, waking Xander up when they stopped. "Hey, babe, can you make this one work?"
"Maybe," he said, yawning a bit. He got up and went over there, looking at the cords. He put them where they were supposed to go, then looked at the power cord. "Need a supply. Willow?" She popped in. "Or Seal. Hey. Can you give us some power here?"
"Sure," she agreed, touching the end of the cord. "Going home?" He nodded. "How long?"
"Say one hour. That way we can make a store run for some stuff that's needed."
"Sure," she agreed happily. "Great to see you on Mars, Xander."
"It's only a visit so I can pick out our retirement spot," he said happily, pulling the lever before walking in. He walked out the other side and stared at the Throttle standing there. "I did it again?" he asked hopefully.
"No, we needed more bullets," he offered. "Rimfire went to get some." He grinned at his self came out. "Just borrowing some artillery. I'm the one he called earlier."
"That's cool. Isn't there some sort of paradox principle that means the world will explode?"
"No, our realms are so far apart it's not funny. Do I still have Carbine too?"
"Nope, she chose duty over pleasure," he sighed. "I have a Xander now," he said, nodding at him.
"I saw. He showed me. By the way, use the Mekonis books to help him before he gives more people a headache." He rubbed his antenna, noticing the boy was blushing, but he was also walking funny. "Back from Mars?"
"Just a short hop. We needed to pick stuff up," Throttle admitted. Rimfire came back with another box of bullets. "That leaves how many?"
"Three."
"I can make more, give him another," Xander ordered. Rimfire nodded, going to get another one. "Need another launcher?"
"Please," he agreed with a grin. "Those are damn handy for taking down the tower."
"And a launcher too, Rimfire," Xander yelled. He grinned at Modo. "Okay, in Throttle's pocket are our three tickets, we owe a case of beer for each. The beers were in the trunk of the car."
"Still mostly are but I stole a box from one," Dawn told him.
"Fine." He grinned at Modo again. "Go ahead and get those, then make a store run for soda and stuff." Modo nodded. "Throttle, go with him, your momma could use some and it'll be colder that way."
"Yes, dear." He went off after Modo. "More beer too?"
"Probably should, just in case we get more tickets," he said dryly. He looked at Vinnie. "Go check on Chef Andy. The lights are still off and he's probably got stuff about to go bad. That'll feed a bunch of people and kids on Mars. Here, take my wallet," he ordered, handing it over. Vinnie nodded and took off with it, his wallet safely in his front pocket. "Charley?"
"The usual stuff. Bandages, cotton balls, alcohol, that stuff?" He nodded and she went to grab his car to do that.
Xander looked at Dawn, then at Rimfire as he came back. "Okay. Let him go home, and then go gather up a bunch of books for Mars. They're rebuilding their library." They whooped and went to get the normal books. Mars probably didn't need magic books and this meant another trip to the bookstore. Xander grinned. "Sorry."
"Not an issue. Can I still use it?"
"Seal. He's got to go home. Can you switch to his for a minute?"
"Sure, Xander." It switched and sucked Throttle in, taking him back. Then it switched back. "There you go. Soon?"
"Fairly so." He grinned at her and went to raid the refrigerator of anything they obviously weren't going to eat. Like the bottles of wine Boris had made him bring him as well. He found some plastic bags and put them in them, gathering everything by the transporter's front. Modo came back first, loaded down, and put that stuff down too. Vinnie came back next with coolers of stuff. "Was I right?"
"You were more than right. He had stuff that had about six hours," he admitted. "Just this side of being tossed by his standards. He said it's still edible and it tasted good when I had a sandwich."
"Cool. You head back first, call the main three and tell 'em. Modo, you go back to help heave stuff too." They nodded, heading back to do that and Xander sent the bottles of wine first, hoping they didn't break. Dawn and Rimfire came back with a few boxes of books and went to get some more, sending them all through at once. Then everyone else came back and Xander got everything through, stepping through last. He walked into a hive of activity and smiled at the Seal. "That everyone and everything?" he called.
"Yeah," Throttle called back.
"Cheese, we're going to be celebrating tonight," Stoker said happily, taking the food from Vinnie's bike and putting it into a cold cart he had on his. "What's this stuff?"
"Barbeque, it's great," he offered. "He put slaw in there too for those who like it. I like it that way, but Modo moves back and forth and Throttle doesn't like it."
"Okay. How do you fix it?"
"Meat, bun, slaw," Xander told him.
"Oh, simple." He nodded, letting Modo load up the sodas and beer too. "Why that?"
Xander stapled the three tickets to a case each. "Payment," he said with a blush. "Some of that goes to Modo and Throttle's momma for trade."
"Deal," he agreed. "I'll stop there first. We don't need that much beer all at once. Just those three cases should be enough." He took off once Modo closed it, accepting the last few cases of rootbeer on the back of his bike. Switch got the books on hers and with her cart, and the rest of everyone moved the stuff to the town square or to the mother's houses for their use, as Stoker had ordered.
Throttle pulled Xander closer for a kiss. "Thank you for lookin' out for my momma," he said gently. "She'll be trading stuff for years."
"As I had hoped," he agreed with a grin. "It's not right that nice ladies like that have to do little more than survive." He gave Modo a hug. "I'm thinkin' she'll be sharing."
"I know she will," he agreed, giving him a hug. "Thanks, Xander. Especially for those books."
"I saw the library being built earlier and someone's got to teach the next generation so Spike ends up being more than a thug." That got a grin and even the Seal laughed. "You don't think so?"
"No, I know he'll be more. His father will make sure of it," she assured him with a wink. "You did good, Xander. Very good. You'll be rewarded for that." She disappeared.
Xander shrugged. "Not why I do things," he admitted, getting on the back of Throttle's bike. "To the mom's. There's a dinner waiting on us."
Throttle laughed and nodded, taking off down the hill. Stoker would be coming back for the transporter later probably. It was a happy group of mice who headed back to the house, Throttle in the lead since it was his mother's. They got there and he found his mother in the cellar, hiding stuff carefully away. "Momma, did you share?"
"Of course. Modo's momma will be back soon, dear. There's dinner still out back," she called. She came up and locked the cellar, then went to hug Xander as hard as she could. "Thank you, son," she whispered.
"You'll use it to do more than survive and make sure others do," he said quietly, grinning at her. "That's all I wanted." He kissed her on the forehead and let her go. "There, now go eat."
"Cheese, boy, we already did waiting on you kids," she chided, swatting him. "You go eat. You need to eat. You're much too skinny." He grinned and went to eat, settling in with Vic to help him too. She walked over and took the baby from him. "I said you eat, not help him eat. You need to eat, Xander. I made other stuff too. Eat the eggs, they're good." She walked the baby off, going to put him down inside. She came back and nudged her son, who went over to feed Xander by hand since he was only drinking a soda. "That boy will never survive on Mars if he don't learn to eat when it's hot," she muttered, going to help the others and check on the cellar again.
***
Stoker showed up the next morning, nodding politely at everyone. "Well, I'm not sure about that slaw stuff, but the barbeque was good."
"Charley's cousin likes his with pickles," Xander offered.
"I liked it best with fried cave mushrooms," Stoker said with a shrug. "Think he'd tell us how to make that?"
"Yeah, but you've got to have pigs," Throttle offered. "Chef Andy made that for us."
"Did you get the transporter moved?" Modo asked quietly, he was holding his great-nieces.
"We're doing that today and putting it in the Council chamber. I came to bargain with Throttle's momma actually."
"She's still sleeping," Throttle told him. "Modo's momma got some too."
"Yeah, but your mother got the wine and the Council wants to inaugurate this new techie toy and the laptop we'll be getting from Micah. How did you set yours up, Xander?"
"Meg."
"Okay, how did she set it up?" Everyone shrugged. "So, basically ask Meg?" Everyone nodded. "Did she do the communications stuff too?" Everyone nodded again, grinning at him. "Has she at least been wearing real clothes recently?"
"Nope," Xander told him. "She's been doing one on nymphs. She's been mostly naked."
"I bet Oz had been having a lot of fun," Vinnie said with a chuckle.
"Quite a lot," Xander said wisely. He looked at Stoker. "The guy who tried to slide into me said there was other stuff out there."
"We're searching for it now," he admitted. "One of the dead spoke to you?"
"They like to put him on like shirts," Vinnie told him. "Mekonis books, Throttle?"
"Oh, yeah, the me from somewhere else said to try those to stop that."
"Which means I'll probably have another headache soon," Xander quipped.
Stoker looked at him. "Since you can't sit, that might be a good thing, kid," he quipped back. "Was it good?"
"Even better than when he claimed me," he said smugly, smirking at him and everything.
"All it took was another attempt to steal the Xander," Vinnie offered with a grin of his own. "And a bit of destruction."
"You mean that club was you guys?" Everyone pointed at Xander. "Him?"
"Only three of them," Xander said, starting to pout. "They were trying to steal me."
Stoker gave Throttle a look. "I'll find you those books tonight if I can." He headed up the stairs to knock on his mother's door. "Momma?"
"What, Stoker? It's still really early." She opened the door. "No one's even up and eaten yet."
"Everyone's up and they all look less than hungry," he said with a grin. "But the council would like for me to come woo you for some of that wine so we can celebrate finding this stuff."
"What do I get in return?"
"Two years without taxes?" he offered. She gave him a long stare and he sighed. "Free run at the transporter when it's not in official use? For you and Modo's family both? All we want is two bottles. Enough for us."
She walked down the stairs. "Two years without taxes and free run at the transporter," she told her son.
"It was fairly cheap wine," Xander told her. "Not the greatest of the great, but pretty decent."
"Five years?" she offered in return as Stoker came down.
"Can't do that. They only authorized two years and the free run at the transporter. Which means I'll have to run back and forth all day." He gave her a pleading look. "I know your taxes are only ten percent of what you can grow here, but please? Otherwise I'll have Carbine nibbling my tail all week."
"Fine," she sighed, going to get those for him. She came back up after locking the cellar again and handed them over. "There you go, Stoker."
"Thank you, Throttle's momma." He kissed her on the cheek. "You should have had some of the barbeque, it was really good." He left, taking the precious bottles back to the chamber. Carbine would owe him for years for this. He could set her up on many dates with many mice he knew she could straighten out again.
Momma shook her head and looked around. "Did you all eat?"
"You needed to sleep in, Momma. We're a lot of work," Throttle told her, giving her a little grin. "Besides, I'm only taking Xander sightseeing today."
"You'll still need a lunch," she chastised.
"Momma, we can bargain a few sodas for one," Xander reminded her. "That way you don't have to cook. Rest, please. Or go shopping and buy something pretty that you've been missing for a while."
"I suppose I could," she admitted. "Then check on Anya and Spike since they're starting a new daycare today." She frowned. "But that leaves you all alone, boys."
"Momma, we've got friends we can go bug too," Vinnie promised her. "I have a whole bunch of cousins I have to show off Vic and Charley girl to." He grinned at her and she grinned back. "There's rumors already spreading and they need to know the reality is much prettier."
"Fine, then you be back here for dinner. I'll have something nice on, kids." They nodded and got up, heading out to their bikes, Modo heading for his mother's first, while Vinnie took Charley and the baby off to the East. Throttle and Xander headed deeper into the desert and she shook her head. "Those boys," she sighed. "Thoughtful, but clueless. What do I do any other day?"
***
Xander stared out over the edge of the ridge they were sitting on, looking awed by the sight of the crater field in front of them. "Wow," he whispered. "This is incredible," he said, turning to look at his mate. "How old is this? Is this the big one Rimfire was telling Dawn about?" He looked out there again, just staring in awe at the ancient site before him.
"This is one of the smaller fields," Throttle said quietly, shifting to stroke down his back. "The bigger one that he was telling her about is about two days travel away. We won't be able to go there this trip." He got a grin for that. "This one's name translates basically into 'lots of little holes in the way of my travels'," he added, grinning back when Xander burst out giggling. "One of the older religious orders named it a long time ago. They used to use these to map their way around the globe." He looked out at the changing shadows, seeing what Rimfire did, that there were patterns to the shadows, but he still thought it had to be random. "This isn't exactly a holy spot, but a lot of people think that there's hidden messages in these. That the shadows move and spell out words and things."
Xander turned around to look at him. "Are there?"
"Personally, I'm not a big fan of it being a designed pattern. I like to think that they're random and beautiful for that reason. It makes it more special to me that way." He brushed a stray hair off his mate's chin. "You're shedding again."
"It's all this heat. Fur's neat in the winter but in the summer it's killing me."
"There's ways around that," he promised, stealing a kiss. "Want to have lunch here or move on to the next spot? There's a pretty ridge up ahead that lets you see Olympus Mons and the temple that's still up there. The Plutarkians tried to steal it but didn't get more than bits and pieces. Every time they did, more seemed to be uncovered. Some people think that the temple goes all the way through the mountain."
Xander looked out there, memorizing the sight, then nodded and stood up. "Let's see the next one. Rimfire said something about the sunset from up there."
"Soon, Xander. That'll be a trip by itself. We'd have to travel most of the day to get there, spend overnight camping there, then come back."
"Can we?"
"Not tonight. I promised Momma I'd be back tonight."
"Sure. Soon?"
"This weekend good for you?" Xander beamed and nodded, giving him another hug so they could get back on the bike. "The next place overlooks two of the former sacred temples and you get a pretty view of that temple."
"Did all the priests in those die out?"
"No, but if there's any left they abandoned these in favor of some of the newer ones. I don't know why but people have started to walk around inside to take a long look and see what they were protecting all these years." He started his bike and rolled them off slowly, careful of any crumbling rocks around them. They didn't need to wreck way out here by themselves. He heard someone staticky call their name and groaned. "What?" he called back. It had sounded like Stoker. "Why? He nodded, groaning again. "Understood." He hung up and looked back.
"We can't go?"
"I've got to go back and look at some readings to see if we can identify what sort of ship just passed Pluto's sensors. It's a bit too far away for a definite match and they wanted my opinion. We can visit all of that this weekend if you want." Xander nodded, giving him a squeeze. "Okay, I'll drop you at Switch's since they're near the base and that's where he'll be, then pick you up later." He got them down the cliff and back onto the desert sand, speeding up some to head toward the nearest base. If this was some hoax or something he'd have to flame Stoker's tail for this.
***
Xander tapped on Switch's door, seeing the note saying they were at the daycare, and shrugged, heading that way since it had directions. He hadn't seen a daycare before and it sounded pretty neat, plus he'd get to watch the kids playing he guessed. He found it nearby and tapped on the door, grinning at the older female mouse answering. "Switch's note said she was up here and Throttle said I had to come bug her while he looked at some sensor images."
"Come in, dear." She let him inside, smiling as he walked in and looked around. "Switch is in with Anya's group. Let me get her." She walked into a room and Switch stuck her head out.
"Xander, go play with Spike, please? He's lonely and none of the kids will play with him."
"Sure." He beamed and listened for the growls, following them to where Spike was sitting in a corner. "You're not being nice and sociable?" he asked as he sat down next to him. "I find that surprising. You used to love to cuddle up and annoy people." Spike gave him a look, but it looked pitiful instead of heated. "Won't anyone play with you, little mouse?" he asked, stroking down his nose. Spike shook his head, going back to banging his blocks together. "Hmm." He looked around, finding another kid that wasn't quite being shunned but was playing alone. He nudged Spike and pointed at that kid. "Let's go pounce him and play with him. He looks kinda lonely and like an outsider," he whispered in the soft ear. "An easy target for such a powerful vampire mouse." Spike beamed and got up, stalking over there as best he could as a toddler, and pounced the other mouse, making him shriek. Xander waved off the room worker, going over to 'save' him by tickling Spike. The other mouse stared at him, then tickled Spike too. Spike finally got them both back and sat there staring at the new mouse. "He wanted to know what your name is, little mouse cadet."
"Piston," he said, staring at him. "Who're you?"
"I'm a Xander mouse. I watch Spike sometimes."
"That's neat," he said, sounding interested. "You were on the 'net?" Xander nodded. "That one mouse brought you back. Did he rescue you?"
"Only from boredom and too much heat. I was watching his son and his girl."
"Oh." He blinked at him, then at Spike. "I know you, you're Mr. Stoker's son." Spike beamed and hugged him. "Hey!" He pushed him back. "I'm not that kinda boy."
Xander chuckled. "You'd be surprised, little mouse. Hugging is just fine among boys. It makes them know what to do when they're older and they find someone special and makes them bros."
"Oh." He nodded. "Okay, I'd like that. Can Spike play with me?"
"Ask him," he offered, waving at Spike. "Spike, would you like to play with Piston?" Spike nodded, handing over one of his blocks.
"Wow, you have blocks! Where!" Spike pointed at his corner. "Let's go!" He got up and ran over there, Spike following in his usual toddler saunter, and Xander crawled after them, stopping to tickle one pouting little mouse. "Don't play with him, Mr. Xander, he's got an upset tummy. He puked on someone earlier and someone laughed." He looked at Spike. "You?" He beamed and nodded. "Cool! Wish I had." He nudged Spike and they sat down to build and destroy whole empires between them.
Xander looked at the upset tummy mouse. "Need a hug?" He shook his head, still pouting. "What's your name, mouse cadet?"
"Thruster."
"I know a big mouse with that name."
"He's my unca."
"That's kinda cool. He delivered some mail to us on Earth." He patted that one on the back. "Did you eat too much earlier?" He grinned and nodded. "I do that too sometimes. Especially when it's so hot." He nodded. "Want to come play with Piston and Spike?"
"No fank you. I play Ramjet," he said, pointing at her. "She my sissy."
"That's fine. If you want to, just come over and start playing." He patted him on the ear and went back to playing with the boys. He grinned and winked at the room monitor, who giggled and waved him off, letting them play. "What're we doin', guys? Building castles and storming them with big, huge fire breathing dragons?"
"Not exist," Spike said firmly.
Xander tweaked his ear. "How do you know?" He smirked at him. "There's whole bunches of things you don't know about, like alternate realities. There could be dragons there."
"They not exist either," Piston told him.
"Yes, they do," Spike and Xander said in unison, grinning at him.
"He knows," Spike agreed, nodding at Xander. "He naughty, play transporter."
"I did and I called an alternate Throttle for a few minutes and gave him some artillery as a transporter welcoming present. That's just the kinda mouse I am," he said happily. The room monitor gave him a funny look. "There are."
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah, one of my ex's created one," he admitted dryly. "Some of the stuff I got into on Earth would make adults howl with laughter at times." He patted Spike on the back of the head. "He likes to hear the cleaned up versions."
"Do his parents know?"
"Oh, yeah," he admitted, grinning at her again. "They know all about it. So does my mate." She giggled at that. "He's off doing something with sensors and a ship and Pluto. I'm wondering if it's the dog or the planet."
"Dog?" Piston asked.
"Disney's a company on earth and they have this line of characters that act in their cartoons," Xander explained. "Well, one of their bigger ones is a dog named Pluto. They have one talking dog, Goofy, but Pluto's a normal dog. He sniffs and he tracks, and he's a bit smarter than his owner now and then."
"I've heard of this Disney. Doesn't their main character only have three fingers?"
"Yeah, and he only ever wears shorts," Xander offered with a smirk. "Vinnie calls him a subversive influence on clothing trends."
"In other words he calls them a solicitor of nudity?" she teased back. He nodded. "You know Vinnie VanWham?"
"I'm a Xander mouse."
"Oh! You're the one he brought up, who was watching his son," she said. Xander nodded. "That's so cool. What's the little tyke's name? Our Aunt Kismet wanted to know."
"Victor, but we call him Vic." Spike poked him. "Sorry, Spike. Spike likes to use Vic as a pillow." She laughed at that. "I met Chassis, Bullet, and Starlight last night."
"Starlight's my brother." She winked. "We'll talk later."
"Sure." He went back to helping the boys, putting a roof on their building, which Spike smashed with a wicked chuckle, one that even made Ramjet and Thruster look at him in awe. "He's our little vampire mouse. He was named after a vampire I knew."
Ramjet got up and walked over there, pushing Spike to the ground to stare down at him. "I'm Ramjet," she said, pursing her lips. "You look cool. You can play with me if you want."
"Someone needs tickled," Xander said, grabbing her to tickle her. Such egos weren't good on kids that young. She got free and swatted him, giving him a pissed look, but she was smirking. "What?" he asked with a grin. "Spike could've."
"I'm sure, but he's a little mouse, like me. Therefore he can play. You're too big to play with me." She looked around. "Thruster?"
"Puking again in the corner," Xander said, pointing at him. "What did he eat?"
"Six of those sandwiches from last night." She grimaced. "Not my thing, I like hotdogs better." She looked at Piston. "Do I know you?"
"My daddy works on the base in the telem...telem...the sonar and stuff."
"Telemetry?" Xander asked. Piston grinned and nodded. "That's a cool job. That's where my mate is right now," he sighed. "We were sightseeing." Ramjet grinned at him. "It's my first time up here."
"You were born on a prison world?"
"No, I was born on Earth. It's not quite a prison world, yet. Though some countries do try." She blinked at that. "Sorry, socio-political talk is a bit above your age range, little lady. Did you want to help Piston and Spike build and destroy stuff?"
"No thank you. I'm a princess today and Thruster is my faithful, yet ill, knight." She flounced back to her spot, going to play with the wooden horse she had picked out earlier.
"They certainly are," Xander agreed quietly, making Spike and the room attendant chuckle at that. He looked up, hearing an alarm going off, and looked at the scared looking room attendant. "Info, what is that?"
"Plutarkians," Piston said, very pale. "We have to evacuate to the base, to the shelter."
"Okay," Xander said, standing up. "All you kids grab what you came with, jackets, shoes, whatever, and line up by the door. Do it now," he ordered calmly. A few were crying so he got them moving, including the room attendant. "Okay, take hands. Let's go," he told the room attendant slowly and clearly. "You lead, I don't know where it is." She nodded, checking the halls first before leading them to the main doorway. The other groups were doing the same thing. Xander got the rest of the kids moving, making them hold hands, even Spike, who didn't want to. He watched as more of the kids traveled out, finding some stragglers and no adults around. "Switch! Watch the kids!" he yelled, heading back for them and to do a turn through the daycare to make sure all the kids were out. Having big ears means he could find the crying kids in the closet and things like that.
He got the last group moving out when he found them paralyzed in their room, letting them take the crying, hiding kids. Then he followed them. He saw a few wandering off and the room attendant for his group trying to call to them. "Go ahead," he yelled, waving her off. He jogged after them, taking the kids with him. He handed off those and went back to make sure there weren't any others. He saw a few older folk and let them go, then scanned around. Two kids were still staring out at the sky. "Shit, Spike," he muttered, heading after him and Piston, who were still holding hands, but being fairly dumb at the moment. "Following orders is a good thing," he complained as he grabbed them, following the last few people toward the base. He heard the explosion and ran for cover instead, ducking inside just as a bomb went off. "Fuck!"
"Bad word," Piston said quietly.
"Yeah, well, sometimes it fits," Xander said calmly. He looked outside, no ground troops. He looked at Piston. "Where's the base?"
"Two clicks, that way," he said, pointing.
"Sure. You direct, I'll walk." He looked at Spike. "You watch behind us, little man. Don't be scared by anything. It's just props from a movie, this is all just a movie," he soothed. Both kids clung to him and Xander checked again, finding a mouse out there. "Hey." He walked out, handing off Piston. "From the daycare, they were straggling."
"Who're you?"
"Xander, Throttle's mate."
"Oh! The base is this way," he said, leading him there. "He thought you'd be with them."
"I was but I went back to make sure they all got out." He walked inside, taking Piston back. "Need help?"
"Go report to Stoker to hand him back his kid, he'll tell you where to go and give you a gun."
"Thanks." He walked in, going past the standing people. "Guys, wasn't there supposed to be a shelter you're supposed to be using?" he called. Most of them started to move again. "Now, people. Kree!" He shooed those in front of him, finding the command center. He handed off Piston to the woman crying in the corner and Switch took Spike too. "At least they were holding hands. They were just staring up at the sky." He looked at Stoker. "Gun, coordinates? Who'm I ridin' with?" he asked, popping in a piece of gum.
Stoker looked at him. "This is a space assault."
"Okay, I know zero-G in theory. There's still people out there too. Where, gun, person?"
"Person, go on Switch's bike. I want you to head out this way," he ordered, tracing a path. "That's back toward the desert, there's a few farms out that way. Mostly families. I want them found, herded in here. Council's orders, everyone's to shelter in the city if possible."
"Then you need to shoo people down. Gun?" He popped a bubble and took one when it was tossed to him. "Spare batteries?"
"Not available," Stoker told him. "Solar recharger if necessary." He pointed at it. "Used one?"
"Smaller models, still fires and aims the same." He put it over his back. "Her bike?"
"Out in the yard. She was on the course." He tossed over the keys. "Tell her I said so if she balks."
"I helped rebuild her, Stoker, I doubt she'll balk. Copy of the map?"
"Yeah, here," he said, rolling one up and handing it over. "That's all I can spare."
"Decent enough. I've got gum." He headed out at a trot, finding the yard by following some people who were headed there. He looked around, finding her bike pressing on some chains. He walked over, shooting the chains from around her. "We're heading. She's being a momma." He climbed on and the bike shivered. "Now, dear. You know me. I helped rebuild you. Stoker said so." The bike beeped and took off. "Desert," he said, steering her out the gate being held open for him. He checked his map, then headed off for the farthest farm marked. If Stoker wanted them all in, he'd herd them like cattle if he had to.
***
Throttle came back from his circuit, looking around. "Switch, Xander?" he called when he spotted her.
"On my bike, out at the farms, herding people in." She handed him some coffee. "He'll be fine. My bike's experienced."
"Yeah and so's Xander, but not here." He gulped the coffee. "Any word?"
"Satellite's down," she admitted. "We're working on the radio signals. There's a storm coming."
"There's also a ship coming by the radar. Plutarkians are heading this way, one's split off and is on an interception course. A battle cruiser, the sort that can land."
"Fuck!" she said, just loudly enough to be heard by her mate, who was trying to nap. "Stoker!" He finished waking up and looked at him. "He's back."
"Good. What's going on?"
"Stench cruiser, landing capabilities. One split off from the group, headed on an interception course." He handed over the letter he had stopped to get. "You let Xander go alone?"
"Yeah, he offered. We needed the help," he said firmly. "He'll be fine. He's mostly mouse."
"I know that," he said, hitting him on the arm. "He's still got balance problems too. We've only got three hours. How far out did you send him so we can go rendevous and help?"
"The farms," Switch said, pointing them out. "Which way would he go, soonest or furthest?"
"Furthest, that way they can rest on the way back. He and I think alike on these things." He grabbed a map. "Heading there."
"We need you here."
"We need those people here first, Stoker. We can't hold the base with what we've got." He kept going, grabbing Modo and Charley on the way. "Xander got sent to the farms. Furthest out is about two hours travel. He should have hit that one, been on his way back, at least to the third one back by now. That's with a lot of panicking people." They nodded. "Here, study, go find. We've got three hours to get them and him back here or we're the front line." They looked at it, Vinnie pointing at his and taking off. Modo pointed at the one on the right and he took off for it. Throttle looked at Charley. "Stay here, patch up bikes. We'll need 'em," he said, giving her a hug before walking out to his bike. He'd go straight up the middle. Xander would go for them first and swing out for those side farms. Or he'd send someone competent for them. More people up the middle of the old valley. He rode out at top speed, not caring if it was safe or not at the moment. He considered it. Xander had to have his helmet. He had been wearing it. Theirs had a shortwave function in it. It didn't need the satellite everyone else bounced off of. "Xander?" he called.
"Yeah?"
"Where are you?"
"Next to last farm. I've got sixteen scared people, ten bikes, and two left to get. I got the side ones."
"On my way," Vinnie called.
"Me too," Modo agreed.
"Me too," Throttle agreed. "Hustle, people." They sped out there, that was still over a half-hour away. The three bros joined up, speeding to meet up with them. They ran into Xander at the next-to-last farm and helped him get the people out of the wreckage. "Xander, about two hours and then we're in deep and the front line," he said quietly, staring at him. "We need to go now."
Xander nodded, getting the last person out and getting her on the back of his bike. "One more farm," he said. "Then they can ride in with an escort from the base." He headed off, going after that last family. He had cased the farm on the way past, he knew there were people there. He found them in the windows with rifles. "Let's go!" he yelled. "We've got an hour to get you back to the base before bad things happen like a flashback."
An older man stepped out. "We're staying here, young one."
"Council's orders, everyone goes to the base to be protected."
Throttle took off his helmet. "Citizen, there's a cruiser coming in an interception course. You're going. Now let's go." The old man gaped. "Now. We don't have time."
"We've got an hour and a half," Vinnie offered. "We can get them back there."
"We don't bike," the man told him. "We gave that up."
"Never mind, I stand corrected," Vinnie said dryly. "That's fine, you can ride on the back of ours, citizen. Let's go."
"You don't use technology at all?" Xander asked, noticing how ancient his weapon was. "Okay. Chain!" She came running up from the back. "This bike gets back to Switch, Stoker's wife, or I'm having your antennas for dinner." She nodded, saluting him. "Go now, lead the rest off. We'll cover these folk while they run. There's cover on the way, tell Stoker we're heading through the pass instead of straight up the valley." She nodded, heading off, leading the others off. He looked at the old man. "Let's go. Now." He nodded, getting the rest of the family out. "Guys, either cover or run escort," he yelled at Modo. "We can make it to the caves at the very least. We can sneak back from there."
"The base'll be closed by then."
"No it won't. People will have to come out. We can prove we're mice and mostly mice." One of them looked at him. "What? Gonna hold that against me? You can die here." The man shook his head and took off after the others. "I'm heading with them. Trade me guns, give me another blaster, I'm dry." He and Throttle changed guns and he got his blaster too, then a quick kiss before taking off after them. "Ride escort, they need you more there."
"Fine," he agreed, riding after Vinnie. "He'll be fine."
"He won't be fine."
"He'll be fine. He lived through that last battle in Sunnydale, Willow's up here, he'll be fine."
"Plutarkians...."
"Vincent, he'll be fine," Throttle ground out.
Vinnie looked at him and nodded. "He'll be fine," he reassured him. He knew he needed that. They caught up to the end of the line just about as they came to the base and headed inside, Vinnie and Throttle staying at the gate to watch for the stragglers. There were probably more.
"Where's Xander!" Stoker yelled.
"With some Amish mice," Throttle yelled back. "They don't believe in technology. He took 'em by the caves."
"That's where it's landing!"
Throttle looked at him. "He'll be fine."
"He may be, but what about the citizens?"
"They'll be more fine than he will be," Vinnie said firmly. "Remember, he's like that."
"That's still a dangerous plan."
"It's not like we liked it either, Stoker, but they refused to get on the bikes!" Vinnie shouted back. "Now make some damn plans!"
"Vinnie, calm down," Throttle said calmly. "He's my mate. I'm going to get hysterical, your job is to calm me down. Remember that, bro."
"I do," he said patiently. "It still bites."
"Yay, welcome to my world," Throttle said bitterly. He looked up, saying a silent prayer for his mate to be okay. If that cruiser was landing here, they'd be in trouble. He looked back at Stoker. "Front lines?"
"Dig in and hold on."
"Bullshit," Throttle told him. Vinnie stepped away from him, whistling gently and pulling Modo away. "We have too many people here to risk laying low and digging in. This base can and will collapse under heavy fire. We can take out most of them and at least hold them to their ship if we do a front line."
"We can't do a front line. We've only got two units of fighters, Throttle."
Throttle considered it, then looked around. "How many of you are Freedom Fighters?" he called, recognizing some of them. Most everyone held up their hands. "How many of you have bikes?" Most of those hands stayed up. "We have a cruiser, coming in to land, within an hour. It'll be by the cliffs, we think. If not, in the middle of that valley is pretty tasty as a landing spot. We'll need base defense."
"We can do that," one older mouse said. "I'm old but I'm good for home defense, son. You are?"
"Throttle."
"Fine." He nodded, looking at Stoker. "I like that plan better, Stoker."
"So do I, but we don't have enough mice. We could all die and there's kids here."
"Then take them out the old tunnels down to the river," Vinnie said. "This area's littered with caves and stuff down there. I used to play there myself. Get some of the local kids who've been here to do that." He looked at the teenager Xander had picked to take his bike. "You know where they are?"
"Yes, sir," she snapped, saluting him.
"Don't do that, kid," he whined. "Gather up the elderly who can't fight, the mothers, the kids. Take 'em down there, find a place, dig in. Stay dug in until someone you personally trust comes down." She nodded, running to do that. "Take Switch with you!" he yelled after her.
"Take Charley with her," Modo said quietly. "Primer too." He sighed. He knew they weren't going to go. Them, Staff, or his mother. "Do we have more guns? We need to reload and refuel."
"Go refuel. I'm not sure about guns."
"I traded mine for Xander's," Throttle admitted, tossing over the empty one. "I'm guessing here but I think he ran into some creepers by the marks on his jeans."
"Fine." He nodded them back to the staging area. "Let's go make a front line, guys." The listening people cheered and they went to make the plans. They made a staging area a few miles away for the front line. No matter which area they landed in, they could hit the cruiser within minutes. Even if it hit the town instead. Those who were staying were given guns and supplies. The rest of them rode out to dig in and hold that area.
***
Xander got them to the first caves when he heard the whine of engines overhead. He looked up, noticing the ship was purple, it was shaped like a hornet about to sting, and it was ugly and had guns. "Okay, I'm guessing that's a cruiser." He looked at them. "Ten minute break. We can watch them land and sneak to the next cave. It looks bigger." The old men stared at him. "You wanna die holding this open spot?" They shook their heads. "With any luck, we'll make it back to the base by slipping around the lines I can see in the distance. If the Plutarkians move that way, we can go cave-to-cave most of the way back, then there's a tenth of a mile of open ground to the town, where we can go building-to- building. Before anyone asks, yes, my experience is in small group combat." The mothers with kids held them a bit tighter. "Sorry, people, but if you would have ridden, you'd be safe by now. Your morals are great and I understand, but now's not really the time to argue sneaking." He looked out, watching as troops unloaded. "Shit, they're not even paying attention to the line. They're looking this way. Stay here." He slipped into the next cave, looking around, and saw why. Supplies. Charming. He whistled. "Slowly, one by one," he ordered. He came to the mouth of the cave to cover them in case anyone saw them. "Grab whatever you can. The less they can grab the better off the mice'll be."
"That's stealing," one woman said.
Xander looked back at her. "Woman, stealing is when you take something that doesn't belong to you. That's already stolen property. They took that from you and other peoples by ruining their worlds. They're here to steal it again since they only hid it last time. You're taking it back. If they get it back, they'll use it on you and the kids. Got it? Another bad time for morals." He turned and found a guard there and shot him, then kicked his body off the cliff. "So we make a stand here."
"That's killing," one of the kids said.
"No, honey, that's called survival. If your parents don't want to do that, they can pass their guns this way and you can turn around." She nodded, and the men did that, taking their families to the back of the caves. Xander set himself up, pulling some of the artillery cases closer. At least he had batteries now, hopefully some were charged. Some cases said charged. It also gave him some cover and something to lean on. He took a deep breath. "I hate war," he muttered, taking another shot, getting the person in the shiniest armor. A military leads on its head, not on its feet. "Shoot the generals, you get a power struggle. Shoot the soldiers and you get a struggle," he quoted, going for the next person with shiny stuff on. "I'm hoping these are generals." He heard a staticky voice over his radio and took off his helmet, it was only distracting him. "Someone come tell me if I get orders," he called, tossing the helmet back toward the families. "That way I know if something's going wrong."
"Sure," one of the men said, coming to take the helmet and listen to it. "Its mostly static. Something about purple, babes, and big fins?"
"Okay, I was shooting at the wrong people. That was my mate," Xander said, shooting at the people in purple with the big fins.
"You're gay?"
"Yeah, got a problem with that too?"
"No," he said, backing off. Not a full mouse and gay. What was his world coming to? "We're gonna go back here and pray."
"Sure, send one up for me that some of these are charged."
"Fine, son, we'll pray for you," he agreed. He went back to tell the others. They looked at him oddly but he wasn't hurting them and he was defending them, even if he didn't understand and he did occasionally talk down to them. That was probably because he didn't understand. They sat down to pray, praying for him to find the peace they knew as well.
***
Throttle smirked and looked at Stoker. "Well, he can kinda hear me," he offered.
"Yeah, that was a general at least," Vinnie agreed. "What's up there?"
"Old supplies," Stoker said, looking at his map. "We ready?" he called. Everyone nodded down the lines. "Then let's go, folk. Rock..."
"AND RIDE," the rest of them chorused, heading down the cliffs, mostly in controlled jumps, some just straight down if they thought they could do it. They caught the front line of foot soldiers and started blasting away at them, noticing the ship had shields.
"We've got shielding!" Vinnie yelled.
"Aim for the guns!" Throttle yelled back. "Or for the bottom nose!" The mice around him changed targets and the others did when they saw what was going on. A few continued to fire on the shields. "Greenies, wonderful," he muttered. He saw Xander take out another top person and mentally cheered, but marked him as a protection spot. He couldn't worry about Xander at the moment. He needed to drive this fishheads back into their ship so they could take off or die. Dying would be fine too, then they could cannibalize the ship once they cleaned it. They'd be needing a new satellite anyway. He saw a few bikers head that way and swerved to intercept. "No, that's friendly fire," he yelled. "Trapped citizens who don't ride." They nodded and moved to flank the ship on that side, helping them. Throttle stayed with them. Just in case someone else got a bad idea.
***
Xander mentally cheered as the line moved, taking out another one.
"Mister?" one of the children said. "Is it proper to break open the case that says food?"
"Yeah, kid, they stole it from you. It's yours by right of existence and finding it. Finder's keepers and all that."
"Thank you, Mister." He went back to tell his mother what he had said and listened to her explain why he was wrong. "But he said it was stolen from us. Isn't that recovering instead of stealing?" he asked her. "I'm really hungry, momma."
"Let the kid eat," Xander sighed. "They stole it from the military in the first place. It's not theirs."
"Then it's the military's and only they can tell us we can have it," the mother said firmly.
Xander glanced back. "Lady, I am the military as of this moment. I'm one of the people fighting out here to protect you. That makes me military and a freedom fighter. Now, crack open that case and let the kids eat. I know how slim food is around here. Don't make me do it myself." He looked back and found a guard, but a biker guard. "Hey. Stoker send you?"
"No, Marshall did," he sneered. He pulled up his blaster.
Xander shot him but in a non-fatal spot, grabbing his helmet back. "We've got people under mind control. I just got one," he reported. "I'm doing those non-fatally if possible." He hung up his helmet and went back to it. This was bad. So very bad. He said a silent prayer for there only being a finite number of these greasy, smelly land sharks, he didn't think he could take another series of fights like he had with the Bringers. His present gun ran out of charge and he popped open the case that said 'charged' on it, hoping to find one that still had one. He popped in the first battery and it read empty. He groaned and checked it, then looked at the others, tossing the empty ones at people. At least they made good throwing rocks. He kept any that had any charge, using an empty one to hit the mouse trying to sit up again. Then he went out and hit him across the jaw, taking better aim outside. He was still good enough with this, especially when he was using his Martian eye. "Neat, I've got better depth perception but it's throwing my aim off." He closed that one and used his natural one, getting more of the soldiers until he ran out of charge again. Then he went back and grabbed another half-charged one, using it until it ran dry.
"We could use the cavalry. Come on, cavalry," he muttered. He saw the mice turn the Plutarkians away from his position. "Okay, let's go," he ordered. "We're moving caves. Gather up what you can and let's go now!" He grabbed the remaining partially charged ones and the case of food, carrying it after everyone. He counted noses and went back for the few people who were sleeping. "Now, it's time to move, now!" They got up and ran for the next cave. That was downhill and he paused them there. There were a few Plutarkians in his way.
"Why do you shoot them?" one girl asked.
"Because if I don't, they'll kill us," he told her simply. "That's survival, honey. It's unfortunate, but true." Her mother covered her eyes and he looked at her. "It is." She nodded, her lips pressed together as he went back out to take out that arm of the army. He went down to push them aside. "Okay, clear," he called, scanning the next cave. "Whoa!" He shot the few in there, dragging them away from the cases in there. He got to the next cave and waved them down to it instead. It was more shallow and there couldn't be anybody in it. "This'll upset you," he offered, shooting one coming up the path. He glanced back and they were all turned around so they didn't have to see. He mentally sighed and went back to it, taking out that battery and throwing it at someone coming up the path, switching it out. He patted the bag on his hip. "Two left. Charming." He shot those two when they got close enough, turning down the setting on his gun. At least that would keep them from coming back. He looked around for his next target. It was across open ground. He saw a few mice nearby and turned, grabbing one of the men to point at it. "I need you guys to head there. From there, move around the corner," he said, pointing at it. "On the other side there's another set of caves. I'll join you there." He nodded. "Let me go set up a distraction then you go." He nodded, watching as Xander ran off, taking out a few more Plutarkians.
"How many more are there?" he demanded. He caught Vinnie's eye and pointed at the cave. "Open ground, cover!" he yelled. He got a nod and a new gun, which was very nice. He whistled and waved at the people, watching as they ran, with the food thankfully. They made it to that cave and he backed up, taking out more of the line. "Go!" he shouted. They ran to the other cave and someone screamed so he headed that way. "Hey, a Rat!" He shot that one too. The screaming stopped and he got them into that cave. He took out the map he was carrying, looking it over. "So far, the Plutarkians have been contained to here. I don't know about the rats." They all looked scared now and he glanced behind him. "Are those Sand Raiders?" They all nodded. "Wonderful. It just gets better and better," he said grimly. He looked up. "Yo, a bit of cooperation here? I'm being a good guy." He heard a voice from the back of the cave and grinned. "Chain?"
"Xander?"
"Yeah, come get these people."
"Coming." She came up the back of the tunnel. "We're underground."
"Good, we've just grown by some sand raiders. Take 'em and go. Share the food with them. They're technologically not going to help. They're pacifists who don't use it and think it's stealing to take it." She nodded, herding the scared people in front of her. One of the kids came back to hug him but then ran after her parents. Xander looked out and started firing on the sand raiders, moving to another cave so they couldn't figure out there were people in that one. If he knew how to use their dune buggies and carts, he would, but he didn't. At least it was keeping them out of the lines. He got most of their vehicles not working and started on the wandering beings, not caring what they were at the moment. He was using non-fatal shots since his gun was running out of power again. He tossed it when it went 'phhfft' on the last one and pulled the blaster he had gotten off Throttle. A handgun was a last ditch weapon in his book. Little range, low charge, lots of room for error. He heard a shriek and glanced out, shooting the two plutarkians trying to go into the next cave, going in there to defend it from any others. He found a few more with some wounded and decided he didn't believe in mercy. He shot them and then moved back out to defend this cave complex. He saw Modo ride past and take out some of the Raiders with his arm cannon, mentally cheering him on.
He changed his piece of gum and went back to taking careful shots, not hearing anything coming up behind him. He didn't hear anything at all until something clamped down on the back of his neck and bit, sinking in inch-long poisoned fangs, or so it felt, and wrapping a tail around his waist. He screamed and beat at it, backing against a wall to try to get it off. He finally managed to get it off and shot it, stomping it for good measure. He looked up and his vision was blurry. He couldn't tell what was standing there. It was fat, but it looked furry. "Identify yourself."
"Whoa, Xander!" Vinnie shouted, pushing past the mice in front of him. He looked at the thing, then at his back. "He got bitten by a sucker fish! Medic!" One came rushing in and he was carried off. Vinnie went back to report that to Throttle and Stoker, who were working together to drive the last of them back into the ship. He rode up beside them. "Xander got bitten by a sucker fish. I don't know where his people are."
"Those caves lead to the underground," Throttle called back. "I used to play there." He punched one and sent him flying and the rest started their retreat. Some up on the cliffs raised themselves but the remaining mice shot them too. Throttle stopped, looking around. There were some casualties. There were some guys now without bikes. He looked at Stoker. "Regroup?"
"Regroup. Go back to base and see about him. Take your bros with you. Send out a fresh troop of the old guys." He nodded, going to do that. Stoker stayed in place to redeploy and target the new troops, then went back to check on everyone. He walked into the infirmary, seeing Throttle on a bed. "What happened?" Vinnie grabbed his head and fell too. "Torians, now?"
"Wood," Throttle moaned. "Allergic. Dawn said so."
"We don't have any wood!"
"Bullets," Vinnie told him. "Home!"
"Shit!" He ran to the Council's chambers, dialing the transporter for the bro's home, hoping that the electric was back on there. He got a connection and Dawn. "We have Torians."
"Coming right up. We were just making more," she said cheerfully, going to get him some weapons.
"Need anything else?"
"Yeah, about sixty thousand more mice. We have a landed cruiser and Xander was bitten by a sucker fish."
"Want me to come help?" Rimfire asked.
"No, if they're headed this way, they're headed for Earth. Only one cruiser landed, Rimfire. Mobilize, now." He accepted the two assault rifles and went to hand one to his best shot, taking the other. "Torians are allergic to wood. There's one broadcasting into the infirmary."
"Are you sure it's not that strange mouse?"
"He's never been able to before."
"Fine." He looked. "Spotter. I need a spotter. Modo!" he called, catching sight of him. "I need a spotter. Torians!" Modo looked and finally found their ship, pointing it out with a whistle. "Bless you, brother." He took aim and started to fire. "Hey, they explode in pretty colors with these."
"Xander makes 'em," Stoker admitted, firing on them himself now that he knew where they were. He saw a few Plutarkians coming their way and shot them too. Bullets made of wood worked just as well as metal ones or laser blasts on them.
Episode 40:
Rimfire hung up and went running up the stairs to the phone, which didn't work. He found Dawn's cell and it was uncharged. He found Xander's and it was charged, working, and had the number he needed. He called ECHO. "Get me either Max, Lorne, or Micah on the phone this instant. It's Rimfire, we've got incoming. Yes, now, moron!" He got hung up on and called back, this time finding the number for Max's phone. Which was out of service. He found Micah's home number and dialed it, getting Lorne. "We've got an assault force heading for earth. A stench cruiser just landed on Mars, Stoker said one out of an armada heading this way. That means we've got about two days at their usual traveling speed. Yes, I know that's short notice, Lorne. Sorry! The rest of my people are presently fighting off a stench cruiser's crew!"
"Calm down," Dawn said as she joined him. She took the phone. "Lorne, babe, me. Yeah, I'm really certain. Because they also had Torians. Stoker said so. Xander was attacked by something and so were Vinnie and Throttle. We've got to mobilize now, man. I don't care! Gee, Star Wars work yet?" she asked hopefully. "That's fine," she sighed. "No, we have no power for me to recharge mine. This is Xander's phone and he's down to two bars and probably well out of minutes. Sure. Thanks, Lorne." She hung up and looked at Rimfire. "They're calling the necessary people. Go over to the garage. It's got a traditional phone that may work. Some of them won't work when the power's out." He nodded, running over there to check. She looked up. "Okay, Goddess, you wanted drama and action today apparently. Whaddya want me to play? Witch, warrior, or bitch?" She sent up a silent prayer and went to check on everything. This would be a fall back position, she knew it would be.
***
Xander woke up a world of unnecessary colors and pain. He hated pain. He and pain were on casual sex terms but that didn't mean he liked the psycho bitch. Pain was sorta like his ex, only worse. But the swirling colors were pretty. He looked to his left, seeing a pink/blue/white swirly mouse with a green face mask, then to his right, seeing a pink/blue/green mouse with tan polka dots and sunglasses. "Acid trip. Alll right," he said dryly, mimicking Keith Richards as best he could.
"What?" a female voice asked.
"Please get pain off me," he suggested in a hoarse whisper. "I hate the bitch. I'm tired of her ass. Just get pain off me and make the colors go away. Vinnie looks funny in pink."
"He's babbling," she called.
"He does that," Throttle groaned. "Xander?"
"Present. Unfortunately."
"Pain?"
"And I have casual sex now and then, sorry, babe. She's obsessed with my tail and keeps coming back. It's worse than Anya." He heard a snicker and tried to open one eye. "You're puke green," he said in greeting. "Are you a doctor?" The puke green mouse nodded. "Cool. Pain killer?"
"I don't know what won't kill you," she admitted.
Xander lunged up and grabbed her by her collar. "Then get my damn doctor up here," he said slowly and clearly, glaring at her. "I'm tired of this relationship with pain and the pretty colors she's making this time."
The nurse got the doctor undone and made him lay back down. "That's not nice," she chastised. "Do you do this to your doctor?"
"My doctor doesn't let me suffer. He's sworn he'd hot shot me if I'm in that much pain and I'm dying," he said coldly.
"Babe, please calm down. I already have a headache," Vinnie complained.
"Fine. Just make it stop itching!" He reached back but the nurse and daughter caught him.
"I wouldn't tie him down," Throttle warned. "Someone tell Stoker to get our doctor up here. It'll solve that. No sedatives, he quits breathing," he ordered calmly. Then he kicked the needle. "The medical board has his file."
Vinnie took the direct route. "STOKER, GET ENAMEL THE HELL UP HERE NOW BEFORE THEY KILL XANDER!" he yelled, then he winced and grabbed his head. "ow," he whispered, covering his eyes. "I think I'm going to nap now."
"Sure, I'll watch him, bro."
Stoker stuck his head in. "What?"
"Get Enamel up here to help him," Throttle ordered. "They're trying to sedate him. He's in pain and itching."
"That means they left some teeth in." The doctor glared at him. "I speak from personal experience, doc, get away from him. He saved a lot of people and you don't need to kill him for fighting back." They stomped out together. "You sure, Throttle?"
"Now," he said clearly, his teeth gritted. "Before he starts off scratching."
"Fine. Going." He closed the door and waved two guards over. "Until I get back with their doctor, no other medical staff goes in there. No drugs, no sedatives because it can kill him. Just let them sleep."
"Yes, sir," the guards agreed.
Stoker headed off down the hall to his office in the Council Chamber, going right to the transporter. "Anyone care if I bring up Xander's doctor for a visit? I promise I'll escort Enamel right back to Earth," he asked as he typed it in.
"Is that wise?" one of the men asked.
"You wanna see him dead?"
"No."
"Then it's wise." He got Enamel, who wasn't really dressed, but at least had managed to grab his bag and his trench coat. "Xander got bitten by a sucker fish. He's got a few grazes too. Throttle and Vinnie both got hit by Torian output."
"Wonderful. Where?"
"This way, then I'll escort you back."
"Good luck. There's another power outage. Shell's going to be really pissed that I'm missing our bath." He put on his jacket since he was only wearing pajama pants and followed him up the hall. "How bad?"
"Still itching. Doctor tried to sedate him when he grabbed her and complained about the pain and the pretty colors."
"Good! Why were there sucker fish on Mars?"
"An assault," he said grimly. "A full stench cruiser. Didn't Rimfire call?"
"He may have called Micah but I'm not on the mobilization list until the bottom. Doctors come right before shrinks and clean up crews." He nodded at the guards. "Move, don't come in." He pushed open the door, watching Xander try to get to the itchy spot on his back and leapt on him, holding him down with his knees. "Hey," he said in greeting.
"You're purple. Why are you purple when the other gray mice are puke orange?"
"I don't know, maybe because you like me so much more," he suggested with a grin. "We're going to roll you over and I'm going to pin you down again. If you try to kick me in the balls, I'm going to have to be mean and use real alcohol instead of just rubbing alcohol. Got it?" Xander nodded, biting his lip. "Good." He got off him and flipped him over, then took off the top they had him in. "Eww. That thing got pretty deep. You try to bang it off, kid?"
"Yeah," Xander admitted. "I finally got it off and shot it."
Enamel looked at the returning nurse. "On the creature, how many teeth were missing?"
"What? Who are you?"
"His doctor," he said blandly. "FYI, babe. A sucker fish has two hundred-twelve poisoned teeth. When you see a bite, you count how many are left and how many you pull. If you leave any, you leave them to be poisoned longer because it's the tooth itself that's poison to mice, not something in it." She looked confused and he sighed. "Student nurse?" he asked. She shook her head. "Then go get your head. Now," he growled. She ran off. "Obviously need retrained," he muttered, pushing gently on the bite marks. "Yeah, he's still got teeth. I need a pair of tweezers, metal. A metal plate or bowl to put them in, they will eat through glass or ceramic, and I'll need rubbing alcohol, some bandages, and the normal shit. Got it, Stoker?"
"Going." He went to do that, pulling that nurse, the head nurse, and the doctor from earlier in. "Here, the head nurse and the two who tried to kill him."
"We don't know what would kill him," the doctor defended.
"Did you ask the medical board if they have his file?" Enamel asked calmly. "I sent it up for a reason, honey."
"Are you a doctor?" He glared at her and she went pale under tan fur. "You're a banished one!"
"No shit, bitch. I'm his doctor on earth. I've been watching over him since he got down there. Now, this is basic medical science, honey, my girl's a shrink and she knows it. When you get bitten by a sucker fish, you count teeth. It should be two-twelve. They're poisonous you know," he said dryly, pushing to find more. Stoker got him the stuff he needed and he started to yank them out, making Xander hiss. "If you lay still and let me do this, it'll make it all better."
"The last guy who said that to me wanted some ass so he'd fix my car cheaper," Xander said bitterly. "He was in the same position too."
"Why was he trying to do your shoulders?" He pulled another tooth. "How many teeth did the beast have remaining?" he demanded.
"One-ninety-eight, one broken and jagged. It's in the file."
"Okay, that one may not be in here. It could have swallowed it if it's like that. Their teeth are designed to pull out in a victim's body." He went back to yanking, pressing around the bite marks. "How many? I lost count."
"You need two more for a complete set with that one broken."
Enamel sighed and calmed himself, going back to doing little presses. He found one and yanked it, having to grab a scalpel to reopen it. He kept the scalpel in his teeth for when he found the other one. He was right and he found it, then went back to pressing. He found the last bit and pulled it from a gash in his side. "That's it?"
"That's it," Stoker agreed after a recount. "Now what?"
"Now, antitoxin," he sighed, reaching a hand back. "Shot," he said plainly. The doctor handed it to him. "Thanks, babe." He looked at the back underneath him. Then at the ceiling above him. Nothing for him to grab onto if Xander bucked him off. "This'll hurt," he warned, just before jabbing it in the middle of the bite marks. Xander thrashed but he held on and got it all in there before moving quickly to crawl backwards and get off the bed. "Okay." He looked at the chart and wrote down the specifics he had memorized, for later use. Then he wrote down a prescription. "You still got these?" he demanded of the head nurse. She looked and nodded. "In that strength, in that way." He handed it to her. "Get these two retrained, they didn't even count teeth."
"They never taught us that in medical school!" the doctor defended.
"Really? They taught it everywhere in my day, which was about twenty years ago, but anytime during any war with any Plutarkians they were teaching that one. Maybe you missed that day. It's only an hour long." He looked at the head nurse again. "Need me for anyone else?"
"I've got a pediatric patient with something wrong."
"Sure, lead on," he agreed. He followed her to where the mother was stationed, nodding politely at her. "I was called for one of the earth patients. I oversaw his change when it was done to him." She gaped and stared in horror. "Up to you, ma'am. I'm still a pediatrician and fully trained."
"Please," the father begged. "We don't know what's wrong. It's been like this for the last few days."
"Sure." He pulled his pouch out and took out his instrument, making the mother weep. "They have my other one to replicate. It's slow going," he offered. He looked at her stomach, then nodded.
"Enamel, he's thrashing!"
"That stuff burns," he called back. "Give me ten." He looked at the display, then waved the mother over, pointing at what he saw. "You should seen these in her output," he said gently.
"Worms?" He nodded. "How?"
"Desert?" he suggested. "Some creatures out there to carry their larva and when they bite you, they can infect you. There's stuff to give her." He looked at the doctor behind him, waving him closer. "Worms." He showed him.
"Oeewww."
"Basically, yeah," he agreed, smirking at him. "I've got to go back to see Xander again. His file's with the medical board. You need to retrain that nurse and doctor."
"I saw and heard. Thank you."
"Not an issue. I like Xander. If he didn't have Throttle I'd steal the boy for my own use." He took his equipment back and wrote it on her chart, smiling at the mother. "It's probably making her stomach hurt but it could be worse." She nodded, shaking his hand. "Don't thank me, it's what I do." He went back there, going to stop Xander from thrashing by opening his eyes and staring down in them. "That's eating the poison. It'll take about an hour. Then no pain, no pretty colors, and you'll be able to lay on your stomach for days and recover."
"I hate pain!" he shouted.
"Not like I like it," Enamel said calmly.
"Pain's like my ex!"
"Well, yeah," he admitted. "From what I've heard, she is a bit obsessive about some stuff, namely fucking your life over. You should be used to that by now," he said dryly, smirking down at him. "So give it an hour and it'll be fine. I told them which medicines and in what strength to give you. It'll be okay. Want Throttle?"
"No!" he whimpered. "I'll hurt 'im more."
"You won't hurt me, I've got a headache," Throttle admitted, sliding over to get into bed with his mate, who cuddled up to him and sobbed on him. "I know it hurts," he soothed, "you'll be okay. I promise you'll be okay. The pain'll go away in a few minutes." He looked at Enamel, who nodded.
"As long as all the teeth are out, the anti-toxin is doing it's job if it hurts and burns. That's eating the poison, which is causing the pain." Throttle nodded at that. "He'll be fine. You?"
"Torians."
"Damn. What an assault. I'm told we've got some heading for earth and I'm guessing either Shell or Micah should be looking for me. He should be getting child's strength pain killer and an antibiotic every four hours. Make sure of it." They nodded, even Vinnie. "Good. Then I'm going to go back down there and prepare. Maybe I'll get to raid a Walmart." He grinned. "How many?"
"Sixteen other ships."
"'Kay, I'll pass that on to the paranoid people. Need anything else?"
"Yeah, Switch has a 'scrip she's got to fill," Vinnie said tiredly, looking over at him. "Something about nobby bumps in the wrong spots making her infertile? She's got it written out and Stoker said it's basically viagra."
"That we can probably get you guys by the case," he said dryly. He waved. "I'll check in with Stoker and then let him send me home." He checked Xander again, soothing him by stroking his head fur. "Poor little mouse."
Xander looked up at him. "Meany."
"I know, but I had to. It's the only way. Give it a bit longer and it'll be fine, Xander." He nodded, settling in against his mate's chest. He saw the head nurse come in and checked the medicines, nodding that they were correct. "Whaddya need from Earth most at the moment? I've probably got about a day."
"Bandages. We've had to wash some of the older style." He nodded. "Alcohol swabs. Sterile equipment and pads."
"Easily obtained. Anything else?"
"The Medical Board has a whole list of drugs," she admitted quietly. "Our plants are gone."
He patted her on the back. "I know, Pats. I know. Take care of my boy. His file's with the medical board and I'm heading there at this moment." She nodded, letting him go. He walked up the hall, heading from the infirmary back to the main Council hall. He found the Medical Board on a wall plaque and walked up to that office, tapping gently before opening the door. "I just got called up on Xander Harris' case. You have his file sealed somewhere."
"We were told to release it to the hospital and to make sure they were treating him well."
"Good, because the doctor and nurse there didn't even look for missing teeth in his back." They shuddered. "I've been asked to get some supplies. I need a list beyond bandages, alcohol, and sterile gear. Also, what did Switch need? We have viagra out the ass down there."
"Viagra?" Enamel wrote it out. "That cures those little lumps of flesh in the uterus!"
"The humans use it to get hard," he said dryly. "Like I said, we've got it out the tail."
A doctor looked at it. "There's one difference, it should still work however. Tell us when you give it to her, Enamel," she ordered. He nodded. She handed over a list. "The back has what we can trade the recipes for. I'm not sure if the humans can use them or not."
"A broad spectrum antibiotic and an antifungal. Possible. I'll get with Micah later." He looked at the front side, nodding. "I can do that. We can't take some of their antibiotics, they're based on mold. It'll have to be fully chemical ones, which are stronger." He looked at them and they shrugged. "Deal." He nodded. "I'm going home, I'll call Stoker tonight with news."
"Be safe, Enamel. We need more like you," that woman said.
"You need to train them more like we were," he pointed out. "That one doc was a dumb bitch." He walked off, heading back to the chamber. "I'm back. Heading back. It should be fine. I've got a list of stuff to ask about."
Stoker pointed at the chamber. "All set, pull the lever and step in. Do you need to come back?"
"In case of seizures, mental breakdown, or other bad problems. He should be fine for the rest of his vacation." He grinned at him. "It felt good to slap down the stupid again." He pulled the lever and got in, heading home. "Honey, I'm back," he called.
"Good, sweetie," Micah called. "Where were you?"
"Mars." He handed over the list. "The back is what they can trade for, the front is what they need desperately. Xander got bitten by a sucker fish and was hallucinating and being poisoned because of stupid people. Oh, there's sixteen ships."
"Wonderful. Anything else?"
"You might ask Stoker."
"Hard to do without power."
"Xander has a generator."
"Really?" Enamel gave him a look. "Fine, he probably would. It work?"
"Needs gas probably. Should run the computers at the very least and I've got to send up some medical supplies later."
"Fine," he agreed, standing up and putting away his gun. "You're not running?"
"In pajama pants and my jacket?"
Micah looked at his outfit, then snorted. "Fine. You're not running. Would you?"
"Not unless every other mouse down here did," he sighed. "Mars isn't my home, Micah. Here is."
"Thank you. We'll need support. The president feels sorry for them."
"I don't. Can we call another Bringer here?"
"No. Buffy doesn't have the scythe to kill it," he sighed, heading out to go to Xander's. If he had power, he could call people and get more information. Plus find out what had happened this time.
***
Throttle nudged Xander, giving him a gentle squeeze. "You okay with the assault stuff?" he asked gently.
"I hate wars. I hate people who create wars and I hate the fact that those guys were willing to starve and die before survival," he admitted quietly.
"News flash, little bro, none of us like it," Vinnie said dryly from his bed.
"You can come over."
"Sure." He came over and crawled in behind him, giving him a cuddle. "What he wanted to know was are you going off the deep end over this?"
"Not the first time," Xander sighed, looking back at him. "Just sucks worse this time. Oooh, yay, I get more nightmares," he finished sarcastically. "I did what was necessary and nothing more, Vinnie. I'm not a hero, I was being stubborn. They're gonna tell someone I snapped at them for being stupid for not taking the food that was there first off."
"Were you?" Throttle asked.
Xander shook his head. "I admire them for having such strong morals but I can't help but feel that something was out of whack there. If you can't survive then why have the morals? I've never understood that. I probably never will. Morals are great and all but if you're gonna die, if it's you or them and you're gonna die, I put mine aside. I don't like to kill but I'd rather live this week. Pain and all."
"Which you did," Vinnie agreed, giving him a gentle squeeze.
"I'm proud of you for it," Throttle added, giving him a gentle kiss. "Did you eat anything?"
Xander snorted. "Me eat?"
"Point. Hey, nurse?" One stuck her head in. "Can he get something to eat, maybe even some soup? He's got trouble eating when it's hot and it's been about four days since he's done more than drink."
"Yeah, his smell's still off," Vinnie said through his yawn.
"Should you two be on his bed?"
"I'm married to him, ma'am. It's either here or he's in mine. I'm keeping him off his back."
"I'm his big brother. He needed a cuddle," Vinnie offered, grinning at her. "My wife and spawn?"
"Your spawn is presently screaming in his godfather's arms up the hall and your wife is screaming at Stoker that they need to get back there for that assault."
"That one'll be somewhat political and they've got the whole US military behind them," Xander said dryly. "If they need me, something's wrong in the military. There's nearly a million soldiers there, they can do it. Hey, if Stars Wars actually worked instead of just being a crack pipe dream, we could blow them out of orbit," Xander said dryly. "That would be more fun anyway."
"You're mean, Xander. He's hungry," he said at her odd look.
"What? I agree," she admitted, going to find him some food. She came back with two mugs. "Here, it's baby-concentrate strength muir berry juice." Vinnie's eyes widened. "Even the babies get it and they don't bounce," she promised. "Plus some Torshian egg soup." They helped Xander sit up and drink them both while she watched and checked him over. "His back's looking much better," she offered. "Most of the puss has quit coming out already and he's starting to scab over. He should be ready to go within a few days." She took back the first empty mug, watching as he drained the other, then broke out in spots. "Oops, looks like he's allergic to those. Let me get him something for that." She hurried off, making a note in his chart about Torshian eggs while she got him the allergy medicine. She brought it back at a quick trot, and left a bucket too, just in case. He popped the pills and she smiled, patting him on the foot. "I'm sorry, dear."
"That's okay. Not your fault. I didn't know about that," he admitted, yawning again. "Can I sleep on my back yet?"
"No, dear, not until you're healed."
"Fine." He yawned again and laid down on Throttle's chest, then couldn't get comfortable so flipped over onto Vinnie's and pulled Throttle over him like a blanket. "Thanks."
"You're welcome." She went to tell the attending who had taken over his case. "Sir?" He looked up, smiling at her. "Small complication. Mr. Harris just had an allergic reaction to Torshian eggs soup. I gave him the standard antiallergy dosage and noted it in his chart," she said, handing it over. "I also gave him some baby concentrated muir berry juice."
"That's fine. It's a good sign that he's hungry."
"They said he has trouble eating when it's hot. It had been a few days. His back's starting to scab over and there's less puss. He's presently sleeping on his big brother with his husband cuddling him."
"As long as they're comfortable," he agreed, smiling at her. "I'll pop around in about an hour. Leave a bucket?" She nodded. "Good girl. Thank you." He signed off and handed it back. "Give me an hour to deal with the worms and then I'll be in there to look him over again."
She nodded, going to check on everyone else while he mixed the paste for that one child. She popped her head into another room. "Hi, Mr. Modo. The other three are awake, though Xander is napping again. I accidentally set off a small allergy in him with some food. But the others are awake and wondering where the child was."
"I'll see 'em in a minute," he said quietly, giving her a gentle smile. Then he looked at his niece's body again. "She's fine, right?"
"Just fine, sir. Just a bit banged up. The baby's fine too as far as we can tell." She came in to check her over and smiled. "She's just sleeping at the moment. I can wake her if you want?" He shook his head. "Then why don't you go up the hall and come back in about an hour. She should be awake then."
"Thank you." He got up carefully, taking his nieces and Vic up the hall to see the others.
"Oh, bro, Primer?" Throttle asked.
"Banged up. Sleeping. She hasn't woken yet," he admitted, "but the nurse said she's just sleeping." He put the basket on Vinnie's bed, letting him have his son over Xander's back. "How is he?"
"Better. Less puss. More scabbing. No puking from the soup." Throttle grinned at him. "You okay?"
"I'm fine," he assured him, patting him on the arm. "Vinnie?"
"Just perfect, headache only," he admitted, looking at the baby. "Hey, Vic. Miss me?" The baby cooed and flailed at him, making him grin. "Yeah, the daddy missed you too."
"Modo!" Charley yelled.
He stuck his head out of their room. "In here, Charley ma'am. Is she awake?"
"Now," she offered with a grin. He hurried back and she went in to spend some time with her husband. She closed the door. "Micah finally got through. He said they've got it. It's diplomatic. He told the president that if they landed he'd be supporting terrorists. He suggested they go to Siberia." She took her son back, but then handed him back at the pout. "You haven't held him yet?"
"Modo hasn't come until today," Throttle assured her. "You okay?"
"Just fine. I spent most of the assault refueling and refilling weapons. A few major dings and scratches, a few dead brains. That's where Staff is at the moment, working on them. Both mothers are worried sick but not allowed in yet. Not until he's all better." She stroked Xander's ear and he twitched it. "He's okay, really?"
"He's fine," Vinnie assured her, handing back their son. "He's making hungry sucky faces."
"Yeah, well, Modo's had him for the last few days straight. I barely get a chance to feed him. I've been expressing and handing over bottles to him and the twins." She sat down beside the twins to feed her son, blushing when Throttle stared at her. "Should I move to the other side?"
"I've never seen that before," he admitted quietly. "It's pretty and natural. You look great doing that, Charley girl." He kissed the back of Xander's head, getting a sleepy complaint. "I know. Charley's here and feeding Vic."
"Nap time. Cuddle baby then."
"Sure." He grinned at her grin. "He's allergic to Torshian eggs."
"I'll tell the mothers tonight. They're both at your mom's, Throttle. It's closer."
"Not a problem. There's always the floor if we have to. We should be getting out soon." Xander gave his arm a yawn and wrapped his tail around him. He chuckled. "I'm not leaving you. I'll stay until you can get out." Xander relaxed his deathgrip and he looked at Vinnie. "I'm sure you won't mind?"
"Nah, not at all," he assured him with a small grin. "It's time to celebrate living through another one." Throttle nodded and Vinnie grinned back at his girl. "You sure you're okay?"
"I've been fine. The Torians didn't target me."
"I want to know why they targeted us," Vinnie complained, rubbing his head. "How much longer does this headache last? It's been three days."
"Last time for you it was a week," Throttle offered. "But we kept knocking you out whenever you whined."
"Can we, please?"
"Sure," Throttle said, punching him in the jaw to knock him out. "Another problem solved."
Charley chuckled. "I'll have to remember that when he wants a second kid."
"You just ask, Charley girl. Either of us will stop that one for you. Any word on Caroline coming to us?"
"Her mother's awake but not all there. Faith still has her at Boris's house. Apparently Fred like diapers too."
"Shouldn't she be toilet trained by now?" Vinnie asked sleepily.
"Yeah, but Fred's put her back in diapers because she keeps having night wetting."
"Sounds like Boris needs a real nanny," Throttle joked. Xander hummed something that sounded like 'the hills are alive with the sound of music' and he glared at him. "If you break out in show tunes, I'm getting you psychiatric drugs," he warned.
"Love you more than drugs," Xander whispered, blinking up at him. "Love you."
"Love you too, brat." He kissed him then smiled. "Look, it's a napping mouse."
They 'aww'ed over Vinnie then Charley giggled, breaking the mood. Modo came back. "Primer's fine. She's fully awake. Wondering how her kids are." He grabbed the twins. "Let me take them back and I'll be right back." They all nodded, watching as he walked off again.
"That was whirlwind Modo," Xander teased.
"Yeah, that was one stressed mouse," Throttle agreed. "Hot springs?"
"Vinnie promised to take me."
"Sure," Vinnie complained stretching some. "Hey, my head doesn't hurt."
"That's good," Throttle agreed. "The next time you have a headache, we'll just knock you out."
"Saves on drugs," Xander quipped.
"We love you and your rotten sense of humor," Vinnie promised, hugging him hard. Xander winced so he let go. "Sorry. Back?"
"Ribs. Why do my ribs hurt?"
"You have a few grazes and scratches," Throttle said dryly. "Never noticed?"
"No."
"Well, you probably will soon, once your back's healed."
"Can I go home and heal?"
"No," Charley told him. "Not allowed."
"My momma can put up with a lot of stuff, but you, me, and Vinnie whining would drive her to kill us all, babe," Throttle offered gently, giving him a kiss. "Can you let me go so I can go to the bathroom?"
"As long as you don't disappear."
"Sure. I won't get kidnaped from here to the can or back." He got unwound and stood up, heading for the bathroom at the end of the hall. He saw the guy there with the gun and gave him an odd look. "I promised I wouldn't be kidnaped."
"I'm guarding the prisoners," he said grimly.
"Oh, okay then. Who?"
"One brainwashed mouse, one rat with information."
"Better you than me, kid," he noted, tapping on the door before entering. He walked in and sighed in relief. It was clean today.
***
Xander was finally released and he nearly bounced out of the hospital. In fact, he didn't wait for anyone to show up. When they told him he could go, he took the standard Freedom Fighter replacement uniform and left. He padded up the hall in his slippers, looking around the new building he had passed into. He saw one that said 'Council' and headed that way, figuring he could pop in on Stoker or something when they were on break. He heard his name and stopped to listen, then grimaced and shook his head. "I don't want one," he called, running off slowly. He wasn't up to high speeds yet.
Stoker came out of the chamber and looked each way, then grimaced. "Spike, go hunt Uncle Xander. You too, Anya." They toddled out and padded after their uncle, going to find him one way or another. They hadn't seen him in days! Which wasn't very fair since he was nearby. They found him trying to get out a locked door and grabbed onto his legs, making him squeak and look down. "Good job. You guys get grandmomma cookies tonight." He picked Xander and his kids up, walking back there with them, sticking Xander in the middle of the chairs. "Stay there." He sat down and his kids played guard very well. It made him so proud he almost sniffled.
"They've got a good future as guards," one of the guys joked.
"They do," Stoker said proudly. "I'm so proud! You can each have two handfuls of cookies tonight." They grinned and hung on tighter. "Mommy sized ones even." Xander winced at how they were squeezing him. "Good. Now you can't move." He grinned at him. "Thank you for finding Spike some friends. They slept with him that first night. Piston was really scared so Spike pounced him and babbled at him and the other two came in to pounce and hug them both because Ramjet's very persuasive." Xander grinned at that. "Now, you do deserve a reward."
"I don't want one. That's not why I do things."
"Tough, suck it up," Vinnie said as he strolled in. "You guys are good," he praised the kids, handing them each a book. They beamed at him. "Can I have the Xander back?" Spike let out a menacing growl. "Throttle wants him back, Spike."
"Spike can let him go in a minute. We've still got to figure out how to reward him."
"Banish me?" Xander asked in a little voice. "Please?"
"No, son, I'm afraid we can't do that," one of the council men said with a smile.
"I'll go out and cause more property damage if I have to."
"No," Carbine snapped. "Suck it up, Xander. You're a veteran, surely you were given awards before?"
"Not exactly noted for being in the real military, Carbine, and no, my friends pretty well brainwashed me into being a slave and soldier," he told her. "At least according to Shell and Throttle." Vinnie nodded at that. "See? I'm lucky if I got a cookie or a pat on the back for what I did. I can run home if you want."
"Sit," Stoker ordered. Xander gave him a hurt look. "Fine, then stand, but stay." He leaned back in his chair, smirking at him. "Vincent, how many brave, yet stupid, acts did he perform?"
"He got the kids out of the daycare, he went back for that last class and any stragglers, he got a few elderly people inside too. He grabbed Spike and Piston from where they were staring at the skies." He took a breath. "He came and volunteered to go round up more people, getting demanding when you tried to stop him. He went and rescued about twenty- eight people's lives, the last few of which by running them on foot during the battle beside the battle while firing with ever weaker guns. He kept the majority of Sand Raiders from joining the battle. And he shot the plutarkians who found the cave that led to where the kids were hiding." He took a deep breath. "I lost count in there but he's up to about eighty someodd lives he saved."
"I'd say at least ten," Carbine offered. "Plus all those lives. So that's what? Thirteen medals?" Xander let out a whimper and she smirked at him. "Payback," she mouthed.
"Bitch," he said, shaking his head. "You'd do this to me because I got him after you dumped him? Mean, bratty bitch. Worse than a slayer bitch," he complained quietly.
"Use that language in front of my kids again and I'm going to swat you myself, Xander," Stoker said firmly. "Make that fourteen, for standing up to Carbine just then. That deserves a medal on her best days." The other council members laughed at that. He looked him over. "You look good in our uniform, Xander. Even with the hospital slippers on. We should give you a commission."
Xander looked down at the kids, then suddenly they weren't on him and he was running out the door, heading for Vinnie's bike. He jumped on it. "Let's go before they make me a commander, give me money, and give me medals for saving people," he ordered. She started and took him off, taking him back to Modo's momma's house, apparently where everyone was. He carefully parked her and went inside, going upstairs to where he could hear Throttle, hiding under the covers with him. "Save me."
"Did Greasepit come back?" Modo teased.
"They wanted to give me a commission and fourteen medals," Xander said from Throttle's stomach. He wiggled and got down beside him on the narrow bed, then pulled his mate overtop of him to hide him. "Stay there." He conformed his body to his mate's so no one would know he was under him.
Throttle's momma peeked in. "Is that Xander under you, son?" she asked. He nodded, smirking at her. "Vinnie's swearing at him about taking his bike."
"Stoker threatened to give him a commission and fourteen medals," Modo told her with a grin.
"Ah, no wonder he's hiding. That's fine, dear, just don't hurt yourself. We'll protect you from Vinnie." She went back downstairs, frowning at Vinnie when he stomped in. "He's hiding."
"I have no doubt he's hiding, I'm going to whip his tail."
"Why, dear?" she asked sweetly. "You run from medals too. Like big brother, like little brother."
"That's true, blood tells," Modo's momma told him.
"Yeah, but he took my bike and didn't even wait for me!" he complained, heading up the stairs. He stuck his head into their room. "That makes fifteen since you did magic and made Spike say an actual sentence. Don't steal my bike again, Xander. Not without me on it."
"Sorry," he squeaked.
Vinnie looked at Throttle, who pointed underneath him. "That isn't how you have sex," he noted dryly.
"He sat me here, apparently he wanted to try a new position."
"Not funny."
"Sorry," Throttle said, shaking his head. "Was it that bad, Vinnie?"
"Stoker offered a commission. Said he looked good in the uniform, and fourteen medals, the last one for swearing at Carbine and calling her a bitch. After he ran out, that other lady suggested bike calvary and the position of commander." Modo shuddered. "With pay," he added with a grin. "Just so we'll stay here."
"Fat chance," Xander said. "I'm leaving if they're going to keep it up and you'll have to drag me kicking and screaming back up here."
"He'd need his ears fixed first, bro," Throttle offered.
"No! No way in hell! I'll spaz out and need psychiatric drugs. I can't see me leading an official army unit."
"Police Academy One would have nothing on that unit," Modo joked.
"Ooh, bro," Throttle winced. "Bad thought. Tackleberry up here?" They all laughed at that. "Hey, maybe we could set him up on a date with Carbine. He seems her sort."
"If it wasn't for the wedding in part two I'd say he was with Mahoney anyway," Xander said dryly. "He keeps stroking his gun and likes weapons as much as I do."
"Xander, you're a very bad mouse," Throttle chastised. "Now I'll have that thought the next time we watch it." He shuddered and squeezed his eyes shut. "Eww."
"Hey, at least he'd understand," Vinnie offered. He looked down at where he could see a slipper poking out, coming in to take them off. "We can keep you hidden from them for the rest of the trip, Xander, but that means you'd have to go sightsee and stuff."
"Please."
"Sure. Let me see if the plans I wanna do are open," he promised, grinning at Throttle. "Bathing in the springs at Mons, then up on top at the end of the day?"
"I like that idea and I said I'd take him that way anyway," Throttle agreed. "I said we'd stop by those temples."
"Sure," Vinnie agreed. "We can do that."
"We?" Modo asked. "Or you four?"
"You and Staff can come," Throttle offered. "We'll make it a family roadtrip."
"Now I'm having flashbacks of European Vacation."
Throttle got off Xander's back and uncovered him. "I'm not Chevy Chase."
"No, you're cuter," Xander assured him. "But I'm not."
"I'd spank you but it might put you back in there. How did you get out?"
"The nurse said I could go. I ran," he said with a small shrug, grinning at him. "I was hoping Stoker would give me a ride."
"Yeah, well, instead you stole my ride and I should punish you for that," Vinnie said, hands on his hips. "I should tease you and leave you hanging and tie Throttle down so he can't help you."
"I'm not that mean to you," Xander defended. "I didn't hurt her or anything. She agreed. She started. I told her how desperate it was and she started." He gave him the puppy eyes.
Vinnie sighed. "Fine, I forgive you, but we've got to get you your own bike."
"Ears."
"Ears and all," Vinnie said firmly. "We can find someone to fix those for you." He hauled him up and carried him down the stairs. "We'll be back." He walked him out to his bike and got him on the back, taking him to the local clinic. He walked him inside. "Our doctor says his ears are crimped." He handed him to the nurse. "We're bikers."
"Ah. Let's look at him," she agreed, taking him back to a back room but letting him walk. "You're a very well built mouse. How have you survived this long?"
"I'm slowly changing," he said miserably. "I'm twenty-four in human years and about twelve in mouse years."
"Then it's well past time for this problem to be looked at," she agreed, sitting him down. "What were you?"
"Human. My records are at the hospital thingy attached to the council hall."
"His full record's with the medical board," Vinnie told her, crossing his arms over his chest and staring Xander down. "He needs his own bike. He refuses until his balance is fixed."
"I understand. Let me look at two things," she offered, putting something on his ears that looked like headphones. "High, squeaky noises, sir." He winced but they went up and down and she switched inputs, finding out how far it was needed. Then she switched to another one, which made him wince more, but it gave her the precise measurement she needed. She lifted the outside edge of one, making him wince again. "How does that feel?"
"Ow!"
"Sorry." She let it back down slightly and he turned green. She let him go, watching as he puked. "Hmm. An ear lift may not be the answer. It's nearly in the right spot. But not quite." She found a needle in her drawer, looking at it. "Botox?"
"That freezes muscles," Vinnie said. "Women on earth use it to freeze muscles so they don't show wrinkles."
"Interesting." She ran her computer over it and grinned, coming over to help Xander stand up again. "Hold him down," she said firmly, going into his ear to stop that extra tube. She injected it and stepped back. "He's got an extra tube in one ear. I'm guessing it's leftover from him being human. It's on the same side as his brown eye. Go ahead and stand up." He did so and wobbled greatly. "Feel worse?" He nodded, turning green and going to puke in the sink again. She came over and pulled his ear into position and it made it worse so she lowered it some and he groaned, but that made it better by her readings. So she knocked him out and went with the readings, lowering his ear an inch and doing a small tuck of the skin behind it. She checked the other side and did that one. Then she smiled at him. "There you go. Very pretty. That loose skin should absorb soon." She cleaned up after herself, noticing Vinnie was still staring. "What?"
"Waiting for him to wake up," he admitted. "Just in case. I drove us here." She nodded, patting him on the shoulder as she left, going to make note of that Botox stuff for later use. Vinnie nudged him, grinning at the goofy grin he got back. "You okay?"
"My ear is tingling."
"It should be. You got Botox in it." He helped him sit up, then stand up, looking him over. He wasn't wobbling. "You really okay now?" Xander nodded, then beamed. "Good. Then let's go home so we can find you your own bike. I'm tired of you stealing mine." He walked him off, taking him out to the bike. Where he let Xander get on behind him and felt him automatically find his balance when he stood it up. "Maybe it fixed it." He started his girl and sent her back to Modo's momma's house, trying a small jump on the way. Xander just grinned and held on tighter. He parked outside the house and walked him inside. "Fixed. Botox and an ear fix."
"They lowered it," Throttle said.
Vinnie nodded. "That fixed it better."
"But they lowered it."
"Yeah, but it fixed it. He didn't even wobble on a jump here. A little botox in that extra ear tube and they fixed it." He clapped Xander on the back. "Now he can have his own bike and quit stealing ours."
"Yes!" Modo said happily, high-fiving him.
"I'm good to your bikes," Xander defended.
"You are," Throttle agreed. "Mine gets jealous." He kissed him and watched him. He didn't wobble then either. "Maybe you are fixed." He kissed him again, dragging him backwards up the steps to their room.
"None of that," Modo's momma called. "He needs to eat!"
"Momma, did anyone tell you Xander was allergic to Torshian eggs?" Modo asked, spying them on the table.
"Yes, dear, but Primer's not and she wanted some," she said, pinching him on the cheek. "You're a good boy but don't try to save them. Throttle, bring that boy back down here now! He needs to eat!"
"Cheese, momma. Five minutes," he complained, slamming the door. Xander yelped about four minutes later and woozily walked down the stairs after that, sitting down at the table and giving them all goofy grins. Throttle strolled down the stairs. "He needed rewarded for being a good boy and coming home."
"Fine," she sighed. "Sit and feed him."
"Sure, always a pleasure," Throttle agreed with a grin. He sat down beside Xander and picked up something. "Open." Xander opened and grinned at him, eating the bite he gave him. "See, good food. Eat and we can run away tomorrow for the next few days."
"Sure." He ate another bite. "How do you pick a bike? Is it like being Chosen?"
"Used to be," Modo offered, sitting down on his other side. "You'd go to the factory around when you were sixteen or so. One of the guys there would give you a few tests, then input the answers. Then a few bikes would come out and they'd look you over and you'd mutually choose. It took me nearly a whole day to choose Lil' Hoss."
"Took me nearly a week, I slept there with mine," Vinnie offered. "There were only two but they were both so perfect." He sat down on Throttle's other side. "I don't know how we'd do it now. Staff?" She came out of the kitchen. "How do we choose bikes now?"
"Best guess." She looked at Xander. "They lowered your ears." He nodded, then he grinned because he wasn't dizzy. "Cool. Can you sit still?" He shook his head, grinning at her. "We'd have a problem choosing for you anyway. You're so complex that it'd be hard. Usually we go with the dominant personality. That's why Lil' Hoss is so laid back. Why Vinnie's is so fast and over-armed. But you're split a bit too much," she pointed out. "You're equal parts warrior, lover, doting uncle, and caring parent. I'm not sure how we'd fit you. It'd be a challenge. You'd be there for weeks probably. We'd end up doing a life review and still have problems choosing."
"So I can't walk in and say 'I want that one' like I can on earth?"
"No," she sighed. "It'd be easier if you could do that with the body, but the body is part of the personality matrix."
"So, basically he'd need me and Vinnie to have a kid and become a bike?" Throttle asked.
Staff giggled and nodded. "Yup, that'd about be right."
"Hey, Vinnie, you up for carrying one?" Xander teased.
"Fat chance, lil' bro," he said firmly. "This studly bod will not stretch that way. Let Throttle's less studly bod do it."
"I like his body the way it is," Xander defended, stroking Throttle's abs. "They're very nice and comfy, plus he's got very strong thigh muscles." Throttle blushed and even Vinnie blushed at that so Xander smirked. "So there." He stuck his tongue out too. "Yeeh."
Vinnie shook his head. "You forgot playful kid, Staff," he said, handing her some food. She giggled again and kicked him under the table. "I'm being good, he's the one who stuck his tongue out."
"Behave," Modo's momma sighed. "Eat, boys, and girls."
"Yes, ma'am," they agreed, digging in. They'd need energy to play later. When Stoker pulled up a while later, they all ran out the back door to hide, well before she could realize who it was knocking.
She got up to answer it, letting him in. "They're gone," she offered.
"Hmm, I can see that." He kissed her on the cheek. "Tell Xander we'll be nice if he'll promise to come back every now and then."
"I doubt Throttle will stay on earth forever," she chastised, pinching him on the cheek. "He's not that sorta boy."
"Fine," he agreed, grinning at her. "They can have his momma's house when she passes some year." He glanced around. "Which way did they run?"
"Out the back. Toward the old factory."
"Wonderful." He shook his head. "The trouble those four get into it. I thought it was bad when it was just Vinnie." She laughed and swatted him so he grinned. "Here, give Xander this," he said, handing out a scroll. "It's merely a formality. Doesn't come with any pay or anything. Just in case the next time." He shook his head. "I'd better go before Spike tries to eat Carbine again." He walked off, heading back to his job. He hated his job, but sometimes he got to have fun, like scaring the mini-punk to death that way.
She looked at it and shook her head, tucking it away. That boy would freak some more and then up back underneath Throttle again. He didn't need that with his injuries. "I bet he's still wearing slippers," she said with a frown. "That boy!"
Episode 41:
Xander ran over the last hill and saw a burned out shell of a building, heading for it. He ignored the sign that said 'danger, loose ground and sinkholes' and kept going. All the way inside until he ran into the locker area. He frowned, looking at the lockers. "What's this?" He opened one and it was empty. He looked it over again, seeing the overhead moving equipment. "I bet this was the bike factory," he said in awe, backtracking to look it over. He saw a few ghosts but didn't pay any attention to them. They were working on ghostly rides and ignoring him. One did stare at him and he grinned. "Just touring. I'm harmless." The ghost snorted but didn't make a move toward him. He walked around the back area, finding an old storeroom. It was empty too. There were some spots of grease and some debris laying around. He guessed this was where some of the bikes had died during the bombing. He walked on, heading to a back room. The doorway made him shiver and he paused, looking around. This wasn't the same as the other rooms. He turned but the doorway was gone. "Shit." He saw another ghost and nodded politely at her. "Ma'am."
"Who are you?"
"Xander."
"That's not who you are," she told him.
"Well, that's kinda who I am this life," he admitted. "I'm ignoring any past ones." She gave him an odd look. "What? I got that hint during the nightmare curse."
"Oh, I see." She looked him over again, then nodded once. "You have one, young one. I have no idea where though. It's thought to be lost. Look around, you may find it yet." She faded and he stood there looking confused.
Then he shrugged and continued forward since he couldn't go back. The only choice and all. He looked up as the room changed again, this time it was a temple. Not one he was familiar with. He saw all sorts of markings and drawings on the walls. He shook his head, a few seemed familiar but he wasn't sure why. He passed through that one, and another two, finding one with a huge obelisk in it. He stopped to pat it, feeling the energy in it. "You need to go back to Mars," he whispered. "Willow?" No answer. "Seal? Yo, hellmouth seal?" A hazy shade of Willow entered it. "What's this? It feels like power and the earth. Where is it?"
"It's an obelisk," she said, using her Willow image. She stepped out of it and looked around, then smiled. "I know where it is, Xander. If you find us here, it will help but I can do this one alone."
"It won't hurt, will it?"
"No, precious, it won't hurt." She stroked his cheek. "What do you seek?"
"I was touring the old bike factory," he told her. "Then I ended up in a temple with funny carvings and through a few more and here, and I can't go back but forward is seeming more and more creepy. There's a woman who said I had one but it was lost?"
"Hmm, lost things can be found," she agreed. "You'll search and find one." She kissed him on the cheek. "The power is great, but not for you," she reminded him. "You don't play with chaos." He nodded, and she disappeared, taking the obelisk with her. Or maybe the temple since it had changed. He felt really paranoid in this one and hurried through it, keeping going through a few more, until he finally ended up in front of a giant altar with a bike on it. He stared, but shivered. He could feel the energy from where he stood. He walked up the few stairs, touching a fingertip to the edge of a handlebar and flinched, coming back to himself in the bike factory. "No, not mine," he whispered, shaking his head. He looked up. "So where is mine?" he asked quietly, seeing a star above him. "Is it with you?" It twinkled but didn't have an answer. He moved on, finding another back room. In it were a few carcasses of bikes, but no brains. Nothing to make them alive. He stroked the handlebar of one and moved on, leaving that door open. He came to a sealed part and tapped on it. It resonated, there was an empty space behind it. He looked around, no way to open it. The door looked like a drop door too. Like it had been an emergency drop door, a protection for something. "Shelter? Bunker? Brain building shop?" he mused, moving to the side. He could see the grooves and picked at one gently, watching it crumble. He looked and saw that the carcasses were in the way so he moved them first, gently wheeling them to the room before this one, then he went back to picking at the door's frame.
***
Modo stopped and turned when he heard a thud. "He's in the factory." He took off running, that place was dangerous. Especially if you were Xander. It had held a lot of people and bikes the day it had been bombed. He looked around the empty receiving area. "Xander?"
"Back here," he called. "After the bikes without brains. I found the brain factory."
Modo carefully walked back there, his bros somewhere behind him. He found the room with the bikes, stopping to admire the craftsmanship of them, then into the next room, where he could see a giant door laying on the ground. "Did you do that?"
"It was going to fall soon," Xander told him. "The tracks holding it in were rotten. Look. This is how they built the brains," he said, pointing at a half-constructed one in a machine. "We need your girl, Modo."
"We need more than that. This area is dangerous, Xander. It's off limits for a reason."
Xander looked at him. "Would that be the funky temples I went through and the green obelisk and all that stuff?"
"No," he said slowly. "Not even close. Sinkholes." He palmed the switch on his helmet. "Bros, I found him, we're in the factory, and he made it into the brain facility. He's reporting hallucinations of temples too." He palmed off the switch and pulled Xander back. "I'm not sure they're not alive enough to take you over too," he said gently.
"Sure," Xander agreed, grinning as Throttle and Staff walked in. "Hi, guys. Look what I found."
"How did you do that! We've been trying for years!" Staff demanded.
"The track was rotting. I picked at it for long enough."
She groaned, hitting herself on the head. "Never mind. You look at things like a construction guy. I should have just asked you." She walked inside and looked at the machines. "They're all right," she announced. "Call Carbine and Simplex."
"Sure," Throttle agreed, making that call. He'd love to wake his ex girlfriend up in the middle of the night. He came back, carefully stepping over any cracked ground. "Xander?" Xander beamed at him. "Hallucinations?"
"Temples." He wandered back the way he had been. "I was here," he said, pointing at a blank wall. "I went through there and through a lot of temples, but then I found a bike at the end that felt like chaos magic and I touched it and I woke up in the room where the carcasses are."
Throttle shook his head. "Huh?"
"Temples," he repeated, grinning at him. "Did we expect me to be normal?"
"No," he sighed, shaking his head and walking off. He stepped on one spot and started to fall but Xander caught him and hauled him back up, wincing the whole way. "Thanks, babe."
"Welcome." He grinned at Carbine. "The ghosts are really helpful."
"I don't want to know," she said firmly. "Dead people are gone over." She walked into the back room and stopped to stare, shaking her head. "How?"
"He thought like a construction worker and undid one of the tracks holding the door."
Carbine groaned and hit herself on the head. "Stupid men." Staff laughed at that. "Okay, is everything okay?" She nodded. "Good. Then we've got to move it out of here. We're due a sand storm tonight. Sometime." She glanced back at Xander, then at Staff. "How do you put up with that? You seem so reasonable."
"You have to accept Xander how he is," she said sweetly. "That's the way the Gods made him, Carbine, and that's the way they wanted him." Carbine nodded, going to call in the others. "We need to take the frames too. It'd be a shame to waste the last prototypes."
"Fine, sure. Take him to the other door, see if it opens too."
"Xander," Staff called, walking out to grab him by the arm. "There's another door. Can we have you look at it?" He nodded, grinning at her. "See, at one point in time it was due to be a secondary storehouse but no one knows if it was or not. If so, it could hold a lot more bikes. If not, maybe it's got plans or something we can use." She walked him into the back, pausing when he looked in a doorway. "What?"
He walked that way and looked inside, creating a small ball of light. He saw two levers and tested them both, hearing another thud. "That door?" he called.
"Yeah, that door," she called back. "Thanks." She went to look and pouted. "Only four bikes," she said sadly. "Prototypes, probably without brains too. Carbine, he found the levers." She came jogging over. "Only four prototypes." They walked in there together, with Modo following them trailing a rope for their safety. Staff stopped and stared at something hugging a filing cabinet. "Plans," she said happily, starting to cry. Her man hugged her while she looked. "All the plans. We can rebuild."
Carbine nodded. "Right after the water processing plant for irrigation." She looked at the bikes. "Two don't have brains. Two do." She touched one and it wheezed. "It's been a while since they were started."
"So?" she demanded, coming over to touch it. "Hey, baby. I'm Staff. I was one of the apprentice mechanics when the bombs fell. We've found you, you'll be fine. Just fine. You'll be loved and wanted." She stroked them both then looked at the other ones, smiling and starting it. "The brain was hidden in this model. I remember hearing about it while I was apprenticing in the machine shop." She moved to the other one and it was lifeless, but that was fine. They could fix that. They had a few spare brains laying around from Limburger. She'd make it work if she had to. She looked at them. "There's a lot of sinkholes, guys. Be very careful rolling out, okay?" They beeped and wheezed some at the dust, heading out slowly with Modo walking behind them to save them if necessary. She looked around, finding the design office's back door there too and squealed, walking in and falling into a hole with the rest of the office furniture. "Cheese!"
Carbine came in with the rope and helped her out. "We all need a bit of Xander's luck," she said gently. "They took off again." She looked around. "We have to demolish this one. That way we can make sure we've got everything." Staff nodded, patting the building on the way out, one last time. "We'll build her better and more protected," Carbine promised. "You and Modo can both come back and work in her, Staff."
"I will, someday," she agreed. She looked around. "Modo?" He popped up and waved at her so she trotted that way, going to hug him. "Someday."
"Yeah, someday," he agreed, looking back in the building. "I used to come stare at the workers as they went in and out and on breaks." She grinned at him. "They used to give me these fond, tolerant looks, they knew I'd be back and having my own and that I'd be one of the better riders." He gave her a squeeze. "At least we found more."
"There was a whole filing cabinet of plans." She looked back. "We've got to get it before it falls in. Who knows what it'd hit."
"Already done," Carbine said as she joined them. "Before wonderboy disappeared I had him and Throttle lift out the three filing cabinets in there to a more stable room." Staff hugged her. "Easy, girl. I'm still breakable." She patted her on the back, nodding at her fellow council member. "We found the plans and a few prototypes, plus the brain building machines."
"Excellent. Where? Or better yet, how?"
"Xander's a carpenter," she said dryly. "How do you think?" She walked off shaking her head. "I need a drink," she complained, heading for the bottle of scotch she had bought on her last tour of Earth. It was a handy thing to have in case of medicinal purposes. Like a headache from a white mouse.
***
"Let me get this straight. Xander did what we've been trying to do for years, by accident?" Stoker asked. "How?"
"Construction workers think in different ways than engineers," Throttle explained. Again. "Engineers are designers, they think in ways of keeping things intact and doing it with machines. Construction workers are usually lazy, do things with the least amount of effort, and do it easily with destruction as well as construction. So your engineers thought about lifting the door. Xander took apart the door frame. He's done it to Enamel's place too if it helps."
Stoker rubbed his forehead. "So, he basically picked at it until it fell." Throttle nodded, grinning at him. "Where is your mate? I'd like to spank him this time."
"Classified," Throttle said smugly. "To remain that way until we go home."
"Fine. Take him out, show him the sights, see if he can undo something to give us more water next time."
"Hey, we got you the textbooks," Throttle said dryly.
"Out!" Stoker ordered, taking something from Carbine under the table. He sniffed the cup and took the offered drink. "How can one mouse do so much damage yet do it so well and fix things we needed to do?" he demanded.
"He's a Xander mouse," Throttle called from outside the doors. "He's like that." His bike revved and he took off, heading to where he had stashed Xander, looking at some ruined old temples. There wasn't anything there he could get into, unless he managed to wake up an old God or something, so he was relatively safe with him, Vinnie, Modo, Charley, Vic, and Staff watching him. He pulled up outside and parked, walking inside to find everyone staring at him. "Don't tell me he woke up an old God," he demanded.
"No, just a former priestess," Vinnie called back. "A fairly pissed one. She hated white mice."
"White mice are evil!" she screeched through Xander's mouth.
"Lady, look what body you're in," Modo told her. She looked down and screamed, then fled Xander's body. They all heard something fall on another level and decided to drag Xander out into the open desert again.
"No, not another one," Xander moaned, waving his hands in another direction. "No more dead people. Please!" He panted, the dead person had stopped. "You're not coming in?"
"You asked me not to," he pointed out, smiling at him. "Did shiny britches there bother you, buddy?" He nodded, so the ghost moved closer. "There are sects that welcome white mice you know. You're very blessed in mine." He held out a hand. "You could come with me." He touched Xander's finger and flinched, then stared at him. "On second thought, brother, there's a better place for you. Go to the Northern Hills. There you'll find your brethren's last stand. Someone there can help you." He smiled. "Peace, brother mouse."
"Peace, father." The ghost faded and Xander shook himself, looking up at everyone. "I can't help it," he defended. "What's in the Northern Hills?" Throttle opened his mouth. "The ghost said to go there. He said I'd find my brethren's last stand. That someone there can help me."
Vinnie scratched the back of his head. "My family home used to be that way," he admitted. "We did make one hell of a last stand. Northern Hills? We weren't that far up and that sounds familiar."
Throttle closed his mouth. "Northern Hills, Vinnie. The town of Sycresta. Village of that small cult."
"No, not a cult," Xander told him. "He didn't say a cult." He stood up and looked around, then frowned. "Which way is North?" Everyone pointed. "Thanks." He looked at the temple beside him then up the front of it. "Can we climb?"
"No," Throttle said, trying to stop him. Vinnie managed to pounce him. "No climbing the outside of holy temples, especially not where you were possessed." He heard a quiet laugh and looked around. "Who is it? Show yourself."
The same ghost as before appeared. "It's him!" Xander shouted, pointing. "He told me!"
"No, not Sycresta, young one," the ghost assured him with a smirk. "Farther past that. I would suggest you detour with what he is. Go towards the end of the hills, that valley. Two days before there, stop and turn east. There's another small valley. That's where his line is from."
"He's not Martian originally," Staff said.
"Dear one, he was once," the ghost said gently. "As he very well knows."
"We ignore such things," Throttle said. "Except in the cats."
"Be that as it may, there's books there to keep him from sucking in things like that stupid, vapid little priestess, brother mouse."
"Hey, Northern Hills, that sounds good," Vinnie agreed. He pulled out his worldmap. "Where?" The ghost pointed, whispering in his ear. He drew on the map and the ghost nodded. "Thank you." He folded it back up and put it back in his pocket. "Let's rock and ride, people, that way he quits sucking in others."
"Can't we bathe in the springs and look at the pretty temple?" Xander asked.
"On the way back," Throttle admitted. "It'll be our next-to-last day out." He looked at Vinnie. "How far?"
"Three days ride, hard ride through the mountains."
"Fine," he agreed. "Thank you, brother mouse." The ghost nodded and disappeared again. "Xander, bike." Xander kissed him and got onto the bike. He looked at the others. "To stop that, I'd go," he said. "You guys can go sightsee."
"Fat chance," Vinnie snorted. "You'll get into trouble without me." He got onto his bike, letting Charley and the baby join him, and they took off, Modo and Staff jumping on theirs to follow and Throttle getting on to follow them. It was every one of their fantasies that Xander become a normal mouse.
The ghost and a few others chuckled together, shaking their heads. "The young, always so impatient," that one said.
The others nodded, still laughing at the priestess bathing to get rid of the foul white mouse taint.
***
Throttle looked around the former village before letting anyone else in. He wasn't sure why but he wanted to make sure there weren't any traps or anything. All he found was a very old village and some wreckage. So he waved the others in.
Xander walked in slowly, looking at the town. "Why can I see the building's as whole and a wreck?" he asked.
"I don't know, Xander. Let's figure that out after we figure out how to put a plug in you." He gave him a gentle squeeze and looked around with him. "What draws you?"
Xander looked around again, then felt an ache pop up, heading for a small path. At the end he found a few bodies guarding a well. "Their sacred well," he said, bowing to it. "I'm sorry to have disturbed you." He backed away carefully, not wanting to disturb the bodies guarding it. They could attack if they thought he was a threat. On the path, he found a small, overgrown sidepath and took it instead, heading off further into the few trees that were around there. He guessed this was too remote for the Plutarkians to touch, but it was pretty. He stared at the temple and something pinged in his head. "This is the one that made me panic back at the factory." He walked up to it and found a spirit guarding it. "Hi."
"You're not one of us," he noted, staring at him, then the others with him. "Why did you come here to bother us?"
"I was told by a ghost out near Olympus Mons to come here, that someone here could help me since I can see you and you guys like to put me on like clothes."
"Us guys?"
"Ghosts."
"You mean I'm dead?" he asked dryly.
"Or doing a reasonable facsimile," he offered with a grin. "You're a spirit guardian. I've seen like you on Native holy places on Terra. I saw inside your temple in a vision at the bike factory but it made me panic."
"It would. You're not one of us." He floated down, coming to rest in front of him. "Where did the ghost tell you to go, young one?"
"Vinnie, map?"
It was handed over and the spirit looked at it, then nodded. "You're one too far over."
"There wasn't a valley that we saw."
"You can see it and lead them into it. It's a bit hidden," he offered. "On foot, you can get there by tonight. Your bikes will be protected here."
"I can't ask that of them. They're sentient and would worry."
"Fine. But you still must go on foot anyway. Here at least they'll be protected and admired."
"I can go alone," he decided. "Where?"
"Follow the yellow brick road, Xander," he said dryly. "How do you think?"
Xander smirked. "I like you, you're a smartass like me."
"You were from among us but you were raised by another clan before. Go there first, then come back here. This will be finishing your journey." Xander nodded, bowing to him and he went back to his spot. "By the way, don't go alone. Never go alone. You know what happens to hero who goes alone. He gets eaten." He disappeared.
Xander turned to look at them, blinking hard in the sunlight. "There's a spirit guardian," he told Charley. "Like in some Native holy places."
"I heard that," she admitted. "We're going where?"
"Well, I'm going to the other valley with an escort. The bikes and some of you are staying here. You can't get there on bike. I was warned not to go alone, that I might get eaten. He said I could come back here after I'm done, that this would end the journey, but that I could reach the other place by tonight, so maybe two days?" He shrugged and looked around. "Which way is the valley?"
"East," the guardian called patiently.
"East?" Vinnie pointed behind them. "All the way down the path?" He shook his head and handed over his compass. "Cool, I needed this." He grinned at his mate. "This is going to get strange. You wanna come or go?"
"I'd rather stay," he admitted. "I hate the really strange stuff."
"Point." Xander looked at Vinnie, who shrugged, then at Modo and Staff, who both shook their heads. "Okay, so I'm going on a quest, I'm not going alone. We're going east. Let's head. We'll see you guys within two days." He walked off, heading east by the compass. Vinnie took it and pulled him in the right direction but Xander went back the way he had been going, past the well and onward. On the other side of the woods, he found ... a yellow brick road? "Not funny," he called, "but thank you."
"It's yellow," Vinnie said. "Huh?"
"Wizard of Oz, Vinnie. Follow the Yellow Brick Road?" He stepped onto it and suddenly shivered and backed off. He grabbed onto Vinnie's arm and crossed again, making him shiver too, but not as much. "Cool. Just what we need. If I see a three-headed dog, remind me to go back there and yell."
"Sure. Three-headed dog?"
"We're on a spirit path. We're on the astral plane," he said dryly. He walked on, shaking his head. It was better now. He wasn't feeling more than congested. He knew there was a village up ahead, one that had warded itself. He came to the end of the road and there was a valley. "Password?" he muttered, looking for the end of the path. He saw it on the other side, then groaned and concentrated, grabbing Vinnie again. He pictured them there. He knew they'd both been there. He knew they'd be welcomed there. He opened his eyes and the path was whole looking, but illusion. "We're not that incorporeal," he offered. "I'd like not to die and if he does I'm never going to hear the end of it." The path firmed up before him and he led the way, keeping a hand on Vinnie. "Stay where I go, step where I step." They got to a small break in the path and it felt like a breath coming and going across their skins. "I'm Xander. I was directed here," he said quietly, respectfully. "This is Vinnie, my guardian. May we pass?" The path widened but the breach remained. "If I must," he agreed, stepping across it. He felt icy knives go through him and winced but finished that step and he was in the village. He looked and Vinnie was beside him, shaking. "I'm sorry. If I had known..."
Vinnie gave him a gentle kiss. "You'd have come and died," he said simply. "I'm more suited to this stuff." He looked around, and the mists parted, showing them an old village, one that had fallen into decay, just like the last one. "Where is this?"
"Still in the next valley, just hidden," Xander said, pointing up. "See?" Above them were roots. He looked at Vinnie. "Underground mice." He walked forward, slowly, calmly, looking around. He stopped to pick up a child's play piece, finding a memory stored in it. A small black mouse child playing with it, something like hopscotch. He tossed it and followed the pattern, then grinned at Vinnie. "It's a game piece." He turned and walked on, finding the sacred well and the temple this time as well. The well didn't scare him. He picked up a smooth rock and muttered something, then tossed it inside, listening to it hit the water. Then he turned and went to the temple, finding that same guardian. "You couldn't just bring me?" he asked.
"Whoa, I can see him this time," Vinnie complained, backing up.
"Of course you can," he agreed dryly. "You just crossed the astral planes to be here, Vincent, as you were long ago." He looked at Xander. "What do you seek?"
"A few things. Happiness, which I'm pretty sure I have. Um, a plug to my being a medium strong enough to suck in spirits. I'm told there's a set of books for that though. Got those?" The guardian nodded. "My own bike would be nice."
"You seek a destiny?"
"No, I've had it with those. I gave up one of those." He stared him down. "I know exactly what was going on in Sunnydale, including the Martian temple that I found on my return. I walked in, it welcomed me like a long lost relative." Vinnie gaped at him. "I knew then that something was odd about me. And I gave it up," he said simply. "I could have stayed."
"You could have. You would have come here sooner."
"Then that planet would have died. I've done my service. I asked for no reward, but I was offered a chance to sightsee here. Can I at least look at those books?"
The guardian laughed. "You were always very brave, Xander. Always. We liked that about you."
"Are you one of those Powers twits?" Vinnie asked.
The guardian looked at him. "Do I look like I have shiny blue skin with rocky spots?" He shook his head. "Then I'm not one of them. They gave up on Xander during the last battle."
"They gave up on Xander when Willow was attacking them and he was trying to stop her," Xander corrected. "I felt them give up on me. That's why I still ache from what she did to me." The guardian looked at him. "Like I said, they put me on like clothes. I can't help it. They leave stuff in my head and I just absorb it now and then."
"Point. Yes, you definitely need the Mekonis books to help plug that gaping hole where part of your soul should be." He stepped forward and stared into his eyes. "If only you had been allowed to be reborn up here."
"Then I'd probably already be dead and so would earth."
"You think they wouldn't have found another you?"
"Yeah, I think that's why the Powers allowed Jessie to die," he said honestly. "He was a techie too though. Remote control cars. Not explosions, which was what won the ascension. The rest would have allowed the world to fall too."
"If it hadn't been Buffy in the lead, the First might not have come. Glory loosened her."
"Glory was bound to happen no matter what, it was time. Not a matter of which slayer or which prophecy, she was waiting for the right time. That time was very specific. It would have been another slayer and I'm not sure that one would have won either. She wouldn't have been busted free from the Council."
"You reason very well."
"I had to when I couldn't sleep so the nightmares would stop," he admitted. "Why else have me kill my best friend in cold blood, or actually cold ash? Twice?" Vinnie gaped at him again, probably at the ice in his voice. "The Powers abandoned me long ago. Their games are not my games. I gave up that destiny too. I'd rather be free of destiny and be happy with Throttle. I think I've earned it. Not that I'd ask for a reward from them, they'd find some way to fuck it up on me."
The guardian nodded. "True, they would. With a time limit most likely and at the end of another stake. Possibly for all your family if they were mad at you for asking."
"I know. I've felt them trying to provoke it. I would like to find a way to plug that hole too."
"Bond to your mate tighter, Xander. Share your soul with him. He can heal yours and add to that spot that got gouged out and leaves you so open."
"He's only got part of a soul?" Vinnie asked.
"The Powers took part of it, they needed me to be who I am," Xander told them. "When I staked Jessie, we were due to be lifemates but they interfered. Again. Twice now." He looked at the guardian. "I don't mind that thought. But I'd rather not go into it here."
"I agree," he said kindly. "So, that leaves the books and your bike. Do you wish to be a warrior priest?"
"I'd rather be a happy Xander, mate to Throttle, and uncle to everyone's kids."
"You wish no children?"
"If I have a child, there's a ninety percent certainty that the Powers would choose it for something. Either as a champion, which means he'd die early, or as a slayer. Which means she'd die early. I'll be an uncle and watch for them fucking with my family."
The guardian nodded. "That's sad, Xander."
"No. That's realistic. That's what they made me."
"If you had a kid, it'd go to them?" Vinnie demanded. "Since when?"
"Since it's the same thing that would have happened to Tara's kids," he said, looking at him, pulling him closer to stand next to him. "It's the same thing that would have happened to Willow's kids. It's what'll happen to Dawn's kids and I don't have the heart to tell her. I'm hoping like hell that when she has one, she binds it to Mars immediately. I want her to have it up here, to bind and bless it up here, and to christen it up here to the Goddess immediately upon birth, Vinnie. If I'm not there, then make sure of it. If she fusses, tell her to look at Caroline and Faith's kids." He teared up some and choked it back, looking at the guardian. "Again, not making with the happy Xander. I know what I've given up."
"Yet, you still ask for no reward?"
"No. Why would I want one? With that taint?" He shook his head. "Not worth it."
The guardian nodded. "I agree. You may enter." He got out of the way, watching as he walked inside. He looked at Vinnie. "You won't remember," he offered gently. "This is only between us who serve and those who died protecting. Some day, if you take my place, you may. For now, guard him. The bike he should not have is in there. Chaos is very easy and very seductive."
Vinnie walked inside, taking a torch off his bandoliers and lighting it against his thigh. He held it up, looking around. "Xander?"
"Here, bookshelves," he admitted, waving at him. "Oooh, light. Thank you." He looked at the titles, finding the ones he needed. "A three volume set?"
"Two are lost, Xander. Lost to time totally."
"That's fine. Will the three help?"
"The first chapter of the first one would help more than Bextra did. Or Donaghue."
"Thanks." He pulled them down and held them to his chest. "I get to borrow them but I've got to give them back some day."
"Sure, I'll escort you back then if I have to," he offered, looking around. "There's a bike around here."
"There's seven or ten bikes around here," he said dryly. "Fallen ones' bikes, Vinnie. I saw the chaos bike and I've already been warned. I don't like chaos magic, no matter how much it likes me." He grinned. "Okay?" Vinnie nodded, following him into another room. They went through the sunny space and out into another patio area, finding the bikes there. "Hmm, ten. I thought seven for sure." He looked at the hazy three on the end. "They're not dead yet," he called.
"That's not my bike," Vinnie told him.
"Yeah, it is. It's got a place here." He looked up. "Quit. Now." They disappeared. "Sorry about that. Let's just say you've got a good reward coming." He gave him a kiss. "Even if you became a serial killer." He walked to the other seven, looking them over. Behind them he could feel the chaos bike riding closer. "Vinnie, move, don't touch it. It'll shock us back there."
"Sure." He looked at the pure black bike, it was a huge bike, a monster bike, and it was drawing him but he knew he had his bike. He loved his bike. His bike loved him and protected him. His bike was all he ever needed and more. The chaos bike left him alone. But it was now sitting behind where Xander was sitting on the patio.
"Hey, guys." He stroked each of them. "I'm just visiting. I'm hoping one of you've seen my bike. Have you?" They all beeped and turned to look behind him. "No, not the chaos bike," he said softly. "I don't do that. I can't and I won't do that to my mate and others. It'd be easy and soft and be like falling into a pile of feathers while having the best sex ever, but I can't do that. I don't want that." The bikes got together, front wheels together like heads bowing to talk in private. Then one bike beeped and moved forward. Xander stood up and followed it into the bushes, finding a bike standing there. Again, pure black. Purest black, like his favorite leathers. It shone, but it was dark and dangerous. It was a low rider, like Throttle's. Even the chrome wasn't really shiny, just enough to tell you it was chrome. "Are you mine?" he asked, moving over to touch the padded leather seat with the backrest. It revved and looked at him, then backed off. "That's fine, I won't push. I'm looking for my bike and one of the Fallen Ones suggested I come see you. The green one."
"Tryke's," Vinnie said from behind him. That bike beeped and seemed to bow to him. "Thanks. You honor me and him." The bike beeped and seemed to glance at them before beeping at him and nudging his leg, then taking off. Vinnie shook his head. "Did she..."
"He," Xander corrected.
"Okay, he just say that they could possess you?"
"Right about now, anything can possess me," Xander said dryly. "Gods, spirits, AI's, DVD's, anything." The bike in front of him laughed. "You think I'm kidding?" He put a hand on the gas tank and let it feel him. The bike moved closer, letting him touch deeper. "I'd rather stay a lover than a fighter," he told him. "I wish I was more often." The bike moved closer. "But you've got to know the whole me." He opened himself fully, blinding Vinnie and the bike, but it only backed off a few inches, then came closer to look at him. It beeped and he pulled back. "Sorry, aura flash. Forgot to warn you," he said when he saw Vinnie rubbing his eyes. "Really sorry, Vinnie."
"Not a problem," he admitted, walking closer to put an arm around him. "Is this yours?"
"That's for him to decide," he admitted. "I can't make that decision. Any who bond with me has to know what would go on in their lives."
The bike stared at them, then beeped and moved closer, nudging him closer to Vinnie.
Vinnie grinned. "We might play at it, but we're not really bound. He's got a mate. I'm like a secondary mate now and then. It's odd, but it works for us." The bike nudged him and he put a hand where Xander had, knowing it wanted to see how others saw him. So he showed him how he did, and how others had and misjudged him. The bike pulled back and stared at him, then nodded, beeping lightly.
Xander straddled him and it was the perfect fit for his hips. He didn't have to shift. The backrest was at the right height for when his back ached. He sighed and smiled, closing his eyes. "Thank you," he whispered. "I'll take good care of you. Just don't ram my car like Rimfire's bike rammed Dawn's. Please?" It beeped and sounded like laughter. Xander stroked it and the bike seemed to conform to his reach and his body. He kicked it to life. "Vinnie? Are you walking back?" he asked with a grin. Vinnie got on and circled his waist carefully. Xander hugged the books between their arms, using one hand to drive them back out of the woods. They felt the astral plane take hold, then nothing.
***
Modo perked up, dropping the stick he had been playing in the fire with when he heard the motor coming their way. "Throttle?" he called. "Motor coming." Throttle came out of his tent and put on his glasses looking around. The motor stopped and it was back in the village. They looked at each other and got the girls and the baby up, heading back to check as a group. They'd seen some ghosts dancing around the other side of their fire but hadn't really joined in. Now, on the temple's steps, they found Vinnie and Xander asleep, Xander clutching two books. Vinnie had hold of another one with his tail. They were on a black bike that no one knew what it was.
Staff looked at it, coming over to touch it. She shook her head. "It's one of ours," she admitted. "I don't know from when or where though."
Charley moved closer, taking the book from Vinnie's tail and handing it to Throttle. Then she carefully poked Vinnie, making him jump. "You back?"
He blinked at her and patted Xander on the back of the head. "Hey, bro?" Xander mumbled. "I think we're back. Xander?" Xander woke with a start and Throttle took the two books from his hands before he could drop them. "Two? Where's the third?"
"It was in your tail," Throttle said, holding them up. "What are they?"
"The Mekonis books, the first three volumes. The last two are lost," Xander told him, looking at him. "Like him?"
"Him?" Charley asked. "Most bikes are girls." The bike beeped sourly. "Sorry, but they are."
"No, he's a boy bike," Xander admitted, leaning down to hug him. "A very good boy bike who loves me, even though I'm very odd." The bike shifted some, seeming to press back against him. "Love you too, babe. Vinnie, can Throttle have that seat for a minute?" He nodded, climbing off with Charley's help. "Love?" Throttle climbed on and moaned at the feel of the seats. "And see, a backrest when I get tired." He grinned at him. "You like?"
"I do," he agreed, hugging him around the backrest. "Quite a lot." It lowered back into the seat. "That's a nice feature," he admitted. "Guns?" They popped out and he nodded, looking impressed. "He's got as many as Vinnie's. Very nice." He shifted closer. "Let's do the final test, the ladies in our lives?" Xander nodded, starting the bike. Modo jumped at the sound of the engine. "Very deep," Throttle admitted, holding on while Xander slowly moved them through the village like some procession. "Are the books are?"
"Lent. I'll have to bring them back some day." He parked on the other side of the fire from the three bikes. "Ladies. Do you like him?" He got off, helping Throttle off, and watched as his bike slowly made his way around to them. The three bikes backed up a bit to give him some space, but then they all beeped and stared at him, finally beeping happily and nudging him. He beeped happily. "He's a lot like me," Xander told Throttle, kissing him. "I have new news." Throttle nodded. "Part of the reason I'm so open is that I lost part of my soul to the Powers That Be."
"Can you regrow it?"
"Not when it's a lifemate," Xander told him. "But I can pick a new one now that I'm not one of theirs anymore." He pulled Throttle closer, kissing him as deeply as he could, and felt the bond take hold in him. Throttle moaned and dropped the books onto Modo's seat, pulling him closer to kiss him back. Xander pulled back, panting. "Will you be that important to me?" he asked quietly.
"Too late to back out now," he admitted with a grin. "Lifemate? I like that." Xander showed him what had been said so he'd know. Vinnie might not remember more than it was important Dawn deliver on Mars, but Throttle would know everything. Throttle left his mind easier this time, just resting their foreheads together. "I'm...." He swallowed, pulling back to look at his mate. Now he understood and it was scary. But this was Xander. For Carbine he would have run screaming in fear. For Xander.... There was an urge to run, the same one he got at the start of any battle. He tamped on it again. "Too late to back out now," he repeated quietly, pulling him closer to kiss him again. Xander moaned into his lips this time and even he felt the bond take hold. He also heard Vinnie moan and clutch his stomach and saw Charley do the same thing. "Babe?"
"Not unless they want it," he whispered, kissing him again. "Books?"
"Safe. We'll study 'em when we get back." Xander grinned and dove back in.
"Guys, embarrassing the shy people," Staff complained. "No eating each other in front of us."
Modo coughed. "That's not how you do that, Staff."
She hit him on the arm. "I know that! I'm naive, not dumb!" She looked at them. "They're devouring each others' mouths though. They really should stop before I find the urge to spike someone's drink with salt peter."
Vinnie put an arm around her shoulders. "We'll never get 'em apart, Staff. Never ever. Xander needed Throttle and he answered like the hero, macho, stud he is." He grinned at her. Then up at Modo. "We need to talk to Rimfire about his daddy."
"I heard about his daddy," he admitted.
"Yeah, well, the Powers want their kids, Modo. If she ever gets pregnant, she's to give birth up here. She's to bless the child to a Martian deity, she's to tie the child to Mars and only to Mars. It's the only hope they have for not having a Champion, like Xander was, or a slayer for a kid."
Modo nodded, filing that away. "Understood. Why?"
"Because the Powers are greedy. You remember the Sunnydale thing that happened right before he started working with Merle?" Modo and Charley both nodded. "Jessie was supposed to be his soulmate. His bound-to-his-soul mate. As in closer than we are to our bikes, stuck in each other's heads, mates." Charley shivered at that. "The Powers decided that there was one too many champions according to what Xander thinks he knows."
"Didn't he have to kill him?" Staff asked. Vinnie held up two fingers and she moaned.
"Twice. Both times." He looked at Modo. "If you want those kids to be happy, they come up here when she's close to being due. She stays up here until the baby's blessed, protected, and consecrated to Mars. Possibly for good to protect the kids."
Modo nodded. "All right. I understand. Should I tell 'em?"
"No, I will," Xander said, rejoining them. "I've been putting it off now for a few years, big guy. I'm not that brave usually."
"I'll be there with you," Throttle promised. "Even if we have to tie her down to tell her." He looked at the bikes, then at Xander. "He'll still let you ride with me, right?"
"And sometimes you can ride with me," Xander agreed, grinning at him. "Right, guys?" The bikes all beeped at that. He nudged his mate. "You know, if they could have babies, all the girls would be pregnant by now." He grinned at him and winked at Charley. "That IUD is in, right?"
"Yeah, it went in before we came up. A week after the birth," she admitted. "Why?"
"Keep it in for a bit," he pleaded sweetly. "Give this one at least four years before you have another. Otherwise, it'll probably be like the cats." She nodded quickly, getting that. "Cool." He looked at Staff and kissed her. "It'll be fixed. You'll be fine. There'll be little Modo's to beat up on Vic someday soon." He grabbed Throttle again, kissing him hard. "So, where are we going tomorrow?"
A ghost looked at them and coughed, making Xander smile. "Can we trouble you, brethren? Our rituals are to be burned and we can't do that to ourselves."
"Even the ones by the well?" Vinnie asked. "Oh, man, Xander?"
"We can share the books, Vinnie," he said patiently. "That's a good question."
"Please. All of us if you can, young one." Xander nodded and concentrated and the village went up in flames. "I thank you," he said, smiling at them and fading out.
"Everyone back," Xander ordered. "Including the tents and those books." Vinnie grabbed the books, sitting down to work on them while Modo guarded the tents with a fire line. Throttle looked at him. "You didn't see him?"
"I did. I didn't expect the forest fire."
"It won't go any further. This village isn't really here." He turned and went to look at his bike, getting to know him better. He would be as tight as Modo was with his soon.
"If it's not really here, where are we?" Throttle asked.
Xander grinned. "Olympus Mons. Where we're supposed to be on our tour."
***
Charley woke up with a gasp, patting the baby resting against her stomach. He was still there and snoring, just like his father was. She looked around, finding Xander on the back of his bike, napping on it, with the three books tied behind him. She looked over. Staff and Modo were cuddled. Throttle was blindly patting the ground beside him for Xander. "Your glasses are behind your head."
"I was wondering where my lunatic was," he complained, putting on his glasses. He stared at Xander too. "Modo?" he called quietly. "Vinnie?" Vinnie snorted and woke up, Modo just sat up and they all stared at Xander and his bike. Then at their bikes, who contentedly beeped at them.
Staff woke up with a yawn. "Sunup already?" she yawned.
"We missed it today," Throttle told her. "We'll see it tomorrow." He looked north, seeing a small plume of smoke, but nothing really. It could be another base came or another compound. It wasn't far enough away for the valley they had been in. He looked at Vinnie, who shrugged. "Okay, was it a mass hallucination due to Xander's chili or not?"
"There's the bike," Charley offered. "I'm guessing... probably not."
"I'm voting it was the chili and never letting him cook again," Vinnie moaned, holding his stomach. "I think I've got the runs." He got up to find somewhere private to deal with that matter, finding an ancient bathroom inside the temple. "This for public use?" he joked. He heard a flush and looked inside, seeing a ghostly visitor. "Sorry."
"No, not at all, that's why there's more than one. Though, it was probably the chili," he said smugly. Vinnie only nodded and used the bathroom, then went back to his bedroll to go back to sleep. He heard a quiet laugh and got up to grab those books, starting back at the beginning. It was fairly easy to understand and built on what he already knew. He glanced to the north, then at Throttle. "Smoke?"
Staff looked. "That's Delta base."
"So where did the bike come from?" Charley asked. Everyone shrugged and Throttle got up to get his boy, taking him from the back of his bike with a pat for it. She laid back down with the baby, covering them up so he could have a meal too while Throttle got himself and Xander resettled and Modo and Staff got comfortable again.
By the bikes, a helmet was yelling in Stoker's voice. "I'm going to have your tails for running out that way! How dare you leave me with two sick kids and a sick wife, and two worried, fussy mothers!"
***
Throttle's momma came out onto her porch when she heard the bikes, smiling at Xander on his. "Well, that's a pretty baby."
"Yes, he is," he said proudly, stroking his bike. "Wanna go for a ride, momma?"
"No, honey, I'm cooking."
"Just for a few minutes," Xander pleaded. "I promise I won't help cook" he offered with a grin.
"No! He never cooks again," Vinnie demanded. "We all had a mass hallucination because of his chili and his bike showed up during it making us think strange things! No more Xander cooking!"
"Calm down," Charley soothed, stroking his back and arms. "I'm teaching him how to cook. I just hadn't gotten to chili yet."
"I guess I could as long as someone goes in and stirs the soup and calls Modo's momma to come over so we can have another picnic." She walked down and was helped onto his bike by her son, who took off beside them. "I like him, baby."
"Me too, momma. Do you like me enough to let me bond to your son and never come out of his head fully?"
"My, you're blunt today," she teased, but she knew he was worried. He stopped and turned to look at her. "Yes, Xander, I do. I thought you were already there, dear." She kissed him on the cheek. "Are you now?" He nodded. "Is it helping?" He grinned. "Am I going to have to make up more excuses for the cops?" she teased.
"No, momma, our tails' are sore," Throttle assured her. "Xander's chili gave us all the runs. Fortunately there's a communal bathroom up on Olympus Mons at that temple and the ghosts didn't mind if we used it." She laughed at that. "Who's kidding?" he asked, looking at her over the top of his glasses. "I'm not." Xander at least blushed.
Momma looked at her baby boy. "You're serious?" He nodded. "About him too?"
"Deathly, momma. He needs me and he wants me. He loves me more than you did daddy. Or Modo's momma loved his daddy. Or even Rimfire loves Dawn."
"Or Joanie loved Chachi," Xander quipped with a grin.
"Xander, hush," Throttle ordered, sending a dirty thought his way to make him blush again. "Momma, we're dead serious here."
She nodded. "I can see that. I'll accept it, but if you hurt him, you're not too old to whoop."
"Yes, momma," Xander agreed.
"I was talking to my other son, honey. I know you'd never intentionally hurt Throttle. You're not that sort of boy." She kissed him on the cheek again. "You need a new helmet to go with this beautiful stud of yours."
"I do," Xander agreed happily. "Your other son needs his radio fixed, it keeps sticking in the on position."
"Yes, it does," Modo called over the radio. "Please, turn it off." Throttle took it off and tossed it, making his mother laughed. "Thank you!"
"Well, I can see that next bottle of wine will be going toward helmets, boys." She hugged Xander. "How fast can he go, baby?" He revved his baby for her benefit, making her shiver at the noise his engine made. "He'll be a fast one."
"I'll go test him on the Chicago track when we get back," Xander told her. "I'll tell you after I know."
"Then we're going to work on precision work so Stoker can teach you the playbook," Throttle reminded him.
"Yes, dear. Will you do my first slide with me?"
"Sure." He moved his bike closer, giving him a kiss. "Now, let's go back before Vinnie jinxes dinner." He used his tail to grab his helmet on the way back, but didn't put it back on. He could still hear Stoker yelling at them over the open band. Then he heard Vinnie yell, "oh, shut up, coach," and that seemed to stop it for a few minutes. By the time they got home, Modo's family was there and so was Stoker, Switch, and their kids.
Stoker came out onto the porch, arms crossed, glare in place, until he saw Xander's bike. Then he stared at it, watching him ride, and slide into a parking spot effortlessly. "I see they fixed his ears, he's got his own bike. How does he ride, Throttle?"
"Getting better," he admitted. "He's not quite up to bottles and brodies yet, coach. Soon though. Next summer, you can teach him the playbook."
"Next time I hear you four insane people are coming up, I'm going on my own camping trip to Olympus Mons."
"Tip the nice ghosts in the communal bathroom," Xander quipped, helping the lady off his bike then himself, walking his mother-in-law inside. "Hey, Momma," he said, kissing Modo's mother on the cheek. "I got a bike."
"I heard your monster girl," she teased.
"Boy, momma, boy. I ride a boy bike, like I ride a boy husband." She laughed and hugged him as hard as she could, making him groan. Then she drug him out there to look it over.
"That's what I need, I need a boy bike," Anya told her brother. "That way I can get a boy husband."
Spike looked at his sister like she was insane. He knew she really wasn't Anya but some days... well, not even the Gods could be sure what was wrong with her mind.
Episode 42:
Xander rolled into the garage on his new bike, coming out of the transporter last, and saw Dawn's and Micah's awed look. "Yeah, I found my alter ego," he quipped, grinning at them. "And my mate's tail looks very good on the back of it too," he said proudly. He parked and got off, patting his bike gently. "There you go, big guy. You play in here. The other bike's are Dawn's human bike and Rimfire's very jealous bike. Do don't take any crap from his girl either." His bike snorted, a deeper sound this time and Xander patted him again. "Just be yourself. They're used to me." He looked at Dawn. Then at Rimfire. "I think tonight's a good night for family talks. Micah, Plutarkians? Coming, destroyed? Where?"
"Siberia and other parts of the Far East," he admitted. "A few are in China. It took me seven hours to convince the president that he didn't want them here. He thought they were just environmental terrorists, like PETA and the Arbor Day Foundation." Xander snickered at that dry wit. "I'm not kidding." He shrugged and sipped from his bottle of water. "We checked on everyone here locally. They all made it through the blackout very well. Meg and Oz have decided to stalk you. Enamel's looking forward to seeing your back when he comes over tonight. He said he wanted you to call him. Does your bike have a name?"
"I don't know, bike, do you want a name?" He heard a whispered name. "You know, Soul Eater's kinda pretentious."
"Yeah, well, that's the demon who decided to pop up yesterday," Dawn said bitterly. "It thinks it wants to eat me."
"Huh." Xander looked up. "Only if you want to mess with the Powers." The demon's voice faded and he looked at Dawn. "So, ready for that bad family talk?"
"Bad?" she asked hesitantly. "Like sending me back to the ho's?"
"No, like worse than that." He put an arm around her shoulders. "Let Rimfire talk with Modo about his daddy while we do this." She nodded, glancing up at him as he and Throttle took her up to the office.
Modo looked at his nephew. "You need ta have a talk with your momma about your daddy, nephew. He was doing chaos magic. That's what killed him."
Rimfire sat down, staring at him. "I thought it was the war."
"I think he was doing something to try to make them go away," Vinnie admitted. "I looked at his diary." He tossed it over with a casual flick of his wrist. "Anything bad happen besides the new demon?"
"No, not really," he admitted, reading through it. "Charley, that customer got kinda mad that you ditched his ride when the power went out. He said you didn't need power to fix it. So I told him the baby was sick and you were out of town with him." He looked up at him. "That it was the heat and the baby was really ill."
"He was. Though it wasn't the heat it was where I got sick off Xander's chili," she admitted, heading over to the garage. She was nearly done. She found the hood closed, and popped it open, finding everything in place, clean, and tightened down. She checked it over, smiling at the sweet sounding engine, then called the owner. "I'm back," she announced. "It's purring. I'm giving her the last test now. Can you come pick her up tomorrow? I'm sorry about that. The baby was really ill. It turns out I had food poisoning and the baby got it from me. Yeah, like crapping orange everywhere sick." The man shuddered, she could hear it. "He's barely a month old," she told him. "I couldn't let him get that sick without help. I'm so sorry about leaving like that." She smiled. "Sure. I'll be here tomorrow." She held out the phone. "That's your engine," she called. She put the phone back to her ear. "I'm hearing a small thud still but that's from an untightened bolt so I can fix that immediately. Sure, tomorrow morning at eight is great. Thanks for being so understanding." She hung up and turned off the motor, going in to fix that one bolt, which threw something else out of whack, but she understood that change and had it fixed within minutes. She turned it back over and it was purring sweetly, more than to her satisfaction. "Thank you, Rimfire," she called as he strolled in. She looked back at him. "Good job."
"Dawn and Micah," he admitted, handing her the paper. "We responded that the baby was ill and you had to leave suddenly because of that. I think you should jack the price on him." He put the hood down and wiped off the smudges. "There you go. Baby?" He was taken off and handed over. "My daddy did chaos magic," he said, looking at her.
"So your mother said." She looked at him. "Were you polite?" He nodded, handing her that paper. She read it and smiled. "Thanks, kid." She kissed him on the cheek. "Any other support?"
"No, it stopped there. The editor stopped it there. He called to tell us there was an apology by the guy and he still didn't print it because it wasn't fair to him." He shrugged. "I can't imagine my father doing chaos magic."
"Yeah, well, even that Ethan guy looked normal from what I've heard," she said, giving him a hug. "Just don't follow."
"Oh, I'm not. I'm staying on the straight and narrow about that. What about my momma?"
"She mentioned your tail and her foot a few times," she admitted. "Modo and Vinnie both assured her that we're watching over you to make sure you don't follow him." He nodded, relaxing some. "She's not mad, but you do have a new brother-in-law and a stepdaddy."
"Shit," he said, shaking his head. "Who?"
"Plumb married your pregnant sister and there was a Commander Rotor who married your mom while we were there. Some people suggested that your uncle and the bros form an escort service for those people reluctant to marry when their families wanted it."
"I can see that, the poster with my uncle scowling. You don't wanna upset your momma, do you?" He burst out in giggles. "Or Vinnie's. Nice guys may finish last in some things, but not in this race. They get to keep the trophy girl. Just look at mine, and him pointing at you and the baby." She laughed at that one. "Xander's would be something like 'marry the good one. There's worse out there, I dated them'."
"Throttle suggested 'do it or I'll let Vinnie and Xander bounce you to death'," she said with a smirk. He broke out in mad giggles, curling around the baby so he couldn't drop him. She sobered up. "Do you know what they're talking about, Rimfire?"
"My magic?"
"The Powers That Be." She pulled him into the office and shut the door. "Xander's pretty sure that if you two have kids down here then the Powers will try to take them. They'll be a champion or a slayer. He said the only way to prevent it is to have them on Mars, tie them to Mars, christen them on Mars, and bless them to a Martian deity." He took a deep breath and held the baby tighter, until he heard a protest, then he eased up and let out the breath. "Xander didn't know how to tell her before but he found out he had to this time. I'm warning you because you two need to talk about this and she'll probably be crying
later."
"She's crying right now," he admitted softly, looking at her. "It's that simple?"
"That'll help the ten percent of the time they can't get the kid. If it's born up there they can't really touch it. They may still be able to make it a slayer or a champion but on Mars, what would it do? The present one is having babies. Lots and lots of babies."
He nodded. "I know Rivet." He sat down, looking at Vic, handing him back after a moment. "Ten percent?"
"That's the only way we could figure out that they couldn't get them."
He nodded. "I understand." He stood up. "Another good reason to wait a very long time. That and I've got two nieces and one on the way?" She nodded. "That's fine then. We'll talk about it tonight. Gods, ten whole percent?" he asked coldly, looking up. "You've already fucked up her life a few times, Powers. Let's not keep going."
"Don't, Rimfire, it won't help. This is like a big chess game to them," she said quietly. He shook his head and stomped off. She slumped and looked at her son, who blinked up at her. "I know. It sucks. At least you missed it." She looked out as the door opened, waving her customer inside. "Hey, come on in. It's done if you wanted it now."
"No extra charge for those days?"
"No. Just parts and the labor costs like we discussed." She pulled out the estimate and checked it over, doing the math in her head before handing it over. "The same as it was last time." He nodded and wrote out the check, then took that and his car with him. She slid the check into her special locking drawer, holding it for three days. She knew he'd try to bounce it on her and then she'd have to sue him and why would she want his car? She knew how much work it needed.
***
Dawn came running out of the office and Modo grabbed her, hugging her. "We'll do what we can to help."
"You know too?"
"Xander told us all," he said gently. "So that one of us remembered and knew to get you up there in time and what to do." He pushed her hair off her sticky cheeks. "It's not like my momma or his momma would mind having you two permanently."
Xander came to the door. "It's not just you, Dawn. It's me. It was Willow or Tara. It's Faith, it's your sister, it's all of them. Fred and Wes are doubly indebted to them now. Their kids'll be worse than Connor." She sniffled and nodded, lunging at Rimfire as he walked up the ramp. "She told you?" He nodded. "We all know, that way we can help when the time comes." He nodded, hugging his girl and walking her off. "Take her for a ride, Rimfire. I've still got to tell Faith somehow." He went back into the office and closed the door, going to get a cuddle. He could use a cuddle at the moment. He hated the Powers anymore. Maybe that's why he had nearly gotten sacrificed. He was onto their little games.
Throttle kissed him on the head. "If it was, then we'll kick their tails too," he said simply.
"Yeah, hopefully." He looked up. "Cheer me up?"
"Go for a ride on your new bike? Get him used to his new turf?"
"Sure," he agreed with a big grin. "He could use it." He couldn't find it in him to move however. "I'm comfy," he decided.
Throttle laughed and gave him a squeeze. "I think the phone's going to ring. You usually get comfy right before then."
"Hmm," Xander agreed, grabbing it when it started. "Yeah?" He listened to the person on the other end. "Shut up, Fred. It's not like I believe you. Nor will I believe you. Really? Then let's start mentioning names. Caroline? She's not a slayer, she's a champion in another way. Connor? Male slayer if there ever was one. Have someone do a reading for Buffy's kids, Fred. What are they going to be? Or how about yours?" She hung up and he looked up at his mate, dialing his former boss's number. "Hey, me. Faith there? No, it's a major bad but a personal one. No, honey, I'm not widowed and I thank you for asking. It's a personal bad for her. Sure." He waited while Megan got Faith for him. "Faith, it's me. You do know that the Powers will turn as many of those children to their service as they can, correct? Ninety percent. Yeah, we've had to warn Dawn today too, in advance but I couldn't put it off any longer. Really? Have someone like Lorne, the Host, do a reading on Caroline. Really." He waited while Faith shrieked his name, getting someone running. "He's there," he told Throttle. "Hey, it's Xander. No, I figured this out by looking at Caroline actually. Ninety percent chance of the Powers taking over her life and fucking it up."
"Xander," Throttle sighed.
"Sorry, babe." He smiled and hummed, getting happy news. "That's all I ever wished for. Then again, I know when they abandoned me. Test Caroline. Tell me if I'm wrong. Then Test Faith's kids if you can." He waited while Lorne did that, appreciating the green skinned, red horned demon a lot. He heard Faith shriek and something break. "Lorne, Fred knows that I know. She called and I told her I know and that it'll be her kids too. Help them all you can, man. You're the doorstop at the moment." He hung up and snuggled in again. "Wes should be calling soon, or have Buffy calling."
"I'm all for being out on the road then," Throttle admitted. He stood up and pulled Xander up, taking him out and down to his bike. They rode off just as the phone rang.
Vinnie answered it. "Yeah?" He listened to the rant. "Buffy, do you really want to see Dawn with a kid like Connor? Or like Caroline? Yeah, well, call Faith. I think she knows now. I heard Xander calling her and talking to someone named Lorne." He hung up and got comfortable, looking at his son and Charley. "He's not, right?" She shook her head. "Good." He relaxed. "I'd hate to have to whip their tails when they tried to touch my son."
***
Xander grinned as he stopped his bike by the pretty lady on the street corner. "Finding a new job?" he teased.
"That's a huge bike, Xander," Buffy said, staring at him. "How did you know?"
"They abandoned me when Willow was trying to stop me from stopping her." He nodded and she shook her head. "I'm perfectly safe."
"So? It's still a bike. I don't like motorcycles. Not even Dawnie's. Speaking of, what happened to hers?"
"Rimfire's bike got jealous."
"Rimfire's *bike*?" she asked. The bike's front wheel turned to look at her and Xander didn't move it. "Possessed?"
"No, AI." He grinned brightly. "You can come back to the lair, Dawnie could use another hug."
"Sure, I can be the big sister again." She shook her head and pointed at the little rental Yugo she had. "I'll follow."
"Sure, I'm picking up lunch first though." He grinned and sped off, letting her get into her car and follow him up the street. He pulled into Chef Andy's and beeped, waving at him. "Like him?"
"I do," Xander," he agreed, leaning out the window. "He's a pretty bike. You here for food?"
"Of course," he grinned, getting off, letting his bike stay there for a moment. He walked over and handed him the list and a fifty. "We're starved."
"I figured as much. Go move your boy before he gets...." He watched as the bike parked himself. "One'a theirs?" Xander beamed and nodded. "Well." He patted him on the back. "I'm damn proud, son. You deserve it." He went to wash his hands and fix food for them. He came back with the large bag and a wink. "You didn't order enough so I made extra, I figure the blonde following you around could use a few good meals too."
"Probably," Xander agreed, giving him a hug through the window. "Thank you for letting us buy that. There were a lot of happy little kids that night." He grinned and took the bag back to his bike. "Dinner, let's go home, big guy." He got on and grinned as the backrest came up. "Sure, I could use that." He started the bike one handed and took off, heading back to the lair with Buffy following. He pulled into the garage and held up a hand so she parked out there.
"When did this appear?" Buffy asked as she got out.
"We had to expand," he said with a small shrug. "I designed this part too." He got off his bike, giving him a pat. "We're going for a nighttime ride later, that way you get used to streetlights too." His bike seemed to purr at him. "Cool. Maybe we'll go with Throttle instead of riding beside him." Throttle's bike beeped a laugh. "Up to him, dear." He nodded the confused looking Buffy to follow him, heading up the nearest ramp to the library. "Angel's assorted crap," he said, waving a hand around. "Food!"
"Kitchen!" Vinnie called back. He stuck his head in the doorway. "Hey, Buffy."
"Buffy?" Dawn yelped, hurrying out to hug her. "You're here?"
"Of course I'm here. I'm checking on you. That's what I do. And then I get to go be senior slayer and check on Faith." She gave her a squeeze. "Let's go eat."
"Sure." She took the bag and led the way to the kitchen. "Xander got dinner."
"Good," Throttle agreed, coming to get their dinner. He gave Xander a look and got a grin in return, and an image of them on a midnight ride. "I don't have anything to do tomorrow either," he offered with a smirk, taking his inner bag back to the couch to eat there.
Xander found his inner bag and sat down in his usual seat, at Throttle's feet, resting against his leg so he could have the table. Modo and Staff came in with theirs and Vinnie came back dragging Charley and the baby to eat. "Hey, baby mouse."
"Ooooh, how cute," Buffy cooed, taking the baby to hold. "You're a little furry mouse. You're so adorable!" He pulled a thumb up to suck on, but seemed to be smiling. "You're so cute."
"He is," Charley agreed. "Probably needs changed to." Buffy handed him back. "Thanks. Anyone want this one?" Staff pounced her for the baby and took him off to change him. She brought him back a few minutes later and Vinnie stole his son back so she could eat, Modo was going to make sure of it this time. Charley accepted her bag. "Chef Andy's okay?"
"Yeah, and he made extra for Buffy."
"I was wondering why there were extra sandwiches," Dawn admitted, going back to grab the bag and hand Buffy her's, it was marked as 'for the pretty blonde'. She left Rimfire's in there, getting comfortable next to her sister. "So, why did you show up?"
"Because I thought you might need me," she said simply. She gave her a mild nudge. "That's what big sisters do."
Dawn looked at her. "It's true?" She nodded. "You're sure?"
"Fred said so," she admitted. She ate a bite of her sandwich and looked at it. "What's this?"
"Barbeque pork." Dawn dug into hers. "It's a family favorite."
"Sure." She ate another bite. "Fred was talking about a lot of gross food from when she was a slave." She took another bite and finished that one. "Oooh, we saw Cordy, Xander."
"How is the snarky one?"
"Still being a messenger, just a higher level one. She came down to rip Fred a new one for doubting." She looked at him. "She was not happy with that or with Faith for some reason."
"I tried, they said she jumped in." He bit into his next bite.
"It happens," Buffy sighed. "Could have been me or Dawnie, or even you," she said with a smirk.
"Then I'd never get good abs," he joked back, finishing that sandwich. "Speaking of which, I need help in the gym. I'm not getting results."
"Sure," Vinnie said, smirking at him. "We'll work out then soak."
"Sure." Xander grinned at Throttle. "So, are you riding with me, or beside me tonight?"
"We'll see," he offered. He worked on his second sandwich. "Buffy, need a room?"
"No, I'll be flying back about midnight. Wes said we've got a problem coming and you're going to hate him, but to please call him." She gave him another look. "Another bad chess move according to Cordy."
"Cordy can play chess?" Dawn asked.
"I'm guessing someone finally explained it to her, or it's from where she ascended to a higher being." Buffy shrugged. "I don't understand it. She said something about a sacrifice split play?"
Xander scratched the back of his head. "I'll call him before my ride tonight. Who?" She shrugged. "Fine." He looked back and grinned. "Do I get to save the world by myself this time?"
"Hell no," Dawn told him. "You alone is a scary mouse. You alone nearly painted Charley into a wall, nearly painted my room while I was sleeping, nearly bounced us to death before you latched onto the transporter, and then you probably went and bounced Mars to distraction and nearly to death. No more doing things alone!"
"He only bounced for two days," Throttle told her with a small smirk. "One of them was my momma's fault, but he settled down once he got up there and took a nap almost immediately."
Dawn looked back at him, frowning. "No halo. Super mutant mouse powers?" she asked.
Throttle smirked. "Cuddly mouse powers. We got him back to my momma's and settled in on the couch while she spoiled us, and he took a nap too."
"We all took a nap, bro," Vinnie reminded him.
"Remember, if you dump him, Primer wants him," Charley teased, smirking at Xander. "Then what'll you do?"
"Run screaming and hide behind Modo," Xander said firmly.
"I'd be torn, bro. She's my niece and I want her happy but I'm not sure you'd do it for her," Modo teased. Xander blushed.
"She's got a spouse now," Throttle said firmly. "Remember, I can flame tails. She touches what's mine and I will." He reached down to stroke one of Xander's antennas, making him shiver. "Remember, you guys said you'd help me protect this one."
"Yeah, until we have to protect you to protect him," Vinnie snorted. "How many psycho women are still going to come for him?
"I'll hurt them if they try," Xander said sweetly, grinning at him. "I'm not helpless. I can defend myself against evil women." Buffy gave him an odd look. "I can," he said firmly.
"I'm sure you can, but you never seemed to want to."
"All Sunnydale had were bad girls and lesbians," Dawn said dryly. "Feel lucky he didn't *actually* marry Anya." Vinnie and Throttle both shuddered at that. "By the way, are we sure Stoker's daughter isn't her?"
"Yeah," Xander agreed, digging in again, ducking his head. "Seen her a few times down here." He stuffed his mouth.
"I saw her during that nightmare," Throttle offered.
Dawn shivered and looked around, frowning. "She summons that easy?"
"Yeah," Xander sighed. "She's been hovering to watch us have sex. Might as well come out, Ahn." She faded into view, giving them a sheepish grin. "You see, she's not Stoker's daughter."
"No but she is cute!" Anya cooed. "Such a little me!" She beamed at Dawn. "You and your furry little guy are adorable too. Too bad all our stuff went to Anya's mommy. You two could have used it too. Xander, you need to show her where I used to shop."
"Already know it, babe," Dawn quipped. "I get a lot of straps from there."
"Oh, momma," Modo moaned. "Not again."
Anya pouted at him. "What?" she asked, stomping her ghostly foot. "I'm just like this."
Xander kicked at Modo's foot. "I nearly married her. Her boss showed me why I didn't want to. I could have brought her back with me when I came back."
"I'd never unblush," Vinnie quipped. Anya beamed at him. "So, having fun?"
"Lots. You guys are really hot," she assured them. "I never thought Xander would look so good taking it. I guess I should have begged him more to do that for me." Xander shook his head. "You wouldn't have?"
"Nope," he said dryly, unwrapping his last sandwich and looking at it. "Slaw. Vinnie?"
"Starved," he admitted, taking it.
"It's not like Andy to mix those up," Charley said, looking concerned.
"He was on the phone with someone he was calling nephew," Xander offered. "He was very impressed with my boy."
"I'll pop around on him tomorrow, see if he's okay," Charley decided. She looked in her bag and handed Xander her extra one. "I think that's yours. I never eat four."
"Thanks."
"Wow, the fur made you a lot more hungry," Buffy said.
"I haven't really eaten in a few days, Buffy. I still can't eat when it's too hot."
"Sorry. So where were you? We tried to call recently."
"On vacation," Throttle told her. He reached down to stroke the back of his man's head, calming him down again. "Vinnie, you sure you wanna do the gym with him tonight?"
"I can. I need to work out." He looked at Xander's body. "Okay, stand up and take off the shirt. Let's see how bad you're doing." Xander finished his sandwich and took off his shirt, standing up so everyone could see. He turned around and flexed his arms.
Modo looked at his arms, then at his stomach. "You're not flabby. You've got good muscles. Just not definition."
Xander sat down. "I know, which is what sucks. I'm trying really hard."
"You could go on one of the bodybuilder's diets," Dawn suggested.
"I'm not into hurting my body," Xander reminded her. "I thought about some supplements but I'm not too sure of those either. That'd be like taking steroids."
"Which you probably shouldn't do," Buffy agreed. She looked over as a bike came up the ramp. "Wow, you guys drive all over the place. Do you drive into the bathroom too?"
"No, honey, it's too easy to take a piss when you're riding," Enamel said, taking off his helmet.
"Glad I don't ride with you," Dawn snorted. "Hey, doc."
"Hey, brat. Rimfire?"
"Wandering and thinking." She held up her extra sandwich and he shook his head so she held it up to the family and Staff snatched it. "Hey, it won't go to waste," he quipped, grinning at her.
"Did you have a good vacation?"
"Mostly. Xander figured out how to get into the brain factory of the old bike factory and he found us a few new bikes too. Plus the plans."
"Happy to destroy stuff in the service of the homeworld," Xander said regally, nodding at her. She giggled and balled up the paper, tossing it at him. He grinned at Enamel. "I've got a bike," he said proudly.
"You do? Let's see." Xander got up and walked him down to the garage, waving at his bike. "Wow." He walked over, looking it over. "It's a strong bike. Naming it?"
"Him."
"Him?" He looked at him. "Okay." He grinned. "Most are girls." The motor fired in a low rumble. "Never mind, you do sound male, boy." He patted him on the handlebars. "He's sweet, Xander. I'm surprised you let him stay out here."
"I don't want to deprive him of the girls' company," he protested. "He's still getting used to things down here." His bike nudged him and he hugged him. "I love you," he whispered. "You're so great!"
"I spent my first week sleeping on mine," Enamel offered. "Okay, shirt off again." Xander took his shirt off, going back to wiping his bike down.
Enamel pulled him up, looking at his back, pressing gently. "Good, you healed perfectly. No lost fur or anything." He patted him on the shoulder. "You feel okay? No more dizziness?" He checked behind his ears. "Ah, fixed." He flipped him on it. "Feel better?"
"Much and she used some botox on that extra tube in the human side." He turned at him, leaning on his bike. "I'm having problems getting definition in the gym. Do you think it's my diet?"
"Some guys aren't meant to be cut and buff guys," he offered, turning to lean against his bike too. He pressed on the seat. "He's very nice, Xander." He scratched his neck, looking at him. "Most guys who are that cut are on special diets, they're on high protein and no carbs for the most part. That way they burn all their body fat. Getting down too far is actually bad for you. Besides, you're still a pretty young mouse in that part of your life. As a human, yeah, I'd say you could do it. As a mouse, you're barely a teenager. You won't be able to build muscles like that for possibly years on your mouse side." He stared him down and Xander nodded. "Remember, you've got to take into account the growing mouse boy inside you," he said, poking him on the stomach. "That's harder than mine is."
"I'm still a comfy pillow," he said grimly.
"So's Vinnie and he's very cut. That's not muscles, that's more attitude," he offered. Xander shrugged. "So, working out is fine, but I'm still wary about your nutritional intake. Did you eat today?"
"Yeah, we just had dinner. I had four sandwiches."
"It's dinner. What happened to breakfast and lunch?" he asked patiently.
"Um...." He thought back. "I slept through breakfast and I had a shake for lunch," he admitted. Enamel swatted him with his tail. "Ow!"
"Let's go," he said, taking his arm and leading him back up the stairs. "Throttle, do I have to kick your tail to make sure he's getting good enough nutrition?" he demanded. Everyone stared at him. "Your boy missed one meal, had a milkshake for a second one, and just now ate."
"He'll probably snack later," Modo offered.
Enamel looked at him. "When you were about twelve or so, how much did you eat a day?"
"I'm not that hungry," Xander protested.
"So? Eat anyway! You need the calories. You don't want those muscles you want so much to come from starvation, right?" Xander shook his head. "Good! Sit! On your mate's lap." Xander went and sat on Throttle's lap while Enamel pulled out a small, round, red disc and put it on Xander's left upper chest, plugging his readout into it. He looked at it as it loaded and read Xander's general identity. He looked at it and then looked at Throttle, showing it to him behind Xander's back.
Throttle looked at the readout. Xander was listed as a twelve-year-old mouse with light starvation and generally good health so far, but his calorie intake was not equaling out. "How do we fix that?" he asked, handing it back. "We're not a great group for regular meals."
Enamel tapped a few things and then looked at him. "He's running about seven hundred calories a day short for what he's doing. That's a slimfast shake a day. Make him have two. When he's missing meals, he can have those. When he's being really active, like working all day, I'm not going to say anything but he'll be so far down he'll pass out again. You're starting to weaken his bones. He needs calcium, iron, protein, and calories. Not empty calories, but good calories. When and if he starts working full time again, if he's working as a construction worker, make that closer to a thousand or more."
"I was always ready to nibble while I was working," Xander admitted.
"That's because you're burning a lot more than you take in," Enamel said, swatting him gently. "If you were doing this and a kid, I'd report you to CPS. Got it?" Xander nodded quickly. "So let's work on getting you those calories. Let's try for some real food for most meals, and something to take the place of those ones you can't eat."
"He has troubles eating when it's hot," Vinnie told him.
Enamel sighed. "Those are the days when you eat those stupid diet shakes and diet bars and all that stuff. Or you find a good substitute. Something that's not a coke or a rootbeer." Xander nodded at that. He took the disc off and tucked it away again, unhooking his display from it. "We want you to be a big mouse someday, Xander. You're only twelve as a mouse. If you continue like this, I'm going to have to forbid sex."
"He's a kiddie mouse?" Buffy asked.
"Yeah, but sex ages him," Throttle told her. "He's still a twenty-four-year-old guy," he told her. "Just that his mouse side is aging too." He saw Vinnie shift and looked at him, seeing him mouth 'his birthday is next week' and raised an eyebrow, quirking a grin. He hugged Xander, giving him a cuddle. "We'll go pick you up some of those tonight, Xander."
"Sure. Can we go to GNC instead?"
Enamel looked at him. "As long as it's not bodybuilder's shakes, yes," he allowed. "Get more multivitamins too."
"Can I take the kids ones?" Xander asked.
"Sure, take two now instead," Enamel said with a grin. "You'd hate it if I had to forbid moving, riding, working, and sex."
"Yes, sir," he said happily, snuggling into the warm arms. "I can eat more often at McDonald's."
"Not too much fat," Vinnie complained. "That'll keep you from getting those muscles as you age. What about his aging? Is it too fast?"
"No," he said, shrugging a bit. "Give him a week before you make him age more," he told Throttle. "Let him catch up now and then."
"We take spells like that anyway," Throttle admitted.
"Soul Destroyer," a voice whispered. Anya squeaked and disappeared.
Buffy looked up. "Didn't I slay you last year?" The ghost left. "What a woose! Two foot tall, looked like a pokemon marshmallow. Really pitiful." The demon appeared and she pulled a knife, throwing it at it, pinning it against the wall. "You wanted another butt- kicking?" The demon struggled and Dawn muttered, raising a hand to incinerate it. "Nice job, Dawnie!" Buffy praised, giving her another hug. "You're really handy, as good as Willow without the accidents."
Dawn preened. "Thanks, Buffy." She grinned back at Throttle and Xander, who reached down to pat her on the head.
"Much better than Willow, who's still pouting that she can't make it snow on Mars."
Throttle looked at him. "When did you see Willow?"
"Shopping." Modo frowned at him. "With your mother," he agreed. "While we were looking for helmets. She popped in and made your mother grin at her happy babble and what she was trying to do. She thought she was cute, but tragic."
"Only some outfits were tragic," Buffy admitted after a bit of a hum. "Then again, Willow wasn't really a tragic figure, it was kinda her own thing and then she atoned and kinda got a reward I guess." Xander shrugged. "Yes?"
"Not a clue."
"Okay." She grinned at him. "Call Wes."
"Sure." Xander summoned over the phone, dialing the number with a sigh. "Hey, me, Wes wanted a confab? No, I'm fine, just apparently starving according to my doctor." He waited while Fred got Wes. "You wanted a confab?" He listened. "Huh?" He listened to him ask the question again. "What would I do if you told me two people had to die to save everyone in Chicago? Um, save them and solve the crisis?" he suggested. Throttle leaned closer to listen too. Wesley outlaid problem for them, making him frown worse. "Okay, who are they?" He nodded, memorizing those names so he could look them up. "Sure. How soon?" He shivered. "Done, dude. Yeah, it was great. I got to sightsee and nearly gave everyone food poisoning making chili." He snorted. "Sure." He hung up and looked at Buffy. "He reminded you to check on Faith today too." He threw the phone back at the charger and stood up. "I'm going to the office. Give me ten minutes." He went in there to do a google search for those names, finding a newspaper article that had their pictures and what they were. "They're cops!" he groaned.
"Problems I can help with?" Dawn asked.
"No, I've got to convince a few cops to take a day or six off." He came out, looking at his spouse. "I'm going to be at the police station tomorrow. If I get arrested, I'll bail myself out in two or three days. Maybe they'll stick me with Giles." He sat down again, getting comfy on his mate's lap.
"Ride?" Throttle asked. Xander beamed at him. "Come on, I'll ride beside you this time so you don't have to worry about calories." Enamel gave him a look. "You said he had to even it out."
"Get him a big sundae, it'll help today. Then you can have a ride on his bike."
Throttle smirked. "I had that in mind too. My girl'll watch." He swatted Xander and he got up, leading him down to the garage.
Buffy looked at her sister. "What is it with bikes? I don't get it. Why go for rides all the time?"
"Um, Buffy, they're going to end up going for a *ride*," she said, adding emphasis and a small leer.
"Oh. Oh!" she said, suddenly getting it. "Never mind," she said, blushing a bit.
***
Xander walked into the police station with a sigh, looking at the guy behind the desk. "I've got to talk to two certain detectives about something. Where do I go to do that?"
"Information on a case?"
He sighed. "No, someone called me and told me why their lives are in danger this week."
"Oh, Vecchio and Kowalski. Up the stairs, talk to their Lieu."
"Thanks." He wandered up there, nodding politely at the woman at the desk. "Hi. I was told to talk to two detectives or their Lieu about why their lives are in danger? One of my friends got told why, kinda."
She looked at him. "You are?"
"Pitiful," he told her with a small grin. "A lackey as well. Got a strange story that's serious and bad."
"Start with the Lieutenant," she told him, getting up to lead him to the office. She knocked then stuck her head in. "Sir, we've got a guy here who claims two of the guys are in grave danger and it's a strange thing."
"Sure, send him in. Can't be worse than one of Fraser's stories," he said dryly.
Xander walked in and smiled at the young woman. "Thank you." She nodded, closing the door and walking off. He looked at the man and took a deep breath. He was balding, overweight, had on a stained dress shirt and tie, he looked tired and fairly patient. "Hi. Xander Harris." He shook his hand. "First, it'll seem strange, but are you Catholic? These things always go worse and it's a harder talk. I'd like an easy talk."
"I am, but I'm used to the strange stuff."
"Oh, bless you!" Xander said, sitting down in front of his desk. "My name's Xander Harris. I worked with someone in Cleveland who gets...head's up from people above the normal levels."
"Ghosts?"
"Technically, the Powers that Be."
"God?" the lieutenant asked.
"Not quite that high and he's not the only one, which is why most Catholics hate this speech. Anyway, my friend Fred, who is a geeky female computer person, has these visions. Has for quite a while. Proven to be true, saved the world a great number of times from her and others." The Lieutenant made 'go on' motions. "Okay, she saw, yesterday evening sometime, a bad thing. Two of your detectives are going to trip over something that'll make at least half, if not most, of the city explode. They're going to do this in about forty-eight hours, but with warning I'm going to bump it up to seventy-two just in case. I don't know what case it involves, I don't know why. I don't know why them. I do know that people are going to try to stop them from finding it or doing it or whatever's going to light the city on fire like Limburger was lighting the sewers and laughing. Now, I know your first inclination is to throw me in prison and laugh, and I get that, and if you do please put me in with Mr. Giles because I want to kick his ass very badly," he said with a sweet smile. "Unfortunately, if you have anyone who deals in the paranormal around here or they have contacts, they'll be able to prove to them what I'm saying and what I am."
"You are?"
"One of those people who are afflicted by dead people trying to wear them like today's suit. Speaking of, did you know you have three punk looking guys out there?" he asked, pointing behind him.
"No cops?"
"No, three punk looking guys from way back when. Looks like the thirties, maybe the twenties. I'm not that good on fashion, just older clothes and one's in really old overalls."
"How long have you been in Chicago?"
"A year and three months," he admitted. "I'm from Sunnydale." He looked confused. "California?" The guy still looked confused. "Ah, you don't deal in that. Got someone who does?"
"Fraser," he admitted. "He's probably involved. Which two cops?"
"Kowalski and Vecchio."
"I knew it," he sighed. "They're a trio."
"They're a quad, his wolf isn't normal from what little I picked up," Xander said dryly. "Or else I'm going to start losing all my fur."
"That is fur?"
Xander held out his hand, letting him feel. "I'm a mouse, sir."
"Okay." He looked at him. "You stay here. I'm going to go get Fraser and them. You explain it to them and we'll see if he can verify you and this stuff."
"Sure." He got comfortable, pulling his hat down some.
"Got ears?" Xander took off his hat and let his tail come out. "You're like those bikers."
"I'm one of those biker's mates and one in training myself," he admitted with a small grin. "I used to be human. I was kinda bored and fortunately a witch helped with that so I'm really happy with my guy."
"Okay. Put back on the hat and hide the tail. We're used to strange, but not quite that strange."
"Sure. Just keep the wolf from eating me."
"You don't smell like jelly or powdered sugar, you're probably fine." He got up and went to the doorway, smirking at the men standing there. "Francesca call you three?" Vecchio nodded, giving him an odd look. "Fraser, go in there first, listen to the guy, see if it makes sense to you. He said he's from Sunnydale."
"The Hellmouth?" he asked, looking worried.
"Formerly," Xander called, getting up to look at him.
"Shit!" the skinny blond cop said, backing up. "I've seen what you guys are!"
"I'm not a bad guy," he whined. "I'm being helpful! I got told that you and the stylishly balding guy there are going to be killed because you're about to trip over something that's going to light the city on fire like Limburger doing the sewers again."
"You were there," the stylish, balding man noted, staring at him. "Where?"
"Um, on the back of a bike. I only got mine recently."
"You had the grenade launcher," he noted. Xander smirked and nodded. "Good shot."
"Usually am," he admitted. "Shall we?" They shrugged and walked into the office, closing the door. "First, um..." He looked at the guy in the red suit. "I know you're not Santa. What are you?"
"Constable Fraser, RCMP." He shook his hand. "You?"
"Alexander Harris. Buffy Summer's former knight. The White Knight of Sunnydale." He raised an eyebrow. "Also a medium and can we make the spirit quit sniffing my tail?" He glared at it and it yipped, thumping his tail and seeming to grin. "I know, I'm an open hole for possession, but please don't. You'll be in conflict with the hyena from a few years ago." He looked at him again. "I'm a medium," he admitted. "A very open medium. Anyway, the Powers That Be sent back two guardians for the Slayers. One of them had a vision. The other two with us are going to trip over something and it'll make the city explode, open to interpretation, and kill about half to most of the city, again open to interpretation. Fred said she didn't know what it was, she couldn't see it. The flames could have been figurative but she couldn't tell. All she knew was that it'd be within forty-eight hours, possibly upped to seventy-two with warning. There are people who are going to try to stop it using... unorthodox methods. They're going to kill them. Wesley was telling me about it so I could pass it on, or not, he wanted not, and started off with 'if you had to sacrifice two people to save the city, what would you do' and I told him very quickly, save them and avert the crisis. That's what I do." He tipped his head in the other direction. "That's all I know so far. I can interpret the fuzzy parts."
"Like you?" the blond asked. "What are you?"
"A mouse." He grinned. "Changed. I used to be a human." He took off his hat, releasing his ears, and let his tail back out. The wolf batted at it and he swatted the unnatural creature for it. He turned to look at the wolf, tipping his face up. "I don't care if the Gods sent you," he said quietly. "I'm not a Knight anymore, just stuck in the middle this time. I do what I have to do to save everyone. You can help or not." He let him go and turned back around. "Sorry. I'm presently not in love with the Powers and they're trying to make my life a living hell."
"You don't know what case?" Vecchio, the balding one, asked. Xander shook his head. "Just forty-eight to seventy-two hours?" Xander nodded again. He looked at Kowalski. "What do you have?"
"The same one you do. The Burgis stakeout." He looked at Xander. "You know stuff you're not telling."
"I know many things I'm not telling, including that the Powers like to play chess with lives," he said quietly, sounding very serious instead of hyper now. "I know that they've done it with me. That's why I'm not with them anymore. They abandoned me to die and I lived, and they hate that. It took me nearly four years to get past what they did to my life. I don't want to see another one sucked in."
"Then why warn us?"
Xander looked at him. "I have morals," he said dryly. "I find them inconvenient in survival situations but this isn't one of those for me, detective." He smirked at him. "Hey, I'm a good guy. I've been a good guy for way too long. It's in my nature. I'm married to a good guy. My bike's a good guy. Sometimes I do have to jump back into the good guy field and make a move of my own." He sat down, looking at the constable. "You knew what Sunnydale was. How?"
"My grandmother was a Watcher before she married."
He nodded. "We worked with Rupert Giles until he turned on me recently. You guys have him so if you lock me up for being insane, can you put me in his cell?"
"I know that name," the blond said, staring at him. "Where?"
"Attempted murder of me and my friends. They pulled him out of our lawn a few weeks back," Xander told him.
"Oh, him." He nodded. "British guy with a headache." He nodded again, looking at Vecchio. "You thought he was a crank too."
"He is a crank," Xander snorted. "He's a chaos sorcerer. They're all cranks. Him, Ethan Rayne, all of them." Fraser stiffened at that name. "He still in a coma?" That got a nod. "Good! I still think he called the thing that was trying to get me dead." He crossed his feet. "I'll go over it slower if you want. I'll interpret it. I'll follow you three around so I can try to protect you."
"What if they succeed?" Fraser asked.
"Crisis averted," he said plainly. "If I'm not good enough to save you then I'm really sorry. I wish I had been." He stood up, looking at Vecchio. "I have the feeling it centers on you and I don't know why. You might ask a certain priest in the city to help you too. His name's Philip Callahan. He's a nice guy."
"I know that name," Vecchio agreed. "He is a very nice guy. Very good with the kids." He pushed the kid back down, sitting on the front of the desk. "Okay, slower this time," he demanded.
Xander cleared his throat. "Can I get a soda first?" They nodded, leading him to the machines and then into a better room for this, an interrogation room. Xander laid a hand on the glass and zapped it, making someone on the other side scream. "I hate people who eavesdrop."
"You just used magic," Kowalski, the blond, said, looking stunned. "How!"
"I'm like that." He sat down, popping open his soda. "Okay." He got comfortable, putting his feet up and moving his tail away from Dief's nose and paws. He laid it across his lap. "Okay," he said again. "I'm from Sunnydale. I was her knight for nearly nine years before I left to move here. Frankly, the slayers drove me off. My present doctor, mate, and friends called what they did mental torture and brainwashing." They nodded. "I'm still one of the most experienced in the city but probably Father Philip. Wesley and Fred are the two present Watchers over all the slayers. We activated a lot of them a few years back." Fraser nodded, he knew that. "Wesley and Fred were called back into Service by the Powers That Be. They're great meddlers, but we all hoped for it because the girls needed a swift kick in the ass." He took a sip of his soda and calmed himself again. "Fred has the visions and Wesley gets to interpret. He had Buffy in town yesterday to check on one of the girls living here, Faith."
"I know her," Vecchio admitted. "I saw her talking to Father Philip."
"Good, she's a good girl sometimes. She could use the encouragement to stay there." He looked at Kowalski. "Fred's vision started off with you two, not the constable, stepping into a warehouse, and then fire. We're not sure if it was literal or not yet. She got the fact that it was a case, not something personal. Not something that directly related back to any of you but I got the feeling she felt Vecchio was more involved for some reason. Again, I don't why, I didn't get that vision, thankfully." He grinned at him. "She got a time sense, forty-eight hours. She saw other parts of the city going up in flames because of whatever you two stepped in. Again, no clue if it was figurative or not. That means it could be something as drastic as a city-wide riot." He nodded. "With the warning, I'd extend the time for at least another day. If it were me, I'd be taking a week long vacation. It's a nice, round number and most bosses don't mind those." He grinned at them a bit. "It sucks. It sucks badly but someone wants to keep you from setting off the flames. They've said that they're going to kill you, unfortunately not by something you can really guard again, nor can I fully. They're going to use magic. I can do something, but I'm not the best." He took another sip. "I'm being honest, guys. I don't want this to happen. I adopted Chicago as being under my protection too when I moved her permanently. I want this less than most. Destroying half to most of the city isn't protecting it."
"Then why not let us get killed?" Vecchio asked.
"Dude, I grew up on survival instincts. With my family. In Sunnydale hunting the things that usually only little kids fear. I saw things that would make your short and curlies straighten out. I fought things that made the military react and jump in fear, and come to my town to try to find an angle. I fought them too. We won. We won all the way up until hell broke open and we had to fight there too," he said bitterly, taking another, longer drink to calm down. "Then we moved to Cleveland. We started over with more slayers. I got used worse so I left and came here. Letting the others who protect the city with me die goes against everything in me, even beyond my morals, detective. Even if I didn't care if you two died or not, that's not strategically sound. My mate would kill me if he heard me say that," he admitted bitterly.
"He'd probably understand," Fraser told him. "He seems to be a fighter himself." He looked at the boy. "All right. So what would you do?"
"Running and hiding is always preferable to standing and dying," Xander said before killing the soda. "I don't know who's doing it. I don't know what method they'll be using. I don't know why they're doing it. If I knew that last one it might help pinpoint the case at least."
"The problem is, the only case that we've got open at the moment is one that has to be done at that time," Vecchio said. Xander groaned, holding his head. "Brainfreeze?"
Xander straightened up, staring at him. "Who's Luger to you and why is he with your mother?"
Vecchio pulled out his phone to call his house, but there wasn't an answer. He called his sister at the desk. "Find Ma. Soon, kid?" Xander shrugged but closed his eyes and considered it apparently. He seemed to look around, then he opened his eyes. "Well?"
"Was she wearing the blue polka dotted dress this morning?"
"She was wearing a housedress the last time I saw her," he admitted. "What was she wearing?"
"A blue, medium blue, polka dotted sorta dress, looked like vintage eighties from the movies but not off the shoulder. Kinda looked like a guy's dress shirt if that makes sense?"
"She doesn't own anything like that." Xander stood up and pulled his head closer, touching his antennas to his head, making him wince. "That's a dress shop, kid. Never had a girl?"
"Mine liked to order or do the mall. Do you know it?" He nodded, going out of the room, slamming the door on the way to find a phone book. "So, who's Luger?"
"I don't know," Fraser admitted.
Kowalski shrugged. "I don't know either," he admitted, sitting on the table. "So, kid, what's with you and the wolf?"
"He's a spirit, they like to put me on like clothes," Xander told him bitterly. "I'm working on it but it's slow going. Besides, I got possessed by a hyena spirit a few years ago so they'd be in conflict. I don't need that inside my head today."
Fraser nodded. "I agree with that. Thank you for that kindness."
"Not an issue. I don't need the headaches." His phone rang and he pulled it out to look at it. "Yeah?" he asked, listening to the new information from Dawn. He nodded and hung up. He looked at Kowalski. "Father Philip just called. He's got a hint of this too from whatever sources he has. He has Vecchio's niece and nephews with him to protect them. I'm thinking it's going to happen sooner. What are you guys doing today?" he asked dryly.
"Stakeout," Kowalski admitted, looking at Fraser.
"I have guard duty," he admitted.
Xander looked at the wolf. "Which way are you heading?" He nudged Fraser's leg.
"No, Diefenbaker, if you can help, I want you with these two. I'm not targeted at this moment." The wolf barked and moved to nuzzle Kowalski, getting petted.
"You sure, Fraser?"
"Definitely. If I'm not in danger, I'd rather have him where danger could be in this case."
Vecchio slammed back in. "Ma's with someone who I don't know and no one knows."
"Father Philip has your niece and nephews," Xander told him.
Vecchio looked at him, just staring for a moment. "Since when?"
"He just called." He held out his phone. "Go easy on the minutes if you can?"
"Sure, kid." He got into the last call menu and called that number back. "Father Philip please?" He paused and took a deep breath. "Father, this is Ray Vecchio. What tha fuck is going on!" he shouted. Kowalski flinched and groaned, shaking his head.
"Everyone backs away from my man when he starts swearing," Xander told him. "It's usually a really bad sign."
Kowalski looked at him and nodded. "Yeah, that about sums it up." He looked at Vecchio as he listened. "New information?" He held up a finger. "Okay." He looked at Xander. "A half to most?"
"She said most, but she thinks Chicago is the same size as LA. She's from Texas originally."
Fraser looked at him. "Winifred?" Xander nodded. "I've met her."
"Me too. She's the one with the visions."
"Ah!" He looked at Stanley. "That does lend a lot more credence and verisimilitude to his story."
"Use smaller words, Frase," Kowalski complained.
"I think he was being redundant," Xander told him. "The same word twice. I had a friend who liked to do that and so does Fred."
Kowalski nodded. "He does that to me kinda often too." He looked at Vecchio when he hung up. "Don't throw it, it's not yours," he said when he saw the signs.
Xander reached over and pried the phone from his fingers, putting it safely away. "I can't lose that. It's got too many secret numbers in it. Sorry." He stared at him. "Worse news?"
Vecchio turned and picked up a chair, sending it into the mirror. "I hate people who target my family."
"Okay. Why are they?"
"I don't know, kid, why would they?" Vecchio snapped.
Xander looked at him, then sighed and shook his head. "You're obviously not a dirty cop, either of you. You're too well respected for that. You're a protector but I'm guessing it's not that. You don't go after their families you go after them to discredit from what I've seen." He considered it. "So either you've already stepped in it or you're about to step on someone's toes. From what I've seen, you guys step on toes very well. And from what I've seen in the paper, you guys do it really often. Is it coming back to haunt or going to haunt?"
Vecchio growled. "I don't like this."
"You don't like this?" Xander snorted. "Try being on this end, detective. All the clues except the last one you need. Who's Luger?"
"He's a new priest at the parish. Ma's taking him out to help him meet some of the people in the church."
"The rasta thug is a priest?"
"Rasta thug?" Vecchio said slowly, frowning at him. "Huh?"
"Rasta thug. Dreads, tattoos, scarification marks, earlobes stretched, buff guy under his suit? He's a priest?"
"Priests are all sorts, kid," Vecchio told him.
"Hey, at least he can probably protect her." Xander stood up and looked out the window, then stopped and stared, kicking at Fraser's leg. He looked and Xander coughed. "Gee, detective, the guy with the sniper scope but no gun next door, is he a bad guy?"
Vecchio moved him and looked so Xander reached over to point at him. "Yeah, he's a bad guy.
"Yo, sniper across the way, no gun yet, just a scope," Kowalski yelled. People went running and he looked. "He looks like that Giles guy."
"Is he on bail?" Kowalski nodded. "Shit. I wish someone had told me."
"What did he do to you, kid?" Vecchio asked.
Xander sighed and sat down again. "Giles has decided I'm a traitor to the cause because I'm now a bit more hairy than I was. He's called me such. So when something came up that would require a sacrifice, he decided to use me and my family. He managed to do something to trap us in our nightmares, but made it so they could all get out, but me. He decided I had to die to stop this creature he and his little buddy released as far as we know, and then sent it after me again by sending me the book telling me why I had to fall on a knife. A special knife that came with the book." He glared at him. "Then he kindly showed up to tell me why it had been necessary after we solved it another way."
Vecchio shivered at the tone of his voice. "Fine. I'm sure you're good at what you do, kid."
"I could follow you around," he joked, smirking at him. "Me, my bike, my adopted daughter Dawn."
"I heard her name. Summers?" Fraser asked. He nodded. "We got those people who were trying to kidnap them on their way to her prom. A fairly dirty and disgusting individual if I remember right."
"Greasepit," Xander said bitterly. "Worked for Limburger." He looked outside, smirking at the people wrestling Giles to the ground. He looked. "Hey, any of you guys shaman or anything?"
"I know a few," Fraser offered.
Xander looked at him. "Any who speak to spirits? Real ones, not ones who have to take the pipe?" Fraser nodded. "Locally?" He nodded again. "Cool. Get him to come question Giles. He's never understood that form of magic or beliefs." He stood up and looked. "That's a Giles," he agreed. "I doubt he's here to help you guys." He looked at Vecchio. "Leave the kids with him. He works in the field." Vecchio nodded. "As in I dropped that demon off with him to send to a containment facility. If he can't handle it, he'll know who can." He looked over as Giles was shoved into the room, smirking at him, arms already crossed. "Gee," he said with a happy smirk and voice. "Look who's here!"
"Xander," he pleaded. "I'm not hurting them." He was sat down and stared at him. "I'm not the one."
"I don't care," Xander told him, shrugging. "Wesley told me so I could stop it. Whoever it is, will be toasty if I can do it. If it's you, you're going to be toasty. If it's not you, you probably know who I'm going to be making toasty."
"Did you capture...." He looked at the others.
"Willow designed the rite. Dawn did the backup plan. We won. No blood other than a few drops needed. We trapped it and it'll be gone forever more as far as we can tell. No sacrifice needed. You? Which one of you called the thing anyway?"
"It was an accident," he said firmly.
"I bet. Like Eigyon was?"
"It was not like that!" Giles yelled, slapping his hand on the table and standing up.
"Siddown," Kowalski said coldly. "You still had a sniper scope spying on the station on the same day someone told us there's a death threat against some of us in this very room. We wanna know why." He turned around a chair and sat down in it backward, resting on the back of it. "You gotta story for that?"
Giles spluttered and Xander leaned down to get next to his ear. "Wesley turned this one over to me, Giles. That means it's my call," he whispered. "My job to stop it and save them. My job to punish probably." He stood up, giving him a serious look. "Now, you can tell me, or you can tell the potential victims. They're a bit harder than the coeds we used to save. They might want to beat the shit out of you instead. They might even stop me from doing it."
"Sorry, kid, the US doesn't allow torture," Vecchio said sarcastically.
"I know, it's a shame in some cases," he said dryly, glaring at Giles. "Then again, I have spent some time on another place recently." Giles went pale. "So, did you see my bike?" he asked happily. He shivered and nodded. "Did you *touch* my bike?"
"No, Xander. I wouldn't do that. I'm not here to harm them. I'm here to make sure everyone is saved."
"Yeah, so am I since I can stop whoever's trying to kill them and stop the crisis. I find a warning is a great thing."
"You can't!" he shouted, standing up. "More will die if you try to stop him."
Xander quirked an eyebrow then punched him, knocking him back into the wall. "Really? Because, ya know, if they figure out what it is that's going to set off the fire, riot, or whatever they can change it so it doesn't happen."
"If it's that one case, it may need to happen that way," Kowalski admitted. "But we may be able to change some things so it's done quieter or a bit differently." He looked at Giles, hauling him up to shake him and 'help' him back into a seat. "Sit down. We've still got to talk." He looked at Xander. "Nice hit. Wanna join the force?"
"I doubt they'd find a hat to fit my ears," he joked blandly. The wolf caught his tail. "Or that," he admitted, glancing back. "Mind much?" he asked. The wolf grinned at him and sat down again. He looked at Giles again. "Or, hey, he could always have a try for you," he offered. "I'm sure he can sniff out who's behind this and who you're protecting. Is Ethan still in his coma?" he asked, sounding like he cared.
"You did that," he sneered.
"The demon did that, Giles, that's why he sent me the damn book."
"Book?" he asked.
"Book, you know, those things we do researching in. This one was brown leather, in Watcher Latin, which you taught me how to read, and said exactly why I'd be throwing myself on the knife." The other man went pale. "Good thing I got hold of Willow, huh?"
"You traitor," he sneered. "You should have died!" He lunged and Xander caught him by the throat, holding him there with one hand over his windpipe, slowly choking him. "You abandoned us."
"No, honey, you drove me away," Xander said simply. "Too bad for you that I found happiness." He let him go, watching as he choked and gagged. "Now, let's try this again. Who's after them? Where are they? How are they doing it so I can stop them from dying and what case?"
Giles glared at him. "Mine, Xander. Since you contrived to put me in here."
Xander hummed. "Hey, I could have tortured and killed you," he said dryly, smirking at him. "Throttle wouldn't have really accepted it but he wouldn't have said much since you nearly killed him too. By the way, you did make Dawn miscarry." He gasped and Xander looked out the window at the floating body. "Hey, he can animate the near-dead." He opened the window and pulled something out of his hunting belt, which was under his shirt. He tossed it on the body, making it thrash and howl. He pulled out another vial and did it again, watching as it thrashed. "Nearly as much fun as a bug zapper."
Vecchio pulled him away and grabbed the body, and it tried to choke him. Kowalski grabbed the hand and tried to break it. Xander came over and kicked the body, making it howl and something float out. "What is that!" Vecchio yelled.
"Hmm, spirit?" Xander suggested, grinning and wiggling his fingers. "Hi. Been around long?" It headed for him and he pulled up a ball of fire. "I'm not in a good mood." The spirit backed off. "Containment, Giles," he sighed. He pulled out his phone and called Father Philip. "Got the thing, it was animating things. It's floating now." He hit it with the fireball when it tried to move, making it scream. "Had enough," he told it. "Solidify and identify yourself." It floated closer. "Containment field, father. Please." He put his phone away and stared at the spirit. "You wanted what?"
"You turned him in."
"Wasn't my idea. I wanted to torture him, the cops got insistent. Yell at someone else, moron." He heard someone chanting and sighed in relief, but it was banishing. "Try for containment, please. Before it comes back," he called. The chanting changed and Xander dropped something onto the floor, then watched as the creature writhed and shook. "Holy water, universal handy thing. More handy than duct tape in certain circles."
"Shouldn't you try to talk to him?" Fraser asked quietly.
"Nope. He's beyond talking. Containing, let him simmer, then we'll talk." He felt the circle take hold and sighed. "Not around me!" he shouted, breaking it and starting it over again, working with the other person now. The spirit was finally trapped and he groaned, holding his head. "I'm going to nap now," he offered quietly. "Someone here can deal with this. Ethan may still need to be in the hospital. Giles just needs to be planted on a pole again." He walked off, rubbing his forehead. He made it down to his bike and got on, relaxing against the backrest. "Thanks, dear." He started him and drove off, heading for home, his bottle of aspirin, and probably a long soak somewhere. At least now they could handle it.
Vecchio looked at the spirit, then at Giles. "Explanations, now," he growled. Everyone got as far from him as they could. You didn't want to get near him when he was in this sort of mood. "Right now." Giles swallowed and sat down again, staring at him. "Before I bring him back and put you both in the same cell for a few hours."
Giles stammered. "I, um, I don't know what you want to hear."
Vecchio snorted. "I'm sure. Frannie?" His sister came to the door. "Check on Ma, she's with that new priest. Then come tell this guy why he don't mess with our family."
Francesca Vecchio walked in and slammed the door. "Ma's at your desk, Ray. But I can gladly tell him."
***
Xander walked in and smelled the mineral spring going, all but crawling in there with him. Vinnie had to be in there. He wasn't, but it was set up so he'd be here soon. He stripped down and climbed in, putting his head down on the headrest. He closed his eyes and sighed in relief, then let himself drift off.
Vinnie walked Charley in and stopped to smirk and shake his head. "Looks like we've got napping company."
Charley looked at him. "Xander?" No answer. She moved closer, tying her robe tighter around her body. "Xander?" She gave him a little nudge. Still no answer. She checked for a pulse. "He's living."
"Wonderful. Throttle!"
"What?" he yelled back.
"Come get your boy out of our tub!"
"Coming." He walked in and grabbed Xander, taking him back to the downstairs bathroom to make him shower off. He didn't need an orange mouse. Xander was still limp in his arms once he got him rinsed off and into bed, and he almost worried about him but he knew Xander would be fine. He went to get a few of those shakes just in case, sticking them on Xander's endtable so he could see them first thing. He even curled up behind him to watch him nap, which was fairly boring but he liked Xander enough to stay with him. This time. Next time, he'd be yelling at him. He'd ask how the thing with Giles went later and what was next.
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