Notes: takes place somewhere during season three of buffy, not sure I didn't include some season four eps by accident. I need a new Watcher's Guide. NCIS before Kate was killed. Long before. Another thing that started out as a plot bunny during a different story and a 'what if'.
Special Agent Leroy Jethro Gibbs walked up to his boss's office, instead of their usual meeting in MTAC. It was an odd meeting place and he was worried about what it meant. He tapped on the door and walked in at the grunt. "You wanted to see me, sir?"
"Yes but I doubt you want to hear it," he noted bitterly. "You'll want to sit. This is going to make you have God's own headache, Jethro." He sat cautiously, staring at him. "What do you know about a cross-military special operations group called the Initiative?"
"Not a damn thing," he admitted. "Are we talking covert, like special versions of the SEALs?"
"No, not hardly." He handed over the file. "This group has just recently been started. It's definitely not a good thing."
"This file mentions demons." He looked at his director. "Crackpots with Pentagon money?"
"That's what's going to give you the headache." He picked up the remote control from his desk and used it on the tv screen on their right. They both watched the video and he noticed his officer reacting. He clicked it off, eliminating the picture of the creature being tortured by having its bones broken. "That's why you're going."
"I'm.... going?"
"You're going to go undercover in the town where they've set up. Let me amend that statement. Your whole team is going to go undercover in the town where they've set up. It will be a long-term assignment. Don't look forward to finishing that boat this year." He gave him a long stare. "There are two options for you to go, and this is why I'm sending *you* instead of another team." He nodded at the file. "Keep going. It's going to get more enlightening." He watched his best man continue reading and him suddenly stiffen. "I see you recognize her?"
"I do," he admitted bitterly. He looked at him. "She doesn't look good."
"No, but your son does. Which is one way you can go. Either that or you can go in as teachers and the like. That would probably work for Todd and DiNozzo, I'm not sure about that new boy, McGee."
Gibbs closed the file and looked at him. "You want me to do what exactly?"
"Stop that group, Jethro. They are torturing creatures and we have no idea if they're innocent or not. Even if they're not, I don't condone the use of torture and I know you don't. This won't be a week-long case. It won't even be a month-long case. It will be, hopefully, a few months. If not, it could be longer. That's the second reason your whole team is going, so you're not cut off from the agency. The first is that the town you're going to has a very high death, dismemberment, and missing persons rate."
"Define high."
"Thirty percent missing persons." Gibbs just stared. "Seriously. It's a beautiful little town. It's somewhere your second wife would've loved."
"So it's evil?"
"I don't know. I don't know the cause. You can find that out yourself once you're there. I do know that your son," he sighed, pointing at the folder. "Stole a weapon off a military base nearby and used it on a creature in the local mall to kill it. His picture was noted on the security cameras."
Gibbs went back to reading, finding that section. "He's fighting these things, sir?"
"As far as I can tell, yes." He looked at him. "So I'm being a bastard and doing a nice thing at the same time, Jethro. I know you didn't plan on children, but congratulations. He's now sixteen."
"Not funny."
"Not my fault. You have a week to arrange matters then I'm putting you all on as covert field work. We'll arrange your checks to be sent out there. We'll arrange for you to have a house when you get there. Put your lives here on hold and we'll keep watch on your boat for you."
"It's not fair to my team...."
"I'm not sending you in alone and we have to stop them. Otherwise it will get worse and they will start experimenting on humans. If they haven't started already. I'm having the full files, that we know of, being turned over to you tonight. Your team will clean out their desks today and go with you, wherever you want to brief them. You have a week to appear in that town. I would suggest you get on your son's good side since he seems to know what's going on," he said more gently. "You may have allies in that area if you and I are right about what he's doing."
"Fine. You're sure it's going to take this long?"
"Quite. You're going to have to document it. I know that new boy can hack computer systems."
"I want Abby and Ducky closer."
"There's a base nearby and I can send them both there, or to the LA office. It's about three hours away from LA. They won't know you're there either. As far as anyone will know, you'll be on a covert field assignment that's going to require an undercover from your team. I won't make you leave your badges or anything this time, but I do expect it will be a long time before you swear at me in person. I would like weekly status reports however."
"Fine. If you're sure this is real."
"We got that directly from a Pentagon feed. I need to know their contacts there so we can work on them as well. Even the President doesn't like this plan."
"If you're ordering, we have to go." He stood up and saluted him. "I'm assuming you're going to arrange my reserve time?"
"Already done, Jethro," he agreed. "Do try not to piss off your only living relative, all right?" Jethro growled and he smiled. "I doubt he knows."
"Fine." He turned and stomped out, going to talk to his team. "Listen up," he ordered. He motioned them closer and they stood up to gather around his desk. "We are being sent undercover. Deep undercover." Tony opened his mouth. "Don't. Not yet. We are expected to be there within a week. Today is your last day in the office until we're either called off or we're done. You will be at my house tonight, at 2000 hours. Make sure Ducky and Abby know to show up as well."
"Where are we headed?" Kate, his only female operative, asked.
"California. I'll explain everything later, once I've got all the files. I've only got a few things and the rest are being delivered. So pack your desks, your lockers, and all that. Head home, clean your fridges and arrange things. Meet me at the house at eight sharp." He looked at Tony. "You too."
"Of course me too." He frowned. "What sort of undercover?"
"Not here, DiNozzo. I want to look over the rest of this information first." He nodded and went to find something to put the contents of his desk in. Gibbs sat down behind his own, then went to get them some boxes.
"Oh, hey, are you being retired finally?" one of the secretarial pool asked with a smile. "We all thought you'd go sometime this year."
"No, not hardly. Unfortunately not right now." He carried them back up, handing them over. Tony held up a metal box. "What's that?"
"The medals I keep picking up for you, boss," he said dryly, waving the box. "It's not like I need to pack them in my stuff." He snatched the box with a scowl and went back to packing his own things. "Thank you. I'll take them back when we get back."
"Fine, DiNozzo. Just pack for now." His phone rang and he answered it. "Gibbs." He winced and wrote down the information. "Sure, we'll be there soon." He went to hand the new case to his boss, who only moaned. "I can't do it."
"Fine. Go. Everything will be at your house around fourteen hundred." Gibbs stomped off, still not a happy person. "I don't like this any better than he does," he said bitterly, going to assign another team to the case.
***
Tony arrived with a big tub of fried chicken and things, handing it over. "Here, I still need to eat and I don't think Probie has either. What's going on?"
"Go sit in the living room. Wait on the others." He put the chicken in there with him then went to get paper towels. He came back to let the others in, nodding at the living room. "In there. DiNozzo decided we need food." He looked at Abby and Ducky as they walked in. "You two aren't officially coming with us, but you may be moving closer to us. Ducky, we'll figure you and your mother out," he decided, just remembering her. He walked into the living room and started the tape he had been shown. Everyone stared, then looked at him when it got too much for him and he shut it off. "This was a private feed from a special ops group in California to the Pentagon. It is cross-branching. There are all five branches in there." They all nodded at that. "The thing being tortured was not human, or so I'm told. We're going to stop them. We are going to a small town in California called Sunnydale....."
"No way in hell," Abby said hotly. "There's no way in hell I'm letting you guys go to the Hellmouth! Uh-uh! No! No f-ing way!"
"Abby," he warned. "This is a direct order. We're going to stop them and gather information on them. It's not like I like it either."
"Um, hellmouth?" Ducky asked, looking at Abby.
She sighed. "Oh, man." She looked around. "McGee, do you have your laptop on you?"
"No, I packed it earlier. Why?"
"Fine. When you go, I'm going at first," she ordered Gibbs. "Otherwise you'll die." He raised an eyebrow. "Gibbs, there's a good reason why over half the town is walking around without a pulse. Yes, that was a demon. It wasn't a very nice demon but it was a demon. So just get over me being there for at least your first week. The only way you'll ever accept is by seeing it. Therefore I'm going to protect your stubborn ass." She looked at Tony. "You, we've got to talk anyway." She looked at Gibbs again. "So, we're going to stop the Initiative?" He nodded. "Wonderful. It's been going on now for about three months. They've got an underground base set up. They're totally covert, not even the local base knows they're there. Right now they're gathering information and testing results on the town. They'll go to phase two in a few months to a year, depending on when they get done."
"How do you know about this?"
Abby looked at him. "I refuse to answer that question until you've seen, experienced, and believe. Otherwise you'll make fun of me." She looked at Kate. "You're going on something to stop your cycles while you're there. It's dangerous. A lot more dangerous." She shrugged, that was fine with her. "Good." She crossed her arms and looked at him. "How long?"
"The director said long term, like months, if not a full year."
"We've got to do what with our apartments?" Tony asked.
"I'd suggest giving them up for now and renting a storage area," Gibbs told him. "Bring what you feel is necessary and we can have one of you sneak back to gather anything from the storage areas and drive it to us if needed." Kate shook her head. "No?"
"No. Sorry. Too much of my stuff is work related, Gibbs. Besides, I've only got a tiny apartment, unlike Tony and his toys."
"Hey!" he complained. "I don't have many toys."
"What do you call a big screen tv?"
"A necessity. It keeps me from being bored and going to look for trouble."
"You mean all the trouble you get into is innocent trouble?" she asked. He nodded. "Hell, let him bring the tv, boss."
"I doubt we'll have much time for that." He looked at Tony. "We'll see." He looked at Abby, then at McGee. "We will need a communications setup started. We're reporting in every week. We'll be gathering intel and sending it back as well." McGee nodded at that. "Plan for that when you plan what you're bringing of the computer stuff you've probably got laying around your place."
"Actually, I don't. I do it all at work, boss."
"Wonderful. Fine, then I need a list by no later than tomorrow morning. We will be given a residence there. We are due there in a week, as of when I got out of the office this morning."
"Are we going in as a group?" Kate asked. "That might look odd."
"I haven't been told that detail, I think the director's leaving it to us."
Abby snorted. "They won't care. Really. They won't even notice. That town takes no notice of anything." They all nodded. "Any idea where we're living?" Gibbs nodded and handed over the sheet with that information. "It's a nice building and it looks like you can have separate apartments at least." She handed it to Tony. "Say you're doing an online business and they're your staff, Gibbs. Make educational software or something. Send one person into the schools for a firmer cover."
"Why?"
"Because it'll enable you to keep an eye on a group of people that you'll need to get in good with." He opened his mouth. "I promise, second day there, you'll understand everything. Okay?" He nodded. "Good." She stood up. "I'm going to go ready myself for a trip to the hellmouth. You guys pack too." She walked off, slamming the door and muttering.
"Ducky, it looks like there's a base nearby. We may have you popping in and out, I'm not sure yet."
"That would be fine, as long as Mother's not left alone for too long."
"The desert might agree with her," Kate offered with a smile.
"Yes, but traveling with her dogs is a bit stressful." He looked at Jethro. "Do I need to know more?"
"No." He held up the bucket of chicken. "At least eat something so I don't have to." He took a piece and walked out with a smile. Gibbs handed it back to DiNozzo, who took a piece and handed it on. "Do you ever not eat?"
"Now and then, boss, but I think with it." He looked at him. "This is standard recon and evaluate, then end this group?" Gibbs nodded. "Why will it take so long?"
"Because they're covert themselves," Kate reminded him. "They're not in the open. No one else would believe what they're doing. We need evidence that would stand up in court while managing the problems that they're already creating. Is it possible for information that we're being sent to be leaked back to them?"
"They have some Pentagon supporters but we're not sure who yet. That's one thing we're to find out, Kate. It could be much worse." He looked at them. "The rest of this goes no further than this room. Not even to Ducky and Abby," he said quietly. McGee got up and excused himself. Which he did appreciate since he was so new to the team. He handed over the file the director had given him. "There may be a group already working on the problem somewhat. Abby was right, they're teenagers."
"A rebellion in California against the military?" Tony asked.
"I'm not sure yet. All I was told was that they had stolen a weapon off the nearby base and then used it in a mall to stop something bigger that was harming people. One of them is apparently a relative of mine."
"The boy?" Kate asked, handing it to Tony. She got a nod. "Are we using him?"
"I don't know. To be frank, I didn't know he existed until this morning." Tony sat up, staring at it. "What, DiNozzo?"
"The redhead with him looks familiar, boss. I don't know why. She's too young to have gotten much of my attention before."
"Figure it out and tell me when you do." He took the file back. "It's an added stress to this mission. I'd prefer not to make him a pawn but the time may come when they'll be in the way. They may even be part of this group, I don't know yet."
"Okay, so do we take Abby's suggestion?" Tony asked. Gibbs considered it, then nodded. "Then which of us is going into the school?"
"I've got the degrees to teach," Kate noted. "I don't know what I'd teach though."
"Maybe Abby can come and teach chemistry or computers," Tony offered.
"I want to know what she knows first," Gibbs told him seriously. "Long before I let her stay." He looked at them. "DiNozzo, what was your best subject in college?"
"Football."
"Besides that."
"History."
"Kate?"
"History, any of the social sciences really."
"Fine. We'll work it out so one of you two goes in." They nodded. He looked at the housing arrangement. "It does say we'll have separate apartments in the same building complex. There might be a few other tenants with us, but I can't be sure yet." He looked at them. "So bring what you have to have and then ship the rest."
"I can drive a U-Haul," Kate reminded him. "We can all fit into one, even Tony's tv."
"My tv can be sold. It's a few years old already," Tony offered. "They're coming out with better and lighter ones. I can pick one up locally if I have to."
"Whatever. You two arrange that. I'll only have a few bags I hope." They nodded. "Make sure McGee gets packed and all that too."
"Sure, boss," Kate agreed, standing up. "Anything else?"
"Be prepared for anything. I don't like this. My gut's dancing like someone's moving my strings again."
"Of course," Tony agreed. He handed Kate the chicken. "Take some since I brought dinner." She smiled and grabbed a few of the paper towels to get some of the food, then went to get McGee so he could get some too. Tony looked at him. "Will you be okay, boss?" he asked once they were alone. Gibbs nodded. "Okay. Well if you need help with the kid, I'll gladly help. That's going to be uncomfortable." He handed him the bucket. "I've got another six-piece in the car. Use it to soak up the coffee tonight." He headed out to his car, getting in to drive around for a bit before starting his mental list of what he had to do.
***
Gibbs flew out alone. Abby was riding with Kate in the U-Haul and Tony would be out the next day. He was the forward scout since he had to talk to his former lover. He found their apartments open and waiting for them, and notes on the table with his name on them. The prior person they had watching had made copious notes, including how he lost his partner, and he studied them before doing anything else. When he got done, it was nearly six, but not that late. He looked himself over then found the address he needed in the file. On the table were apartment and car keys so he went to pick out which one he wanted, heading to the small house that was her present home. He watched the place for a few minutes, watching the boy walk inside and slam the door. "Disrespectful," he said quietly. "Not a trait from my side if he's actually mine." He finally got out and walked over, knocking politely on the door. The boy opened it. "Is Harriet in?"
"Not really. She's here but not quite able to speak. Mom!" he called over his shoulder, not looking away from him. "Visitor."
"If it's the landlord, tell him I'll get him tomorrow," a male voice called.
"No, it's not. I'd know him." He held up a hand and went deeper into the house, dragging a woman behind him and planting her in front of him. "Him, mom."
She blinked at him, frowning a bit. "Do I know you?"
"It's Jethro, Harriet."
She gasped, then wobbled until her son caught her. "How did you know?"
"I got told by someone doing a background check!" he said angrily. "I would've rather heard it from you!"
"Hey!" the kid snapped. "Don't yell at her. She's not the best ever but it's about all I have."
"Actually, not quite," he admitted dryly, looking the boy over again.
"Why? You a perv?"
"No, she used to be mine when she was in ROTC." Xander raised an eyebrow, looking his mother over and giving him a disbelieving look. "She wasn't always like this. But you're the real problem here, kid."
"Why?"
"I was told you're mine."
"Oh, charming." He nodded, then let his mother drop, walking over her. He looked up, then at him. "Inside. Before the shouting starts." He slammed the door behind him, looking at him. "Why should I believe you?"
"I don't believe it personally. I came to get the test and work out things so I can figure you out. Maybe get to know you a bit."
"What makes you think I need it?"
"Boy!" his father yelled. "Where is that bitch!"
"Point taken," the kid noted dryly. "She's out here passed out. Go sleep it off!" He looked at him again. His father lumbered out and he looked at him when he gasped. "Something you haven't gloated over me yet?"
"Why is *he* here?" he sneered.
"Because someone finally got around to telling me since Harriet didn't," he snapped back. The guy glared and he glared back, making him flinch and back down. "Are you going to be a pain in my ass? I can have you arrested for abuse." The boy snickered. "I can."
"I tried that one once." He looked at his father. "Is it true?"
"Hell yes. She found out she was pregnant, supposedly anyway, after we married. I think she only took me because of my reputation and to keep hers intact. She's a slut, always has been, boy." He looked at him. "You want him, take him. He costs too much to raise." He drank from the beer can in his hand. "You want him he's yours." He laughed at the boy. "See how good you do then. He's military. Your pansy assed friends...."
"Can kick your ass," Xander noted dryly. "Or don't you remember Willow tripping you the last time?" He backed off and Xander looked at him. "Look, if you want to do the bloodwork, we can do that. I don't have a problem with that. Like I said, they're about all I've got."
Gibbs looked at him and nodded. "Good. Anywhere tonight to get it done?"
"You're not from around here, are you?" he asked dryly. "You don't want to go out at night. It's kinda dangerous around here after dark."
"I'm a Marine."
"Yay. Can you kill something bigger, stronger, and faster than you if it attacks you?" Gibbs nodded. "Then we'll see. Give me an excuse and we can do the test tomorrow while I'm skipping class."
"Fine. I know someone who can run it priority as a favor. We'll have the results back within a day."
"Good. Sure as hell beats having him," he muttered. He looked at his father again. "Don't you need to get to the bar before it gets dark?" he asked. His father sneered but grabbed his wallet and left. Xander looked at his mother, then grabbed her by the armpits and drug her into the other room. "You can come in." He put her onto the couch and arranged her, then sat down in a relatively clean chair. "Sorry you had to witness that."
"I've seen worse." He sat down, looking at the boy. "Do you have a name?"
"Xander."
"I'm Jethro Gibbs."
"Cool. Southern? Related to one of the Dukes of Hazard?"
"Not that I'm aware of," he offered, almost smirking at the snarky comment. Mean but not cruel, a good sign. "Are you so ahead in your classes that you can skip a day?"
"With my grades, one day isn't going to matter. A whole month wouldn't matter really. I'm about ready to be held back this year." He looked at his mother, then at him. "I'd appreciate you not reminding her of this when you come to see her tomorrow while she's sober. She won't remember tonight."
"I can do that as well. We can go to my new place tonight and pull blood if you want."
Xander snorted. "I don't know you enough to trust you, Jethro. Would you go with you in this situation?"
"No," he admitted. "But I think you could handle yourself." The boy looked stunned but then replaced the look. "You seem like you know how to at least defend yourself, if not others."
"I can but I'm not very good at it," he admitted quietly.
"If it's true, I can help you with that," he offered.
"In return for...."
"Getting to know you. We can work out together while we talk."
"Fine." He nodded. "That suits me." He stood up and looked outside. "You should go now, Jethro. Remember, only go out after dark if your life is in jeopardy. Otherwise you've just committed yourself to a lifetime of death." He let him out, watching as he got into his car and drove off. Then he went to make himself something to eat and call his friends. "I have a real father," he told his best friend Willow. "He just showed up. No, she passed out due to both causes. No, he's gone to the bar. I prompted a bit." He smiled. "I don't know. Apparently she never told him and he just found out a few days ago. We're doing blood work tomorrow. Sure, I can come patrol later. Let me finish dinner. Come and get me." He hung up and went back to his eating. He'd need it.
***
Gibbs looked out the peep hole, letting the kid into his place. "How did you know where I live?"
"You're the only new person in town this month," he said dryly. "The others are coming when?"
"Within the next few days. You know about us?"
"Yeah." He smirked at him. "So, Special Agent Leroy Jethro Gibbs, why are you really in the mouth of hell?"
"To find you for one. Why?" he asked, keeping his face neutral.
"Because I'm wondering why the military is here."
"I'm not here about how you stole a rocket launcher if that's what you're wondering, though I do wonder how."
"That's going to take some trust." He held up the vial of blood. "For you."
"Thanks." He went to put it beside his. "You can come in."
"A word of advice, never invite anyone in," he said as he walked in and closed the door behind him. "By the way, my friend who found you said that the person coming with you knows her shit. You should listen to Abby when she clues you in. After that, we can probably talk a bit more." He looked him over. "What do I get from your side?"
"Apparently your smart mouth," he noted dryly.
"I raised myself, feel lucky I speak in complete sentences. It took Willow a long time to get me to do that." Then he smirked. "Anything else you want to share?"
"Let's do the test first. Abby can run it tonight."
"Fine. I agree. My friends and I have to have an intense conversation about you later anyway. So, just the four?"
"Abby may not be able to stay."
"Pity, she'd probably get along well with our group." He shrugged and pulled something out, handing it over to him. "If you were thinking about infiltrating the school, there's two openings. Including a PE spot." He saluted and smirked at him. "With that said, be aware no one in town will do more than be idly curious about you guys. We learned long ago not to pry or wonder. Or to mourn or pay attention. What are you hoping to get out of this? This thing with us, not the other thing because I know you won't tell me the truth there."
"I don't think a kid your age should be involved in things like what I'm here for."
Xander snickered. "You have no idea," he said dryly. "Read those, figure it out. Are you hoping to be a father or just an acquaintance?"
"I leave that up to you, kid. What do you want?"
"I'd like a stable person in my life who has some sense and gave a damn. I'm not so sure that's you however." Someone tapped on the door and he nodded. "Shall I?"
"Fine." He watched the boy walk over and open the door, looking at Tony's stunned look. "We're doing the blood tests today, DiNozzo. Close your mouth. Let them in, Xander."
"Fine." He let them inside, smiling at the pretty ladies. "Abby," he sighed, kissing the back of her hand. "I was told to greet you warmly on behalf of Rupert and his pack of bad luck. If you stay, he wants a visit and a long chat." She smiled and hugged him. "Thanks, dear." He patted her and got free by wiggling away from her. "Sorry, not the mushy sort."
She smiled and ruffled his hair. "You're so cute!"
"Abby, I'm sixteen. I'm not cute. I was never cute. Nor will I ever be cute. No adult male is ever cute."
"Speak for yourself, kid. Some of us count on our cute points," Tony noted dryly. He looked at his boss. "So, you went visiting?"
"Yeah. I figured I should probably do that. Kid, you wanna stay and help fill in some gaps?"
"No," he said with a smirk. "Not in the least. I wanna be far, far away when you find out why no one in this town is curious and will ignore most everything you do unless it's sleeping with a married woman or a sheep. Like I said, when you have answers, come find me." He walked out, shutting the door behind him.
"He's got balls," Kate said dryly, smirking at her boss. "A lot like you."
"I wasn't that big of a smartass at that age," he noted dryly. "I was kept from it."
Tony looked at him. "Was that wise, boss?"
"He already knew we were coming. Abby, some answers please?"
"Tonight, Gibbs. Let's unpack the truck since it'll be safer now. I'll show you everything after dinner." They all looked at her. "It's kinda necessary to the story, guys, really!" She went out to get the truck open and start to heft and tote.
Kate looked at Gibbs. "Was that anger or something else?" she asked.
"His parents aren't exactly role models. I don't know. You tell me, Kate."
She smirked. "I just met the kid. Give me a few more hours with him and you'll know."
"Thanks. I could use the primer." He headed out to get his other things and then help the others. "Is our computer equipment here?" he asked McGee, who nodded and carried a monitor off. "Good. We have five of the seven apartments in the building. Put them the spare for now." That got another nod and they all got to work settling in.
***
Xander used the back passage to get into the library unseen, sneaking into the office, which scared Giles enough that he jumped. "Just me," he said, closing the door. "We've got an issue."
"What sort of issue? A rising demon? A new master?"
"No, my real father just showed up. He's a Marine. Actually, his whole team from NCIS just showed up. They're supposedly here as a software company." Giles frowned a bit at that. "That means they're undercover, Giles."
"Do you want to pull back from the group?"
"No, I want to know why they're here and I'm being cautious. If I need to pull back, I'll let you know. As of right now, we're doing a paternity test." He heard the outer doors open and got out of the way of the door so he wouldn't be seen. Only a few people ever came in. "I'm not here," he hissed.
"Of course not." He got up and opened the door, finding the Principal on the other side. "Did you need something, Principal Snyder?"
"Where is Harris? That no good brat that hangs out with Summers and Rosenburg is usually here and he's gone today."
"Yes, he said he had something medical to take care of. Apparently they're doing some sort of blood work on him. I'm sure he'll have an excuse."
"I see. How do you know this?"
"Willow told me."
"What's wrong with him? Something fatal or just something that'll make him turn into a puddle of slime?" he sneered but he sounded hopeful.
"I don't know. I suppose that's why they're doing the medical tests. I'm sure his friends will take notes for him today so he doesn't fall behind."
"With his grades, what would it matter?" he snorted. "You tell that little brat that he's to hand in an excuse the moment he gets here. Or else he's suspended to the special room for in-school suspension for three days." He turned and stomped off.
Xander waited until the door was closed and the coast was clear. "Should he try to put me in there, expect to see me running away after I bite the thing that's in there to torture the students. The same as I did last time." He crossed his arms and turned to lean his shoulder on the wall. "I don't know what's going on with them yet, Giles. I'm not sure if they're here about the Judge incident or not."
"Hopefully not. It was rather unavoidable. Though I do realize you could be in a lot of trouble for that." He looked at the boy. "I'll help you out however I can, Xander. You know that."
Xander smirked. "I know damn well you're not going to cover my ass, Giles. We both know that. So just stop." He stood up. "I'm going to go wait on the test result and see if I can figure anything out. Tell Wills that's where I am." He walked out and snuck off again. Straight into the sewers and across town.
Giles sat down to consider the implications of this being true. So many things could interfere in Buffy's tasks with the military in town. They'd have to work around them but he wasn't sure how, especially with that boy being related to one.
***
Xander looked up as his mother came out of her bedroom. "We need to talk before dad gets home."
"Why are you home?" she complained sleepily.
"Because a very nice man named Jethro Gibbs showed up last night, Mom." She stopped and slowly turned to face him. "Just about dinner time. You were already gone and passed out in front of him," he told her. "Dad sneered and told him to take me. Something you wanted to share?"
"No," she said bitterly.
"Fine. He's got some blood of mine to do a test. He said he didn't know until a few days ago." Her eyes narrowed and he stood up, staring her in the eyes. "I'd appreciate knowing if it was true before then. This isn't the sort of news I want to hear from someone I don't even know. I also have to figure out if dad's threat was real."
"It probably was," she assured him. "You're a drain on this family. It's not like you work."
"Neither do you and I'm too young to work. Not even fast food places want to hire people my age. Not for at least another year. At that time, I'm sure I will be working. Not to support the liquor bill, but I'll be working then." He looked into her eyes again. "Is he?" She nodded. "Good, that's what I wanted to know."
"If he wants you, you going?"
"I don't know yet," he admitted. "There's too much unresolved there. I doubt he'd hurt me or molest me or anything. That doesn't mean I trust the suddenly appearing people." She snorted again, crossing her arms over her chest. "You've got a beer on the counter, warm, like you like it. I'm getting a medical excuse for today if it matters to you."
"Not really. You're too dumb to be good in school anyway." She went into the kitchen. "Did you touch something in here?"
"I did the dishes, mom. That way the bugs would quit crawling on them. It was disgusting."
"You can pack and leave now."
"I could, but then again I would also be picked up by social services for me not attending school too," he called, sitting back down with his magazine. She came out of the kitchen, glaring again. He looked at her. "You know they would. Snyder's only looking for an excuse. He's told you that."
"He said it was to kick you out."
"Yeah, that too. But see, kicking me out for no reason would still bring someone looking. He's still got people he's got to answer to. The same as if I leave, your check stops. The foodstamps get cut in half. Little things that'll make your life a living hell." She glared harder. "Truth and you know it. Just repeating what the social worker told you, mom. By the way, he's a fed."
"He's a what?" she asked flatly.
He nodded, shrugging one-sidedly. "He's with NCIS, which is a federal agency that handles crimes involving Navy and Marine personnel. He's a fed."
"Why is he here?"
"Someone told him about me."
"Oh. Maybe you should move."
"Maybe. But I can guarantee he'll turn you in if I do. He's the sort and he had a child psychologist with him." Or something like that, but that other woman had looked like a shrink. He'd seen a few in his day.
"If he wants custody, I'll gladly sign you over," she sneered.
"You do that, mom. Try to live on dad's salary," he noted dryly.
"Get out."
"No." He stood up again. "See, I've already called welfare. They're on their way over. Be thankful I did dishes this time." She swung at him and he ducked, shaking his head. "I wouldn't do that. You're not making me cooperative. After all, if I'm going to *lie* about how great a mother you are, I deserve a reward."
"Fine, I'll let you take all your stuff."
"Good." He went to finish packing then brought down the few boxes and two bags. "Give me ten more to steal Uncle Rory's car too." He grabbed the keys off the nail in the wall and went to pull it around, putting his stuff into it. Then he drove off. There were any number of places he could stay around town. In fact he already had a bolt hole. Jesse's family had moved after he had died and no one else lived in the house. He still had the keys so it was easy enough to let himself inside and put everything down. Then he went to return the car and headed back through the alleys and back streets so no one would see him. Once he was there, he called his social worker and left a detailed, thorough message on her phone.
He hoped they cut her check completely and took all their food stamps away. He unpacked in Jesse's old room. That's when he realized he had left something at the house. He looked outside. School was just starting to get out so he snuck back there and up the outer wall, climbing in his window. His mother came in. "Sorry, I forgot something." He pulled out the dagger, the crossbow, and the case of arrows. Plus another bag he had forgotten. He put them in there, then waved a cheery wave and left. "Heading off again. By the way, I told her everything on her voice mail." He skipped out just ahead of the beer bottle that slammed into the door behind him. He smiled when he saw his friends coming up the street. "I may be late tonight. I'm getting the results of the blood test then." They nodded. "It'll be fine."
Willow noticed what was on his back. "Is that the crossbow you use?"
"The social worker was here today."
"Oh." She nodded and let it go at that. "Have fun?"
"No. I'm going for a wander until it's time. See you later at the library." He headed off, going to the new house. At least they had left all of Jesse's stuff there and some of their old furniture. Plus he did have a few bucks saved so he could buy a cookstove. It's not like it got really cold in Sunnydale. He called his social worker again from the phone on the corner, getting her this time. "Hi, it's Xander." He chuckled. "Yeah, I know she said that. Did she also say that she's been keeping me out of school to take care of her hangovers? That I'm the only reason the dishes were done, and that she threw me out today?" He smirked. "No, I've got a safe place to stay. Yes, I promise they're suitable. It's not a problem. No, it started when my real father showed up. No, she was so drunk she passed out in front of him. Speaking of drunks, did you know they're selling their food stamps?"
He smirked. "I didn't think so. Yeah, I can swear out a statement, no problem with that. Can I get some of my own so I can eat and not make the new family suffer and eat less? No, in my name. Isn't there a loophole? Sure. I can do that too. Thank you." He hung up and swore. Not good. He couldn't get them in his name until he was eighteen. That would mean his father would have to ask for them for him or his supposed family. Well, he supposed he could bribe someone to go for him. Maybe even Giles. He called him, smirking at his cheerful answer. "It's me. I just had a housing change. No, I'm safe, but I need a huge ass favor. No, like the foodstamps kind. They won't let me apply in my own name. Giles, I'm safe, and no I'm not with him. Just know that I'm safe. I'll be in tomorrow. Sure, I'll make sure he's got one. Anything else?" He grinned. "Thank you. Yeah, Willow can probably do it online somehow. Use your address, I can pick them up from you. Not really. No, not really. Thanks." He hung up. Maybe she could convince him it wasn't lying and it would still be okay. He went to make sure the house was secure then went to find his father.
***
Gibbs looked over as Tony walked back into his apartment, looking confused. "Is there a problem, DiNozzo?"
"Yeah, you had me watch the kid. He just left the house with bags and boxes." Gibbs sat up at that. "He's at a house he had the keys to. I can't be sure if it's empty or not. I did see someone who looked like an official at the house just after he left the first time, but then he came back for another bag and talked to two girls on the street before heading off again. He was in there for a moment then came out to make two calls." He sat down, looking at him. "Do we think this kid is a danger to the operation?"
"I don't know," he admitted. "There's too many variables until Abby coughs up information. I don't know if he's working with them or if he's somehow involved in other ways. For now, I can't let myself get too close."
"Boss, your son just got kicked out. If he is involved, this could be an opportunity to get information from him."
"I don't want to use my own kid, DiNozzo," he said angrily.
"I'm not suggesting that, I'm suggesting you could save him from a worse fate. Maybe make sure he's got a future, maybe even in the Corps, boss. If he's involved it's up to you to decide if he goes down with them."
"I know that," he said, staring him down. "Do you think he is?"
"I don't know, honestly," he admitted. "I know he's got good sneaking skills. He did good earlier and I had to be pretty careful because he was watching for someone to follow him. He did check his six a lot." Gibbs didn't look happy with that. "Then again, he also looked like a kid who just got kicked out and is worried about someone worse coming for him. Do we know anything about his home life?"
"Just that both parents are drunks," Gibbs said bitterly. "I don't know how she let herself go that way."
"Anger, grief, and shame, boss. Anger, grief, and shame," he told him. "I'm going to hook up my VCR and that stuff. Yell if you want me to tail him some more later." He got up and headed across the walkway.
Gibbs considered this new information. Then he called Ducky since he didn't know what was usual for a child of alcoholics. "Ducky, I need some information. No, the kid is mine. He's also got two drunk parents, he nearly lost DiNozzo when he was tailing him, and ...." He listened to the wise words. "Yeah, he said he sneaks very well." He sat up straighter. "Do you think that's possible?" He sighed and nodded. "Sure. Thank you, Ducky. No, I'm settled in. DiNozzo is finishing up. Kate and McGee are doing the computer stuff with Abby at the moment, doing a background on the kid and others. Thank you." He hung up and went up to find out what they had on the boy. "Anything yet?"
"Boss, this kid is showing a lot of the danger signs for disappearing into the system," Kate warned. "He's barely passing each year, he's got a lot of absences. The school reported some strange or suspicious bruises on his arms recently, including one on his neck that looked like someone had choked him. The school's psychologist reported him as having severe anger problems and issues with trust and affection. He's like the textbook case of what the military wants to turn into little programable assassins."
Gibbs stared at what they had. "We know he's got drunk parents. How much of that can be explained that way?"
"Unless he's getting into a lot of fights, they're probably abusing them."
"Not any more. They kicked him out earlier. The kid left with stuff and nearly lost DiNozzo since he was watching him. Anything else?"
Kate looked at the screen, then at him. "I'm worried he's starting down the path to serial killer, Gibbs. It's going to take some intervention, some strong intervention, to help him at this stage but it can be done I think. Again, though, this is based on second-hand information. I need to talk with the kid for a while before I can tell you fully. People are more than their grades and anger issues."
Tony came in, looking at the screen. "I tell you what, that kid's got 'sneak' down pat," he told them. "I was standing outside enjoying the lack of smog when he suddenly appeared over the railing and just grinned at me, asking if I had fun following him. He's in your place, Gibbs."
"Thank you." He headed down with Kate behind him. He walked in and looked at the boy, who was playing solitaire on his table. "Having fun?"
"Loads and bushels," he said dryly, looking at another card. "Any results?"
"Positive."
He looked at the older people in the room with him. "So the bunny died and now what?"
"You could try to be nicer," Kate suggested. "He's not here to hurt you."
"I know that, honey. That's just how I am." He looked at his father again. "Before you say anything about what your spy told you earlier, I'm safe. I'm arranging to get food regularly. I'm fine the way I am." He stood up and walked closer, standing toe-to-toe with his old man. "Now I let you start having a say," he offered quietly. "What do *you* want?"
"I want to at least end up on friendly terms with you."
"I can do that," Xander agreed. "Brady Bunch I'm not."
"Good," he agreed. "I'm not someone who likes fluffy feelings and mush."
"Excellent," Xander agreed with a smile. "So, who's coming into the school?"
"DiNozzo, who was following you earlier," he said, smirking now. "How did you know?"
"It figures. Are you here about me or not, Gibbs?"
"You can use my first name."
"Not yet I can't," he told him. "Maybe soon but not right now."
"Agreeable," he assured him. "No, you're not the primary reason I'm here. I do know that you stole that weapon and then went back to take a few rifles and things. I do know that the local base is looking the other way for some reason. I also know that you've got something to do with what's going on around here, but I'm not sure the part you play. You wanna give me another clue?"
Xander shook his head. "Again, not yet. I don't trust that easily. As I'm sure you found out," he offered with a small smirk. "We'll do dinner sometime soon, once you're settled and the information has seeped in. Until then, I'll see him at school I guess." He nodded politely at the female in the room with him. "Ma'am. Nice to see you again as well." He walked off, heading back to Jesse's.
"Gibbs, that kid needs help," she said quietly. He looked at her. "He's got serious anger in him."
"I wouldn't expect anything else, Kate, would you? I doubt he's had supportive parents."
"And if what we've seen in those tapes is true and he's working with that group, how long before they start to show him how much fun that can be?" she asked.
He shook his head. "He's not working with them."
"How do you know?"
He looked at her. "Abby likes him." She looked confused. "Abby could never get along with someone like that, right?" She nodded slowly. "She likes him. Remember that first meeting? He respects her. We may not get it but he does respect her."
"Am I way off base then?"
"I don't know. He's not giving me enough clues to figure anything out. Abby!" he yelled. She skipped into the apartment. "How much longer?"
"Dinner. Sundown. It's only six. That'll be in two hours. Okay?" They nodded. "Maybe a half-hour walk after that until I can find a good spot." She went back to her helping.
He sat down to finish the game of solitaire. The boy had played himself into a corner from what he could see. "That seems about right," he muttered, picking them up and reshuffling so he could deal again.
***
Abby walked them into the cemetery. "Before anyone says anything about my goth tendencies, it's important that you listen. That includes you, Gibbs. You too, Tony. Because I'm going to show you why the town is so dangerous. Handcuffs?" Tony looked confused but handed his over. "Thank you." She smiled and trotted off, looking at a few headstones. Until she came to a shiny new one. Then she sat down and stared at the headstone.
They walked over to stand behind her, looking confused. "Abby?" Gibbs asked impatiently.
"Just wait, Gibbs. He's already starting to wake up, I can hear him." Pretty soon they could all hear the scratching noises and an arm finally came up. Everyone jumped back and she stood up, heaving on the arm until a second one appeared. She cuffed him then, then braced a foot on the headstone and yanked. He came out of the hole he had been making, looking up at her.
"What's wrong with his face?" McGee asked, backing away further.
"Welcome to Vampires 101," she said happily, making him stand. "Stand still or else," she warned. "I know a slayer." He whimpered but did so. "This is a vampire, the real thing, yes, Gibbs. Um, McGee, don't back away from the group. It's not like he's the only one in town." He came back. "Notice the ridges and the eyes, plus the fangs. This is one in demon mode." She smacked him across the back of the head. "Turn back to human mode," she ordered. He groaned and did so, making her smile proudly. "Good boy. This is what he looked like as a human. As you can see by his headstone, which was put up really quickly, he died just yesterday. You can come closer. He can't grab you with the cuffs on and I've got a stake." They came closer, checking him over. "These guys are bad guys," she instructed. "They don't have a soul, they like to eat people and either drain them, have nasty, evil fun with them, or turn them to make more vampires." She pulled out her stake to wave it. "A stake, simple, elegant," she noted dryly. "Stake to the heart. Beheading. Holy water. Three weaknesses of this sort of vampire. Now...."
"Hold on, slayer?" Tony asked. "Like hunts them?"
She nodded. "That's Vampire 102 actually. I'll get there." She staked him and the vampire slowly drifted down, tinkling onto the sod. "That's what they look like when you stake or behead them. Holy water just burns." She looked at them again, then pulled out her personal handcuffs, handing them to Tony. "Anything on them, with a few limited exceptions, will go to dust with them when they go. Notice, the clothes, handcuffs, his jewelry, and the stake if you leave it in all disappeared. You can stake and retreat, that's always an option, as long as you hit the target." She walked them on, finding another one struggling to come up. She pulled another stake out of her bag and staked her too. "Not only is this town full of these creatures, they're also full of the other creatures the group we're here about is working on. Some are innocent, some aren't innocent. Some are just cranky." She grinned at Gibbs. "I'm sure you'll end up dealing with a few of them. Also, there's a point of power in this town. It's under the high school. It's called a hellmouth. With the right encouragement it opens a portal so bigger and badder demons come out to eat the world." She stopped in front of a nice headstone and hopped up to sit on it. "Okay, onto Vampires 102. There is a genetic quirk that started *way* back when, like pre- writing days, that makes a certain line of girls stronger, faster, and able to hunt these things. They're called slayers. FYI, they're not related, they just all have this quirk in the genes."
"So, they're mutants?" McGee asked, looking confused.
"Not really. Though some act like it. See, the girls are watched over by a group called the Watchers, I know really original and all, they're mostly British these days. Slayers live and die for the hunting. It's their job, and they've got the special skills to do that. It's supposed to be their job and only their job, but I've heard some interesting things about this present one having some backup now and then." She looked around. "Their job is to hunt the bad among these guys and make them go 'sploosh' like the vamps I staked. They're basically soldiers who fight and fight and fight until one day they end up dying in a fight. Then the next girl is activated by some means I'm not sure of. The point is, she's here. She's not part of that group but that doesn't mean they don't understand and they aren't looking for her. I'd get on her good side."
"Do you have any intel on her?" Kate asked.
"Yes, I know her Watcher. His name is Rupert Giles."
"He's the librarian," Tony said, frowning a bit. "How old is this girl?"
She shrugged. "Usually a teenager. They're at their peak performance then. Most of the girls don't last that long. Giles told me a few only lasted a night, some less than a night. He said one really bad night three ended up being called and they all died before dawn, but the next one lasted a few months. The current one is over a year." Gibbs moaned, rubbing his forehead. "Now, since you're here, there's things you should know. In this town, magic is real." She concentrated and floated over a branch, poking Gibbs with it. "See?" she asked with a grin, letting it fall. McGee picked it up to look it over. She concentrated again and it lifted out of his hands, twirling for his amusement so he could check for wires.
"Boss," he said, his voice starting towards high and squeaky.
"Like I said, *here* magic is real. You're going to be dealing with it." She looked at Gibbs again. "The same as every fairytale you've ever heard of, they're real. You're going to be dealing with them here. Hence my show and not tell. 'Cause let's face it. If I had told you this back at the shipyard, you'd have tied me to my chair while Ducky called the people with the bondage jackets." Gibbs nodded. She smiled. "Do you believe a bit more now?"
"How many are coming up tonight?"
"According to my newspaper search, about five. The deathrate slowed when the slayer came to town and started to work." She hopped off the gravestone. "Now, this community, and it is an underground community, sometimes literally, does have their hangouts. There's a demon bar in town where you can get information if you're lucky or the price is right. Rupert said so." She walked them on, showing them the bar. "Willie's. There's a human bar in town where the vampires and the kids both go. It's a snack haven." She walked them down to show that off to them, paying their cover so they could go in. She even bought them all beers. She walked back to the couches they were sitting on. It was too early for the club to really be noisy or packed yet and it was a school night. She sat down next to Gibbs, handing him his beer first. "Here."
He took a drink and looked around, pointing at someone. "A goth kid?"
"Hey, we're here too. And no, they're a dead goth kid," she admitted quietly. "They also have very good hearing, smell, and speed." The vampire looked their way and she saluted him with her cup, making him move off. She looked at Gibbs, taking a slow sip. "Are you okay?"
"No. How long have you known about this?"
"Rupert came down when I was a teenager to study some of the local myths and legends about vampire. New Orleans, we got plenty. Well, my family kept a pretty good watch on some of that stuff so we talked a lot. He got drunk one night and spilled the beans. We still keep in touch and I'm going to visit him tomorrow after school, as long as you don't stuff me in a suitcase and mail me home to Ducky, to see how he's doing." She took another drink and pointed. "That's one feeding."
"We should stop them," McGee protested.
"Too late," she told him bitterly. "Ooh, turned. So they'll rise once rigor is gone." They all watched as the kid was drug out. She looked at them again. "This is why you don't go out after dark in Sunnydale. Any questions?"
"Any way to prevent it?" Kate asked.
"Holy icons have some power, they'll burn them. Holy water, like a squirt gun. Stake. Beheading. Fire." She took another drink and Gibbs took her beer, chugging it. "Hey!"
"Sorry. This is all a bit much, Abby. Are they around in other places?"
"Of course. There's at least a few in every city in the world, but everywhere there's rumors of strangeness, there's always more there. For some reason Cleveland has a few too." She smiled at him. "Should I plan on introducing you to Rupert?"
"Let us scope out the town first. We're not sure he hasn't been sucked into that group too," he reminded her.
She snorted. "He's not one for torture, Gibbs. Even in his bad old days when he was Ripper he wasn't into torture. Beating things bloody but not torture." He shrugged. "Fine. Whenever you're ready, I'll introduce you. So, am I staying?"
"That would mean giving your lab to someone else," he reminded her. "We can have you both moved to the LA office however."
"Cool with me. I could use some waves and I haven't moon tanned in a while." She grinned at Tony. "You're too quiet."
"Gee, I wonder why," he said, glaring at her. "What you did is dangerous, right?" She nodded. "To us?"
"No I had that covered. I approach Boy Scout levels whenever I have to do something like this." She smiled sweetly. "I would've covered your six."
"Thank you." He looked at their boss. "Home?"
"Home," he agreed. "We can talk privately there." They got up and he kept a firm hold on Abby's arm the whole ten minute trip. At least that was his plan until the vampire jumped out to growl at them. Abby got another stake out and he took it. He had more combat experience. The thing rushed and he got it near the heart. Not quite in it. The thing howled in pain.
"Damn, your aim needs work," a familiar voice noted. The vampire turned to dust and Xander shook his head, dusting himself off. "There, all gone. Abby," he said, catching sight of her. "I was told you knew better."
"They had to have proof. They wouldn't believe me if I told them."
"Fine. Head home. Do you guys need an escort?" They all shook their heads. "That's fine. I'm going to go clubbing."
"Someone was just turned in there," McGee said.
He nodded. "And probably that's happened about every night since it opened, at least once." He walked around them. "Welcome to the hellmouth."
"He obviously has a clue," Kate said, looking at Abby. "Do you know him?"
"Not really. I'm guessing Rupert told him to greet us." She walked on, taking them home. Then she sat them down in Tony's apartment and turned on a really old horror movie that made her laugh while they processed the fact that everything they thought was a myth was real, at least here in this town. She even made popcorn, letting Tony have it every few minutes since his mouth seemed to need to be working for his brain to kick into high gear.
Finally Tony looked at her. "How bad is this problem?"
"There's probably more vampires in town than humans. This town doesn't seem to realize anything's going on though. I always thought it was the hellmouth radiating to keep them ignorant." She ate another piece and grinned at him, winking a bit. "Will you be okay?"
"No. Well, probably but no. I haven't believed in a monster under the bed in years."
"You know, I don't know if they're real or not," she admitted before eating another bite. "They're fairly wide spread and there's demons that are invisible to all but kids. Usually they hunt the kids though so I'm not sure if that's a child's fear or not. Of course, it could be a fear monster, something that eats and feeds on fear." She shrugged and ate another bite. The bowl was taken from her by Gibbs and handed down to Kate, who started to eat, just staring at the screen. She smiled at him. "Are you back now?" she asked at the familiar glare.
"I wasn't gone before. How do we combat this?"
"Stakes, holy water, fire, holy objects." She took the popcorn back and it woke Kate up. "You okay?"
"I'm...decent," she decided. "I could be better at the moment." She looked at McGee, who was really pale. "He looks like one of them."
"He's processing," Abby told her. She looked at Gibbs again. "Now you know why I had to show you instead of tell you."
"Yeah, and I still don't believe."
"That's up to you," she pointed out. "Just know the risks and learn where the heart is in the human body. It's not a very big target you know." She ate another bite and her popcorn got handed to Tony, who nudged McGee and handed it to him.
"Boss, are we going to have to kill people or creatures or whatever?" McGee asked finally.
"Only to save your own life," he ordered. "There will be no random hunting. Not by any of us." Abby nodded. "You agree?"
"Yeah, if you're comfortable that way, I'm good with it. I don't have a problem because I've nearly been eaten three times. A girl learns after those things you know." He cracked a smile, which was her intention. "Having said that, I can and will move to LA to be a bit closer. I really could use a new moon tan." Kate smiled at that and McGee looked at her. "It's all right."
"We let that one be taken off, how is that all right!"
"McGee, you couldn't have made it over there to save her. She would've been dead by the time you got there and you'd have scared him off so she'd stay dead. Instead she'll wake up in a few days and not go back to school. You know I'm almost surprised they don't have night classes around here for all the ones turned from the school. The demons around here are catered to by certain elements because the hellmouth draws them and keeps them strong. I've heard the mayor bends over to kiss butt with the demons." She stole a piece of popcorn. "That's why there's an underground sewer system that has really nice walkways that go all over town. It's like catacombs down there. Only without the dead dead, just the walking dead." She smiled at Tony. "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine. I agree, I don't want to hunt either. Boss, can we still do this assignment?"
"Yes. I'll need you each to check in each time you head out after dark. We'll have to lock the doors too."
"Why? The vampires can't get in where someone's living. That doesn't always keep the others out, but the vampires can't come in," Abby said. "Besides, there's plenty of worse things than being a vampire, Gibbs. Some of the other types of demons can make you into their kind as well. You could end up shooting paralyzing snot or having incredibly rank BO." He frowned at her. "Honestly. Should I get a manual from Rupert?"
"They have an identification manual?" he asked.
"They've been doing this for centuries. They wrote all the books."
"What about Dracula?" McGee asked. "The wolves and the flying."
"I'm not sure," she admitted. "The Watchers consider them a myth. Rupert said so. Would I put it past them to have an evolutionary doorstop that deadended in just a few of them? No. It may be a sub-genus or it could just be fantasy, no one I know knows for sure. But if you find one, get me an autograph, okay?" McGee smiled and nodded. "Thanks." She smiled. "Tell me if the wolf is soft too."
"Sure, Abby," Tony agreed. "I know they're soft, my uncle had a stuffed one." He shifted to look at the movie. "This is...." He looked at her and she grinned. "Fine. I pick the next one." She nodded and snuggled into his side, letting him relax. "Do you think it's safe to date around here?"
"Maybe. Just make sure they're not room temperature and have a pulse."
He nodded. "I'll make sure during the date." He looked at his boss, who was shaking his head. "Hey, I'm still me, boss. I can't *not* date a pretty woman."
"Keep your mind on the mission as much as you can, DiNozzo," he ordered dryly. "You too, Agent Todd."
"Of course. I doubt there's anyone here I want to date." She looked at him. "What about the kid, boss?"
"I don't know. Abby?"
"He obviously knows, which puts him in the minority in this town," she noted. "I would definitely talk to the boy. That would be part of getting to know him though. Getting friendly, talking to him about what he wants to be when he grows up. All that stuff."
"True," Kate agreed. "Does him knowing put him higher in the 'probably with them' category though?"
"It could mean he knows Rupert since Rupert sent him to greet me," Abby reminded her.
"If there's more than one group in town, do we align ourselves with a side?" Tony asked.
"Rupert's a pretty decent guy but you'd have to watch to see what his slayer is like," she said, looking up at him. "Which I expect you'll be doing, Professor DiNozzo."
"Instructor, please. I'm teaching gym."
"Oooh, all those girls in nearly obscene shorts."
He snorted. "Too young for me," he reminded her. "I like mine about my own age." He gave her a squeeze. "I'll let Probie watch the bouncing breasts for me."
"Hey!" he complained, hitting him on the arm. "I'm not like that!"
"You're gay?" Kate teased.
"No! But I'm selective and I don't like them that young! I prefer being able to talk to my dates, unlike Tony."
"I talk to mine a lot before I do more than that," he assured him dryly.
"No matter what Ducky's mother thinks?" Kate teased him now.
He stared at her, mouth open to say something then he closed it. "She mostly wanted me for my muscles, not the other stuff she thought I was. Thank you though. I'll have nightmares now," he offered with a smirk. Gibbs smacked him on the back of the head. "She started it."
"Quit, kids." Abby curled up against him and he patted her on the shoulder. "You were right to show instead of tell, but I want you out of this town, Abby. You're too precious of a resource to risk."
"Does that mean we're expendable?" Tony complained. Gibbs reached over and he ducked this one, grinning at him. "Just kidding, boss. I know you'd be lost without us."
"No, you're expendable, DiNozzo. The others can stay."
"Funny, boss. Just remember which one of us can actually *cook*. Remember, no fast food places in town and only one place to get coffee. Since it closes at dusk...."
"Don't remind me."
"There wasn't a deli in town either," McGee reminded them. "I'll miss real deli food."
"You can always pop down on the weekends to see me," Abby told him. "I'm sure there's a deli somewhere in LA. Besides, you'll get better Chinese food. Or Thai food. Or Korean food. Or...." Her mouth was covered by Gibbs' hand. "Sorry," she said from behind it. She heard someone moving outside and got up to go out there, smiling at the vampires. "Shoo!" She pulled some holy water out of her pocket and began to splash them until they ran away. "McGee, they were heading for the computers. We've got to fix that tomorrow." She picked up a phone and dialed a number she had memorized earlier in the day, smiling at the girl's voice who answered. "Hi, is Rupert there? Tell him it's Abby." She smiled as the girl yelled it, and he snatched the phone.
"Hi, Rupert. It's me. No, I'm popping around tomorrow but I wanted to ask your advice on something before then. Sure, I can pop around then. No, I still remember. No, we have a storage area I've got to ward since it's got computers and stuff. What do I do?" She found some paper and a pen, taking notes. "That'll keep all the nasties out or just the undead?" She nodded, making more notes. "Sure. Thank you!" She blew a kiss and giggled. "I'll pop around tomorrow. No, I was here helping someone settle in. Don't worry about it though. Of course I'm safe. You be safe too and I'll see you tomorrow for tea. Lovies." She hung up and went to dig in the bags she had brought, then Tony's kitchen since he had things like salt. Then she went up to the computer apartment to start work on that door and the windows. She went on to do all of them, just in case, then went back to cuddling between Gibbs and Tony. "Okay, all set. They can't get in there or any of the apartments. Just don't invite a delivery guy in."
"The kid said not to invite people in," Gibbs said.
"Yeah, he definitely knows. Tony, Rupert's in the library if you get stuck on something like this. I know Kate was wondering why a guy with a Ph.D. in history and former museum work is doing working in a public library halfway around the world from his home. Surprise, his girl is here. I think she answered the phone."
Gibbs nodded and let her snuggle back in. "Thank you, Abby. You're still heading out tomorrow, before sunset if possible."
"Yes, Gibbs. I'll have everything set up in LA long before I get there tomorrow night. The director already agreed. Ducky's going to be traveling back and forth and he'll be setting up a medical contact out here for you."
"Sure." He went back to watching the end of the movie. "Put in something with guns, DiNozzo."
"Sure, boss." He got up to find a better movie and put that in, coming back to steal back the popcorn and share it with Abby.
"How does one get holy water?" McGee asked.
"You ask a priest for it," Tony told him dryly. "The same as they can bless your crucifix for you. I've got to find mine."
"Mine's on me," Kate offered, touching hers.
"I'll find one tomorrow," McGee told them.
"There has to be faith behind it, McGee," Abby warned. "You have to believe in the power of the faith. Otherwise it's only mildly irritating." He nodded, considering that. "There is a Catholic church in town," she noted for Tony's benefit. "It's downtown and past the Bronze. Where we went to have the beer."
He nodded. "Thanks. I'll stop in once I find it." He leaned against her side to watch the movie. He'd miss having her around to annoy. She stroked his arm, feeding him a piece of popcorn now and then.
Gibbs looked at them, smirking slightly. "Maybe we should head to bed."
"I don't think I'm going to be sleeping," Kate offered.
"Me either," McGee agreed. "I'll go finish those background checks, boss." He got up and Kate followed.
Abby grinned at Gibbs. "I'll stay on his couch since he's so comfy."
"Thank you." He got up and went down to his apartment, trying to find a substitute for the boat he was working on. It was how he thought at home. He found a small present wrapped in Harry Potter paper on his table and smiled, opening it. Abby had gotten him books on making toy boats. At least it was something he could do when he was stressed. He sat down to study it, it wasn't so different, just the scale really.
***
Xander looked at the group gathered the next afternoon in the library. "All right. I stalked Abby and her posse around last night," he reported. "She took them to a cemetery, staked a few vamps while explaining things, walked them past Willie's, then they went to the Bronze. Since they were inside and safe, I went for coffee, but apparently that had only been a rest stop. I came back and they were under attack. Gibbs tried to stake the vampire, but his aim was off. I stepped up and staked it before it could attack again then walked past them like I was going into the Bronze, making a few quips. I followed to make sure they got home. They all curled up in the middle guy's apartment. No lights on but it looked like they were watching tv from the flickering going on." Everyone nodded at that. "Does *anyone* have a clue why they're here?"
"Maybe they're here to see you, Xander," Willow suggested. "Gibbs is your dad, right? I mean I did the blood test too and it came up positive."
"Yeah, and he doesn't know me, Willow. I'm sixteen, he can't exactly just show up to play daddy dearest now." He bounced a bit on the balls of his feet. "Giles, anything? I know that they hunt down military criminals in the Marines and Navy. Wills found that out."
"They're probably not here about that," Buffy said.
Xander gave her a look. "In case you didn't realize, Buffy, I did take that rocket launcher from the local reserve base. They could very well be here about that, which means I'm going to prison for helping you," he said bitterly. She rolled her eyes and shook her head, looking at Giles. "Do we have anything else military going on in town, Giles?"
"Not that I've been able to ascertain," he admitted, taking off his glasses to clean them. "I've called the Council and they said nothing. Though, Abby did call me and say she's coming for tea. Perhaps I'll find something out then." He looked at the boy. "I do agree, they're probably not here to arrest you."
"He's your father, he wouldn't do that," Willow told him.
"Hello! He doesn't know me," Xander reminded her. "There's no family bond there to make him go easy on me!" She sighed and slumped down and he looked at Giles again. "You'd tell me, right? Give me enough time to hit Mexico and hide?" He got a patient nod. "Thank you. What's the plan now? He brought a full team with him, it's got to be something major."
"Well, there is the possibility that it's related to the base somehow. Perhaps they've gone missing other weapons as well."
"Yeah, mostly because you needed them," Xander said dryly. "Remember, I had Willow hack for a an ordinance list." Giles nodded at that, accepting that reason. "Which again makes me want to go brush up on my Spanish."
"I don't think you should worry, Xander," Willow offered quietly. "I'm sure you're not the primary reason he's here. It may have been why he got sent instead of someone else, but not the primary reason." He nodded but didn't calm down. "Are you okay?"
"Just tense." He looked at Giles. "I hear we're getting a new gym teacher."
"Yes, I met him earlier at the staff meeting. One Anthony DiNozzo."
"Who's one of his guys," Xander noted dryly. Giles looked stunned at that. "He had him tailing me the first day, Giles. He introduced me after I nearly lost him. He's good, I didn't catch sight of him for a few minutes." That got a curt nod. "Any other news about him?"
"No. He seemed very personable. He had a very disarming smile and way about him; he'll probably make friends on the staff easily. He seemed to know what he was doing. He mentioned he used to play ball." He tapped the table a few times with his fingers. "I do wish you would calm down, Xander."
"Would you if you were me?"
"Well, no," he admitted. "I don't think we should be going back to the base for more weapons either."
"Then someone had better start buying bullets." Giles nodded at that. "Since I'm not working and have no allowance anymore, it can't be me." He looked at Willow again. "Can I come eat at your house tonight? I'm tied of ramen noodles."
"Sure. We're having pot roast. Let me call my mom to warn her." She got up and went to call. "Mom, it's me. No, I'm coming home, but can I bring Xander? No, he's tired of ramen noodles." She looked at Xander. "Really?" She nodded. "Sure, mom, I'll ask." She put the phone on hold. "Where are you living?"
"Not at home. I'm safe. Don't worry about it. Why?"
"Your mother bragged to mine that she finally got rid of you when she called to invite you to dinner the other night."
Xander nodded. "And then I turned her into her social worker. I'm safe. Don't worry about it. I can shower in the gym and I can cook, I just end up eating ramen noodles since the food stamps haven't come yet."
"They're in my mailbox," Giles told him. Xander smiled at that. "Are you sure this is what you want to do? Couldn't you go home again?"
"Hell no!" he snapped. He looked at Willow. "If she doesn't want me, I'll be fine."
She nodded and went back to her mother. "He said he's staying somewhere safe and the drunken woman kicked him out. No, he's fine. He was just waiting on his food stamps to start and he's been eating ramen noodles. He wouldn't say, only that he's safe. Of course, mom. Thanks." She smiled and hung up. "She's not happy and Aunt Marge is over tonight. She suggested you come over tomorrow and I bring you leftovers. She said she'll make a shepherd's pie."
"Sure. I could go for that," he agreed happily. "Giles, I'll swing by and get those from your mailbox on the way to my new home."
"Where are you living?"
"Somewhere very safe. It's vamp proof, I promise. It has no drunken assholes, so I'm better off." He smiled and walked out, going to get those. It meant he could go grocery shopping and find himself some chocolate for dinner. Plus he had called Jesse's parents earlier and they had agreed he could stay there so he could openly turn on the electric so he had an alarm clock and microwave again.
"Girls, do watch out for him," Giles cautioned gently. "He is very stressed about this situation. Not only his father suddenly showing up but the fact that they're military police. I'll get what I can about his father from Abby, but she doesn't always tell you what you want to know." They nodded. "For now, just support the boy."
"Yes, Giles," they agreed, getting up and heading back to their homes.
He said a silent prayer and went to get things for tea. Abby would come here, she had said she would be.
***
Tony looked at his first class, seeing the boss's kid on the sidelines already. "Okay. I have the last instructor's schedule," he announced once he was finished taking roll. "Frankly, I don't think we need to follow it directly. There's plenty of more fun ways to exercise than learning how to play lacrosse." That got some snickers and he grinned. "Therefore, I'm going to blow that off for now. Today, we're going to be doing some mild aerobics so I can see who's going to have problems in here, then next class we'll be starting on soccer. As long as it doesn't rain." That got some nods. "Come down and line up." Everyone trudged down there and he looked at the boss's kid, who was still sitting there. "No immunity today, kids."
"I have a medical excuse," one girl said.
He looked at her. "Where?"
"On the clipboard."
He got it and looked at it, then at her. "It shouldn't matter with what we're doing today. I don't want anyone to stress themselves today, you do what you can, and I'll figure out if you need to sit on the sidelines and how you can still participate. Got it?" She nodded, going to her spot. He looked at the kid, who was wincing. "Injured?"
"Back's out," he admitted. "Give me a minute to pop it." He stretched his back and winced again, then suddenly sighed. "Better." He walked down and got next to Buffy, who smiled at the person who got moved, who huffed and moved to the next line up.
Tony smiled. "You can be ragged lines, I don't mind. For now, let's start with some mild stretching. Link your fingers together and stretch up, going up on your tip toes if possible," he said, demonstrating it. "Good. Now slowly come down and arms out to the sides, then bend down slowly at the waist to touch your toes, then back up slowly and twist a few times." The students followed along. "Good, now repeat it three more times just like that." He went back into the office, coming out with a boom box and the tape he had made last night. He put it on, getting some surprised looks for the techno. "I'm not as old as you think and dancing is a very good way to exercise. It raises the heartrate and gets you moving. Now, let's start with some mild jogging in place, say two or three minutes." He watched, noticing one girl was barely moving. He walked over to her. "Are you okay?"
"I was in a car crash about six months ago and messed up my knees. Sorry."
"That's okay. You do what you can. Can you keep score?"
"I'm very good at math," she admitted with a smile.
"Good. For now go man the radio." She smiled and nodded, going to sit down next to it. He saw the kid wincing and walked over to him. "What happened to your back, Mr. Harris?"
"It just needs to finish settling in, sir," he said. "I need to pop it properly, may I?"
"Go ahead." He watched as the boy moved over to the risers and laid down on one, feet crossed, hands gripping above his head, and that his back was clenching. He knew that technique. He used it himself. He walked over and helped by pressing on his stomach, hearing the popping going on. "Better?"
"Much," he said happily. He sat up and looked at the other kid. "Stephanie, his inhalers," he ordered. She nodded, getting up with a moan to go get them from the kid's locker. He walked over with the teacher, pulling the poor asthmatic off to the risers and sitting him down.
"Which one?" she called.
"Bring both, he'll know," Tony called. "Should I get the nurse?"
"Not unless he can't stop," Xander said, taking them from her. He held them up. "Brad?" The kid looked at him. "Blue or red?" He grabbed the blue one and used it, slowing down. Xander sat next to him, patting him on the back, the girl doing the same. "Just relax, it's all right. Just calm down," he soothed. "Take another one if you need it."
"Once he's had it, Stephanie, why don't you take him to the nurse?" Tony suggested. She nodded and Xander smiled at him. "Brad, in here I want them in your pocket or on your waist. Got it?" The kid nodded. "Good. I don't want you hurt." He went back to the others. "He'll be fine. Let's get back to this. Okay, now transfer to jumping jacks." He did a few and they groaned but followed along. "Good, now do ten more, then go back to jogging for a minute, slowing down as you do so. At the end, let's try some pushups." That got another groan but they did it and he saw who had the problems in his class. They had gotten into the pushups and were about to be ordered to do situps when the fire alarm rang. He cut off the music. "Which door?"
"Either's fine," Xander called. "We meet on the football field." That got some nods and the kids filed out together.
Tony looked at the asthmatic kid, ending up picking him up and taking him to the nurse personally. He put him in front of her. "He had an attack, he's still wheezing and focused on his breathing."
"Thank you." She smiled and checked the boy over. "I'd go back to your class," she warned. "They will act up."
He nodded, going back there. He found a few making out and pulled out his squirt gun, getting a few on the head. It earned an outraged shriek from one of the girls. "Yay," he noted dryly. "That is not a regulated sport, therefore you can't do that in gym class." He looked at the others. "Are we missing people?"
"Miss Summers went to talk to the librarian," one girl offered helpfully, if a bit snidely. "I don't know why, she's not that smart. Then again, maybe Rosenburg is teaching her how to read."
Xander looked back at her. "You read the_ Poky Little Puppy_, Harmony. I wouldn't cast that stone."
"Why? Think you're better?"
"At least I can read the assignments and the homework," he said dryly. "I don't get one of the jocks to do it for me. If I flunk it's because it's my own work." She snorted and stomped off to be with some of the other girls. He looked at the teacher. "I'm surprised. Usually we play dodgeball on days like these."
"I hate dodgeball. It's an exercise in aggression not teamwork." He heard the bell ding three times. "Is that the signal to go in?" Everyone nodded. "Good. Everyone go take a shower and head to your next class. If anyone needs an excuse I'll write one for up to ten minutes late." They headed inside, their little groups chatting. He noticed Xander was alone since his friends weren't there and a few of the kids gave him a lot of room. That wasn't that encouraging in his mind, but it was something they could work with. He followed to get ready for his next group, who came in to get dressed and gathered on the risers. He noticed the basketballs being brought out and shook his head. "No dodgeball and you don't use those for it anyway."
"We do here."
"Not with me teaching you don't," he assured them. "I don't like dodgeball. Get over it already." He flipped to that list, looking at the list of names with excuses, then at his list. He looked at his class, watching as everyone slowly trickled out from the last one. The boss's kid went out last and he was limping so he stopped him and looked at him. "Do I need to fill out an assault report?"
"No," he said quietly. "Nothing unusual and you don't want to bring attention from the principal." He headed to his next class more slowly.
Tony looked at his class. "All right. Today I'm going to be gauging your stamina and things. Then we're going to move onto soccer, weather willing. So let's line up. You do what you can. Anyone who has a medical condition that's severe, don't overstress yourself but let me know." That got some nods and he looked at the girl on the crutches. "Normally I wouldn't make an exception, but sit. Okay, let's start with some easy stretches," he ordered, showing it to them. "You do this before you walk onto my field every day," he ordered. The principal came in and he looked at him. "Repeat those a few more times, then we'll start." He looked at the shorter, nasty man. "Yes, Principal Snyder?"
"You let your last class go late?"
"I made them shower. It's only fair. I said I'd excuse up to ten minutes." He shrugged. "They did sweat in here, no one should have to stay sticky all day." He looked at the kids. "Okay, let's start with some mild jogging in place." That got a few groans. "As I said, do what you can. I need to see who's got the problems doing what in here." He looked at them, then at the principal again. "Was there another problem, Principal Snyder?"
"They're supposed to be playing dodgeball."
"Dodgeball teaches nothing except how to pick on the weaker ones. They already know how to do that. I'd prefer to teach them how to work in teams, like they'll have to in the real world once they graduate and start to work. Next class we're starting soccer. Now if you'll excuse me."
"I run this school."
"And I run this class," he reminded him with a smirk. "I just came from DC, which has a lot more political assholes than you could ever be, Principal Snyder. You don't scare me. Half of my last class were military brats." That got a sneer. "I faced down Marines in a rage because their kid didn't get picked for a team. Go to jumping jacks," he called without looking. "I faced down Navy officers, Rangers, and the other special ops commandos who didn't like the fact that their kids weren't competitive. You really don't scare me. Now if you'll excuse me, I've got a class to run and you're taking my time." He got back to work. "Good. Slow back into a slower jog, cooling down for a minute, then we'll move to pushups." He watched the irritating little flea of a man walk out and smirked at him. "Gibbs does that so much better," he said happily, grinning at the kids. He could see who had the problems and it was duly noted. "Okay. Next we'll do a few situps." They groaned but did them. "Try for ten. Then stand up and stretch again." He turned on the music, smiling at their shocked look. "Exercise is the raising of the heart rate. Dancing qualifies and takes good body coordination. It's also how many of you will pick up boyfriends and girlfriends. We'll see who has some good footwork later this month. If you guys do well and keep me happy, we'll do a dance party once a month. Okay?" That got some smiles and nods and the kids went back to what they had been doing. It was a good idea of his.
***
Tony walked in and flopped down on Gibbs's couch, looking at him. "Boss, the kids are mean and horrible. Worse than when we went to school."
"I went to base schools," he noted. "No bullying allowed."
"The principal wanted me to play dodgeball with basketballs." Gibbs looked at him. "We've got a problem in him and I told him I was running my class my way. He stomped off like Kate in a snit. About the same mannerisms too." Kate came out of the kitchen frowning. "Seriously." He looked at him. "Your boy is an outcast, boss. He's got about three friends, but he's good in a situation. We had an asthmatic kid go off during his and he ordered another student to get his inhalers. He's also got a back that needs to be popped every now and then."
Gibbs looked at him. "Any other good news?"
"Yeah, the kid's a serious outcast. The pretty chicks were sniping at him. He snapped back. That means he's given up on the popularity structure at the school. So apparently he's at least a bit realistic."
"Wonderful. How did he do?"
"I did mild PT today. Just to see how the kids did. He did okay once he popped his back the second time, but we were interrupted by the fire alarm. His next class is Thursday morning and we're starting soccer. Rain willing."
"Any idea where he's staying?"
"Not a clue. I didn't follow him home since he went to the school's library and didn't come out by the time I walked past to come home." He popped his neck and sighed. "Oh, better." He looked at his coworkers again. "He's got some strength in there somewhere. He's a survivor."
"Good. That's always good," he agreed quietly, going back to cleaning his gun. "Anything else you learned, DiNozzo?"
"The names of his two friends so we can do a background," he offered, handing them to Kate. "I'm pretty sure the Principal knows what's going on in the town. He was stomping off muttering about having me eaten." Gibbs smirked at that. "I told him my last post had been half military kids and I had faced down all sorts of people, including Rangers and commandos, about their kids poor performance and not making various teams. He didn't even twitch on the word commando. So I don't think he's involved in that part, but I do know he knows what's going on. The fire drill was a dead body. It was over with in under five minutes." Gibbs looked at him and he shrugged. "I couldn't tell you more, that's all I know. He handles the spin for the school and your boy warned me not to get attention from him when he limped out of the changing rooms and I asked if he wanted to file a report."
"He okay?"
"Looked like some minor shoving. He was limping a little on his right ankle. By lunch he wasn't. I'm guessing he twisted it somehow." He stood up with a moan and went to get some coffee, coming over to sit at the table. "He's got some strength hidden in there, boss. I don't know if it's from his parents or being picked on. He looked a bit worn out today and I had him for second period."
"That's fine. I almost expect he'll be around sometime in the next few days. You can make friends with him if you want."
"I wouldn't mind. He's got a sense of humor. He kept looking around at the bouncing breasts during the exercises." He sipped his coffee with a smile. "There's still a definite divide against him and the jocks are still a separate clique."
"Bring back good memories?" Kate taunted.
"A lot of them," he agreed happily. "A kid like Xander would've been picked on since he didn't have a good area, but I think he could hold his own if he had some self-esteem." He took another drink and relaxed. "At least I don't have to grade homework."
"That is a good thing," she agreed. "You'd never get it done."
"Funny, Kate, really," he said, staring her down. "Who had more open files on her desk?"
"Kids," Gibbs ordered patiently. "Any other clues?"
"Yeah, Summers and Rosenburg spend a lot of time in the library with Rupert Giles too by one girls' sniping. So I'm thinking there is a second group. A very small group but a second one."
"Good." He put his gun back together again and slapped the clip back in. "Any good news?"
"Not yet. Should we hunt down the kid later to talk to him?"
"No. Let him come to us," Kate ordered. "He's got to be shy of this situation."
"I'll give it two days and then go find him," Gibbs noted. The agents nodded, leaving that in his hands. "Kate, any word on the commandos?"
"A bit. I think we managed to locate their base through the town records. They really do cater very well to the demon population. There's a set of underground condos just outside town under the woods. I was going to hike that way tomorrow with McGee while you went to do a search at the library." Gibbs looked at her. "Or McGee can do that and we'll go search."
"I like that idea better. I don't have the patience for library work." He stood up. "Anything else?" They shook their heads. "Then why are you hanging out here?"
"Wondering how you'd replace the boat, boss," Tony said honestly. "I found out where the lumber company is for you."
"Thank you. Abby left me a book on toy boat building and toy building too." That got dual smiles. "Wipe it. She's hinting for Christmas presents again."
"I say we tie a big bow on Probie and send him to her," Tony said with a grin. He got smacked by Kate, making him wince. "Ow! Be more gentle, I had to deal with a hundred kids today. Fortunately the squirt gun breaks up necking couples too." He finished his coffee and got up to wash the cup then went back to his apartment. "Going to shower, boss," he called as he walked.
"Fine." He looked at Kate. "Anything else on the kid?"
"I need to observe him," she reminded him. "Preferably talk with him. It'll give me the best picture." He nodded. "Think I could sub?"
"You probably could," he agreed. "You can sign up for that. It shouldn't take away from the job." She nodded, going to write a letter to the school board.
***
Tony smiled as some of the kids drug their parents into the gym to meet him seven weeks after he had started. His parents had hated parent/teacher nights. They hadn't attended and he wanted better for these kids. He smiled and shook hands, saying polite things about their kids and answering questions about his background and what they were doing. He did mention that he allowed them to have a dance class once a month, since it was such good exercise and something that would interest them - a bait for good behavior - and most parents agreed that was fine. One didn't so he pointed out they had the option of sitting out that day without penalty. That had soothed his temper. He did make note on the name. He had been worried about the girl for a while now. When most of his students had cleared out, he went to wander around, finding himself by the library. He smiled at the pretty woman with Buffy. "Miss Summers?" She jumped and looked at him. "Sorry, didn't mean to sneak up on you. Are you all right?"
"Yeah, I got roped into helping again this year," she said bitterly, grimacing a bit. "Mom, this is my gym teacher, Mr. DiNozzo. Mr. DiNozzo, this is my mother, Joyce Summers."
"A pleasure to meet you," he said, smiling and shaking her hand. "Buffy did very well when we did soccer. Especially in the game against the jocks." She smiled at that. "If she ever wants to join the team, all she has to do is ask."
"I don't have time," she admitted. "Sorry."
"That's okay. I remember being at teenager, vaguely," he offered with another smile, getting two in return and giggles. "Mrs. Summers, I also must admit that I do a dance class once a month as a carrot for good behavior. Your daughter has helped me teach a few of the kids some of the more popular moves."
She looked at her daughter. "She always did move well on her feet." She smiled at him again. "Are you done for the night?"
"I was wandering around to see if we were done. I was going to do some research online tonight. Unfortunately, or possibly fortunately, I haven't seen the troll yet."
Buffy coughed and pointed discreetly. "Back by the science classroom, threatening the geeky kids."
"Ah. Always a treat for him I'm sure." She nodded. "Are you about to disappear?"
"Not yet," she sighed. "This runs until ten." She looked at her watch. "It's barely eight- thirty. Mom, would you like to hang out in the library or go home? I can always get home."
"Are you sure?"
She nodded. "Oh, I'm perfectly sure, I can get myself home. Or I can always catch a ride with a teacher or someone."
"Gladly," Tony agreed. "I've ferried a few students home. It helps me learn the town." She nodded at that. "If you need me, come find me. I'm going to wander on. Nice meeting you, Mrs. Summers. Miss Summers, perhaps you should start having a word with some of the females in your class about laundry. I'm sure you could get the point across more delicately than I could, especially with your friend?"
"Xander?"
"The other one."
"Oh. She's been busy," she admitted. "I'll remind her tonight." He smiled and bowed, then left, going to find Giles. He liked the older man. He was pretty decent. "Ah-ha, this is where you're hiding," he said, making Xander jump. "Good, you can come help me do inventory. It'll keep you out of sight since...." he glanced around. "Since the troll is picking on students in front of their parents."
Xander looked at him. "He ask you to do this?"
"No, I'm bored. We can play poker." Xander grinned at that and shut the big, dusty book he had been reading. "Unless you've got something serious to do?"
"Not tonight. I was searching for a future problem. Giles?" He came out of the office. "Mr. DiNozzo needs help with the inventory. I'm going to do that."
"That's fine," he said with a smile. "Are we done already?"
"Quite possibly. Most of the parents have snacked and left." He grinned. "I promise to keep him out of trouble."
"I'm sure you will. Is his father coming tonight?"
"He wasn't sure of his reception. He told you?"
"Everything."
Tony smirked. "I think we should do the same. Don't you?"
"Perhaps. We'll see." He went back into his office. "Do behave, Xander."
"I usually try." He followed his teacher out, stopping to get some snacks.
"Those are for the parents, Harris!" the principal yelled.
"Who're all gone already!" He took them with him, nibbling the whole way. "He didn't want to come?"
"No, he wanted to come talk to you but he wasn't sure you wouldn't just walk away." He let him into the gym, looking at the parents. "Wow, there are still people left."
"We're just reminiscing about doing our dances in here," the father admitted, taking his wife's hand and walking her out with their daughter. "Have fun, Xander."
"You too, Mr. McGreer." He ate another chip and looked at him. "She's the year behind me."
"I remember. I'm pretty good with people."
"You should be with your usual job," he joked. He followed him into the office. "So, inventory?"
"Balls, hoops, lockers. Already done. I wanted to talk to you, get to know you a bit better since I work with your old man. You seem like a pretty neat kid." He shrugged. "I'm like that."
"Then you're going to report to him?"
"If you want me to. If not, then no." He looked out as the door opened. "The Principal is here," he muttered. Xander finished his snack. "Okay, so we're going to make sure all the lockers are here and match the numbers and their condition, all right?" he asked, pulling out his list. "I want to thank you for helping me tonight."
"Not a problem. How else would I get into the girls' locker room?" he offered with a goofy grin.
"You won't get to open any."
"So?" He took the list and got up to start checking the outer areas. "Principal."
"What are you doing?" he demanded.
"I got bored waiting on Buffy to be done so I volunteered to help with the inventory when Mr. DiNozzo came looking."
"Really? Why would a worthless slug like you volunteer?"
"You know, the kid could be worth a hell of a lot more than you think, but you and the others keep putting them down," Tony said from the doorway to his office. "It doesn't exactly inspire confidence or respect." He stared him down, and the man backed up. "By the way, Xander, should I call the person in question?"
"Please. Let's let him meet some of my teachers," he said dryly. His father versus the principal: an event that would be too short for pay-per-view, unfortunately.
"What? Another uncle?" Snyder sneered. "They're all worthless."
"Actually, I know his biological father." He pulled out his cell and opened it, hitting the speed dial button. "Gibbs, DiNozzo. No, Xander was wondering if you'd like to come to parent teacher night. Yeah, we're here. No, the principal is breathing down his neck for helping me do an inventory. Thanks." He hung up. "It'll be about ten minutes. He's got to change clothes." He grinned at Xander. "Do the men's."
"Sure." He headed that way, making sure the outer door was locked first. He cleared the room then got to work on the inventory, which was already done. It had some details he didn't notice so he started to look at things, noticing the scratches and dents. The agent was much more observant than he was. He heard the doors bang open and walked out, looking at his father. "Jethro."
"Xander." He smirked at him. "Helping?"
"Boredom. It was either this or play poker."
"Usually I play poker," he admitted.
"You gamble?" Snyder sneered.
Gibbs knew why he had been called now. Tony had said how bad this one was. "Yes, in my off hours. Occasionally on duty when I'm manning an out of the way post. I never play for more than pennies though." He held out his hand. "Gunny Sergeant Jethro Gibbs." He was supposed to be undercover, he couldn't out himself or DiNozzo, even if he wanted to see the man's face when he found out just how deep the hole he was burying himself in was.
He shook his hand weakly. "Principal Snyder. We should talk about your boy and his bad habits."
"I know about his bad habits. I also know which of his teachers have ridden him unfairly and who's been bullying him. I had a friend who was a federal agent do a *thorough* background check on everyone in this school when I learned about him." He noticed the man starting to sweat. "The same as I know the kid could do homework but you're not engaging his attention often enough. The family's been Marines for generations, usually in the weapons areas instead of Special Forces or Infantry." Xander snickered at that. "I think he's got a talent for it if he wanted me to give him a hand into the Corps."
"Him?" he asked, looking incredulous. "He slouches, he has no discipline, and he's a fuckup."
"He's human, he can learn better posture, and I'm sure that's because of his surroundings and the people around him. After all, the kid proved to me he can do things when he started to mumble in Latin the other day in math class." Snyder looked alarmed. "What did you think he was doing, Principal?"
"Goofing off. Again. He's always slacking."
Gibbs snorted. "He's a teenager, they do that." He moved closer, looking very deadly by the look on his agent and son's faces. "How can you, an education professional, not realize what teenagers are like? I find that very odd. Then again, my friend in the Feds said that there was some question about your license," he noted dryly, very quietly. Snyder fled. He smiled at them. "I feel better now. I haven't gotten to threaten anyone for days."
"Good work," Xander said, clapping a bit. "Teach, you've got to remember to close those outer doors and lock them. Remember, public building with an invitation written on it."
"I did." He frowned. "It wasn't?"
"It was closed but unlocked." He handed over the clipboard. "I'll check the others." He looked at his father. "Actually, I am a fuck up." He headed off, going to do that. He found a vamp in the girl's locker room and staked him. "Don't you guys ever learn?" he complained. He checked the room, including floor and ceiling. Then he sighed and checked the other two outer doors. "DiNozzo, one got into the ceiling. Got a ladder?" He called the library. "Giles, me. There's a creepy idiot in the ceiling. Someone opened the locker room doors. Sure. Have her do a check." He hung up and looked at his father. "They're going up but I know the library doesn't have a ladder that tall." He accepted it and carried it out then came back, dusting himself off. "Okay." He grinned again. "All set. Poker?"
"Poker's good," Gibbs agreed, going to get the cards from Tony's desk. He always kept them in the same spot. They settled in on the risers to play, him putting in pennies for him and Xander. "How long does this thing last?"
"Ten, boss," Tony said dryly. "It's not quite nine."
Xander chuckled. "Hey, no attack so far this year. I'm impressed."
"You had an attack last year?" Gibbs asked. Xander nodded, taking his cards and arranging them. "By?"
"Mostly dead things now. I think they got the point." He looked at him. "What do you want to know?"
"How about we start with you and go to the harder things?" Gibbs suggested. "Do you have any subjects you like?"
"Lunch." He grinned at the snort from the younger agent. "I'm a hands-on guy. I suck at lecture-based learning." He looked at them. "I need two." He put down two cards and were handed them. He shook his head. "Fold." He put them down.
"You're a cautious player," Tony told him.
"Always with someone else's money." He looked at his father again. "My turn for a question. Are you here for me?"
Gibbs looked at him and shook his head. "It's mostly an army reserve base. I have nothing to do with that. I know it was noted that you did it but I think it was for a good reason. No one's asked me anything about it." Xander nodded and subtly relaxed. "You can quit worrying about that, kid. That would be JAG."
"I heard."
Gibbs smirked. "Do you have any pets? Ever?"
"I adopted a stray dog once but it got hit by a garbage truck a few days later. Willow has fish."
Gibbs nodded. "Do you help take care of them?"
"Every now and then I get to feed them." He looked at him. "Where do you live? I know DC is split? Just a general area. I don't need the physical address."
"I'm on the Virginia side and I'm well out past the suburbs. I've got a house on a wooded lot."
"With a boat in the basement," Tony added, putting down three cards. "Three, boss." They were dealt to him. "Thanks." He tossed in a few pennies. "Call."
Gibbs looked at his hand, then dealt one and raised. "Raise by two."
Tony considered his hand, then called it.
Xander watched the easy friendship. "I'm surprised you didn't ask."
"I know where you live," Gibbs assured him, looking at him. "The same as I know he was your best friend when he was younger. I don't know why they left. You could tell me that since apparently they're like family to you."
"Jesse's parents used to let me sleep over whenever I wanted," he admitted quietly. "They tried a call to social services but I was threatened if I didn't lie. It was still noted and they still protected me until their son died."
"How did he die?" Tony asked, laying down his cards. Gibbs took the pot. "Bastard."
"Yay." He looked at his son again. "How did he die?"
"He was turned."
Gibbs nodded. "I'm sorry. They sound like they gave a damn about you, kid." Xander nodded. "I take it they know you're there?" He nodded. "That's fine then. I understand why you didn't come to me. You didn't want to burden me and you didn't want to risk rejection. I get that fully, Xander."
"Thank you."
"Welcome. I don't like it, but I understand," he said, staring the kid down. "If you're still a minor when I leave, do you want to come with us?"
"Maybe. I'm not sure I can leave the town and I'm not sure we'll get along that well. You're a bit of a hardass."
"Point," he agreed with a smirk. "I admit to that virtue readily."
"The new people at the office are warned about his bark," Tony said quietly, making Xander chuckle. "What's your favorite food?"
"I don't really pick a favorite. All foods are good foods."
Gibbs smirked at that. "Do you want to try a dinner some night? DiNozzo can cook."
"With all of you?"
"McGee might bug out," DiNozzo agreed. "Order in, boss." He handed the cards to Xander. "Here, you deal. I have a better chance of winning."
"I doubt it," he admitted with a smirk, shuffling professionally and dealing. "Remember, I have a drunken, gambling stepfather." He dealt them cards then put the stack down. "Two penny ante." He put in his two. Tony looked at his and put in his two.
Gibbs looked at his cards, then at his son. "I haven't seen a deal that rigged since Dubai."
Xander just smirked. "Prove it."
Gibbs snorted. "At least it's a friendly game."
"Yeah but it's a skill that comes in handy sometimes."
Tony patted him on the back. "Did he offer you to someone?"
Xander looked at him, losing his smile. "I don't know you that well and I don't even tell Willow those things. Back off."
He nodded. "Backing off. Just wondering if we could hurt him for you."
"No thanks. He's suffering by being alive and poor." He went back to his hand. "Anyone need anything?"
Gibbs put in his two cents. "Three." He put them down and Xander grinned, dealing them to him. "Gee, another great one. Thanks, kid."
"Welcome, pops." He looked at Tony, who was snickering. "You?"
"One please," he offered. "We should let him play against Kate, boss."
"We should but she's a shark," he admitted. The doors opened and a small blonde girl walked in. "Hi."
"Hi." She smiled and put the ladder in the office. "Thank you for the lending, Mr. DiNozzo."
"You're welcome, Buffy. Buffy, this is Jethro Gibbs, an old friend."
"She knows," Xander noted. "Buffy, bio-dad, bio-dad,Buffy." He waved a hand. "Raise." He put in three more cents. "At this rate I can get a candy bar on the way home."
"Go steal the one from my desk drawer," Tony complained. He called while the boy was off to get that.
"Feeding Xander sugar, chocolate, or caffeine is a bad thing," Buffy told them, sounding perfectly serious. "He bounces and he does stupid stuff, plus he trips over his feet more often." She watched Xander come out with the Reeces Cups. "Oooh." He broke one in half and gave it to her. "Thank you, Xander."
"Welcome, Buffy. When's our next group night?"
"Friday. Why?" She nibbled on the treat. "Did you need to not come?"
"We can have dinner anytime," Gibbs assured the kid. "Just not this Tuesday."
Xander nodded. "Okay. Thursday good for you?"
"Yeah, and if you forget we'll come get you," Tony said with a smile. "What'm I fixing for you two and the rest of us in my place?"
"Something easy," Gibbs told him. "Chicken, Xander?"
"Chicken works. Baked?" Gibbs nodded. So he looked at Tony, who shrugged and nodded. "Thanks."
"You're welcome, kiddo. Buffy, you wanna play?"
"No, Xander always beats me and Giles wants me back for practice." She waved and walked off, going to report.
"Nice job making sure she knew what I looked like and that I'm not a real threat, kid," Gibbs noted. "It'll get through your group within the hour?"
"If not sooner." He looked at him. "Who are you here for? Just generally. I figured it was military and my small problem with needing stuff was the only one I knew about."
"There's a covert group working out of the area," Tony said quietly. "We're here for them, not you, kid. The base commander never reported it. The only evidence was security camera footage. It was merged with what you used it for in our files. I think someone higher decided it was necessary."
"Good, it was." He shrugged. "It said he couldn't be killed by anything made by man at that time."
"Well, you certainly turned it into little blobs of blue stuff," Gibbs said dryly. "Good work."
Xander grinned. "I can blow things up too. It's pretty."
"It is. Then again I was a sniper." Xander tipped his head a bit so he looked at him. "Yes, me."
"I wondered where I got the ease from. How long did it take you to get over the first one?"
He glanced at his son, seeing the pain in those eyes. He knew, and it was a very personal question, but one he probably needed to talk about. "I haven't. I do what's necessary. The same as you do. I still have nightmares."
"Mine are still pretty much nightly," he admitted. He looked around. "Are we at the showing stage?"
"Sounds good to me," Tony said, flipping over his hand.
Xander grinned and flipped his. Gibbs groaned and flipped his, so Xander got another handful of pennies to add to his stack. At the end of the night, he handed them back to Gibbs, who just gave him an odd look. "I don't need 'em, I had a candy bar." He walked out one of the side doors, heading for his new house.
"Boss, is it just me, or is he nearly as hard as some of the vets we've seen?" Tony asked quietly.
"He is," he admitted. "I want to kick his mother's ass."
"Are you sure that's the cause?"
"Yeah, he slipped too easily." He looked at him. "He's a good kid. He'd make a good cop."
"He would, but he wouldn't get to blow anything up." He looked at him. "He'd also have to calm down."
"You think he'd go military?"
"At times I think he's already *been* military, boss. He does Army PT." Gibbs looked at him. "I don't know. I asked, he just smirked." He shrugged and walked off with him. "So, chicken and what? I'm doubting the kid's been eating full meals except at school and that's been slop recently."
"Whatever's fine with me, DiNozzo."
"You'd probably poison the kid, boss." He closed and locked the gym doors then followed him out. "It went well."
"It did, but it left a lot more questions than it answered." He noticed the library's lights were still on and peeked in. "This normal?"
"He's probably in the office." He opened the door and walked in, smiling at Giles. "Rupert, allow me to introduce Jethro Gibbs."
"Ah, Xander's father," he said, shaking his hand. "Nice to finally meet you."
"I'm taking it slow." He looked around, noticing the cage with weapons, then back at him. "I'm going to be blunt." Giles nodded. "I've got questions. You know the answers and Xander's still very cautious. I feel like there's something that he's still hiding from me. Is there something I need to know or should know?"
Giles considered them for a moment. "Would you like some tea? We could go back to my place."
"Sure, Ducky keeps trying to make me drink tea," he agreed. "Meet you there?"
"Of course. Give me about a half hour to clean up around here. The children left a mess when they didn't shelve books."
"That's fine." Gibbs nodded. "That small apartment complex with the courtyard, right?" Giles smirked and nodded. "See you soon." He walked out with Tony. "Finally, answers."
"You don't want to ask the kid?"
"He's still got a lot of boundaries I'm not sure I want to cross yet," he admitted. "Besides, I don't think they're involved in the other problem."
Tony shook his head. "No. Not that I've seen either." He held the door open. "After you, Gibbs."
"Thanks. Did you drive?"
"No, I jogged. I needed to get out and run. Oh, I met Buffy's mother earlier. She seemed very nice," he said as he followed his boss to his car.
"She a redhead?" he joked.
"No, light brunette. But still very nice. Charming, cultured. Well-dressed. Too old for me, but very nice." He got into the car once his side was unlocked, looking around. "Snyder was listening, I was right."
"I saw 'im. Little toad," he muttered, starting the car. "Thank you for calling me," he said as he backed out.
"Not a problem, I thought it was a chance you'd like." He watched the town go by. "He's headed to Willow's," he noted as they passed by where Xander was walking.
"He hopefully wants to talk."
"Boss, there's a subtle rift there that I don't understand. Not just the 'boy/girl' thing either. He was serious, he thinks he is a fuckup."
"He's not, DiNozzo."
"I know that, you know that. Do his friends know that?"
"Probably not. Hopefully we'll find that out tonight too. Did you want to stay?"
"I like the kid. Maybe some day he'll take my spot on the team." Gibbs smiled at that. "That would mean getting his grades up however. He's a straight D student, boss."
"It happens. Some people don't learn very well from being lectured at. I didn't; I learn better by being shown and then being allowed to do it a few times."
"He definitely can do that. Plus he's still got a good streak of leadership when he feels like speaking up. He'll make an excellent agent if he wants to go that way."
"I'll see if he does. He seemed like he could use some confidence work."
"Oh, yeah. That's putting it mildly," he noted dryly. They parked and he looked at him once the car was off. "What'dya wanna bet Snyder thinks you're my lover and starts on that tomorrow?"
"Possibly," he noted dryly. "Never happen. You're not a redhead." He got out and looked around.
"Boss. You know better," he called.
"Relax. That Buffy girl is headed this way." He leaned against the side of the car, scanning the area around them. He noticed she was doing the same. Someone had trained her to hunt. "Buffy," he said, nodding politely.
"Are you going to bug Giles?"
"Yup." He smirked a bit. "He'll be here shortly."
"Okay, tell him everything was quiet so I went to do the stupid history paper on queens. Not that I can find anything on ancient drag queens, but...." She looked at him when he snorted and smirked again. "So, you're the Xander's father." She looked him over, then into his eyes. "If you hurt him, I will break every bone in your body, slowly. I'll have fun doing it." She smiled sweetly. "I don't care what sort of Fed you are. I'll have a lot of fun doing it. I'll get my ex to help. He'll have even more fun than me." She walked off, humming happily.
"DiNozzo?"
"I think we just found the girl Abby mentioned, boss," he noted as he got out, watching her walk away. "That would explain why she's so good in my class." He looked at his boss, smirking a bit. "You okay? It's not often you get a serious threat from a five-foot-four blonde girl."
"Fine, DiNozzo. At least she's protective of him." Giles pulled in and parked. "I saw your charge. She said everything was quiet and said she'd break every bone in my body if I hurt the kid."
"Buffy can be a bit overzealous now and then but her heart is usually in the right spot," he admitted. "Come inside, it's dangerous out here."
"I saw." They followed him inside and he looked around. Books everywhere. "This reminds me a lot of Ducky's place."
"Only no demented mother calling me a furniture-moving gigolo and no yappy dogs," Tony agreed.
Giles looked at them. "Abby's mentioned him a few times. What sort of dogs does his mother keep?"
"Corgis." Gibbs took off his jacket and sat down. Tony sat on the other end of the couch, where he had a clear view of the door and the hallway. "Relax, DiNozzo. He could have hurt us anywhere if he wanted to. Abby said he knew that branch floating stuff."
"Point, but still." He smiled as Giles came out with a tea pot. "Abby told us some stuff the night she explained the town to us."
"I'm sure she did. She's a very nice young woman," he agreed, pouring out the tea. He handed off cups and sat back with his, getting comfortable. "Now then, what did you want to know?"
"My son. I figured out a few minutes ago that Buffy is your slayer." Giles nodded once, taking a sip. "How is my son involved?"
"Her backup."
"He goes with her?" Tony asked. "Xander's not uncoordinated but he's not one I'd expect it from."
"He's recently hit a growth spurt," Giles remarked. "Not that he's ever been graceful, but he was better before then." He rested the cup on his knee. "He's also an asset, most of the time, to the job. He does research, he makes a mess in my library, but he keeps her mood light when things go wrong."
"Yet, he's hurting, in pain, and scared senseless of being rejected," Gibbs noted calmly, sipping his tea. "Why?"
"They've had their fights and I'm sure you've realized what his former parents were like."
"Former?" Tony asked.
"They've announced they never had a son."
"Ah." He nodded and sipped his tea, then added a lump of sugar. "I know where he's living."
"Then you're one up on me. He did ask me to lie to the authorities so he could get food stamps. Where is he?"
"A former friend's house." Giles looked confused. "Jesse."
"His death did affect Xander quite strongly. I suspect there was more than affection between them but I can't be sure. Would that bother you?"
Gibbs shook his head. "No. I don't have the right to say who gets with who." He took another drink, formulating his next question a bit more tactfully. "We've both noticed the boy shows signs of abuse. One of my fellow agents is a profiler as well and she pointed it out. She also suggested that he's in a bad spot and probably needs some guidance, which I don't know how to give without upsetting him."
Giles nodded a few times. "He could use some, yes. I must remain focused on Buffy's well being and Willow's been dabbling in magic so I'm determined to watch her. Unfortunately that has left the boy out of the inner circle as it were. I know he's suffered some time in the past. I know that he's done things we don't know about. I also realize you're still reassuring him that you're not here about those weapons?" Gibbs shook his head. "Good. Then he won't be heading for the southern border anytime soon. Xander is very much a man already," he said quietly. "He's already grown up a great deal since I first met him. Then again, I was gauging him against my own friends when I was his age. He's lost a lot of the fun and easiness he used to have."
"Do you think me being closer could help?" Tony asked. "I have a pretty good rapport with the kid. I can also work on some of his training so he learns how to deal with his new body."
"That would be wonderful," Giles agreed with a smile. "He could definitely use it. He's fallen into graves recently. He has this distressing habit of hitting his head."
"The school's reported bruises. Backing up your girl or his folks?" Gibbs asked, finishing his tea and getting comfortable.
"It could have been either," he admitted. "I do know the bruises on his neck were from fighting. I helped treat them that night." Gibbs nodded at that. Giles put down his cup. "The boy could use a solid male role model. I believe I've been the only one in his life so far. The problem is that he's scared of coming to you. He's scared of rejection and of ending up worse than he was before."
"Which is typical of abuse cases," Tony agreed.
"Yes, but there's something deeper and I can't get that deep. Even if he were my slayer I fear I couldn't crack his inner thoughts and feelings." He looked down for a moment, then at them. "I do know that the boy will do whatever's necessary, even if it isn't always the right thing," he offered quietly. "Last year, Buffy's boyfriend lost his soul. He returned to the torturing vampire he had been. It came down to a point where Willow was going to resoul him and Buffy had to stop him. Xander saw she couldn't, and lied to her. The soul stuck just before she banished him to hell." Gibbs winced. "Needless to say, the girls weren't pleased with him, but I knew why he had done it. She hadn't to be able to beat him. I suspect there's been other incidences. I know that he hunts while Buffy's gone. She ran away for a bit near the end of last school year. We all went out and he still went out more often I'm sure. He's like that."
Gibbs nodded. "That's a trait he does get from me."
"In this case, I believe it's what's enabled him to survive," Giles said quietly. "I have no illusions that his parents were good to him. I've studied too much psychology to not see the injured soul he has. I do not know how deep it goes. I don't know if it was sexual abuse, but I suspect someone has in the past," he noted calmly. "The boy is most odd about women. Only the worst are drawn to him. He's nearly died a number of times due to the women he's allowed close."
"I've got three ex-wives," Gibbs admitted. "All bitter bitches. That could be a family trait too."
Giles shook his head. "Not in this case. He was equally drawn to their darkness. Xander has a very strong moral code, but sometimes it doesn't always mesh with everyone else's. As I'm sure the stolen guns note."
"Do you think he could be helped by finding a future?" Tony asked. "I've seen the kid's grades. He's smarter than that."
"I believe that's a smokescreen," he agreed. "I don't think he cares. I'm not sure if deep down he isn't borderline suicidal with how he acts. I was told that, due to his family, he slept outdoors most Christmases. Even last Christmas. He's known now for two years. We're into our third year together." He picked up his tea cup and took another drink. "I do believe he and Jesse were closer than friends. I didn't have the opportunity to watch them interact that often. I do know that Xander staking him changed him drastically and nearly broke him."
"He staked him?" Tony asked.
"He had been turned. He was going after Cordelia Chase," he said quietly. "Xander saved her."
"And in her ever-so grateful way she's now trying to destroy what's left of him?" Tony demanded. "Rupert, they're dating." Giles shuddered. "Seriously snogging in the closets dating."
"With his destructive love life in the past, I'm not surprised," he admitted. He looked at the silent man. "Had I been closer, I would have let Buffy do it," he assured him. "Or I would have. None of us realized. Willow got told later that he had been dusted. I'm not sure if she even realizes he staked him," he offered. "He's changed since those first few days but I thought that was the act of killing, until I heard him having a nightmare one day in the library before a study session." Gibbs nodded, forcing himself to relax. "He's very good at it, but sometimes I do worry that he could be going out on his own and he could be getting seriously injured. I know he did when Angelus had me to get me free." Gibbs nodded at that. "I really do hope you can help the boy. He's the most charming scamp about half the time. The other half he's annoying you to death but he's usually very sweet and gentle. Frankly, Willow's expressed her doubts about him staying when you leave because she doesn't want to see him hurt or swallowed up by this."
"She's got a bit of 'I'm a special girl' attitude problem," Tony told him. "Her and Buffy both."
Giles nodded. "I know, and I can't stop it without destroying their self esteem. I keep pointing out that others can and have done the same thing, and even more important things. It hasn't worked yet. It will be a hard fall when they fall and I fear for their sanity, but I'm at my wit's end trying to get them straightened out, and Xander has honestly fallen by the wayside while I try. In all our eyes."
"That's fine. I wouldn't mind him coming with me," Gibbs said, standing up. "Is there anything else you know?"
"Last month, Xander was sent away from the group," Giles admitted. "We thought it for his own safety. We all pushed him away, harshly even when necessary to keep him out of a certain fight. He wasn't there, but the next day he was very cold, very distant, and there was a bomb found in the basement."
"You think he did it?" Gibbs asked, looking down at him.
"No, but I think he stopped the person who put it down there," he offered. "I think he knows and I think he realized something important about himself at that time. He's been quieter since then. Even Buffy's noticed."
Tony stood up, putting down his cup. "Thank you. Leave Xander to us. I'm going to volunteer to help him with his hand-to-hand. He's having dinner Thursday with Gibbs."
"Do you think he'd come with us?" Gibbs asked.
"I honestly don't know. I'm not sure he could leave the girls or this town. Then again, I'm not sure the hellmouth would allow him to leave. He was born here. His mother was in the school working when he was born." He finished his cup and put it back down. "I wish you all the luck you need, gentlemen. Xander is a very special young man and he deserves the best, but I'm sorry I haven't been able to give it to him."
"We're a family in our team, Mr. Giles," Gibbs assured him. "We've adopted others." He walked out, Tony right behind him. He got into the car and pulled out, going for a drive. "Do you think he knew?"
"I think he's seen the signs but he's right, he's not that deep into the kid. I remember the bomb incident but I didn't see him until the next day. He was really quiet and not at all jumpy, which he usually is. That's when I went to Kate to see if the kid might be suicidal, boss."
"What did she say?"
"She said it depends on the reason he suddenly got quiet. If it was something like love, then no. If he was working on a problem or trying to figure himself out, probably not. If it was an incident and he got hurt, then possibly. That's when I started to get closer."
"Thank you. When's his next class?"
"Tomorrow." He checked his watch. "Yeah, tomorrow." He looked at him. "Just the standard?"
"Please. You might wanna start with everyone though."
"I thought I should," he agreed. "Where are we on the other leads?"
"We've found them. We've gotten into their surveillance. We need another hacker. Abby's coming this weekend."
"Get Rosenburg, boss. She hacks the city all the time from what I've heard." Gibbs stopped at a stop sign and looked at him. "Seriously. It can only help them since they're obviously not involved."
Gibbs nodded. "We'll discuss that at the afternoon meeting tomorrow. Do you need Kate to help?"
"Please." He waited until they got back to the house. "Boss, if Giles was right and it was sexual...."
"No wonder he can deal so well," Gibbs said bitterly. He got out and headed to his apartment, slamming the door.
Tony locked both doors and headed up to Kate's apartment, tapping gently. She came to the door in sweats and her hair pulled back. "I need help tomorrow. I'm teaching self- defense."
"Sure. We can do that. Any particular time?"
"All day."
"Sure. All week if you need me. We're stuck without another hacker."
"Rosenburg. Don't bother the boss," he said quietly. "We talked to Xander." She let him inside, sitting down with her ice cream again. He sat across from her. "Xander's quietness, we think it was something. We also think that the abuse he went through when he was younger was bad. Possibly sexual according to Giles and he was trained to deal with young girls." She put down the ice cream, staring at him. "His job is to finish raising them and support the present slayer."
"Abby said that."
"Buffy's his slayer."
"Oh. Her?" He nodded. "Wow. I never would've guessed her. Now, that Chase girl I could almost see."
"She's dating Xander. I caught 'em in the locker room the other day."
She shook her head. "Totally wrong. She'll destroy him."
"She already is. We talked tonight over poker. He's killed vampires. He's her backup." She hissed. "What?"
"He's in danger of slipping deeper until he likes it, Tony."
"I know. I suspect he's using it as stress relief. Gibbs thinks he'll make a good agent."
"He would. He's got the skills from what I've seen but not the confidence."
"Which we can help with. By the way, we're having a dinner Thursday and Gibbs is eating with him. We're having chicken. Any particular veggies you want?"
"I'll make stuffing, you make potatoes. McGee can make dessert."
"The kid does have a sweet tooth," he agreed with a smile. "Buffy protested because I let him have a candy bar earlier." He scratched the back of his neck. "Kate, he had to lie to get Buffy to do her job," he said quietly. She looked confused. "Buffy had to go against her boyfriend, who had went bad. Giles said he lost his soul. He said he and Xander saw that she couldn't beat him."
"Emotional ties are like that," she agreed.
"So he lied to her to make her do it. Willow was going to replace his soul and he never told her that."
"So he's doing what's necessary?" She picked up the ringing phone. "Yeah?" She listened. "Sure, Gibbs. We were just talking about that." She listened to him. "No. No, he's not too far gone, not yet. Close, but not yet. Let him move as carefully as he wants. Any snapping from you and he'll think it's a trap. Sure." She hung up. "We're working on his hand-to-hand?" Tony nodded. "It sounds like he could use it."
"He's been tripping and Giles said that he's hit his head a few times. Standard growth spurt stuff," he offered.
"Wonderful. Better and better, Tony. He's savable but he's got to want it. Don't push."
"I think a gentle push could help."
"It could crack a barrier and let you deeper but it can also make him run."
"Fine." He stood up. "Tomorrow, nine."
"Of course. I'll see you then." He nodded and left, going back to his place to shower and lay out his clothes for the next day. He came out and found the boy in his apartment. "You can pick locks?"
"No, but you can credit card that one." He stared at him. "I'm not suicidal, thank you."
"I wasn't sure. That's why we asked Kate. She profiles." He put on some pajamas and sat across from him. "I want to work on your hand-to-hand. I've been meaning to ask you for a few weeks. Until tonight I didn't know how necessary it was."
"You sure that's a good idea? Will father approve?" he asked dryly.
Tony nodded. "Yeah. Neither of us thought you were doing more than cheerleading before tonight, Xander." Xander gave a one-sided shrug. "What happened to your arm?"
"Vampire." He rolled up the sleeve to show off the new bruise. "I've had worse." He put his sleeve back down. He looked at him. "Do you actually want to help me or is this because you love my dad?"
"For you. You have the same potential I saw in myself. My parents ignored me all the time, that was bad enough. You've managed to live with worse and still stay sane and mostly healthy. I think you'd make a good replacement for me on the team someday," he offered quietly. "I know your father said that if you wanted to go military he'd talk to someone to make sure you got a good DI."
"I couldn't stand having someone tell me when to piss."
"Me either," Tony admitted with a small smile. "That's why I was a cop before. Nearly as hard but you get a bit more freedom and downtime."
Xander stared at him. "You should know I do hunt."
"Giles thought so."
"I heard."
"Eavesdropping?"
"No, I stole one of the bugs you've put in Jesse's house and a monitor out of your car," he admitted dryly. "Can I actually talk to you, Tony? Like a human being? Giles was right, he can't handle me and them. They're heading for a hard break soon. Buffy had one and she ran, but then things started to go right for her again."
He nodded. "Of course. I'm only watching you for him. I never had to make friends with you, kid."
"First, don't call me that. They used to."
"Sorry, Xander."
Xander smiled. "Thank you." He stood up. "I take it the hottie upstairs is coming to help all week?" Tony nodded. "Good, it'll give me someone else to stare at." He grinned. "Yes, I know Cordy's not very good for me. She's still ripping into what little self esteem I have. I also know that she's not exactly the most faithful person in the world. I've had worse."
"Do you want to talk about who molested you?"
"It was a poker debt. I was thirteen. He tried to make it good. It wasn't *so* bad," he admitted. "It's not what hurts me, Tony."
"Jesse." Xander nodded. "I'm sorry you had to do that. I can't even imagine plugging one of my friends or coworkers, not even McGee," he offered quietly. "I have had to shoot others if you want to talk about it."
He shook his head. "No. I'm tired of thinking about it."
"But going out to do stupid shit doesn't solve that problem," Gibbs said from the door. He closed it. "I heard you up here and came up to see if there was a problem. You could talk to me too."
"It's...hard," Xander told him. "Very hard."
"I've had to talk to others."
"Not that part."
"Point. I feel the same awkwardness you do, Xander. Trust me here, kid." He saw the wince. "Okay, I won't call you that." He moved closer. "Every time I look at you I see some wild animal in a very small cage fighting to get free."
"No, that's a former possession too," he admitted. "Along with the Halloween of our tenth grade year when I became PFC Harris, Army."
"Ah, how you got the codes," Tony said, smirking at him. "I wondered where the military background came from."
"Yeah, basically," Xander agreed. He looked at Gibbs again. "I'm going to be cautious for years, Jethro. I'm also not leaving. They need me here. They'll die without me here."
"We all die someday," he reminded him. "What happens if you die first?" Xander slumped and sat down again, not looking at him. "All I want is to give you a chance at a life that can make you happy. I'm not the sort to push, Xander." He sat down, looking at him. He steadfastly ignored Tony's incredulous look at that statement. "Do you understand the difference?"
"You haven't had kids?"
"I had one with my first wife, she died fairly young." Xander looked at him. "It was about five years ago. I've went through two other wives since then." Xander smirked a bit. "Nearly as bad as I heard yours were."
"Cordelia's not great but it's human contact."
"Ask Kate to give you a hug, she gives good hugs," Tony offered. "Or Abby."
"I like Abby," he admitted. "I feel...it's like she'd understand where I've been and what I've had to be."
"She probably would," Gibbs agreed. "Unfortunately we work in DC most of the time. That's a long commute for cuddles." Xander grinned at that. "Be honest with me, Xander. I know we're not going to mesh on everything. You can't possibly understand the Marines because you've never been there. You can understand my sense of duty and honor. Which can be bent if the circumstances are bad enough. Just like you stealing those weapons was." Xander nodded. "The same as I understand about the hunting. I've done that a time or two myself. Only I went after squirrels and turned them into a mess of fur and blood. DiNozzo goes clubbing and gets laid. We all react the way we were trained to react."
"You were trained to be a slut?" Xander asked him.
Tony nodded. "I started life as a rich kid."
"I'm so sorry."
"So am I. I got kicked out for wanting to be a cop." He grinned at him. "I made my way with my handicap of my name. You make yours with your past. Personally I think you'd make a great agent. I think you'd be wonderful at it. I think you could empathize with the victim. But you need better grades because you've got to have a degree to get into the Academy." Gibbs looked at him. "Laying it out, boss."
"I have problems studying," Xander admitted. "I never had a reason to and I don't learn well in the subjects I'm taking." He looked at them. "I learned Latin in a month because it was important. I can't see history as that."
"History can predict what'll happen next," Tony told him. "Look at how history keeps spiraling around. It's never exactly the same but it's damn close."
"Good point," he said thoughtfully. "Are we talking an agent like you two? Like crime scenes and stuff?" Tony nodded. "I'm not that observant. You noticed stuff I never did on that inventory and I've looked at those lockers for years."
"That's a matter of training," Gibbs assured him.
"Oh. You can train that into me?" Gibbs and Tony both nodded. "Easily?"
"Maybe," Tony admitted. "Sometimes that depends on how much you want it."
"Okay. I'll accept that caveat." He stood up. "I'm going to go think."
"You could stay here on the couch tonight. It's warmer than the house without heat," he offered.
"They came back earlier," Xander admitted. "I was talking to them before. They know what went on and they came to check on me." He shrugged. "I'm not sure if they're planning on selling the house or not. They moved to Florida."
"That's a nice place if you can stand muggy heat," Gibbs told him.
"I can't. What's snow like?" he asked suddenly.
"Cold and wet, but fun," Tony said with a grin. "We can show you if you want. But we do need to talk to Rosenburg in a few days."
"During the dinner. You guys can have her while I get Gibbs." He shrugged and grinned. "Deal?"
"Deal," he agreed, standing up. He moved closer. "I feel like I should pat you on the back or something."
"Eehh, I'm not ready for hugs yet." He grinned and left, heading back to the house. He found Jesse's father waiting on him and gave him a sheepish grin. "I was talking to my father."
"That's fine, Xander. Are you going with him?"
"I don't know yet. I'm not sure if I can leave Willow or not." That got a knowing nod. "Are you okay? You were never a night person before."
"I'm fine." He looked at the boy. "You know what happened to him."
Xander nodded. "I do. The same as I know what goes on around here after dark."
"I've seen some of that. One of them got Jesse?" Xander nodded. "Immediately?"
"No. He was turned," he said quietly. He swallowed and moved closer. "Jesse... I tried to go retrieve him the next morning when we realized we didn't get him to safety. I made Buffy take me with her to go save him."
"Too late?" Xander nodded, looking down. "So where is he? I know what happens when they get turned. Buffy?"
Xander looked up at him, shaking his head. "There was an attempted massacre at the Bronze a few days later. Do you remember that?" He nodded slowly. "Jesse was there. He was one of them and hunting."
"You?" Xander sighed and nodded. "Personally?"
"I didn't want to. I tried to talk him out of it, to get him to leave," he said quietly. "I wanted nothing more than to not see him there. Gods, Jesse was my sanity!" He ran his hands through his hair. "In the end he kept trying to bite me. That same thing that happened when I slapped that one guy came back and got me that time," he admitted bitterly. "Willow doesn't even know. She knows when but not who."
He nodded. "I understand. It was a necessity to save lives."
"That doesn't mean I don't mourn him every day."
"I know. At the service you were the only one crying." He pulled him closer to hug. "Maybe you should go with him, kiddo. Find a normal life far from this."
"He's asked but it's still going to be a while." He looked up at him. "I'll leave if you want."
"Not now. What about your parents?"
"Dead as far as I'm concerned. They've stated repeatedly that they never had a son as far as they're concerned." He shrugged. "They kicked me out because Gibbs showed up."
Jesse's dad nodded, giving him another squeeze. "I understand. Your dad was a bastard. A royal bastard." He walked him inside and to his room. "You should rest, kiddo. You've got some thinking to do. We were going to put the house on the market after this trip."
"Sure." He went into his room, looking at his stuff. Most of it could be hidden in the library with only a bag of stuff in his locker. That would only leave sleeping issues. He laid down and forced himself to relax, not listening to the whispering going on in the other room. He didn't want to eavesdrop. Not this time. He pulled the pillows over his head and got comfortable. It was going to be a long day tomorrow. He heard the door open and looked up at his mother. "I'm sorry."
"I figured it was something like that," she soothed, coming in to hug him. "I know you and he were together, Xander." She sat behind him, letting him curl up against her. "I just don't know what to do about this."
"Me either. I can store my stuff at Willow's or in the library."
She sighed and shook her head. "We'll figure that out."
***
Tony watched Xander the next day, watching how clumsy he was. "You okay?" he asked quietly.
"Long night." He moved back and wiped off his forehead. "Isn't it time to go?"
"You wanna talk?"
"Not yet. I had to tell them," he said quietly. He headed for the locker room, going to shower now. He heard the others come in and ignored it, going back to soaping his hair. He felt someone shove him from behind and looked back. "What?" He rinsed and turned around, facing the bully. "I'll be done in a minute."
"I hear you've been staying at your little *friend's* house," he sneered. "What's wrong, mommy and daddy kick you out?"
Xander calmly put everything down then grabbed him by the arm and swung him into the wall. "Shut up. Leave me alone. I'm not in the mood for it today." He finished his shower and left him there, moaning. He came out to find total silence. "Anyone else?" They all shook their heads. "Thank you for not continuing that petty shit." He got dressed and slammed his locker door closed, going out to put on his shoes out there. "Mr. DiNozzo?" he called. "Peter fell in the shower and hit his head."
"How bad is it?"
"He was groaning when I stepped over his body." He got up and grabbed his books heading out to his locker.
Tony walked into the locker room, closing the door behind him. "What happened?"
"Harris attacked him!"
"Why?" Everyone glared at him. "Things like that happen for a reason. Why?"
"Peter's been gay baiting him," a deeper voice said, coming around the lockers. Larry. The very out captain of the football team. "Apparently Xander had a bad night and slammed him head first into the wall. Not that I blame him. You guys know better than to pick on Xander about Jesse. The same as we all know not to ask him about that bomb."
"That wasn't him," Tony told them. "I found out who it was but it wasn't him." Everyone looked impressed with that. "Does he need the nurse?"
"He could probably use some x-rays."
"Then take him down there once he's dressed."
"You're not going to warn us not to tell?"
"No. Because you know if you do, what he did is going to come out. So are all the times he's picked on Xander and Xander's come out limping. Or bruised."
"What's he to you?" Larry asked.
"Someone who could use a mentor. The same as you could, Larry. I'm a teacher, that's what I do." He walked out, going to call the nurse to warn her. "Hi, it's DiNozzo . We had a bit of a fight in the locker room and one of the kids hit his head. No, his friends are bringing him once he's dressed. Thanks." He hung up and called Giles. "Is Xander there? No, he and Peter Brack got into it again. No, Xander preemptively struck. Knocked his head into the wall. Yeah. I don't know, he walked off. He apparently didn't sleep that much. Let me know if he skips, okay?" He hung up and nodded at the nurse that they were still in the locker room. This was something he'd be telling Gibbs in person. You didn't break that news over the phone, especially not to him.
***
Xander walked in Thursday night, looking presentable and clean. "Hey."
"Hey. Are you enjoying your suspension?"
"Every last minute of it," he noted sarcastically, sitting across from him. "Big break in the case?"
"No. Someone sent me an email about you." He handed it over. "You want to explain?"
Xander looked at it, then at him and shook his head. "No." He handed it back. "Nor am I going to."
"Xander...."
"I will leave," he warned. Jethro glared. "That doesn't work on me either. I've seen worse."
"You ...what did you do?"
"Protected myself."
"You could have ...."
"No, I can't." Xander stood up and looked at him. "I'm not ready to live with you yet and you sure as hell aren't ready to live with me, Jethro. I did what I had to do so I could continue to survive. It wasn't that bad. It's been much worse. Now I'm safe and it won't ever happen again. Jesse's family can sell their house with a clean conscience. I was safe when I did it."
"It's still wrong!"
"And! It's my life!"
"Whoa!" Tony yelled as he came in. "Calm down. I don't feel like playing referee again today. I had enough of that earlier." He put the food down on the table. Then he looked at Xander. "Did you know what you were doing?"
"Yes, I was protecting my damn life. This way I didn't have to depend on anyone; I could use the time to get to know Jethro without imposing and without breaking into your case. I'm more than safe enough, I was safe when I did it because I demanded that. All in all it wasn't as bad as it could have been. Now I have everything that I need set up for me so I can continue this school year in safety and security. It's not going to happen again. I may never touch another person ever again, but it won't happen ever again. This was a matter of necessity."
"You could've asked for the spare apartment, Xander," Gibbs reminded him.
"Then I'd be in the way. You'd have to work around me and worry about what you said around me since some of that's probably classified. This way you can do your shit, I can finish this year of school, and I can make a decision that's not based on necessity or panic. I can make one based on what I learn about you. Which is how it should be in my mind." Jethro calmed himself by force and nodded. "I'm sorry if I upset you. I'll go."
"Sit!" he barked. Xander turned and looked at him. "Now. It was still stupid. I understand the reasons you're using but that was the dumbest damn thing ever done in the history of the world!"
"And I'm not discussing this after the fact."
"You could have come to me to talk to me about this. Or to Tony. Or hell, even to Kate or Abby."
"Talking about something I know I need to do doesn't make it any easier. I'm sorry if you're disappointed. I did what I had to do, yet again, to survive through this year."
"I could have...."
"For the same reason I won't let you buy me candy, I'm sure as hell not going to let you rent me an apartment." He stared him down. "Think about it. If you were me, what would you have done?" he asked more quietly.
Gibbs nodded. "Okay, I agree. It was a moment of crappy options. I'm not going to deny that, Xander. I'm not happy about it either. How did my boss find out?"
"Oh, he's out of your LA office and he got caught. You might wanna yell at McGee for that."
"McGee!" he yelled. He came in a few second later. "You broke up one of the agents in the LA office having sex with someone who was technically underaged?"
"Uh, yes, boss," he said, looking confused. He spotted Xander and frowned. "Oh, shit," he said, shaking his head. "I'm sorry, was it a setup? Did I ruin the mission?"
"No," Xander assured him, walking over to pat him on the arm. "It's fine. He got a nice email from the director about it and needed to hear my side." McGee swallowed. "You did good. Good instincts." He got a nod and looked at Gibbs, who waved him away. "Don't worry about it."
"But he was, ah....."
"McGee, think about it and ask Kate. I'm sure she can explain it to you well away from Willow." He nodded and ran out. He shook his head. "Sorry, Jethro." He sat down again staring at him. "Up to you."
He sat down. The decision wasn't hard and the kid would walk away, he could see it in his eyes. "It had better never happen again." It was the best he could do without bursting out into swearing, which could wait until he was alone.
"Not unless I'm trying to save my damn life."
"In that case, die."
"Look at it this way, I can shower at home and I can do laundry, plus eat real food."
"Did you report the food stamps?"
"Yeah, I reported it as I liquidated something of my mother's that she handed me the other day to make me go away. My case worker understood. She might even know." Tony nodded, patting him on the head. "I'm fine."
"I'm not doubting it, it just sucks that you had to do it." He looked at Gibbs. "Do you guys want me to stay?"
"No, I can walk out if he starts to shout at me," Xander promised. Tony looked at Gibbs, who made another 'go away' motion. He left them alone. "I'm sorry, but I felt it was the only liveable choice."
"It wasn't but I understand why." He uncovered the food. "Tony's a good cook."
"Good. I'm starved." He accepted his plate of food and looked at him. "I really am sorry if I disappointed you, Jethro."
"You didn't. I should've realized it was that sort of desperation. How did you hook up with him?"
Xander considered telling him then shook his head. "McGee knows part of it, the end part of it. But the source who connected us is going to remain anonymous until you're at least out of town. He was trying to help me."
"You think I'll hurt him?"
"I think you'll kill him," Xander said honestly, staring him down.
"The same guy who was the poker debt?" he asked. Xander nodded. "Let me connect some dots here. Let's see, you were *with* Jesse. I know that. So, one of his parents?" Xander didn't move. "I won't hurt them."
"They were trying to help me. He knew damn well my father would hurt me worse if I didn't. At least I was a teenager."
"That's a fucked up view of that subject," he noted bitterly. Xander nodded. "You can still be more normal."
"It's better this than me going out and trying everyone in the clubs."
Gibbs put down his fork before he put it through his plate and the table and nodded, appearing calm. His training was working overtime tonight. "That's true. I can agree with that. That's another ususal outcome. I would still prefer it hadn't happened, but it was better than it could have been. You were safe?"
"I was very safe. I always was, even when it was me and Jesse."
Gibbs nodded. "Never again?"
"Not unless my life is in danger."
"Fine. Should I look at that report?"
"Probably not. I'm sure Tony has by now."
"Yeah, he has. He wanted me to take something to keep me calm tonight."
"Might've been a good idea, Jethro."
"True. Have you ever met Ducky?"
"No, but I've heard an awful lot about him. Is he nice?"
"Very nice. You'd probably like him. He's like Giles, only genteel and tells stories." Xander grinned at that. "A lot of very long stories." He dug into his food again. "Eat. What're you doing tonight?"
"Soaking in the bathtub." He gave him a hard stare. "He didn't hurt me. I've only been able to shower in the gym for the last little while. Oh, tell him to quit locking the doors. Sometimes we come in covered in slime and need them. She hates breaking those locks." He ate a bite and smiled. "So... you have a boat in your basement?"
"I'm building it," he admitted, digging in as well. The change in subject was safer and easier, he could deal with the hard things when the kid was ready again. Otherwise he'd lose him from his pushing. "How was school before the fight?"
"What fight? I grabbed him by the arm and ran him into a wall. Everyone in that school knows not to pick on me about Jesse. They can pick on me about my uncoordination problem. They can pick on me about my clothes, my grades, anything but him. The last time I was in one of those, I got in-school in the special room. If I knew then what I know now, I'd have killed whatever creature that is." He ate another bite and his father looked at him. "Snyder's pet. One of the former swim team I was briefly part of. Fortunately I found out why they were turning into monsters so I didn't."
"You swim?" Xander nodded. "Which one?"
"Freestyle, one and four hundred meters."
"Maybe you should try out for the team if you move with me."
"Maybe," he agreed. "They offered to let me move with them to Miami."
"Fat. Chance." Xander grinned at that. "I mean it. You can keep in contact, though I'm going to be watching very hard for them to hurt you again."
"He wasn't...."
Gibbs held up a hand. "Even if you are old enough, it was still a betrayal of trust and it did do innate harm to you. It had to. He knew how vulnerable you were. So you can stay in contact, but I do not want you going to see them in person alone. Got me?" He didn't really want him in contact either but at least this way he could keep track of them and possibly hand on information to the local law enforcement people, plus help Xander see how bad they were. Then he could arrest them and watch as they were beaten to death in jail for letting his son be hurt.
"That's reasonable," Xander decided.
"Thank you. Miami is very pretty and very trendy. Maybe you can visit next year when one of us can go with you."
"You'd send one of them with me?"
"If you wanted them instead of me." He looked at his son. "I figured you'd be old enough to sneak into the better clubs and that's more DiNozzo's thing." Xander nodded, accepting that. "Do you think they're doing it to others? Even if you accepted it the others probably didn't consent."
"I don't know," he said honestly. "I'm not going to call anyone down there to find out."
"Fine. We'll figure that one out together. I hate child molesters. Even if you are older than a child." Xander nodded at that. "Agreed?"
"Agreed. My life was already fucked up, I made that choice. They probably didn't."
"Good, thank you. That was a lot easier than I thought."
"I expected to walk out and be chased later."
"McGee bought ice cream cake." He ate a bite of chicken. "Eat."
"Yes, sir." He dug in, eating heartily. "How did he do this with the orange stuff?"
"I have no idea. While we're here you can ask him to teach you how to cook. Or just come over more often."
Xander nodded. "I can do that. I have a secure spot that I can go back to if needed."
Gibbs nodded, realizing that it was big step for the kid. He had to feel like he was still independent and not asking for help. It showed when he wouldn't take four cents the other night at a store for a soda and had put something back. "When do you get to go back?"
"Monday. I'll be fine. This year's grades are already screwed beyond hope."
"There's still half a year."
"We're about to come up to our quarterly apocalypse and the books are hinting at something worse next year."
"Next year?" he asked. "Xander...."
He held up a hand. "Depending on what it is, Jethro, I may need to be here. You may still be here for that matter."
"Point. We've got stuck on our case. I checked into the weapons with the local commander. He saw the blue thing. He knows what's going on and he figured it was because of that. That's why he never reported it." Xander smiled and ate another bite. "Try the stuffing. Kate made some last Thanksgiving and it was really good."
Xander ate a bite and moaned, sipping his water. "It is good. Are we doing something for that?"
"We were all going to eat together. You can join us if you want." Xander smiled. "You and Willow and Buffy if necessary."
"Willow's upstairs to help with a hacking question."
"McGee's good at that so they're probably babbling in geek speak with Abby." He ate another bite. "Anything interesting happen before we got here?"
"Well, yeah," he admitted. "Ethan Rayne showed up again this year. He had this candy that mentally deaged you to your teen years. Giles and Joyce Summers got it on, freaked Buffy out majorly." He choked and Xander grinned. "We got punk bastard Ripper instead of Giles for a few days. Buffy's mother thought she was too tense."
"She told me she'd break every bone in my body and enjoy it if I hurt you and have her boyfriend help."
"Really?" Xander asked with a smile. He got up and went to call Giles. "Since when was Angel back? No, Buffy threatened my father with bone breaking and promised Angel would have fun too. Yes, that would indicate he's back, Giles. Hmm, which is what I wanted to know. Thank you." He hung up and came back. "Sorry. If he comes back, I may be hiding behind you since I had him sent to hell." He ate a bite of food.
"That was a situation where I agree, you did what had to be done, no questions or demands made," Gibbs assured him. "I'd have done the same thing if it was Kate." That got a smile. "Eat. I'm tired of telling you...." He trailed off when he saw the stiffness. "I'm sorry, Xander. I was joking."
"I know. It's a trigger. I'm okay," he promised, taking a drink of his water then eating again. "We brought a classification manual with us for you guys and Giles said he thinks we may be able to help you gather information."
"It has to be admissible in court. That means no magic."
"Good point. Do they know that?" He nodded. "Okay. Then they'll talk Willow out of scrying. Then again, it could give you a place to look. Which would help since you're stuck." Gibbs smirked at that. "Are we okay?"
"We're fine, Xander. Save room for dessert."
"Xanders can always eat chocolate or ice cream." He finished up, even licking his fork.
"There's more, have some. I'm sure he made enough for leftovers upstairs." Xander dug in and ate more. "How did your self defense lesson go?"
"I was kinda tired and cranky. I wasn't really focusing."
"Hopefully the next one will be better." Xander nodded at the implied statement in there. "Only if you want to take it."
"I probably should. It'll help when I hunt."
"You're still hunting alone?"
"It's not like she does," he muttered. Gibbs raised an eyebrow. "Buffy's not always the most diligent person about her duties, Jethro. I realize this. So sometimes I go when she doesn't."
"What about that other girl you mentioned to Tony? Faith?"
"Flake," Xander told him. "Absolute flake. She works on the 'want, take, have' principle." He stared. Xander nodded and ate another bite of the stuffing. "Do you think she'd teach me how to make this?"
"Maybe. Kate's a very nice woman. Very deadly when need be but very nice." Xander smiled at that. "Have you thought about a career?"
"Nope. I'm looking forward to survival. Anytime I make long-term plans they get crushed and stomped on." He ate another bite, not looking at him. "Can I kick your director's ass for telling you that way?"
"The Secret Service guys around him might mind but it won't stop me," he offered. "I plan on hitting him so hard he pisses himself for this assignment."
"Then you wouldn't have found me."
"He knew about you. That's why he said he sent me instead of someone else. He wanted me to use you. He's decent enough at the job and I respect the man but sometimes the bottom line gets in the way."
Xander nodded. "I've had days like that. I find that lying to Buffy seems to come out of them." He ate another bite and chewed. "So, do you really want me to live with you?"
"Hell yes. I want you away from this town. Even if you do end up taking an extra year of high school at a good school so you can get into college."
"College very much expensive."
"You can't do anything but menial labor without a degree, Xander." Xander nodded, he knew that. "I can see you doing something with your hands, like a plumber or something, but that'll still take vocational school."
"Good point. I could kinda see that. They make good money." He ate another bite. "I don't know what I want to be when I grow up except alive." He finished his water and got up to get some more.
"There's a pitcher in the fridge," he called. Xander dumped out that glass and got cold water. Then he came back. "What do you like to do?"
"I don't mind building and fixing the weapons. I'm pretty decent at it. I definitely don't want to work fast food." He took another sip. "I don't know. I have no idea what you do besides figure out who did what. I'm guessing here but you're cops?"
"Sort of. We're also the crime lab. We investigate and solve cases but we also collect all the evidence and Abby runs it."
"Oh. So like the shows on tv, you do both sides?" He nodded. "Interesting. Are they all like that?"
"I don't know. You'd have to ask Tony. He used to be a cop." Xander nodded. "He told you?"
"Yeah." He finished his meal and scraped his plate, licking off his fork. "Where's this mythical cake?"
"The freezer, where good ice cream should be. Give me a minute and I'll get it." He finished his plate and took their dishes into the kitchen, putting them into the dishwasher. Then he got out the cake and sliced a few pieces off, putting it back into the freezer for later. He brought them out, then came back for the bottle of chocolate syrup and spoons. He had noticed Xander had this thing for chocolate. Xander's eyes lit up and he smiled, handing over the bottle. "The whipped cream on it is usually a bit bland to balance out the ice cream." Xander made his piece messy then handed off the bottle with a smile. He sat down and fixed his own, digging in. He didn't indulge often but this was a good occasion. "You know you have a math test coming up, right?"
"Don't remind me. I suck doubly in there. Or maybe exponentially. I have no clue what the difference is."
Tony bounced in and smiled at their half-eaten cake. "I'm getting some of that for everyone else."
Xander pulled him over to hug him. "You make good chicken and tell Kate that's the best stuffing I ever had. Pass on the hug." He let him go. Tony beamed and patted him on the head, going to grab the cake and take it upstairs. "I hope he doesn't let Willow eat it all."
"No, he won't. DiNozzo needs ice cream to live some days. So does Kate." He finished his piece and watched the boy finish his. "You look tired."
"I am. I moved in today." He yawned and finished his last bite, then his water. "Can I help clean up?"
"Dishwasher, Xander. I don't do dishes by hand unless I'm on report." That got a small smile. "Go curl up on the couch. You can wake up later." He nodded, going to do that. Gibbs watched him fall asleep then went to do the dishes. Or at least rinse these before putting them in to be washed. He heard his cell ring and went to find it, noticing the kid wasn't waking up. "Gibbs," he said quietly, going into the bedroom. "I should punch you, you know that, right?" he said firmly. "Yeah, well, expect it when I get back." He listened to him. "So?" He rolled his eyes. "No. He's fine. Because he was in a bad spot and he made a decision without consulting anyone. I had no idea until you told me. Which is why you're going to need your jaw wired shut for a few weeks." He listened. "I don't know what we're doing about him coming back yet." He hung up and closed the bedroom door, then looked up an old friend's number.
"Hey, it's Gibbs. You got a few? No, I just found a kid who consented to underage sex here, but the people who helped set him up are from down there. Sixteen but we're in California at the moment so the legal age is seventeen. No, caught with one of the officers in the LA office by one of my team. Long story, don't ask. Really, don't ask." He smirked. "I thought not. No, Reynolds, I think. They had a son named Jesse who was special to this kid and that's the name on their mortgage. Sure, I'll have McGee send you what he can. No, the kid here is staying the hell out of it. He was in a bad spot and it got him to safety. He's decided he's old enough to consent and knew what he was doing. They were the middle man. There was an earlier incident, back when he was thirteen. No, poker debt. Yeah, he's refusing to press charges and I'm not going to force him to since it'll hurt him. No, I'm in Sunnydale. Not funny, Delko."
He smirked. "Yeah. I know. Trust me, I know," he sighed. "Undercover. Just check into them and keep them in the back of your mind. I'll have McGee send you what I can without implicating this kid. Because he's a special case. No, I'm not telling you. He agreed we could tell you guys so you could look for less than willing victims. Therefore I'm doing my duty and protecting him at the same time. It's..complicated, Delko. Just leave it there, okay? Thanks." He hung up, then called upstairs. "DiNozzo, tell McGee to black out a copy of that report and send it to Delko in Miami. Because the middleman lives down there, DiNozzo. Yes, and I promised we wouldn't hurt them but he agreed they could look for other victims. Got it?" He smirked. "I wanna go blow them up while they're very conscious of what's going to happen to them, but he did agree we could look for other victims. As long as he wasn't mentioned, implicated, or noted anywhere. Got it? Yeah, to him. Thanks." He hung up and went to open the door, finding Xander snoring. It was almost cute. Which was a thought that made him go get some more coffee and sit down to watch the night come out.
***
Xander made it through a whole month without problems before the next one cropped up. Then it was a bad one. He had been jumped on patrol. He barely made it home. He crawled into the kitchen, resting against the wall, panting hard. He tried Buffy's cell but it was turned off. He tried Willow's and it was turned off. He put the phone against his chest, just breathing for now. Could he go to them for this? He dialed slowly, his hand starting to shake. "Kate? I need help. Home. No, like major medical. No, no hospitals," he demanded. Then he coughed, gasping a bit. "Just come over. Please?" He hung up and dropped the phone, staying there. There was no way he was moving. He had forgotten his door locked automatically behind him. He heard the knock and coughed. "Open!" he croaked. Not very loudly. "Dad!" He tried to move and moaned. He fell back against the wall. "Just kick it in!" he called weakly, clutching his chest and arm. He heard a kick and nothing, then a gunshot. The door opened and he looked over. "Tony." He held up a hand. "Buffy lost me on patrol."
Tony came over to look at him. "What the hell happened!" The boy just stared at him. "Fine. I know what happened. Can you walk?" He shook his head. "With help?"
"Hell no. I crawled in here." He tried to move and ended up coughing.
"You're going to the hospital."
"You do that and I end up back there."
"No you won't. We have our own doctor and he's on the other coast," he realized. He stood up and got a towel, putting ice in it. He heard footsteps coming cautiously up the stairs. "Who is it?"
"Sunnydale PD."
"Get your asses in here." He knelt down, handing Xander the makeshift ice pack. "One of my students called me. He got jumped."
"No hospital," Xander insisted, staring hard at Tony. "No."
"Fine." He stood up. "Help me get him down to my car. I'll take him back to my place. Maybe I can talk him into it."
"Did you fire a gun?"
"Into the lock."
"Locks automatically," Xander said, wincing a bit as he shifted again. "Help me up." They helped him up and he swayed, eventually grabbing onto Tony's neck. "No hospital," he told the cops.
"I know you, kid. They can't make you go back."
"They can, I'm not seventeen yet."
"Fine. I understand, Xander. Can we at least get a paramedic here?" Xander shook his head. "Fine. Let's get you to his car. Who was it? Did you know them?"
"I swear if I had seen 'em they'd be dead," he promised. "No proof of it." The cop nodded and helped get him down to the car. "Go get the door?" he asked. The officer nodded and went to do that. He looked at Tony. "Angel," he whispered. Then he passed out.
Tony got him buckled in and walked around. "Thank you, officer."
"You're welcome." He closed and locked the bottom door, watching them go. "What the hell is going on?" He went back to the station to report this to his boss. This wasn't the normal Sunnydale thing. Then again, Xander wasn't the average Sunnydale kid and he had suddenly gotten some money somehow. Hopefully it wasn't from drugs. With his parents though it wouldn't surprise him.
Tony parked in his usual spot and got out, walking around. "Kate!" She came running and he opened the door. "He passed out, he said no hospital, repeatedly, and glared. Worse than his father." They got him out and carried into his apartment, less stairs on the way, then she went for the first aid kit while he went to call the father, who was back at the base for a meeting to present their findings so far. "Gibbs, Tony. Get your ass on a plane with Ducky and be back here within an hour. Because you son got the hell beaten out of him and he thinks it was Angel." He hung up and went back to help. "Anything broken?"
"Yeah, four or five things. He should be in the hospital."
"He's underaged, he thinks they'll make him go back to his mother's."
"This small of a town, they've got to know, Tony."
"The cop does. I had to blow in his door." She looked amused. "It wouldn't kick in and I could hear him coughing." He came over to help. "Ribs?"
"Broken. Wrist, nose. What if we went with him?"
"The cop knew who he was."
"Oh, good point. Gibbs could say he has custody. I'm sure the town knows he's his dad by now."
Tony patted Xander on the face, waking him up. "You've got broken ribs," he said slowly and clearly. "We can get around them sending you back there with Gibbs. That'll protect you. We have custody papers already signed. Would you go?"
"Hospital kills people," he said weakly. "Blood bank for anyone too bad."
"Okay. I get that." He looked at Kate. "Where's the next nearest hospital?"
"University," Xander moaned, shifting his legs some. "'Bout an hour north. LA."
"There's go to be one." She went to do a quick search online, coming up with one. "University is not the nearest."
"Other's maternity," Xander said, trying to move again.
"You move you could puncture a lung," Tony warned. "Then we have no choice."
"Back."
Tony came around to look at it, finding the words carved on him. "Fuck." He looked at Kate. "We need somewhere good."
"We can get the ambulance to take him there." Xander shook his head slowly. "They have to if you demand it." He shook his head again. "It's the law, Xander."
"Nope. Nearest if in that much danger. If we can get me able to sit, we can drive."
"There's no way!" she said, coming over to look at him. He stared her down and nodded slowly. "Fine, we'll try." If they had to, they could get him outside the town and then call an ambulance to take him somewhere better. Sunnydale did get odd about those things and she was aware of the 'procurement' system in the town. She got to work splinting and taping what she could. "This would be so much easier in DC with Ducky nearby. He'd just ride with him and stay with him."
"Can't do that here. Locals don't respect that." He winced and hissed, grabbing onto Tony's hand. "Ow."
"Calm down. Slow, deep, even breaths, Xander. Okay?" He nodded a bit. "Good, now, breathe with me. Who's got the bigger car?"
"Gibbs, and it's in LA. So's McGee's while they work on the hacking codes."
"You've got a four door, I've got a two door. Which do you want?"
"Yours, it can go faster." They helped Xander up and she remembered to lock the door, follow him down to get into the back seat. Tony could do a mean Gibbs' impersonation behind the wheel when he needed to. "Xander, can you tell me what happened?"
"Buffy lost me. Jumped from behind. Smelled like Angel's cologne," he admitted quietly, closing his eyes. "Can I nap?"
"Sure. I'm going to be checking your pulse and waking you up every quarter of an hour." He nodded once and swallowed. "Tony, do you know where we're going?" she asked as he backed out.
"No. Which way?"
"North. Onto the interstate. Six exits up, go to the right. It should be marked." He nodded and got them headed in the right direction, hitting fifth speed and taking off. She just held on for dear life and checked on Xander. There was a cop car but he made a quiet call she didn't hear and they peeled off. It was the longest thirty-eight minutes of her life she decided as they pulled in.
He parked and got out, motioning a guard closer. "He was beaten, we need a gurney, he's got broken ribs. He's a minor and his father is on his way back, we're his guardians. Now." The guard ran inside and he opened the door, helping her shift Xander closer so he could be lifted. The nurse came running. "He was jumped in Sunnydale."
"You drove from there? They've got a hospital!"
"With a reputation for killing patients," he said shortly. "He was out and got jumped. He's got broken ribs, a broken wrist, a broken nose. There's marks on his back that I'm not sure what they are. His father's on his way back, we're his temporary guardians."
"Do you have paperwork to treat?"
"I can call him." She nodded helping lift the boy out. They ran inside and he went in to fill out the forms so Kate could park the car. At least the kid had trusted them enough to call. He had to keep that firmly in mind. He used the courtesy phone to call Gibbs, then snagged a nurse. "The boy's father and personal physician." He went back to the forms. He had no idea if the kid was allergic to anything. He took Kate's phone and called Willow's house, getting her. "It's Tony. Xander's at University...." He looked at the nurse. "Harris, Xander Harris. His custody has been switched to his biological father. Willow Rosenburg said you have his file here."
"I'll look." She listened to the man on the ph one. "Yes, sir." She hung up. "He'll be in within three hours." She rushed off to find that file.
Tony went back to Willow. "Find Buffy. Ask how she lost him," he ordered, then hung up, handing the phone back. He handed over the forms. "They said his file's already here. Harris?"
"I heard, I called down and they did pull it. His usual doctor is here. It's in storage." She looked at them. "Relatives?"
"Friends of the father's. He's in DC."
"That's fine. Should we call anyone?"
"No, his father has sole custody."
She nodded. "From what I remember of that family, that's probably a good idea, sir. Go ahead and sit. They're doing x-rays since he's stable. You drove from Sunnydale?"
"He demanded. He said that hospital has problems keeping patients alive."
She nodded. "Yeah, they do. Many of them. Good job, sir." She went to check for them. It was a slow night.
***
Gibbs ran in and Tony held up a hand. "Where is he?"
"Surgery. They had to go in and wire two of his ribs and take out debris." He walked him over to the desk. "This is the boy's father. Can I have that chart with the pictures?" She nodded, handing it over. He picked out one and held it up, making Gibbs growl. "He refused to go to Sunnydale. They have a problem keeping people alive."
Gibbs nodded. "Fine. Our personal physician is coming in now. I want him briefed so he can tell us."
"Of course." She smiled at the older man coming in. "Doctor...."
"Mallard. Donald Mallard." He shook her hand and let her lead him off. "What happened?"
"We're not sure. We know he was beaten very brutally but he refused to let us call the police. There was some markings on his back. Like someone drew on him. They have those pictures up front. They made good time from Sunnydale and it probably saved his life." She opened a 'personnel only' door and led him inside. "Who is that?"
"Federal agents, my dear," he said in his gentle British accent. "The boy's father is one as well. Do not ask what you cannot know in this case." She nodded and he followed her, presenting his credentials. "I serve as the group's personal physician as well," he assured that nurse. "I've treated his father for over twenty years."
"That's fine, Doctor Mallard. Are they...."
"Classified."
"Fine." She led him back to where he could overlook the surgeons. "They're also going to close his back and see if they can repair his nose."
"Dear Lord, what happened?"
"All he said was Angel, Buffy lost me on patrol, and sorry." She shrugged. "I don't know. He refused to file a report. Thankfully they brought him here instead of there. He would've died in Sunnydale."
"I see." He tapped on the glass and the doctor looked up, nodding at him. "Where do I wait?"
"Right here's fine. There's a direct door and you can turn on the monitors to watch him if you need a closer look. It looks like he's nearly done. Should I send them closer to recovery?"
"No there's fine until he's in a room." She nodded so he smiled. "Thank you. I know they're trying on the best of days and this isn't one."
"They've been pacing and she's been growling. He got up and hit a wall. The nurse thought she'd have to cast his hand."
"No, he's usually a bit more careful than that." He smiled. "Thank you, my dear."
"Not a problem, Doctor Mallard. The boy's got good instincts and strong protectors, he'll be fine." She walked off, going to tell the others that it looked like he'd be out soon.
***
Xander woke up, blinking at the unfamiliar face above him. "Who?" he whispered.
"I'm Doctor Mallard, Xander. I treat your father."
"Ducky?" he whispered.
The older man smiled. "Indeed. Now, let's check you over and get you some water." Xander nodded. "You may feel a bit nauseous, you swallowed a good amount of your blood when your nose was broken."
"Just mine?" he asked. He patted around, finding the button to raise the head of the bed. "Less dizzy."
Ducky smiled. "Ah, I see the stubborn streak was inherited." He checked him over quickly, including the stitches, then got him a little bit of water to sip. "There, slowly." Xander sipped through the straw. "Good boy." He smoothed his hair back. "You were in rather nasty shape. Would you like to tell me why?"
Xander slowly shook his head. "No."
"You might want to reconsider that. I had to nearly sedate your father."
"He'll know why."
Ducky nodded. "I thought he might. At least you're opening up to him. That's an important step. Especially that you trusted them to help you." He patted him on the cheek. "Let me get them before Caitlyn scares another nurse or Anthony puts his fist through a wall." He walked out and made notes on the chart, handing it back to the nurse. "Thank you. Have they drank all the coffee yet?"
"And a second pot." She smiled at him. "He seems like a nice young man."
"He probably is. He's been newly found you know. A difficult situation. I'm just happy he felt comfortable enough to call." He walked into the waiting area, and had to hold Tony off him. "The boy is awake. He wouldn't tell me what happened but he said you'd know, Jethro." That got a curt nod. "He's not feeling any pain at the moment with the pain killers he's on. He can have calm visitors, Anthony."
"Fine." He walked that way, heading in first. "What did you do?" he asked.
Xander motioned him closer and patted him on the cheek. "You drive like a maniac but I love you for it." Tony smiled at that. "They know," he said quietly. "Angel said he was doing this for fun, even though he got paid."
Tony nodded. "Good to know. Gibbs!"
"I was asking Ducky about his injuries," he said as he walked in. "Xander. You okay?" He slowly shook his head. "Good pain killers?"
"Morphine God."
Tony grinned. "I thought Caffeine was your personal god."
"Okay, Caffeine God, Morphine Goddess."
Kate smiled as she came in. "It certainly is." She kissed him on the forehead. "Thank you for calling, Xander." She stroked his hair down. "Can you tell us what happened?"
"They know. Can I have some water?" She nodded, going to get him some more. "Angel. He was paid. He said he'd do it for fun anyway." Gibbs nodded, his face set. "What's on my back? I can feel bandages."
"He scratched some rude words. They're closed," Ducky assured him. He came over to let him see the pictures. Xander glared at one, then held it up for his father to see. "Um," he started.
"I've already tracked down that angle and you're right, he was told somehow. I don't know how yet, brat, but I'm going to find out and stake him my own damn self. Repeatedly." Xander smiled at that. He moved closer. "You'll be fine."
"Yeah, since I'm not in Sunnydale, I'll live."
"So we heard," Ducky offered. "They wouldn't have kept me from you, Xander."
Xander nodded, taking the cup Kate held out to sip from. "They have."
"That's against the law!" he told him.
"No law in Sunnydale but the Mayor and the hellmouth," he said quietly, shifting some. "I hate bed numbs." He shifted again then sighed in relief. "Better." He looked at Kate. "Thank you."
"You're welcome." She patted him on the cheek. "I'm going to go kill someone." He smiled and she went to make a few calls, including to Rupert, who was hopefully still yelling at Buffy.
Gibbs sat on the side of the bed, looking at his son. "I want you to give up the apartment and move in. It'd be safer." Xander nodded. "Are you going to complain?"
"I won't be moving right for weeks, Jethro."
"Good point."
"Then we'll see."
He looked at him. "No, we won't see." He patted him on the hip. "Go back to sleep. You've got a few days here and we'll be standing guard. Abby and McGee are on their way up to take tonight while we go work on this new angle." Xander nodded, allowing him to drift off. He looked at Ducky, then at Tony. "He didn't scream in pain when you moved him?"
"Moaned a few times." He looked at him. "Can we trace this back?"
"I started McGee on that from the plane. I figured it had to be one of those two problems. He said he found the payment. It gave them a new in and Willow's fuming while she's working on our system."
"So we're nearly done?" Gibbs nodded. "Then what, boss?"
"You come home," Ducky reminded him. Tony pointed at the boy on the bed. "Surely..."
"He hasn't decided," Gibbs told him.
"Ah. Well it would be a hard decision." He came over to check on him again, shifting the casted wrist some. "There, probably a bit more comfortable for him." He looked at his friend. "You can convince him. I'll look up good schools in the area for him. Surely he'll see it's not safe?"
"They're his only friends," Tony told him. "Next year he may have to come back to help."
"No." Gibbs glared at him. "Don't even mention that possibility."
"He might just take off to help if they needed him that much, boss," he pointed out gently. "The kid's more stubborn than you."
"His mother used to be one stubborn bitch," he agreed, looking at Ducky. "Remember Harriet?"
"Oh, yes, charming girl with a bad habit of biting her fingernails. She tried so *hard* to make the cut."
"He's her son. She's now drunk. The guy she married instead of me is just as bad."
"Ah. I had wondered where he came from." He looked at the boy. "He looks more like her."
"Thankfully?" Tony teased.
"Keep it up, DiNozzo."
"Boss, it's a good sign, he called us. Third but he called us. He called me dad when I tried to break in."
Gibbs smiled at that. "You're not usually the one to find the silver lining in the cloud, DiNozzo."
"No, but I think you've got a fight on your hands so you'll need the encouragement."
Gibbs snorted and nodded. "I probably will."
"Yes, you will. I'm not going to DC to be stuck in a school," Xander complained.
"You wouldn't be. You'd be going to a school near where we work." He looked at his son. "That way I can make sure you go and are doing your homework." Xander stuck his tongue out. "Catholic school?"
"I'm not."
"They're still good schools."
Xander held up a single finger and gave him a meaningful look. "Even if you drag me there, I'm coming back for the ascension. They'll need the help." He looked at Ducky. "Can you make him growl more quietly? I'm trying to sleep here."
Ducky smiled. "I haven't met anyone yet who could make him growl quietly, Xander. Or do you prefer Alexander?"
"I'd hate to have to hit you, Ducky. Abby says nice things about you."
"Xander it is then," he agreed happily. "Go back to sleep, let the pain killers work their magic until we have to take them away." Xander nodded and closed his eyes, kicking his father on the side until he moved. Ducky smiled. "I do believe you've nearly found your match, Jethro."
"It figures it'd have to be your kid," Tony teased. "He's probably the only one who can out-stubborn you, boss."
"No maybes about it. I'd have been complaining in pain by now."
"Morphine Goddess," Xander repeated. "Shhh!"
"Sorry." They took it outside to let him rest, but stayed next to the door. Abby came running up with McGee behind her. "He's been awake."
"Oh, good!" She went in to hug him, kissing him on the cheek.
"Eww, girl germs."
"Sorry, Xander, but you need a kiss to heal." She kissed him again then smiled and backed off. "You rest. I'll be back in a few minutes to guard you while you nap." He nodded, his eyes still closed. She went out there and glared at Tony. "What the hell happened!" she demanded.
"Angel. I thought I told you that."
"You did! Why?"
"Long story," Gibbs told her. "Just accept for now, Abby." He looked at Ducky. "Any future problems?"
"He might need a bit of therapy for his wrist but they managed to reconstruct his nose. Those scars won't be so bad on his back. He might even be able to have them cosmetically removed. His ribs will hurt for a good few weeks but they'll eventually heal as well." He smiled. "Within two months he'll be perfectly fine, Jethro. Your cub is safe. You can growl at those who deserve it now."
"True, I can. Abby, we'll be back in the morning. Watch him carefully. McGee, with us." He stomped off.
"Kate!" Tony yelled, following at a jog. There was no way he was being left behind and out of this. He had even found the link between the mayor and Snyder, plus the Initiative. "Can I torture the troll, boss?"
"Fine, DiNozzo, you torture Snyder."
"Thanks, boss, you just made my week." Kate met them at the cars and they took off, heading to go get their gear and bring down the bad guys.
***
Xander woke up on the plane two weeks after getting hurt and looked at the roof. "Gee, this doesn't look like an apartment."
"We got 'em so we're heading home," Tony said from next to him. "Gibbs is asleep so you can scream at him later." He handed over a bottle of water and a pill. "Yours."
"I'm fine," he said, sitting up straighter with a wince.
"This is a lighter dose. Take it even if you don't want to. Or else he'll growl at you again. Like the last time you refused a pain killer." Xander sighed but took it. "Thank you." He pulled open his backpack and handed something to him. "Schools in the area. The ones in yellow are near the office. The ones in pink are on the way. The others you'll have to drive."
"I can't afford a car with that hospital bill."
"Covered by Angel, who is one damn sorry vampire. Apparently there's a version of Gibbs in hell and he tortured him for a few years." He smiled. "Look at the schools. He wanted a chosen list to look at."
"Why?"
"So you can graduate and do something besides flip burgers, Xander. Trust me, this is one battle you won't win so just give in a little bit. Pick somewhere you can be for the next year and a half. You can still go back for the Ascension if they need you. He's already said so." Not that Gibbs wouldn't tie the kid to the bed if he tried to go, but he had agreed in theory that the kid may be able to go back if it was going to be absolutely necessary.
Xander nodded, looking at the choices. "Why did he rate them by ROTC programs?"
"Because he's a Marine," he noted dryly. "No obligation, kid, even if he does get pushy," he shared. Xander nodded, smiling at him. "Look at the third one down. It's one of the top schools in the city in basketball, they've got a good academic olympics team, and they've trained a lot of people who go into government or military service. If you want to follow in our footsteps, that could be important."
"I'm not Catholic."
"No one said you had to be, but it's not that bad of a school anyway. We had a kid who was snatched from there. They know about military families. The teachers try, the classes are small, and you could catch up on those bad grades since they do a lot more projects than they do lectures." Xander looked at him again. "Seriously."
"That would be nice." He looked at that one. "Do we have..." Tony handed him an information packet. "Do you have all of them in there?"
"No, just the ones I liked," he offered with a smile. "Plus one Abby liked because they've got a high goth population."
Xander laughed and didn't wince. "Wow."
"Painkillers are good," Tony reminded him. "Even after the primary crisis is over with." He patted him on the arm. "Study those. It'll give you a reason to fall back asleep just about as we land."
"Where am I going tonight?"
"Your rightful spot, beside the boat." Xander snickered a bit, holding his ribs now. "Read, don't laugh. Finish the water too." Xander nodded and finished the water, tossing it in a nearby trash bin. "You ever think about playing basketball?"
"I swim."
"That one school has a team. Only a few others do." He handed over a few more. "Those. Including Abby's choice."
"A goth swim team?"
"Oh, yeah. Black speedos and all." Xander smiled at that, looking them over. A few got handed back but three remained in his hands and got reread. Abby's choice, his choice, and Kate's choice. Gibbs hadn't done anything but sorted it by ROTC capability.
***
Xander looked up at the house. "Wow. How are you getting a boat out of here?"
"When it's done I'll figure that out." He parked and got out, going around to help his son out, but he was already standing and leaning on the door. "Need help?"
"Can I have a dog?"
"We'll see," Gibbs said dryly leading him off. He opened the door. "Come on."
"You don't lock doors?"
"Everyone who can find the house knows I'd shoot 'em." He walked the boy into the dining room, finding balloons and a banner. "I'll punch him Monday." Xander giggled. "Okay, can you do stairs?" Xander nodded. "Can you live on coffee for a few days?"
"I might need *some* food."
"That I can do but there's no soda." He looked at him. "We do have house rules. No friends over without consent. No annoying music played loud enough it drowns out the game. No sex in the house. You do your own wash and don't whine when I'm on a case unless it's necessary."
"Sure. I can do that."
"Good. You want to face the woods or the road?"
"Woods. That way I can see if you have wood demons."
"They're not coming in or no dog." He walked him up the stairs, showing him to one of the bedrooms. Xander smiled at him. "All yours. Bathroom's on the other side of the hall. I'm downstairs, directly under you." Xander nodded. "Tell me if you need anything important."
"How am I doing the school thing and the looking?"
"We'll go together. The three you like are on the way for me so we'll see about driving privileges in the near future." Xander nodded at that. "Get settled in. I'll get your bag from the car for you." Xander nodded and walked over, laying down to roll around on the bed. He smiled and went down to get the bags and take down the banner. He found his son asleep so left is bag beside the bed and went down to check on his boat. It was still there and untouched. He picked up his planer and found a rough spot, getting to work on it. He heard the yelp a few hours later and went up to check on him. "Xander?"
"Tripped. I'm fine." He came down the stairs. "Food?"
"Food's good." He went back to the kitchen to look at everything. "I see DiNozzo snuck in and left again." He handed over the bag of tacos and got out something to drink. "He also brought you soda."
"I love that man."
"He's too old for you, son." He handed him some soda and sat down to take his fair share of the tacos. "When did you want to look at the schools?"
"When's convenient for you?" he asked before biting into his first one.
"Anytime this week. I'm not due in until Monday." He ate a bite, watching him think.
"Tomorrow afternoon. That way I can find out if I need to get anything special, like uniforms." Gibbs nodded, accepting that. "Will I have to wear one?"
"If you choose a school that uses them, yes." He ate another bite.
"Damn. I'll miss my usual clothes."
"You can wear them after hours." He ate another bite and Xander nodded, finishing his first one and digging into his second one. "When was the last time you ate?"
"Doesn't matter. I'm always hungry."
Gibbs sighed and let it go at that. He remembered those days and his father complaining. "Eat as much as you want, Xander. We want you to stay healthy."
"Cool." He scarfed his second one in three bites and started on his third.
Gibbs got him a napkin but didn't say anything about how he ate. He always pigged out the day after getting out of the hospital too, especially if he had been sedated like they had done to the kid.
***
Xander walked into the unit Monday afternoon, dressed in his uniform. "The guards downstairs said I was a mythical creature," he told his father.
"I had you put on the allowed list. Apparently they didn't understand. I'll yell later." He looked at him. "How was your first day?"
"I got an A in Latin but my pronunciation sucks. Math is still evil and sucks so much that it should have it's own category of suckage. English was nasty older poets who made me nap. The teacher decided it was the painkillers but she was too nice to tell the truth to." He smoothed back his hair. "The swim coach said I'm too fat. The PE coach took one look at me and laughed. The science teacher looked at my transcripts and put me with the jocks, who tried shit. Unfortunately for them. Twice. No, wait, three times actually. Lunch. The history teacher put me with them too and said that Sunnydale should be taken over and run by someone with some sense. But I did have a good grasp of some of what she was talking about. Why am I in a jock's study hall by the way?"
"It's the only one that worked out," Gibbs admitted. "Were you expelled for picking on the jocks?"
"No, but I was warned not to make them cry again." Tony choked and he looked at him. "What? He started in on me. One called me gay!" he said with an evil smirk. "He's the sorriest of them all. I have a swim tryout in two weeks, when I get my cast off, Jethro."
"Fine. We can handle that. Date?" Xander handed over the slip. "Thank you. Now sit at the empty desk and do something useful."
"You mean like study?" His father gave him a look so he sighed and trudged to the empty desk to get to work on his homework.
"Boy, get me some coffee!" someone yelled.
"Slavery was abolished approximate a hundred and fifty years ago and human males have had feet for millennia longer than that. Use them," he called back. "I'm no man's servant unless he buys me pretty jewelry and begs nicely at my feet for a special night." Someone in that row choked and so did Tony. "Sorry, Jethro."
"No, I agree. What are you doing in math?"
"Algebra, again. Since I flunked it three times already." He looked at the problem in front of him. "Who was the damn moron who put letters in math?" he muttered.
McGee came over and looked then wrote out the first problem. "Like that, Xander. Before you set it and the desk on fire."
"Thank you, McGee. I try very hard not to set things on fire." He grinned at him. "Emphasis on try." He got back to work. Gibbs' phone rang. "If that's the school, I'm invisible."
"I doubt it," he complained, answering it with a muted, "Gibbs." He listened and smirked at his son, who shrugged. "I see. How badly did he hurt him? Really? With a cast on one arm and broken ribs, my son whipped the ass of three football players?"
"One was a kicker," he muttered. "He doesn't count." McGee looked at him so he shrugged again. "He called me gay!"
"I'll remember that."
Gibbs laughed. "Sure, lady, you do that. Thank you." He hung up. "Xander."
"I tried."
"You also nearly staked one."
"Hey, he sucked like a vampire," he defended. "Instinctual reaction since he snuck up on me. He won't be doing it again and I didn't break the skin!"
Kate looked at Tony. "Pay up."
"Uh-not until we hear the rest." He looked at Xander. "Go on."
"I wasn't expelled, though I do have to talk to the school shrink about my PTSD from my recent assault. She's fairly goth and started out by asking if I believed in vampires so I showed her the bite marks. We understand each other very well. The principal, or headmistress, whatever she is, thought I was just adorable and yelled at the jocks for picking on someone with broken ribs and a cast, and the Tai Kwan Do coach wants me more than the swim coach. We apparently have a fencing club and I was asked to join that by the SCA people. They asked if I knew anything about swords and I pointed out I did but I preferred daggers. One drooled on me," he said proudly. "I got asked out by three taken girls, two non-taken smart girls, and one pretty girl who wanted me because I come from near LA. I said I'd have to check since I didn't have driving privileges yet. The other jocks have decided I'm cool now. The gay kids wanted to make sure I wasn't homophobic and I pointed out I wasn't, and why, and that went over real well with the jocks, who decided I was a quasi-member since I did things like swim instead of their real sports. I got offered a joint in the bathroom by one of the cheerleaders. I got a lot of 'you poor baby's from a lot of girls and a few of the gay guys once it got around. It has been decided I am cool enough to hang out, but that no one there can help me in math, even if I can help them in Latin. Oh, and I've got a detention tomorrow since I was late this morning," he told his father.
"Ha!" Tony crowed. "Pay up, Kate! I told you he'd be fine and wouldn't get into real trouble his first day."
"Bastard," she complained, walking over the ten. "Ducky could help you with fencing."
"Unless he can do my math homework and write a paper on the history of the Witch Trials, I don't think it'll help. Am I fat?"
"No, not in the least. You're big boned and you've got a stocky set of muscles, but your dad's the same way."
"Yeah, the swim coach wanted to know if he was gay." Gibbs spluttered and he smiled. "He wanted to know, I told him I'd ask since he wanted to know if you'd take him out to dinner this Saturday."
"No. Hell no. I like women. I have three ex-wives."
"Okay." He shrugged and made note of that answer, then got back to his math homework. "Why are there letters again?"
"To confuse you," Tony called. "Like the switching negatives."
"Eww. Don't mention that shit." He got back to work, grumbling the whole way. He couldn't get through algebra with Willow tutoring and doing his homework for him. Why would he be able to now?
"Think of it this way," McGee offered. "The letters is the number of M&M's you can buy out of how many bucks. Solve for how many M&Ms, Xander."
"That at least makes more sense." He got down to work, erasing a number of times. He brought it over so he could check it. "Close?" he asked.
"Do they let you use calculators?"
"Yes, but my dear, sweet father told the witch of math that I couldn't."
"Use the calculator. Simple math error." He circled it and smiled. "There, try it again."
"Damn." He went back to his seat, trying it again. At least this time the answer made sense to him so he moved onto the next one. McGee came over when he got up to hand in something, then leaned over to work over the next one with him, and he got it this time. "Thank you."
"Welcome. I had to tutor jocks in math." He went back to his seat. He looked at Tony, who was eating a candy bar. "No fair, share!"
"Not with you. You stole my coffee this morning."
"Kids, there's not enough pain killers for Jethro to deal with you today," Xander called sweetly. "Remember, I'm taking all his patience by whining for a dog."
"If you pass Algebra, you can have one," his father assured him.
Xander looked at him. "Blackmail is illegal, so is bribery. Besides, I've flunked it three times, even with Willow doing half of my homework and tutoring me night and day. Can we be a bit more realistic? How about if I pass Latin and History?"
"Math. Only math. I know you can pass Latin." He looked at Tony. "If you get that whole sheet right, you can frisk DiNozzo for chocolate."
"That's mean," Tony complained, but he was smiling. The kid wouldn't dare and even if he did, he wouldn't be good at it.
Xander got out a sheet of paper and went to work, correcting all his mistakes. He presented it to McGee, who corrected one and handed it back. He leaned down to redo it, then got a nod. So he went to stalk DiNozzo, hauling him up and throwing him against the wall to pat him down. "None here." He rifled through his desk, finding his stash. "Thank you. I needed this even if I am too fat to swim." He went back to his homework.
"You do it harder than your father does."
"Think about what you said and where, DiNozzo. You might want to qualify that for the quiet people around us," Kate noted smugly.
"He frisked me, he's learning how," he announced. "He is *definitely* Gibbs' son."
"He was very thorough too," Kate agreed, smiling and tossing Xander another candy bar. "There, you deserve it."
"Thank you. I didn't even grope." His father glared at him. "I didn't. The last time I got frisked I was groped." He settled in to eat his chocolate and work on his history homework. A few minutes later he looked up when someone blocked his light. "I know light is bad for my eyes, but really. Move."
"That's the director," McGee said.
Xander looked at him. "Really? Did Jethro hit you or is that my privilege today?"
He got a smirk. "You're safer, you're well liked, and you have a bright future."
"Only if I pass Algebra and if I go to the Academy, and if you're still here I'll go somewhere else to start." That got a laugh. "Did you want to proof my paper on why the witch trials were really about sexual torture and gratification for the male populace?" He laughed and walked off. He decided to call Willow later. That man needed hemorrhoids if anyone ever had.
"Be nice," McGee said. "Remember, your father is paid by him."
"And manipulated. I don't like that. I've never been one to play nicely. I'm more a handcuff and spanking guy." McGee blushed and spluttered. "Don't worry, I won't hurt him. Personally. Openly. Today." That got him calmed down so he grinned. "You think if I do join the SCA he'll let us joust in here?"
"No," McGee said, shaking his head. "Please don't. Abby would wanna help."
Xander beamed. "What a good idea, McGee!" he squealed, getting up to hug him.
"Oh, shit," he said, watching the boy go back to his homework to make notes. "Remember to quote sources, teachers like that."
"They're in Sunnydale. I don't have a mystical book exchange going yet." He finished making notes and looked it over, grimacing at some spots. "I'll correct it when I type it tomorrow," he decided. His father walked past his desk and took the paper to look over. "I need to grammatick it."
Gibbs looked at him. "That too. You also need to show proof."
"It's an opinion paper, Jethro. All I have to do is justify myself."
"Sorry, not cutting it. Show proof." He handed it back. "You can email Willow later."
"Gee, thanks. Just get the mystical book exchange program started." He took it to look over, adding in spots to see 'this book' and named it. Then he made a note of which books and what passages and pages he thought they were on. Then he pulled out his English book so he could take a nap. He could use a nap. It was time for a nap. He was asleep within minutes and snoring.
"I did that same thing in Ancient Civs," Tony joked. "The teacher flunked me because I snored off key."
"I'd do the same thing, Tony. You snored loud enough to wake me up some nights." She looked over and got up to move the book and make him quit. Xander swatted at her and she glared, shaking him again. She ended up in his lap with his face against her neck, being used as a teddy bear. "Xander!"
"I thought he liked boys?" McGee teased.
"I guess she's guy enough for some," Tony responded. She shrieked and got free, which woke Xander, who frowned at her. "You were sleep groping, mini Gibbs."
"Sorry, haven't done that in years." He put his head down and went back to his nap.
Gibbs came back from downstairs and watched what everyone else was. "What happened now?"
"He grabbed me when I tried to wake him up."
"He tried that with me too," he admitted. "Just stay out of grabbing distance and poke him with something. That's how I do it. He throws things too." His son may not be the most butch but he was probably the most dangerous. It gave him the warm fuzzies. It really did. He sat down to finish up his reports, then threw something at the desk, hitting the bottom edge. Xander snapped awake. "We're leaving in twenty if you want to visit the head."
"Head?"
"Bathroom," McGee told him. "Navy term."
"Ah. I thought he was a Marine." He got up and went in search of the bathroom, scaring someone in there. He looked at the door, then at her. "Am I in the wrong place?"
"No, we're out of towels and since you guys don't wash your hands, you have them." She hurried out.
He went to use the bathroom and did wash his hands. Otherwise that was just nasty!
***
Gibbs called his son a few weeks later. "You're to go back to the office and wait on us. We're about three hundred miles away at the moment and it'll be a late night." He grimaced. "No, I want you back at the office," he ordered. He listened to his son's suggestion that he could bribe someone to drive him home, that way he could do the novel thing and *cook*. He was about to say no but his son reminded him that it was a damn long shot for anyone to be able to take him out, therefore he would be safe and not annoying others who were trying to work. "Fine. If you can find someone to drive you home, go ahead," he allowed. "Jen's in town. You can call her." He listened to the derogatory comment and snorted, shaking his head. "No, kid, you can't drive her insane. I like her, that's why. I have good taste." He hung up and rolled his eyes.
"He doesn't like the woman you went out with?" Kate asked.
Gibbs shook his head. "He called her 'she who barks'." Tony snickered at that. "Break him of that habit, DiNozzo."
"Sure, boss. We'll go out clubbing or something so your son can find his own girl or boyfriend."
"He's got a curfew of ten."
"That's mean with how far out you live," Kate pointed out. Gibbs looked at her. "Really, it is. He'll never have time to do anything."
"That's the point. I don't want to be a grandfather this century." He got back to work.
***
Xander hung up on Jen Sheppard, shaking his head. "That was a really good idea," he muttered, "but I'm telling Dad you said that." He found his wallet and special checkbook that dad didn't think he carried on him, taking the bus to the bank first. "Hi." She smiled at him. "How much is my daily limit?"
"Six hundred," she said after checking. "Did you need more?"
"I'm going to go buy a car. I'm tired of being ferried like a prisoner every day and not being able to date." She giggled. "Okay, go ahead and give me that much," he offered, writing out the check. She smiled and ran it, then counted out the money. "If I have to, I'll bring the car guy back here and write it out in front of someone so he can have it cashed. Got any good places I can go?"
She nodded and found a paper she was reading earlier, turning it to the classifieds. "Here," she said, pointing at an ad. "Not too expensive and not too slimy. They've also got a mechanic on site for evaluations."
"Thank you," he said with a bright grin. "I like you guys." He tucked his money away and walked out, zipping up his backpack. He saw the guys getting out of the van and nudged the rent-a-cop, pointing at them. He went to check and call it in. Xander took the bus to the car dealership, only getting on the wrong one once. He was still getting used to mass transit. He finally got there and looked around. There were a few in the lower price ranges. A middle aged guy came out, giving him a curious look. "It's time for a car," he offered. "I live way out in the middle of nowhere and my father hates to ferry me on dates."
"What's your budget?"
"I've got six hundred on me, I can get another seven from the bank if I need to, but I'd like to be able to afford my first two months insurance too." He wanted to save some of his money for things like road trips after school and possibly college stuff. He walked closer. "I'm not exactly a car guy. I am licensed," he admitted, producing it and getting a smile. "My dad's a Fed and, well, he works, a lot."
"I see. So, basically for dates and getting back and forth to school?"
"And swim meets and SCA events and ...." He grinned. "The occasional weapon storage."
"Sure. How 'not a car guy' are you? I've got two really good ones in your budget range that we haven't had the chance to get to yet. One's a better choice in my opinion but it could use a tune up." He pointed at one car, letting Xander get in and start it. He got out, frowning a bit. "That's my second choice. It's good on fuel costs and it runs very well, or will once someone changes the oil and tunes it. This way, Mr. Harris." He nodded and followed him to the other car. "This is my first choice for you. It's a bit sportier, which will get you more dates," he said with a grin for him, "plus it'll give you some extra speed on the beltway. It's got a more powerful engine. It's a few hundred more, but again, all it needs is the oil changed and a tune up really." He let him have the keys and the boy got in to start it, having to adjust the seat. It got shut off after a few minutes and the boy got out, stroking down the roof. "It's got no body rust, it's just not a popular model. They're very safe cars, but they never took off in popularity."
Xander nodded. "What's the MPG?"
"30 and 38. It's also American made which your father should appreciate."
Xander looked at the interior. "It'll go with none of my clothes or my uniform."
"Repainting can come later and pretty cheaply," he pointed out. "I know the Vo-Tech program downtown has a repainting class that could always use demonstration models." Xander smiled at that and nodded. "I can do the paperwork for you today so you can get insurance on the way home."
"Sure. How much?"
"Eleven-fifty-nine," he said, pointing at the tag.
Xander nodded. "I've got six on me and if we can go to the bank I can write you out a check there."
"I can do that." He smiled and walked him inside to do the paperwork. "Now that is with registering the title for you and all that stuff. You'll have to pay taxes on it but that'll be like ten bucks or something small since it's not worth that much." Xander nodded, signing where told and filling in his address and things. The man smiled and shook his hand, handing over the keys so they could go to the nearest bank branch.
Xander walked in and smiled at the receptionist. "I've got to write out a check for him," he said. "But I have a daily draw limit. I was told I could have someone witness it?" She nodded and got a bank officer for him. He sat down and filled it out, letting him put the name he wanted on the check. The bank officer signed it and cashed it for them. Xander got his copy of the paperwork so he could pay his taxes. "Thank you." He shook their hands. "I just bought a car," he offered with a smile. "That way dad doesn't feel like a taxi."
"I understand and, of course, we had to alert him that you were withdrawing so much but Mr. DiNozzo was very kind about it. He said it was fine."
"I knew he would. He understands needing your own car for dates." That got a giggle and he walked out, going to find a good insurance company. He would comparison shop but there were too many insane drivers on the beltway for him to leave it more than a few minutes in his paranoid mind. He found the nearest State Farm office. They seemed nice in their commercials. He walked inside and smiled. "I just bought my first car."
"Is your father with us?"
"No, I think he's got special Federal Agent insurance and I'm going behind his back." She giggled at that. "Sorry, but we live in the middle of nowhere and I don't want to make him be a taxi service for dates. I'd never get kissed again." That got another giggle and he sat down to fill out the paperwork with her. It was costly, but good for him. He arranged to have it automatically drawn out of his account each month, then went to use the ATM to have enough money for dinner and gas in the morning. Even though the guy had used a gas card to fill it up for the first tank.
***
Gibbs parked and looked at the other car, then at the house. There were only two reasons to have another car in his driveway and one of them had better not be that his son had bought one. He walked inside, slamming the door. "Xander!"
"Kitchen." He came to the doorway. "Before you say a word," he warned. "It was She Who Bark's idea and it was a good one. Now I can *date* and get to classes on time. That way you don't have to make special trips, and it's got good fuel economy. It just needs a tune up, which I'll be figuring how to do this weekend when I change the oil." He went back into the kitchen. "There's food coming in about ten minutes if you wanted to change."
He went in to change and calm down. His son was rash, impulsive, and stupid at times. He came out and found his favorite meal waiting on him. "Sucking up won't get you out of trouble."
Xander smiled sweetly. "My money. You can look it over if you want. I've already filed for insurance and all that stuff. I'll go after school tomorrow to pay the taxes on it, which the guy said was going to be about ten bucks since the car was under twelve hundred."
"How much did you pay?"
"Eleven-fifty-nine including registration fees for the title. I used my PO Box for that and the insurance."
"You didn't have to."
"I don't want to spread your address around so anyone could find it. Sue me, I'm being nice."
"You're being a smart ass," he retorted, cutting into his steak. He looked at the insides then at his son, switching the plates. Xander gave him a sheepish look. "I'm going to look this car over."
"Of course you are. You can tell me what a tune up involves."
"I'm not the biggest car guy. That's DiNozzo. He can probably help you."
Xander ate a bite of his steak and looked at him. "Is that a wise idea?" His father looked at him. "Even McGee's noticed my crush on him, Jethro, and that would be enabling it since I know you don't like it."
"I don't, he's too old for you, but I like him helping you with stuff. I figure you'll like him less when you get to know him more." He ate another bite, then looked at him. "Jen suggested this?" That got a nod and a smirk. "Why?"
"So I wasn't a drain on you. That way you could kick me out for a night so she could get some. Which I must say, very nasty thought. As in I need a brain wash and you have better taste."
"She's an ex, son."
"So? You still have better taste. I have better taste and most of my dates so far have been with people who wanted to kill me."
"She could kill me," he offered dryly.
"And probably will some day on someone's orders. I don't even want to think where she's been for assignments."
"Son, I'd like to eat dinner," he noted patiently.
"Fine. Sorry." He stuffed his mouth instead. "It's not the best, but it runs okay and it's good on gas, and I was told I could paint it sometime in the future."
"It's also a Ford Tempo, son."
"Which means it's cheap on parts when I need some," he noted dryly. "The other one he was showing me was a Civic. A bit cheaper but worse engine sounds."
"Fine. Does it have air bags?"
"You know, I haven't had a wreck yet," he mused. "I'm not sure." His head rocked as he got swatted. "Sorry, Jethro."
"We'll look at it after dinner. It was still stupid and I wanted you to leave off driving for a little while longer."
"Jethro, think about it. I can't date with you ferrying me around. We live so far out the busses don't come this way so I can't get to dates easily, which means they either have to pick me up or you have to take time out of your life to drive me. One has seriously eliminated my possible dates since we live so far out, and the other means I'm never going to get laid again." His father grimaced. "Which I know was probably your point, but I'm sleeping with guys, no grandkids to worry about." That got a small smirk and another bite being eaten. "I'd also like you to reconsider my ridiculously low curfew considering I can't even go to the movies without having to leave early to get home. That means all I can do is have sex in the backseat."
"Ten is a good hour."
"It takes forty minutes to drive home. That limits my dating options, which also cuts down on my choices of date locations other than the backseat."
"You could have it taken away, son."
"I could but then again I can also ambush you during the night and tie you up again too," he retorted sweetly. "Not to threaten, but just a negotiation to move it back to eleven."
"Then you won't have time for homework."
"I do it before I go most of the time."
Gibbs looked at him. "We'll see about the weekends."
"I'm good enough with that. I can continue to have sex and only sex on the weekdays."
"Again, the car can now be taken, son."
"Dad, I can hotwire. Who do you think got McGee into his when he lost his keys?"
"You did what?" he asked, looking amused.
"Yes, I picked his car door open and then I hotwired it for him so he could take it to the dealership and get new keys. By the way, the Director was amused when he caught me doing the door." Gibbs snorted at that. "So, taking the car won't work. Unless you want me to drive yours," he offered with a very sweet grin.
"We'll see. Mine doesn't have much of a backseat."
"Yeah, Kate said that."
"Keep it up, kid."
"Hey, at least you can point out I'm not in lust with most of your team and Kate is a good maternal influence."
"She is, but I'd still rather your crush on Tony got dissolved by reality."
"It's slowly getting worse with reality. Which is why I'm not sure you really want him to come help me tune my engine." Gibbs raised an eyebrow at that. "I like the noble sort and he's not that much older. I need someone older and calmer, but with a sense of fun, so I don't go off and do stupid shit. By the way, the whole school is thinking about a spring break trip to Ireland. Can I go? I'll even pay."
"That depends on your grades."
"They need confirmation within a week. It's only five hundred and I like to travel. Besides, the accents are so cute," he cooed.
Gibbs rolled his eyes. "I'll think about it."
"Thanks." He blew a kiss and finished up. "I've got a date tonight and so do you. She Who Barks is coming over in about an hour." He smirked and got the kitchen cleaned up, since he had cooked, then went to change.
His father sat there for a few more minutes, then shook his head and finished his dinner. Those two would have to work something out so they got along if Jen was moving back to DC. He did his own plate, watching his son bounce down the stairs. "I don't like that shirt."
"Ask me if I give a damn," he called back. "If you wanna see the car before the cold light of early morning, I'd come with me now. I've got to leave in about thirty minutes."
"Fine." He walked that way, going to check out this car. He wasn't happy about it but you couldn't really take it back. He got in to start it, wincing at the engine noise. "It definitely needs some work."
"I know," he sighed. "I've got the manual inside to figure out how to tune it up. That way I don't have to drag it somewhere else." He leaned on the open door, watching his father. "I can hook my discman into it for CD's, it's got a radio, a heater, defroster. The standard stuff. A/C too."
"I can see that." He turned off the engine after revving it, handing him the keys as he got out. "You will be careful."
"I will be careful, I've got my new cell with me, and I've also got the revolver under the front seat already. It's not a problem."
"You're going armed?" he asked, looking amused.
"Hell yes! Have you seen what I used to date!" He walked around him, looking back as another car started up their road. "Looks like your bitch is here." He got in and readjusted the seat, starting his car and buckling up so he could back down the driveway. "I'm going to block her in if she's here when I get back," he called before leaving. There was only so much room in the driveway and his father had to be able to get out without driving on the lawn.
Gibbs looked at his date for the evening when she parked and got out. "I'm not sure if I shouldn't kick your ass for telling him to get a car."
"He's a young man and he needs one to date and things. That's what young men do, Jethro, or don't you remember?" she teased.
"Yes, and I remember *why* I needed a car at that age."
"I'm sure he's not that dumb."
"Oh, I don't know, his boyfriend seems to think so." He walked inside, letting her follow once he had seen her disgusted look. "I accept my son as he is, you should too," he called as he walked.
"I'd rather not," she muttered. She didn't like the kid anyway, that was just another strike against him. "Why did you move him in with you?"
"Because leaving him back in Sunnydale was wrong and he would've died," he noted dryly. He headed down to work on his boat. He wasn't going to help her any with her plans to seduce him again.
She came down to help, shaking her head. "Do you two get along?"
"Most of the time. He's pretty quiet and does what he's told. The only thing I like about this car is that I don't have to watch another SCA event."
"He's in the SCA?" she asked dryly. Yup, the boy was gay. "As what? A jester?"
"Actually, he's a damn good fencer. He's to the point where he beats Ducky." He smirked at her. "He also passed his range qualifications with Kate the other day. One point off perfect his first try." She looked a bit impressed at that. "DiNozzo still owes him lunch for beating his score." He got down to work. "So, why were you coming over tonight?" he asked as he sanded a rough spot.
"I thought we could do something nice or fun," she offered, moving over to help him. "You looked stressed out the last time I saw you. Fatherhood is giving you more gray hairs, Jethro."
"At least he doesn't need me to change his diapers." She gave him a horrified look. "He's showing good skills in becoming an agent too. We've been talking about college for him." He mentally smirked at her horrified look. "Take the other end and meet me back here, Jen." She took her own sandpaper and went down there to work on the edges of the newest board.
***
Xander looked up as Tony came out of his apartment, giving the car an amused look. "It runs but Jethro said to bum some of your time when you had some to teach me how to do a tune up and watch me change the oil."
"Okay. Turn her over." The kid got in and started it, making him wince. Xander turned it off and got back out, leaning on his door. "It's not so bad. It'll take a few hours to fix it. Or you could pay a professional."
"Sheppard had suggested I should get my own car but I like the idea of doing it myself."
"She did?" he asked smugly. "Does he know?" Xander nodded so he smirked. "Did he go over there?"
"No, but she came over tonight to get some." He chuckled evilly. "And I'm getting my curfew raised on the weekends to eleven." He beamed. "It's not too bad for just under twelve hundred."
"It's not," he agreed. "For a first car it's really good. Sunday afternoon good for you?"
"Whenever you've got time. It's not like I'm allowed to work."
"Good point," he admitted with a small grin. Jethro had shouted at the kid in front of everyone when he had suggested he should get a job. "Sunday afternoon. You buy the pizza."
"Sure. Thank you. I'm off to club and find me a willing bit of ass tonight." He slid back in, mentally smacking himself for saying that out loud.
"Just be safe and careful," Tony ordered.
"I am." He started the car and backed out, heading down to his favorite club.
Tony went back upstairs, penciling it into his datebook. Just in case he got too busy the night before.
***
Jethro looked at the clock, then at the kid when he came in. "You're late."
"I had a flat, I called, and it's Friday," he noted dryly. "Which means it's technically not a school night." He kissed him on the cheek. "Will I run into the redhead in the bathroom or is it safe to shower?"
"Go take a shower. Why do you smell like aqua velva?"
"Hmm. Clubbing?" he offered, grinning at him. "One of the people I was dancing with must have it on." He walked around him, heading up the stairs. "Tony said if he's not busy he could come help me on Sunday afternoon but it was my turn to buy the pizza."
"That's fine." He shook his head. "I want the information on the Ireland trip." It came flying down the stairs, letting him catch it. "Thank you." He sat down to read it. It was a fully chaperoned trip and it was a good learning experience. Plus it'd give him the whole house to himself for a week and three days. They left on a Thursday and came back the following Saturday. It was a good learning experience but he wasn't sure he trusted the kid to go to a foreign country yet.
Xander came down and leaned on the back of the couch, looking at him. "It's a good learning experience, the men are cute, we'll have chaperones, not even *I* can make the Irish pissed at the US more than the government has, and hey, cute guys with really nice accents." He grinned at him. "Beer for dinner too. We're going to a mixed pub one night."
"You're not to drink."
Xander patted him on the back of the head. "Sure, dad, I won't drink and you'll invite the bitch over for the whole week."
"I was going to enjoy having a quiet house."
"I have enough money to get an apartment in town," he said seriously.
"Fat. Chance."
Xander looked at him. "I'll be good. That way I won't be a drain or a burden on you."
Gibbs pulled the kid around and made him sit. "No way in hell, kid. I mean it. You're not a drain or a burden, though the car was a good idea. That way I don't have to listen to your SCA buddy Craig go off about mediaeval armor again." That got a small grin. "Seriously, I like having you here. Some of your music and your shirts are annoying, but I like having you here. No matter what Jen says."
"She just wants to kick me out so she can untaint you and have babies."
"Probably true," he admitted. "I told her you had a date with a guy and she gave me the most disgusted and horrified look, so be careful about her, okay?"
"I'm not that fragile," he pointed out dryly. "I can get her in her sleep too." That got a fond snort and a gentle cuff on the head. "So, can I go?"
"As long as you don't drink and you don't sleep with half of Ireland," he agreed, handing it back. "We'll split the costs so you have some of that left for college."
"Um, dad...."
"No jobs. It's too much with the new school and all your studies."
"Okay, I wasn't going to suggest it, but I was going to suggest this," he said, handing over something. "Someone wanted me to join. Came up to me in the club to talk to me about it."
Gibbs looked at it, then at him. "That's pre-agent training for teenagers. You want to become an agent?" Xander shrugged. "That is one way to find out. I can check into this for you."
"It comes with a stipend too. Even though it is through the CIA and I personally think they're looking for their next assassin candidates. Which apparently someone thinks I'd be good at it since that part's highlighted." Jethro looked again and glared at the paper. Xander shifted so he calmed himself down. "I know I could but I don't want to. I don't mind what you guys do, but I couldn't be a sniper like you were."
"That's fine, son. I agree with that fully. I'll check into this program and have a talk with them about why you and see what they wanted you to really learn. If so, I can let you gopher around the office now and then instead of making McGee help you with your math homework."
Xander got up and found his backpack. "The real reason we had steak," he offered, handing it over with a smirk. "And American Uni wanted me to take an extra year instead of graduating on time when I asked them. They said it'd help with my grade issues."
Gibbs took a deep breath. This was his first report card. He opened it and looked, then looked at his son. "You passed Algebra with a C?"
"Yes, and now I'm owed a dog," he said with a smirk. "Pound tomorrow or Sunday before Tony comes?"
"Tomorrow morning then you're helping me on the boat and with the lawn stuff." He went back to the grades. Then he looked at him. "Why did you go to American University to ask?"
"They were closer and more exclusive than something like the state college. Just general 'what should I take next' sorta questions. They suggested an extra year with massive science and math stuff, and I pointed out I had a lot of trouble in math. I brought in my old report cards for them."
"I see." He looked at it again. A in Latin, C in Algebra. B's in History, English, and Gym. C in science. "Well, if you want to do what my team does, you do need more math and science," he admitted, handing it over. "But I'm proud." Xander relaxed and grinned at him. "I did promise you a dog but you're taking care of it."
"Of course I am. You're never home." He mock-scowled but then let it dissolve into a grin. "I'm thinking something medium sized so it'll cuddle on laps but won't need the running that a great dane would."
"That's a good idea," he agreed dryly. He ruffled his hair. "You can call McGee and brag tomorrow."
"I scanned and sent him a copy of it," he said happily. "He said he'd start to teach me computer stuff if I passed."
"I can agree that it's probably a good idea," he agreed. "Do you want to do the extra year?"
"If you're going to make me go to college, I probably will have to, dad."
"Good point." He smiled and leaned back. "You did good."
"Good enough to get an earring?"
"No."
"Damn." He grinned again. "Good enough to have ice cream for dinner tomorrow?"
"She's coming back tomorrow for dinner."
"She could probably use ice cream too."
"We'll have ice cream for dessert," he promised. Xander grinned at that. "What's for dinner since you earned it?"
"You know that casserole you made two weeks ago?" He smirked and nodded. "Anything but that." He blew a kiss and went back up to his room.
Gibbs shook his head, amused beyond belief. It wasn't like he had planned on making Spam and Cheese casserole, it was all that had been left in the house that day. But the kid did deserve a treat. Maybe Chinese takeout.
***
Tony smiled at the bouncy ball of boy and fur that ran out to hug him. "I like the dog. I take it you either begged, whined, and threatened his latest girlfriend or you passed Math?"
"With a C." He showed him his report card, bouncing just a little bit while he waited for his comments.
Tony smiled at him and gave him a hug. "You did good, kid. Pizza here yet?"
"Inside. Along with She Who Barks." Tony snickered at that. "She so is a bitch," he complained. "Okay, I've drained the oil and I'm about to plug it back up and put in new. I've changed both the filters. What do I now?"
"You're further along than I was my first time."
"I had to change the oil on Uncle Rory's car a few times and it was nearly a boat." He and the dog, a black Pomeranian crossbreed, went back to his car so he could plug the oilpan. Xander came back out and then went back under to check it, then came back out and smiled. "All plugged."
"Good. Put the pan back, just in case." Xander shoved it back into place and Tony handed him the first bottle of oil, watching as the kid tipped it in like a pro. "Good work. I splashed mine."
"I did too and I had a bruise to show for it."
"Did you get to hit him back?"
"Uncle Rory? No, but he passed out under the car with it running a few days later. I was nice enough to open a window but nothing else." He grinned. "He was sick for days and could only blame himself for his stupidity." He jiggled the bottle and when it was empty got down to check the pan, finding it not dripping. So he poured in some more. "Next time I change this I'll need to put in a new plug. They didn't have one at the store and it was going to have to be ordered during their next ordering time."
"Which was...."
"Another week. It'd take a few days to get in. They said they usually carry them but they had just sold it a few days back." He shrugged. "So I'll do it next time unless I spring a leak." He tightened down the nut on the air filter and looked at him. "Now what?"
"How are your other fluid levels?"
"I need to add more transmission fluid, I think. I bought a bottle but I'm not sure where it goes and the manual didn't tell me that yet."
Tony smiled and looked, pointing at a spot. "It goes in there." Xander nodded and pulled that dipstick to check it, then got the bottle to add to it. Tony went to get his tools, sure the kid and Gibbs didn't have anything like wrenches and sockets, bringing it back. "How are your brakes?"
"Good. As the idiot on the beltway proved last night when he tried to ram me and I had to brake suddenly. Oh, I got approached in a club," he said quietly, moving closer. "There's apparently a CIA pre-agent training class for the kids of present agents?" Tony looked at him and he nodded. "They came up to me in the club. They didn't do their homework since they sent a blonde girl, but they did come up to me. I made her pretty fast, three songs, which isn't bad. So we sat and talked. He's got the brochure."
"I'm sure he'll figure out if it's a good thing or not. Do you want to go?"
"That depends on what they want to teach me. I can't be a sniper and I'm realistic about my skills."
"You have been," he agreed, clapping him on the back. "Relax, it'll be okay. They won't kidnap you."
"They tried, that's why the guy was trying to ram me on the beltway." Xander stared him down. "They also shot at me. Which is why I had you pick up that small jar of stuff before Jethro can see."
"Yeah, fat chance I won't tell him. Did you pull the bullet?" He nodded, getting in and handing over the sandwich bag with the bullet. "When did you pull it?"
"This morning. I had to use some forceps that Ducky left over here."
"Let me go talk to him."
"He'll freak and Sheppard's in there," he said dryly. "She's been in there since last night." He checked both bottles, tossing the empties into the trash can he had drug out for this stuff, adding another bottle of oil. "Three or four of these?"
"Test it after this one." He looked at him. "He still needs to know."
"So tell him tomorrow. I doubt I'm the only one."
"Good point." He shrugged and put the bullet in his pocket, then got to work looking at the bullet hole. "It can be filled pretty easily."
"That's what I was thinking. I also picked up a touch up pen when I went to get the oil yesterday, after we got back from the Pound." He smiled at his dog. "Huh, Blackie, yes we did." The dark barked from his warm spot on the driveway. "Yeah, you rest." The dog went back to his lounging. "He makes a good lap comforter."
"I bet. Has Gibbs yelled about shedding yet?"
"No, but he warned me I was brushing Blackie every single day until the day he passed on," he said smartly, smirking at him. "It was this or something really huge and I'd have to take up jogging to exercise with it."
"Jogging is okay."
"No it's not! Joggers are stupid people who run in the snow in shorts!"
Tony chuckled and patted him on the back again. "That's what treadmills are for and if you want to join the team, you've got to be in very good physical shape, Xander." He came over to help him with the engine. It wasn't too bad of a problem, yet. They'd have to watch and wait for the first major breakdown to see how bad of an engine it really was.
***
Tony looked around later that night as he went down to the basement. "We alone, boss?" He got an odd look and a nod. "Good."
"You're not going to try to kiss me or something, right, DiNozzo?"
"No, boss, I'm not into you." He pulled out the bullet and held it up. "The same people who approached your son last night according to him. I helped him fill in the body damage. They tried to take him on the beltway." He moved the bullet back from the attempted grab. "He thinks they're going for more than him. He said that the person who approached him was a very pretty blonde girl." He handed it over with a look. "Why do they want the kid? He's got language skills but I'm not seeing the rest."
"He's got weapons skills," he said, looking at the bullet. "Pretty standard. I'll have Abby match it tomorrow morning."
"I called to warn her and McGee is doing a search from his home computer. He thinks they're trying to recruit the kid."
"No way in hell my son's going to become a spook," he said firmly.
"That was my feeling on the subject," Xander called from upstairs. "Can I have a beer?"
"NO!" they yelled in unison.
Tony looked at him again, shrugging a bit. "If he's not the only one...."
"And they're going after other agent's and military personnel's kids, it'll become a case. I'll warn Morrow in a few."
"Thanks, boss. He didn't want to say anything with Sheppard here, he doesn't want to involve outsiders."
"He hates her, I realize this, DiNozzo."
"No, he said he doesn't want to involve outsiders into what would probably become a family matter," he told him. That got a nod. "By the way, his insurance program is very vast. I checked into it for you." He handed over that printout. "He's covered for everything."
"I thought it was a good idea," Xander said as he came down, bringing beers and a soda for himself. "I've had beer before."
"You're underaged," Gibbs reminded him.
"Point. So just a pint in Ireland when we hit the pub?"
"You're going to Ireland, boss?"
"No, his school is going," he noted dryly. He took his beer and sat down in his comfortable chair, looking at them. "I want you to be extremely careful, son." The dog came down and he let it into his lap for a moment, giving him a pet before putting him back onto the floor. Xander sat down on the stairs, letting the dog into his lap. "Thank you."
"Hey, he likes you too," Xander said with a smirk. "I'm not involving anyone outside this family and your team, Jethro. I don't want this spread around. I don't know who told them I exist." That got an appraising look. "Or who told them I could shoot so well for that matter. Since she did mention my skills with weapons. She suggested I could learn bombs and stuff, plus more languages and computers since somehow she knew that McGee was going to teach me."
"Which means we've got a mole," Tony noted, looking at the kid. "You have good instincts."
"I should. I've lived by the survival principle for a while now." He went back to petting his dog. "I don't want to have to defend myself on the beltway some night, Jethro. I will, but I don't want to have to. Consider this fair warning."
"I'm checking into the program tomorrow. For right now, you're not going."
Xander nodded. "I can agree to that."
"Good. You could've told me this the first night."
"They came back last night. The first night was just a chat, last night was the blonde who wanted a chat and for me to take her to a nice motel. They didn't do their homework very well about me."
"Oh, someone's going to be sorry," Tony promised him. "On a lighter note, boss, his car is tuned up, the oil was changed, along with all the filters, and the body damage fixed. His brakes do work and I took his car for a spin, it'll do if he's chased."
"Of course I'm chased," Xander said smugly. "Craig thinks I'm cute. He joined the SCA to get closer to me."
His father looked at him. "So all those rides were your way of letting me vet the new boyfriend?"
"I didn't realize it then. But if you want to consider it that way...." He grinned. "He's still not the sort I like but he's cute and happy and good."
"Good?" Tony asked, looking at him. "Do we have to have a talk about safe sex and all that stuff?"
"No, I've already had that talk and I buy my own condoms so I don't have to worry about the breaking ones the health department and the school nurse give out. We're not that far yet, he's still pure and taking it very slowly."
"Good," Tony agreed dryly, rolling his eyes. Gibbs snorted, shaking his head. The dog looked at him and barked quietly. "No, he doesn't need another cuddle, Blackie. Cuddle the Xander Master." The dog settled in to be adored and loved by his human. "I noticed he doesn't like cars."
"He was a hit and run," Gibbs told him. "We checked how he got to the pound." He finished his beer and stood up again. "Okay, I'm going to do some quiet checking on this program, see what they want. I want you to take every precaution, Xander." Xander nodded at that. "Which may mean hourly phone calls if you're out of town on a team meet." That got another nod. "I'll try not to have you shadowed unless I can't discourage them." That got a third nod. "Is your homework done?"
"Early Friday afternoon. All but the paper I need books for. I was going to head to the main library tomorrow afternoon for that since it's due in three days."
"You should leave yourself more time," Tony pointed out dryly. "Just in case you get stuck or your sources aren't available."
"I only need three sources and it's a generalized topic, fairly broad. I've already done a lot of it online during study hall. I only need some non-internet, verifiable sources."
"Good," Jethro agreed. "Keep bringing home the grades you did this time and try to get a better grade in math and science."
"I'll try," he sighed. "I still suck at it."
"Sometimes it's the way you think about it," Tony told him. "What's the next science course for you?"
"Chem one. I don't like this 'whole class in a semester' thing they've got going, even if it is like college classes. I feel like I'm being rushed and I won't remember."
"So keep your notes," Tony told him. "Put them in a binder and leave them on a shelf for when you need them." Xander nodded at that. "What about Math?"
"Geometry." He shuddered. "Eww." He looked at his father. "The Latin teacher wants me to continue on but I didn't schedule it this semester since I had to pick up a music elective for some reason."
"Well rounded education," he pointed out.
"So? Can't I take art?" Gibbs shrugged. "Fine, I'll check. I may need permission to rearrange my whole schedule."
"If it's necessary," he agreed patiently. "History?"
"Laying off it until next year. I've got enough in that area." He looked at his dog and smiled then back at his father. "So far, it's English, English, Science, Math, and Music."
Tony shook his head. "Why two Englishes?"
"I'm behind," he said bitterly.
"Sorry, kid.
"Yeah, me too." He looked at his father again. "Do you want me to take Latin 3 or Spanish 1?"
"Take 'em both if you want," he offered. "Take one English, a Science, your Math, and the mandatory music crap."
"Gee, thanks. Can't I drop music?"
"If they let you put something else in its place," he offered.
"I'll check on that tomorrow when I go in to formally register. I've got a preliminary written out and accepted but they want you to sign it. I was going to sneak it in over breakfast, along with the slip to change it."
"It's your education but at least get the basics and the mandatories," Jethro instructed. "Then we'll talk about that extra year the college seemed to think you needed."
"Extra year?" Tony asked.
"I went over to American to talk to them about entrance qualifications. They said I'm doing good now but I need an extra year to make up for the bad ones before and to branch out more."
Tony shuddered. "I'm sorry. At least you could take college credit courses."
"Yeah, maybe," he sighed, standing up and taking the dog and his soda with him. "I'm going to bed after a shower."
"Sleep well," Jethro called, looking at Tony. "I'm calling the sources tonight. Give me ten and then we'll figure out where we're going from here."
"Sure. You following him to school tomorrow?"
"Were you two followed earlier?"
"I didn't see one but I wasn't aware I needed to be that cautious. No one came up the road after us, but around town I wasn't watching."
"Fine. From now on, watch." He went to make a few calls.
Tony saluted the empty spot. "Yes, boss," he said dryly, going to look at the boat. He heard a bark and the dog came back down, making him smile and sit down to pet the soft, thick fur. "You're going to be good for the Xander," he told him. "He could use you to learn how to love someone." He went back to his petting, hearing the happy growls. "Good boy, Blackie." That got another quiet bark.
***
Gibbs looked up as his son stormed in and dropped his bookbag in front of his desk. "What happened?"
"I got pulled out of class by someone in the Secret Service," he said coldly, staring him down. "They think I'm suddenly a threat and they want me in *their* program now."
Gibbs winced. "I didn't know they had one." He looked at Kate, who shrugged. "Have you ever heard of that?"
"No. Who were they?" Xander handed over the cards and she looked at them. "I've never heard of these guys and I didn't leave that long ago, Gibbs." She logged onto her old account and did a name search at her former job. She shook her head. "Neither one come up listed in the directory."
"So they were spooks too?" Tony asked as he came in. "By the way, Cossgrove's downstairs, boss. I don't know why."
"Would that be the bald guy who followed me over from school?" Xander asked dryly.
"No, that was Fornell," Tony told him, shrugging a bit. "I don't know why."
"Let's see. He's downstairs," Kate noted, calling down there. She looked at Gibbs. "Why do they want the kid?"
"I can hear you," Xander said dryly, staring at her. "Three guesses." He put his backpack onto the desk. "Chem, Geometry, Music, Latin 3, Spanish 1, and English from hell."
"If that's what you want. That's going to be a lot of homework, brat," Jethro reminded him.
"Gee, what a shock," he said dryly. "By the way, it wasn't my choice to go into Russian Lit either." He stared his father down, crossing his arms over his chest. "Was it yours?"
"No. I'd never presume to pick your classes for you. Russian Lit?" Xander nodded. "Under who?"
"Some sub professor. He's coming in to teach that and Spanish." He dug out those syllabi, handing them over. "I nearly threw a fit earlier when he paid me special attention."
"Calm down," he ordered quietly.
"No! I have the right to roast their asses if they come near me!" he said hotly. The bald guy getting off the elevator got a heated glare as well. "Did you have a really good reason for following me today?"
"Yeah, I did. Your father asked." He handed him a piece of paper. "What they want you for. I had a contact over there."
Xander looked at it, then snorted. "I'm just barely learning and they want me to do what?" he demanded, handing it to his father. "Can you kindly decline for me? I might not mind working here with my father, but I'll be damned if I'm going to kill people in the service of the people who started the Initiative."
"I told them your father wasn't going to be happy."
"Gee, ya think?" Gibbs demanded. He handed it to Kate. "Find that out for me."
"Yes, Gibbs." She got to work on her computer, shooting a look at Tony, then glancing at the kid.
"Xander, let's go get you some chocolate," he said. "Let your father and the suit talk." He stood up and Xander gave him a dirty look. "They can work this out without you."
"No they can't." He looked at Fornell again, staring him down. "I won't go. They can kidnap me and I won't go. They've already tried. They're about to be sorry mother fuckers when I involve Willow and her stuff into this since she can and will outlast McGee in the hacking department." He shuddered at that. "So let's not go there, okay? You can discourage all you want."
"The more you react, the more they want you, kid," he said honestly. "If you looked weak and tired, or like you were a fainter, you'd be safer."
"I can't act that well," Xander noted dryly, smirking at his father. "Can I?"
Gibbs shook his head. "No. He can't." He looked at the form again. "Who's over this idiocy?"
"Morrow knows. He doesn't agree and he's trying to calm it down, but he knows. He doesn't want you to go kill people."
"He's not the one they have to worry about," Xander said dryly. "Any idea who the information source is?"
Fornell nodded. "Not that I'm telling you but I have already had a talk with them about leaving you alone. How much it'll upset your father if they tell anything else or encourage this."
Xander stepped closer, still staring into his eyes. "The bitch?" he asked, sounding amused.
"Did spill some over drinks," he admitted. "It made them look for a closer contact." He looked to the right and nodded. "One of that team."
"Ah." Xander nodded once and strolled that way. "Excuse me," he said, smiling sweetly. "For those who don't know me, I'm Gibbs' kid, Xander. Whichever of you got the CIA onto my case so they can recruit me, please quit before I have to blow you up and then hurt you, a lot." He glared at the person who flinched, making her back up. "Was it you, dear?" She nodded. "Then I'd stop. *IF* I become an agent, it'll be like my father is now, like Kate and Tony and McGee are. Not like a CIA agent, not a toy for them to send at some target to seduce them, and sure as hell not as a sniper!" he finished at a yell. "So, leave me the hell alone and tell your little friends to do the same! I'm not going to be intimidated by someone who wants to use a sixteen-year-old kid as a sex toy to get information!" She nodded and backed against her corner. "Good. I'm glad we had this talk," he said more calmly. "Because if I see another one of them trying to shoot at me, I now have the right to shoot back."
"Xander," Gibbs called. "No threatening."
"Just stating a fact, Jethro." He turned and walked off. "I'm going to see Abby."
"Please." He took a deep breath, then looked at Tony and nodded. "Go get them, I'd like to talk to them." Tony nodded and took McGee with him to capture the crying woman and bring her down to interrogation. "Stop them, Fornell, or else I'm going to have to help him stop them."
"Are you sure you want to let him go to Ireland with this going on?"
"No. I'm not sure I want to let him go to school."
Fornell nodded. "That's probably a wise idea considering his Russian Lit teacher is a spook too." He handed the paper to Kate and walked off, going back to his other duties now that this one was done. He almost wished for popcorn when Jethro went to talk to someone out there, but it'd be too dangerous to get that close.
***
Xander woke up, which was strange. So was the headache he had. He held his forehead as he sat up. "My car had better be in pristine condition," he said when the door opened. He didn't bother to look at them. "Whatever you want, I'm not working for you."
"Why are you here?" he asked.
Xander looked at the man. He was about Tony's age, well dressed in an expensive suit. He looked like a lawyer, or a State Department guy. He noticed the dark hair and then the eyes. Then he noticed the cell and the guys in military uniforms outside it. "I'm not sure. Why am I here and are you with the State Department or the CIA?"
"State department, but I liaison with JAG all the time."
Xander waved a hand. "I'm the son of Gibbs."
"Ah." He walked in and helped the kid up. "You're not supposed to be here. Not yet."
Xander looked at him. "Try at all," he said dryly. "I will never work for the people who started the Initiative project out of my old town. Nor do I need to. If they kidnaped me, I'm expecting property damage to happen or I'm going to cause it."
"Calm down. What are you talking about?"
"The CIA have been trying to take me to work with me and recruit me. This isn't part of that?"
"No," he said cautiously. "You were here at JAG and your car was shot up. You were knocked out and found a few minutes later by the guards responding to the gunshots. What's your name, kid?"
"Alexander Harris. Son of Leroy Jethro Gibbs at NCIS. I was coming to JAG to deliver a file for him."
"Okay, that explains that," a new voice said from the doorway. "Who shot at you?" she asked.
"Probably the CIA guys who want to recruit me. They've slipped a new teacher into the school, rearranged my schedule, and have started to 'talk to me'," he said, doing finger quotes, "about a summer program for pre-agents."
"I see," the guy said. "Okay. I know of your father and I'll call him. Want to come upstairs? Get a soda?"
"You're the right hand of God, man. Thank you." He followed him out. "You got a name?"
"Clayton Webb." He shook his hand. "What do you usually go by?"
"Xander. Where's my wallet?" He patted himself down. "It's not on me."
"It's in your bag of things. We couldn't be sure you weren't wanted so we put you down in a cell by yourself until we could talk to you," he admitted. The woman went in another direction and he picked up the kid's things, handing them over. "Your car's still whole, it just needs body work now. What file?"
"Pertry? Something like that. It was in the front seat."
"I'll have someone check." He walked him up to the break room, noticing the kid scanned the room like a pro before sitting down. "Has this happened before?"
Xander looked at him. "I'm from Sunnydale, Clayton. I've handled some dangers before," he said quietly. "I'm not as stupid as I look."
"You don't actually." He sat across from him, looking at him. "Are you okay?"
"Headache. Did I hit my head on the steering wheel?"
"They blew your tire and then one of their cars crashed into yours, which rammed you into the fence. Your airbag went off but I'm guessing you hit it pretty hard." He smiled a bit. "I can ask for something for you if you want."
"No, I'm good. I'm used to pain." He got up to get them each a soda, handing one to him. "So, what's going on now?"
"Well, she went to call your father and check on that file. I'm hoping he's got more information."
"Fornell and Morrow both know about this," he said quietly, shifting in his chair so he could put his feet up on the free one and get comfortable. "They started last weekend. A casual conversation in the club. The next night it was a blonde girl who tried to get me to take her home and we talked more about it when I realized she wasn't the normal club whore." He took a sip and contemplated. "That night on the way home someone tried to shoot me on the beltway. I reported it to Jethro and Tony the next day, though I had told Jethro that they had approached me when I got home that first night." He took another drink. "Monday I come in to make my schedule and find it changed into Russian Lit and things with a suspicious teacher. I told Jethro when I got off that night. He had Fornell tail me home from school, just in case, and he had more information."
"Good," Clayton told him. "Any other contacts?"
"Just the creepy teacher who keeps hitting on me and winking at me," he said dryly. "Apparently someone realized that the blonde wasn't going to work on me." He looked at him. "Jethro's got to be freaking out."
"I would be. You call him by his name?"
"He only found me recently," he admitted quietly. "During an undercover to my town. Morrow found me and told him."
"Oh. Interesting. You mentioned a project called the Initiative?" Xander nodded. "Who was doing that?"
"Pentagon, super black ops, like NSA black ops only military."
"Okay." He took out some paper and made notes. "Does your father know if they're connected?"
"Not a clue. You'd have to ask him. Though I'd expect some yelling."
Clayton smiled at him. "Your father's known for it."
"Yeah, well, I'm about to be known for blowing the fuckers up," he muttered, taking a longer drink. "It's still Wednesday, right?" Clayton nodded. "Good. I have a test tomorrow. My bookbag's in the trunk."
"You can get it on the way out, kid." He stood up. "You stay here, let me check to see if he's gotten here yet." Xander nodded. "You'll be okay?"
"I'm a decent enough hand-to-hand fighter," he said dryly. "Oh, revolver under the front seat in case they were wondering."
He nodded, going to inform the people searching the car of that. He ran into Gibbs out there and held out a hand. "Clayton Webb. I've been talking with your son. He's safe and awake. He's in the lower break room."
Gibbs shook his hand. "He okay?"
"Just fine. He told me what's been going on." He showed him the notes he had made. "Did you think it was them?"
"I don't know. Do you guys have the case file?" He looked at the closer guard, who shook his head. "Then it could be related to that instead. There were weapon running connections in that case." He looked at the building, then at him. "Anything else I need to know?"
"He's worried about his test, he said there's a revolver under the front seat."
"There should be," Tony agreed. "It's not here, boss. No case file either."
"His bookbag's still in the trunk," McGee admitted. "Should I go sit with him?" Gibbs nodded. "Is he all right?"
"Pissed," Webb told him. "He promised they were going to know him for blowing them up."
"He probably could," Tony agreed, moving around to check the back seat. "They forgot the videotape," he said, handing it out to his boss.
McGee moved inside, flashing his badge and ID. "I'm supposed to sit with the Harris boy?"
"He's in the lower break room. Up the hall and to the right."
McGee nodded. "Thank you." He headed that way, smirking at him. "It looks like it was related to the case instead of the other problem."
"They're related though," Xander reminded him dryly. "The Petty Officer married into the CIA field office locally just two months ago. Kate said so."
He sat down, frowning at him. "You were listening?"
"Anything's better than Russian Lit and the teacher who keeps hitting on me," he said blandly. "Do I get to file harassment charges against him?"
"I would," McGee offered, smiling just a bit. "Are you okay? You've got a bruise on your forehead."
"I hit the steering wheel apparently. I'm fine. I've got a very high pain tolerance before I ask for drugs." He finished his soda and tossed the can into the recycling bin. "I'm wondering if they're not after me to keep Jethro and you guys off that case."
"That is something I hadn't thought about but I didn't know about the CIA connection either," McGee offered. He called out there. "Gibbs, Xander's been listening while we worked that case. He said Kate pointed out that Pertry was married to a CIA field agent or someone in their local field office, and that it was possible they were moving on him to keep us off that connection and paranoid." Xander nodded. "He's nodding that he is." He looked the kid over. "Bruise on the forehead. No others I can see."
"Sore wrist," Xander said, wiggling it a bit.
"His left wrist is sore, boss. No, he's fine. He said his headache's manageable and didn't need pain killers or Ducky."
"No, I don't need Ducky to look me over," Xander said loudly. "Thanks anyway, Jethro."
McGee smirked at him. "He said tough, he's doing it anyway." He went back to it. "Sure, boss." He hung up. "Come on, I'm taking you back to the office."
"I need my bookbag, I've got a test tomorrow."
"That's fine. We can stop and get it. It's still out there." He got up and walked Xander out there, letting his father look him over. "He said he needs his bookbag for his test tomorrow."
"He probably does," he agreed. Kate handed it over without having to be ordered to. "Go back to the office, directly, without stopping for dinner. Have Ducky look at your head. Then wait there for me and study."
"Are we sure that's safe?" Xander asked.
"The leak about you was plugged and has transferred to LA."
"Good." He put his bookbag on. "Are they going to fix my car?"
"That's what you have insurance for, kid," he reminded him. "I'll make sure they fix it quickly for you." Xander nodded, going to be driven back by McGee. He looked at Tony and Kate. "Could this be them going after him to keep us off-balance?"
"Highly unlikely," Tony offered. "They've shown way too much interest in him, boss."
Clayton coughed. "If it was just to keep you off-balance and figured out the kid was good enough to meet their stiff requirements or for a special job, they'll still go after him."
"Hence the special teacher that's hitting on him," Kate agreed. "Can he file charges against him?"
"That brings more attention," Gibbs reminded her. "I'm not sure he should yet. What's he been doing?" he asked Clayton. "Since you seem to know so much."
He coughed and looked at him. "I have my own contacts. They want the kid now that they know he exists and is good. This was about the case as far as I could tell. Them hunting him won't stop until he goes for that program, which means they want him to go be a bait and information source for someone coming into town."
"No way in hell," he said firmly. "Let me guess, they saw that report from the LA office?" That got a nod. "It won't be happening again."
"They want him bad enough to pay his way through college," Clayton said quietly, moving closer. "Even if he chose not to go to them, they'd still get to keep him for *special* things." He stared him down. "As I'm sure you've run into in the past."
"He can't kill."
"He wouldn't need to unless it was to protect himself. They want him for other reasons, Gibbs. His language skills and his ease with flirting with older, powerful men." That got a subtle nod. "And they're not going to take no for an answer easily." He glanced at Tony, then back at him. "Someone told them about his tastes."
"I'll kill her myself. How do you know?"
"I was younger once," he noted dryly, smirking a bit. "Now I liaison with JAG for the State Department."
"Fine. Tell your former masters my son is underage, he's not doing it, and if they want him for something like that, they come to me. They don't haunt my kid."
"Any idea of the target?" Tony asked as he joined them.
Clayton nodded. "My sources say there's a sheik's son who might be involved in a cell somewhere in the Middle East as their funding source. He's about thirty-five and has a taste for very young men. The kid's a bit too old but he can pass plus he can protect himself very well. Of course, it'd be for the majority of the summer, and then he'd be coming back to school like it never happened."
"I'm not using my son that way. They have other ways."
"They do but they think he's the best way," he noted bitterly. "Personally I don't see him in the field. He's a bit too hard."
"Survival can be like that," Gibbs noted dryly. "Thank you."
"Welcome. I'm going to tell them that the kid can't play the game they want. I can't promise it will send them packing." He walked off, going to call his keepers over in the CIA to talk to them for a bit longer.
Gibbs called Fornell. "What do you know about a Clayton Webb? Yeah, we just had a talk about why they want my son to seduce some sheik and find out information from him." He smirked coldly at the spluttering. "He doesn't make a secret of it. Yeah, by the time I get back." He hung up and looked at his team. "Are we done?"
"We are, and McGee just text messaged saying he's pulling up copies of the reports and information we found," Tony told him. "He's sending it over with another agent. Ducky said Xander's head is fine and Xander told Ducky he didn't want to be there because he wasn't a whiner. Ducky assured him he wasn't according to the third message, and Abby's gotten him an ice pack and is keeping him with her."
"Good. Thank you." He looked at his son's car. "Have it towed back to my house. We'll do the body work ourselves, that way I make sure no one plants anything like a tracking device."
"Sure, I'll pick up some more bondo, boss," Tony agreed, going to call the wrecker to do that for them. "I'll ride with them, boss. You head back to be with the kid." Gibbs and Kate nodded, going back to the office. He noticed a guard watching him and shrugged. "It's a new thing."
"That can be a good thing at times," he agreed.
***
Gibbs walked into his house the next night, finding food already cooking and no sign of his son. "Xander!" he yelled.
"Gods, Jethro, shut up!" he called back. "I'm trying to study and you made me mess up my graph!" He came down the stairs. "I can't erase on that test."
"Sorry. You okay?"
"Yeah, and I noticed that the new teacher suddenly left so I no longer have Russian Lit, but I still have Spanish 1 because another teacher can teach it." He shrugged and went to the crock pot to stir the stew. "It's been cooking all day, so whenever you're ready." He was hugged. "What's that for?" he asked, moving carefully away from him. "Were you drugged?" Gibbs gave him a look and shook his head. "Are you sure? You're not the sort to hug for no reason."
"I didn't see you or hear you."
"Oh. Sorry. Blackie is wearing my headphones and listening to Black Sabbath for his nap. By the way, the bitch called back and I told her quite plainly that you were very busy tonight and slammed the phone down. So expect to hear that I'm rude."
Gibbs nodded. "That works for me. What did she want?"
"Sex. What does she usually want?" He shrugged and found bowls, handing his father one. "How goes the CIA case?"
"Well enough. We managed to break the Petty Officer easily enough. He gave up his contacts over there. Others are chasing them down. It shouldn't be too much longer."
"I'm sensing the big, hairy but."
Jethro nodded, smirking at him. "They still like you for that special training class. They swore up and down to me as they were hanging out their windows that they weren't going to use you as a sex toy until you were of age and had agreed to join, but they wanted to give you some training now so they could *guide* your education."
"Uh-huh," he said dryly, looking at him. "You hung someone out a window for me?"
"No, Kate shot out the window and started to push him out. Apparently you're as close to having kids as she wants to get." Xander grinned shyly at that, digging into his dinner. "Bread?"
"Crackers?" Xander suggested, pointing at the cupboard. "I went grocery shopping."
"I noticed. Alone?"
"No, I had the dog in the car," he snapped back, looking at him. "I was fine. I was very careful. Oh, and we're invited to bring Blackie to play with the corgis this weekend. Ducky said so." He ate another bite.
"That's fine. We can do that." He dug in after getting his crackers, nodding. "Good job."
"Thanks. I bought a book with recipes too," he said with a smirk. "I'm thinking that they're not going to try again."
"My gut says the same," Gibbs admitted. Xander finished his bowl and got up to get more so he shook his head. "Hungry?"
"Skipped lunch. Craig needed his hand held. His father found out and tried to kill him so I took him to the nurse. Well, okay, I *forced* him to the nurse," he admitted with a smirk, "but he went and I held his hand while she took pictures and made the report, then called his aunt to have her come down. He's staying with her for at least tonight." Jethro nodded at that. "He needed stitches and the nurse was not amused when I did some for him."
"You can stitch?"
"Who do you think did ours on patrol, dad?"
"The ER hopefully."
"There's no way I'd let them go anywhere near me. Half of them were fucking morons and the other half were hunting victims for the demons and vampires. I wasn't going to give them an easy way to get me or Willow or Buffy. So yeah, I can stitch. So can Willow." He blew on his next bite and stole a cracker. "She used to play nurse from actual medical books. She stitched me when I got staked on my own stake by a vamp." He ate that bite then nibbled on the cracker.
His father sighed and shook his head. "You kids needed help, more than Giles was giving."
"He was only there for Buffy. She's his duty. He tried really hard on us but Willow's parents weren't often around and well, you know about mine," he said dryly. "Giles taught me how to stitch wounds." He ate another bite and stole another cracker. Jethro poured out a few for him then added the rest to his bowl of stew so he could get some more. "Thanks."
"Welcome. Since when did we have a crock pot?"
"Since Willow gave me her spare one. She thinks you're making me live on take out for some reason. I guess it was where I bragged about all the good pizza places."
"There's a new Middle Eastern one near the office," he offered as he sat down again. "We can go Friday after work." He looked at his son. "It's up to you whether or not you go to that summer program. They have promised to mostly leave you alone until you're eighteen."
"Would it help me later?" Gibbs nodded. "Do you want me to go?" He shook his head and ate another bite. "Do we think I'm going to be in danger?"
"I know you're going to be in danger. If they like you that much, they're going to get more pushy."
"So, if I go in saying I only want to work with you?"
"That could help," he admitted. He looked his son over. "You would have to start working out more. You need to be in better physical condition, Xander."
"I'm in good condition."
"The Academy makes you run at least ten miles."
"Fuck," Xander sighed. "Okay. Anything else?"
"Better science grades," he said dryly.
"I'm trying! Chemistry is killing me." He dug in, eating quickly. "I have a Spanish oral test tomorrow on the first chapter."
"You can practice on me."
"No I can't. My accent sucks." He finished his food and put the bowl in the sink, running water. "I'll wash it in a bit."
"I can do dishes tonight. You go study." Xander nodded, heading upstairs to play with the dog while he practiced his Spanish and Latin on him.
Gibbs finished up and got up to put away the remains for his lunch tomorrow, then did the dishes. His kid would make one hell of an agent, but it would drag down his sunny nature. He wasn't sure he wanted his kid to follow him into the family business. He knew he wasn't going to the Marines, that was so far out of the question it wasn't even considerable, but being an agent was a hard job. He decided to let the kid ask him questions first. That way he would have an idea of what he wanted to know. And if not, then there were some people who knew he was going to kill them if his son got hurt.
"Damn it!" Xander yelled. "McGee just pulled a pop quiz on me by sending me a damn virus!"
"You're learning hacking?" he called, heading up to check on him. "Why?"
"It was my reward from him for passing Algebra," he said dryly, working on debugging his computer. He passed the virus onto Willow so she could deconstruct it and play with it, but his computer was free. Then he sent an email back with his time and what he had done. His 'good job' made him happy. "He said I passed."
"Uh-huh. What is Kate teaching you?"
"Other weapons," he said absently, pulling up the CD for his Spanish class. "This sounds bad on my speakers."
"You have speakers?"
"I hooked my stereo into it, Jethro."
"You can do that?"
"Yeah, and I hook it into the tv now and then so I can watch DVD's on it." He looked at him. "That's why I went for *this* laptop instead of the smaller, lighter one." He grinned. "Shoo. Take Blackie to help you."
"Fine. Dog." It got up and shook itself and followed him. He heard a heavily accented voice come through the speakers and shook his head. It did sound odd. "If you pass Geometry and Chem you can have new speakers," he called.
"Bastard, there's no way I can pass Chem at the level you want."
Gibbs smirked. "We'll see. A B or better this time, kid." He let the dog out into the back yard, watching him pee a few times, then got his food down. Then he went to work on his boat and think. Xander would have to make his own decisions about that training program.
***
Later that summer, Xander let himself in, looking at the man with the gun in front of him. "Don't make me hurt you, McGee. Where's dad?"
"He was injured. He's in the hospital. I can take you."
"I knew he was injured, the person who did it is begging and chained on Fornell's doorstep," he said dryly. "Which hospital and how bad?"
"His arm." He looked at him, putting his gun back up. "You chained him up?"
"Yeah, after I beat the shit outta him for it." He went to get something for his father to put on, coming out with it. "Come on."
"They're going to keep him overnight."
Xander snorted. "Yeah, I'm sure, McGee. Have you not seen my father's attitude about the hospital recently?" He followed him out. "Even if Ducky does drug him and make him stay, he'll be able to wear it tomorrow when they release him." He got into McGee's car, buckling up. McGee got in and started the engine. "You okay to drive?"
"I'm good. By the way, that virus was mean."
"Willow sent it for you," he offered with a grin. "My instructor was not happy when I snuck in and got his computer either." McGee snickered and started the car, backing down the driveway. "Where's my dog?"
"The basement."
"Shit." He got out and went to let him out, realizing that his dog had an accident. "I'll sand it off tomorrow," he said as he came back. "Blackie's in the backyard." McGee nodded and took off again, taking him to the hospital. He walked into his father's room, looking at him. "Did you torture my dog by leaving him in the basement all week?" he asked dryly.
"Crap, I forgot about him."
"Yeah, well, he used a corner of the boat. I'll help you sand it off." He handed him the clothes. "In case Ducky hasn't nagged you to death yet."
"No, he's already done that." He put it beside him. "Tomorrow morning. What happened?"
"My instructor walked into my classroom earlier and asked if I wanted to kick his ass. We kindly chained him to Fornell's front steps on his knees and begging. I'm thinking he's going to get the point this time." He smirked at him. "My instructor hates me by the way. He wants me to be a field agent and I told him no repeatedly. He doesn't like that."
"I refuse to let you go to the CIA, son."
"Good, me too. By the way, they want me to go to Sri Lanka for my practical exam. I told them if they took me out of the country I was killing whoever was with me. He was impressed." He grinned at Tony. "They realize now that I'm not for them and that I meant what I said about coming in to work under you when you take over the team."
"Not for many years."
"Yeah, but I've still got to get through college and the academy."
"Good point. Yeah, that'll be at about the right time," he admitted, considering it. "Fornell called about ten minutes ago about the person on his steps, but he said he confessed and begged nicely so he let him be arrested. He thought you were mean."
"No one touches my father," Xander snorted. "I'm possessive about some things. My car, my music, my computer, my dog, and my father. Which is why Jen Shepard's still not back in town yet." His father swatted him. He grinned at him. "Love you too, dad." He looked at the pad. "Is that all it was?" That got a nod. "Good. My instructor wanted me to tell you that he was going to spank you for worrying me since I somehow managed to magic the computers into blowing all over the Langley complex." That got a tired chuckle. "So you're under orders to never get hurt again. And I'm under orders to learn some self control and come back next summer."
"What were you studying?" Tony asked.
"Computers this week. I already passed my weapons and explosives were earlier in the week. They want me to work in the computer espionage district; I already blew a raspberry and walked off laughing heartily." He smirked at him. "He said when I finally make it to NCIS, I'm going to be fully trained and only need the field training lessons that dad should already be giving me because it would calm me down. That's why Morrow wants me to intern the rest of this summer on your team, dad." He looked at him. "I told him to ask you first."
"He visited?"
"Yeah, he did. Another of us got offered one in the LA office. Two went to the Secret Service, and the others either stayed CIA or went to the NSA."
"Wonderful. We'll see, kid."
"Sure." He tucked him in. "Now, I'm done with my fussing for the night. Blackie's in the backyard for now. Should I go sand down the corner you made him pee on?"
"No, I want to see it first. The damage has already been done."
"Cool. Anything else I can do?"
"Go get me some coffee?"
Xander nodded and headed down to do that for him.
Tony shook his head. "He's a ball of energy, boss."
"He fusses very well," McGee agreed from his position. "I'm wonder what's wrong with his arm this time."
Tony looked at him. "I noticed the padding. You think that was the pain killers talking?" McGee nodded. "What was he on?"
"He didn't come in with his bag. I'm guessing it's still in the trunk." He shifted as the door opened. "What happened to your arm?"
"Slight slice during knife fighting drills," he admitted, handing the cup to his father.
The nurse stormed in. "He is not to have that."
Xander looked at her. "My father has a coffee habit that rival *some* people's cocaine habit. It's cruel and unusual punishment to keep him from his drug of choice since it's not dangerous for him. It's also cruel to make the man suffer because you're too busy playing solitaire at the desk. By the way, you missed the move of eight onto a nine." She backed up. "Now then, my father will have *excellent* care while he is here. Am I understood, woman!" he snapped. She nodded and backed out. "Good! She ran off. He shook his head. "Student nurses," he muttered, turning back around. His father motioned him closer so he sighed and sat on the edge of his bed, letting him look at his arm.
"Take the shirt off," he ordered.
"I'm fine."
"Off, kid. Now."
Tony came over when the boy didn't move, taking it off him. He blinked at the other bandages. "Were you using real knives?"
"Of course." He looked down at his stomach and chest. "I have a problem believing I'm invincible," he admitted, taking his shirt back since he heard Ducky coming up the hall. "I'm fine and they've already been taken care of."
"I doubt it," Gibbs said. "Ducky!" He stuck his head in and smiled at Xander. "They were teaching him knife fighting and only bandaged his chest and stomach."
"Oh, dear." He walked in and forced the shirt off Xander again, handing it back to Tony. He looked at the bandages and sighed, shaking his head. "We'll have to check them for needing stitches, Xander."
"I'm fine. Fuss over dad. I had people who took care of them for me."
"Yes, but apparently not competent people. Did they give you anything?"
"No." He shook his head. "They're only scratches."
"And one burn," Tony noted, pointing at it and getting out of the way. "Boss, it's mean to make him suffer too," he complained.
"If I have to suffer because I got shot, he can suffer because he got stabbed. It'll be some odd family bonding moment." He took another drink of his coffee. "Did they teach you to torture others or just do it because you pissed them off?"
"It was one of the other kids and no, I exist so therefore he's pissed." He shrugged. "He's going to be their new darling assassination and torture expert. He's a fully psycho bastard who hated me for being smarter, better, and faster than him. Plus gay." He shrugged and winced. "Ducky!"
"Tough." He finished cutting off the bandages and looked at the one on his back. "You could've died."
"I was asleep and it woke me up," he complained. "Besides, it's a few days old. They all are. I woke up to him attacking me and I kicked his ass. He's still in the infirmary and I got bandaged. Everyday since then too."
"Still, Xander." He went to get some supplies from the nurse and came back with her to help him. "We'll need to move a second bed in here for him," he ordered.
Xander looked at her. "The psycho brat didn't like me because I'm gay."
She looked at him. "I don't like you because you're mouthy."
He smiled sweetly. "That's okay, I don't like your gender anyway. I find you pretty much useless in my life with very few exceptions." She smirked back. "I don't need stitches. It's been three days."
"Shut up, son," Gibbs ordered. He looked at the nurse. "This is lack of pain killers."
She smirked back. "I can fix that."
"I don't need....." Ducky stuck a needle in his arm and he winced. "Ow!" He rubbed his arm and nearly caught himself before falling over.
"He's got a low tolerance for drugs," Tony said happily. "I'll have to remember that for the next time he gets hurt." He came over to help move the kid, taking the pants when Ducky took them off the boy. He looked at his lower back and shook his head. "Better him than me."
"Yeah, the psycho brat probably wanted him too," Gibbs noted dryly, smirking at him. He finished his coffee and put the cup aside, looking at his son's body. "He didn't do too badly if he was unarmed." Most of the cuts were minor scratches, barely noticeable now.
"No, he probably didn't," Ducky agreed. "He's quite a lot like you at times, Jethro. Including how stubborn he is."
The phone rang and Tony answered it, listening to the voice on the other side. He chuckled and hung up. "The little brat did want him, he was scared of wanting him because that might make him feel again. Xander did defeat him weaponless and then drug him down to the infirmary with the knife still in his stomach. They want him to intern this summer, boss, and then come back next summer for advanced field lessons. They agree, he's not one of them. He's not ruthless enough and they don't need someone with his skills. They did say he'd make a good CSI guy."
"Who was that?"
"The guy who called last week to complain about your son and the training room."
"Oh. Him." He nodded. "Fine. Any other news?"
"Yeah, his stipend is still coming in and he got a bonus for making the interrogation techniques teachers break and cry. He can also defeat truth serum, they wanted to make sure you knew that. They're sending you a report through Morrow."
"Wonderful," he said sarcastically. "I'll make sure he deposits the check when it comes." He looked at what Ducky was doing. "How is my stubborn offspring?"
"He'll be fine. There shouldn't be many scars when I get done with him. The doctors should have secured most of these but I'm doubting the boy didn't protest and threaten them as well." He stared at the father. "Just like you do on occasion."
"He knows how to stitch too," Jethro assured him.
"Wonderful. Did he do a section on field medicine?"
"With Giles," Tony told him. "He and Willow both." He looked at his boss. "Should we get Willow into the agency too, boss? She's a good hacker and LA could probably use her."
"She's better than me at hacking," McGee admitted. "She sent me a virus through Xander that I can't even start to decode."
"We can suggest it," Gibbs agreed. "They still keep in touch." He looked at Tony. "Head back to my place to email her and let the dog in."
"Sure. Anything else, boss?"
"No, he'll probably be home with me." Ducky nodded. "Will he have to stay?"
"He can sit vigil but I want him here in case something goes wrong."
"That's fine. We can still bond over our injuries." The nurse gave him an odd look. "He was doing CIA training."
"Ah. It must run in the family." She looked at Ducky and got back to work when he smiled at her.
***
Epilogue:
***
Xander took a picture of the carnage and sent it back to his father's phone with the text message of 'I lived, be happy' then he turned off his phone before he could be bitched at. "Ladies," he said, walking over to walk his lovely women of destruction away. "I say we did good work today."
"Me too," Willow agreed, grinning at him. "Did you bring those books back?"
"No, they're still under my bed giving dad nightmares." He grinned at her. "We should celebrate before I have to sneak back home. Or I get returned home by some well meaning federal lackey. Duck, that's Fornell." He ducked around a fire engine and away from there, leading them off to somewhere more private to sit and chat. He hadn't seen them really and last night had been too busy to catch up. They sat down on the grass and he put an arm around each of them. "We survived," he sighed, shaking his head. "Unbelievable really."
"Are you going to college?" Willow asked, curling up against his side.
"Yup, but I'm going to be restricted to the DC Metro area so I can't sneak off to Cancun." Buffy laughed at that. "Senior trip. Dad forgot and called ordering them to return me. He had even signed the permission slip. So I was told I'm going to one of the ones in DC." Buffy laughed again and hugged him. He heard a cough and looked at Giles. "See, he lived too."
"I do try very hard to," he agreed with a smile. "How are you, Xander?"
"Graduated with a decent enough score thanks to Latin and McGee. I won't need that extra year after all." He grinned at him. "You?"
"Rather tired, and your father called during the battle."
"I just text messaged him to let him know I was fine."
"I doubt that'll work. Did you know there's an FBI agent around here?"
"Yes, and I know that he can't catch me since he can't even catch me around the office. I'm thinking we deserve a celebration." He looked at Willow, then at Buffy. "We should take the last bit of my ill gotten gains and go to Tijuana for the night. That'll be fun and fitting since you guys didn't get a senior trip except to the zoo."
"Just don't drink," Giles cautioned. He rolled his eyes. Xander was wilder than ever since hooking up with his father. The man obviously had no idea what his son did when he was working. "My books?"
"Still under the bed. I left from school. Sorry. I'll mail 'em back next week since I have the feeling I'm going to be grounded."
"Hopefully for the rest of your natural life," Tony said from behind them.
Xander looked back and grinned. "He sent you? I text messaged that I was going because I was needed."
"I'm on the injured list. Of course I got sent."
"Cool. We're going to Tijuana for the night. Wanna come?"
"No! I want my ass in one piece. He even snapped at Abby. Get hugs and kisses. You know the new director hates you and you're putting more stress on him."
"Fuck," Xander muttered. He kissed each of them and got a hug, then stood up. "See, and Fornell's here."
"Yeah, he tried that first. Then he realized you've been ducking him for over a month. Since I'm injured...." He smiled. "No tequila."
"Eww. Tequila bad," Xander assured him. He pointed at the school. "We won."
"I can see that. You're also a threat to public safety and sanity. Did you want to go to school in Alaska?" He walked the boy off by the arm. "Rental car?"
"Um.... Willow's." Tony sighed and took him that way so he could get it and drive them home. "Did you cab?"
"Helicopter. They said there was an attack on the local school." He looked at the kid. "Turn on your phone."
Xander sighed and pulled it out, looking at the message that came up. "Home. Now. See, not even stylized growling this time. He knew I was going to have to come. I just didn't expect it to come during Senior Skip day." He shrugged and went back to driving, heading for the local airport. Tony sighed and got comfortable. "Sorry."
"No, it's okay. We'll deal with it and I'll get out of the way very quickly when he goes for you."
"He won't. He knew." He pulled into the Sunnydale Airport parking lot and parked, getting out. "Come on. Since I can't go to Mexico I might as well buy plane tickets."
Tony walked him inside, looking at the person taking Xander's card. "DC and only DC," he ordered. She looked at him so he pulled his badge. "His father wants him."
"Ah." She changed the destination and smiled at him. "Sorry, sir. I have to."
"I know." He took the tickets and his card back, winking at her. "Thank you." He walked off with Tony escorting him, showing his permits at the security desk. "Targets."
"We can hand wand both of you," the old guy agreed. Tony presented his badge and gun and they were passed through.
Tony looked at the kid. "You so screwed it this time. Cancun was a mistake, but really."
"He signed the slip."
"He said he didn't."
"It's not my fault," he muttered.
"It is since you forged it and Abby can prove it."
Xander looked at him. "I doubt it," he said sweetly. Tony laughed at that. "Come on, we're nearly there, one-arm."
"It's not my fault I got shot again."
"No, it's not. The same as it's not Kate's fault I had to knock her ass down when they started shooting next to my school." He looked at Tony. They had nearly lost Kate. "Is dad still mad about that?"
"Yeah, just a bit. You took his fun away."
"I only injured him." He presented their boarding passes, getting a smile. He walked on and found his seat, getting comfortable.
"This is nice," Tony noted. "Why?" He took a seat across from the kid.
"Special service for the commercial people who fly in and out of the college to LA and Las Vegas." He pulled something out of his pocket, leaning over to hand it to him. "They're back."
"Fuck," he muttered, reading it over. "How did you get this?"
"Willow. She's supposed to email it all to McGee and Abby tonight if she remembers. If not I'll call." He buckled up when the door closed. "You should buckle up." Tony buckled his belt and looked at him. "Let's hope we don't have to come back here."
"There's no we, Xander."
"Uh-huh. Do you think he's going to leave me there, even if he does let me live in the dorms?"
"Not after the party you had in Cancun."
"That wasn't my party, I was just attending. Besides, I was actually with a girl. It made Director Sheppard proud that she changed me back."
"She'll get over it."
"Not in my lifetime."
"Only the good die young, Xander."
"And I'm a sweet, innocent angel, Tony, didn't you know that?" He smirked at him and looked at his phone as it rang. He answered it. "We're taking off, go fast." He listened to the growling. "We won, you knew I needed to come. I just got the summons at a bad time. I'll make it back for my own graduation. Calm down before the bitch decides you're sexier growling and jumps you again." He hung up at the stewardess's look. "Sheppard was in the background going 'I'm sure he's okay, Jethro. After all, he's your son, he's very good at what he does. Just ask Kate'." Tony snickered at that, shaking his head. "Can we have a layover?"
"Hell. No."
"Fine. You know I deserve some fun."
"Yeah, but you were in the middle of a floating orgy cruise in Cancun. You got royally toasted down there."
"I passed Trig and Physics, plus my College Level Chem, I earned it."
"Uh-huh. Start making up ones that are more convincing. I'm sure you'll need to defend yourself again."
"It's not like the time I got McGee drunk."
"Good point," he decided. "Mention that. Maybe he'll give you a half hour to nap in the next week."
"Listen, I'm a good kid most of the time. I only go out and do stupid stuff every full moon. Usually by telling him he needs to take something for the headache first. He really did sign the slip for Cancun. It was his handwriting. Ziva saw it while she was here. By the way, where did she end up?"
"Not a clue."
"Wonderful. Let's hope she's not part of the new Initiative." Tony nodded at that.
"We had some people flying the other day who were talking about that project," the stewardess offered from her seat.
Tony smiled. "What did they say?" She pouted, he pulled out his badge and smiled brighter. "Please. It's important. It's supposed to be shut down."
"They were saying something about some good little kids and they hoped they didn't run into them this time too."
"There's a college in Sunnydale," Xander noted dryly. "Can I use my phone?" She shook her head. "Fine. I'm sure I'll hear it when we land." She nodded, smiling at him. "Do you work for my father too?"
"No, the Pentagon." She smiled at Tony. "That won't work with me, Agent DiNozzo."
Xander unbuckled and stood up, walking over to whisper in her ear, making her stare at him in horror. He nodded. "Just now, sweetie. That was my life. If they restart,*I* have to come back, not dad. I'll be the one they call. Since that was just my battle plan?" He smiled even more sweetly. "Let's see how long this game of chicken lasts. Now, where were we landing?"
"DC. At the special Pentagon strip."
Xander sat down and text messaged his father, then Willow. She sent one back saying she had already sent it on. His father sent a yelled, all caps, complaint. He replied and noted what was going on. Then he smiled at her. "Thank you for taking his mind off me for a while. It'll give me enough time to sneak away." Tony shook his head. "Yes, it will."
"No it won't. I'll handcuff you too."
"Meany. I stick up for you against Kate."
"Yeah, and I duck and hide when your dad's mad at you. No way I'm letting you go. And don't think about making the plane land either, Xander. You're good in electronics but that'll bring the FBI. Do you want to wear a suit every day?" He saw her move and glared. "Sit!"
"I was going to get sodas. It's my job."
"Tough," Xander said, getting up to do that for them. Tony got the coffee. He got the soda. She got strapped in and he put one with a straw in front of her. He sat down, taking a careful sip then spitting it back out. "Truth serum."
"Mine's fine," Tony assured him. He saw the boy give in and grinned. This was his chance at blackmailing the brat so he didn't have to babysit! Though, going to find him in Cancun had been pleasant. "Who signed the slip so you could go to Cancun, Xander?"
"Dad," he said sullenly. "The big meany."
Tony got up and found the recorder she had hidden and turned it on. "Can you repeat who signed that permission slip?"
"The big meany one did. He who threatened to shoot the dog."
"Why did he threaten the dog this time?"
"He locked him in the basement and didn't let him out for a bathroom break so he went on the boat. Just on a corner though. I sanded it clean."
Tony grinned and continued on his gentle quest in search of blackmail.
***
Tony walked off the plane and yanked on the leash holding the handcuffs together, handing the end to Kate. "Here. For you." He went back to get Xander, who was handcuffed alone and walked him out, presenting him to his father. Then he played the first minutes of the tape. He got a glare. "Truth serum in the coke, boss. She planned it. By the way, they work for the Pentagon, not such which branch, but is that General McMillan?"
Gibbs looked at the general, then pointed at him. "Get him too! He's wanted for questioning." He turned back around and his third-in-command was gagged and in his handcuffs and his son was gone. He removed the gag. "Which way, DiNozzo?"
"Terminal, boss. He wanted to go to Tijuana."
"He's earned it. Those were his battle plans." He undid him and walked off going to talk to the good general.
Kate looked at him. "He's letting him go?"
"For now. Do you like Mexico?"
"I haven't been in years and you always get to go find the kid."
"Yeah, blame me for being *injured*, Kate." He came over to help lead the prisoners off.
***
Xander looked up from sipping his daiquiri, watching the procession miss him totally. He did wave at McGee when he looked at him.
"Boss!" he called. "He was in the bar. He waved at me." He had learned the hard way to report when Xander was in the wrong spot. Like Waldo, sometimes finding him was a challenge. One that made his father's blood pressure spike alarmingly and yell even more.
Gibbs went in to talk to his son. "Where are you heading this time and I know you can defeat truth serum."
"Not this stuff, it's something I've never had." He grinned. "You still signed it. In front of Ziva."
"Crap," he muttered. "Fine. You still shouldn't have been in the orgy."
"Hey, it got the boss off your back because I was with a woman. Feel lucky. Thirty minutes earlier and I was on the bottom of a lot of guys." He took another drink and handed over his ticket. "If you go back, I go back. There's a college there."
"No way in hell."
"Tough shit, dad. Deal with it and move on," he said dryly, staring him down. "No way in hell I'm letting my friends deal with some psychotic wench trying to make the perfect army. You know very well Buffy will get sucked in and Willow will get hurt and make the world end."
"Fine, if we have to go, you can do a semester or two out there but I want you in a decent school, Xander. Somewhere you have a future."
"Yay," he said blandly. "What am I majoring in again?"
"Languages, computers, electronics, criminalist stuff. Anything you want."
"Really? Because Miami's got an opening coming soon. Someone's retiring." He looked at him. "Which would give me enough experience by the time you take over. That way I could come in and work under Tony."
Gibbs considered it. "If you want," he agreed. "When are you going to be home?"
"Two weeks. That'll take the last of the original stash of mine." Gibbs nodded at that. "Can I get a tattoo?"
"No," he said dryly. "No tattoos unless it's in a clean place and I go with you or Abby goes with you."
"Yes, sir." He sipped his drink again. "You're going to let them have all the fun?"
"Most of them were army. JAG's going to get it." He shrugged and looked at him. "I'll feed the dog while you're gone."
"Thank you. That would be a nice change." Gibbs snorted and cuffed him on the head. "Love you too, dad. So, will you mind if I bring home some Latin hotty from Miami?"
"As long as he speaks intelligently, is afraid of me, doesn't touch the boat, doesn't want Kate or DiNozzo, and he treats you well, that's fine." He smiled. "Anything else?"
"Yeah, I had a lucky day. Buy me three lottery tickets. This number," he said, digging it out. "And two random please."
"Fine. Anything else, highness?" he asked sarcastically.
"Be careful. You know those wackos won't hesitate to bomb buildings." Gibbs nodded and headed off. "'Cause if you die I have to take your place and get to run around Tony for a bit."
"I'll make sure he knows that." They all knew Xander had a crush on Tony, but that Tony was straight and humoring him. He wouldn't have cared, Tony would be good for the boy.
***
Two Years Later:
Xander walked up to the front desk at the police station, smiling at the woman behind it. "Hi. I'm here to start my internship with Lieutenant Caine?"
She smiled and called up there. "Lieutenant, did you have an intern coming in today?" She nodded. "Yes, sir, he's here. Of course, sir." She hung up. "He's sending one of his people down to escort you to his office."
"That's fine." He leaned on the desk. "So, what do you do for fun around here? Any good clubs that aren't too high-end and snotty?"
"There's a few good ones," she admitted. "I'm more a Latin Dance fan though. You should ask the guy coming to get you. He does that a lot."
"Even better," he agreed happily. He looked over as the elevator doors opened, nodding politely and moving forward to shake the guy's hand. "Xander Harris."
"Tim Speedle." He shook his hand. "You're the new intern?" He looked him over. He had longer hair, was wearing dress pants and a t-shirt, and sneakers. "You're not the usual sort."
"Yeah, I get that a lot," he sighed, still smiling. "Shall we? She said you might know where good holes of stress relief can be found."
"Oh, I know a few." He walked him back into the elevator. "So, where are you in school?"
"Summer of my second year. I decided to come early." He followed him off the elevator, smiling at the pretty blonde woman walking down the hall. "This is much nicer and quieter than the labs at school."
"We like it that way," he admitted. He walked the kid to the office, treasuring Horatio's look at him. This one's cockiness was about to come down quickly. "Our new intern, boss."
Xander walked in and shook his hand. "Lieutenant, nice to see you again."
"Xander. Sit, please. I see you came prepared to work today."
"Of course. I'm always prepared to work. Do you think I could be anything but prepared?" He smirked at him. "While I'm here, there's some things that you're probably not going to like but I was ordered to tell you since you passed the security check."
"Security check?" Speedle asked. "Why?" This kid was on the fast track to pissing off Horatio and he so wanted to see the ego get busted. It would do the kid good to not be so cocky.
Xander looked at him, holding up a finger. "Give me ten to make sure you can know." The guy just nodded and backed out smirking. Xander typed a message into his phone, then pulled out an envelope. "The first thing is that my father is the top team leader of NCIS, DC. Leroy Jethro Gibbs. He said you'd hate that fact more than most things I'm supposed to tell you."
"I remember your father from a case we worked jointly. I can't say as I remember him *fondly*, " he admitted. "What else?"
Xander checked his phone, then whistled and motioned the other guy inside. "I'm told you can know so that someone else knows, just in case." He looked at his boss. "Jethro told me to tell you I was gayer than any play he ever saw in France. He also told me to tell you that I've recently had a stalker but they're in jail awaiting trial. He said it shouldn't be a problem and if they do get released, he'll tell me immediately."
"Good to know. Do you often attract people like that?" Tim asked.
Xander nodded. "Now and then. Them and CIA agents. Which is the third thing. There's things I couldn't put openly on any application or resume. Including the fact that I did take CIA training for three summers running. In the envelope are my evaluations and skills checksheet. I also do have to admit I know a bit more hacking than they think. It doesn't usually come up but last Carnivale I was in Rio and one of them tried to get me to work for them. He desperately wanted you warned, hence the security check. Dad's a bit paranoid about them wanting me enough to try to kidnap me again instead of me joining him in NCIS."
"So, you've got some skills already?" Tim asked, totally thrown now.
Xander nodded. "I've basically hung around the office and helped since the first summer after my CIA training. Besides being a gopher and helping Abby down in the forensics lab, and helping Ducky in the autopsy lab when his assistant was out; I have had to go out on bad cases to help map scenes and things. Dad thinks I'm ready for field lessons and I think I need more time in a lab setting, especially in a higher stress lab setting. He said he understood and wouldn't make me report in to the local office."
"That's good," Horatio agreed. "Anything else?" He put down the forms. "Those are fairly impressive, Xander."
"Thank you," he offered, smiling back. "I'm told to warn you I'm a smart ass with a sarcastic bent and when threatened I will fight back. I tend to be a handler of things. Last month my stalker was holding my dog hostage and that's how they found him later that night, begging and pleading for his life on the steps of the local courthouse. Dad says I got violence trained too early from my time in Sunnydale and seeing the odd things out there." He grinned again. "I do try to keep it down but Tony ordered me to tell you that."
"I want him as mine," Tim noted quickly. There was no way the rest of the team could work with this kid, but his attitude toward life seemed to match his own pretty well so far. Besides, this way he could make sure the kid didn't bring anything down onto their heads. They all hated it when Horatio had to threaten Federal Agents. It made him cranky.
"Fine." He handed him the forms. "Explosives, computers, and languages? I'm impressed, they're very strong fields."
"I know. But hey, they paid me to learn over the summer. They keep trying to get me back too," he admitted dryly, shrugging a bit. "They don't like me that much but they want me to be a field agent and go sex people up for information. Apparently they're not admitting they have other gay field agents so they need a new one." That got a small smirk. "I do try to stay away from them."
"Good. What are you looking for out of your internship?" Tim asked, handing the forms back to his boss. "Our copies?" Xander nodded. "It sounds like you've got the basics down."
"Yes, but I need experience, refining of my skills, and learning how to work with varied personalities. There's about three types at NCIS, DC. Dad, Tony, and Abby. Gruff, playful, and goth. The others kinda straddle the lines and I got tired of the power politics anyway. So I came where it's warm, sunny, has an ocean, and I can expect to pull my own weight, be evaluated for competence, and for an ongoing learning session that you can't get in college. Some day I'd like to work with my father but that's not going to happen this week and probably not until after I'm done with my masters."
"You have ambition," Horatio offered.
"I try," he said dryly. "Considering I started high school with a 1.2 GPA?" He shrugged. "I'll do my best to be silent and follow him around respectfully and do whatever I can. I can't promise not to ask a lot of questions. I expect to learn and to be treated like a trainee until I prove that I know something. That's all I want."
"Good. We like that," Tim agreed. "I'm not going to cut you a break because you've gophered around the office, kid."
"Excellent." He smiled at him and stood up. "I've already got a hair thing, Horatio told me t-shirts were okay, and these are the only shoes I brought with me since they're comfy. Can I start now?"
"Sure. H?"
"Go ahead. After a week I'll talk to you both to see how he's doing. Xander, I did know that you're gay and I personally don't care, but don't hit on anyone. The station is fairly intolerant."
"Sure, but the first guy who tries to bash me will need stitches. I don't put up with racial jokes either." He shrugged. "I'm not built that way."
"That's fine. Tell me first before you act."
"Agreed. Thank you, Lieutenant." He pulled a hairtie out of his pocket and pulled back his hair. "Shall we, oh, great training one?"
"Try Speed, kid. Do you go by Xander?" He nodded, following him out. "I'll introduce you around later. Let's get you back to Trace to see what you know how to do. That way I can make you do stuff you haven't."
"That might be a pretty short list, but I'm up for it," Xander agreed. "We have *a* forensics tech and she does everything. I spent a lot of time watching her because dad would get paranoid whenever someone tried for me again."
"Does that happen a lot?"
"Not down here. Langley isn't down here. The guy who just retired over covert ops was hot for me and his replacement took my ill-growled complaints at heart after his new secretary reminded him I knew how to blow up cars and make it look like a static gas tank explosion. He decided dad could have me."
"Good. Don't do that down here."
"No, I can scare off any spooks down here," he noted dryly. "Dad's kinda helped me threaten them over the years." That got a smirk so he shrugged and looked sheepish. "It helped. They inserted teachers into my school before my training started to try to make sure I went to them. They started out with a blonde chick in a club and it just didn't work that well."
"Don't say that word around here."
"I like women most of the time," Xander assured him patiently. "Just not near me." He nodded politely at the blonde from earlier. "Hi, Xander Harris, the new intern." He shook her hand. "I'm really not afraid of women or anything like that."
"Good." She looked him over. "Expecting to be on the beach today?"
"No, but I didn't want to have to break out in show tunes either," he quipped back. She smiled at that. "You have nothing to fear from me unless you try to attack me. I'm just kinda like that. Besides, my two best friends are females and they're all chicks to them." He shrugged. "Blame them, they told me to call them that. Said it was better than being a girl. You can help teach me better, I'm here to learn."
"I'll do my best. Do you know anything about ballistics?" He nodded. "A lot?"
"I'm a sharpshooter with sixteen different types of rifles and I scored perfect my last twelve range times. Including the walk through." She blinked at that. "I trained at NCIS, DC."
"Oh. Interesting. Anything else we should ask you about?"
"I know a bit about computers and hacking, my best friend is one, and..." He looked at the sudden laughing. "Willow is. She's the author of that greenleaf virus. It was an accident." He looked stunned so he smirked. "Seriously." He looked at her again. "I also know a bit about explosives thanks to some of the cases. I've been haunting and learning up there for a few years now."
"Then I look forward to helping you finish your field education. Are you almost graduated?"
"Second year of school. I'm planning on interning each summer to gain experience. I'd like to go back up there when I graduate, probably. As long as my dad's team isn't the one I'd be placed on. We work in different ways and it creates friction at home."
"Sure," she agreed, patting him on the arm. "Try women, Xander."
"Women? Okay." He looked past her and rolled his eyes. "Who is that stupid in a police station?" He snuck that way, then punched the guy in the kidneys, making him drop his gun. "You fucking moron! They were going to shoot you! Feel damn lucky!" The man whimpered and he glared down at him. "You don't pull a weapon unless you're ready to die for using it. Learn better next time!" He walked back to Speed's side. "So, you said Trace?" he asked.
Speed nodded. "Yeah, this way. See you later, Calleigh."
"Sure." She watched them go, Speed muttering at the kid not to do things like that if he didn't want everyone to know. She turned and found their boss behind him. "He's a fed?"
"With experience ducking the CIA because they want him," he admitted. "What did he do?"
"Rabbit punched the guy in the kidneys."
"Good. Where are they now?"
"Trace. Don't yell at him."
"He's not supposed to be pointing out he knows these things," he told her.
"And almost none of us know who he is. It'll be fine. He'll say 'classified' a few times and they'll get the hint." She hit him on the arm with the file she was carrying. "Ballistics from the Valpraiso case." She handed it to him. "Can I teach him too?"
"Yes. Especially how to be discreet," Speed said as he came back out. "Boss, he wants to know if he can bring in some of the toys he has with him. Things like an explosive sniffer."
"If he wants, he can put them in my office closet," he agreed. "Why would he need them?"
"I'm working on the car bomb."
He nodded. "That would be fine. I'm sure the bomb squad still has theirs if you need it today. Get him his badge and ID too."
"Of course." He walked off, going to help the kid get his gear.
***
A week later, Speed looked at Horatio. "He's got some rough edges and very little common sense. That's the only fault I can find in the kid's training."
"Then give him the experience he wants," Horatio agreed. "How did he do on that scene this morning?"
"He started with the pictures without having to be told. He was careful where and how he walked. He gathered samples from the pool of vomit without making a face. He shied away from Alexx, which was odd. She thinks the kid's an abuse survivor."
"He is," Horatio agreed. "I called his father to update him. He told me that the boy was until he took him with him. They didn't meet until he was sixteen and his parents drank."
"Oh. Okay. So he doesn't understand being mothered at all. I'll warn her."
Xander leaned against his back. "Just warn her not to hug me. I don't like people hugging me." He looked over his shoulder. "You summoned, bossman?"
"I did. We're doing your first week evaluation."
"Cool." He walked in and smiled at him. "What else did dad tell you?"
"Enough. He wasn't sure you could work an abuse case."
"I have. I helped Tony with his last two since they affect him so much. I doubt Jethro was told, but I have. I got lost after my first one and I won't insult you by lying and tell you that I'm not still affected. I handle it when I'm done."
"Good. Was it sexual or physical?"
"I was thirteen, I knew what I was getting into and the second time I made that choice since I was in bad spot and needed the money," he said honestly. "I was just barely sixteen then."
"Technically underage for California," Horatio agreed. "Physical?"
"I had drunken parents, what do you think?" he asked dryly. "The time when I was thirteen I was payment for poker debts." Horatio took a deep breath. "Sorry, I'm known for being a bit blunt. It's the past."
"True. What about that hunting your father talked about?"
"I don't usually. I try very hard not to really." He sat down. "I know more about the strange, unusual, and demonic in this world than I should and every now and then I'm forced to go back to that world to deal with it. By the way, the Bruja near Eric's family, she's protecting them. You might want to get him off her case," he told Speed.
"He doesn't believe in it."
"So? It's still protecting his family. She called me two days ago to talk to him about it. I haven't figured out how yet, but I'm supposed to get him up to speed on what she's doing by protecting the house. His younger sister broke out in skills and drew something," he explained at the clueless look.
"Speed, go get Eric." Horatio looked at him once they were alone. "You practice witchcraft?"
"Not always. Sometimes it happens when I'm really upset. The last time Langley lost their computers for six days." That got a small smirk. "My father had been shot." He looked at Eric. "Close it." He closed it. Xander concentrated and the blinds closed, startling them all. "I was called to talk to you about the Bruja protecting your youngest sister, who has skills like mine. You're keeping her from keeping out the thing coming for her. It's going to take me another two days to hunt it."
"I don't believe this," he said, starting to laugh.
Xander coughed and flicked a finger at him, muttering something. Suddenly he was without his clothes, only in his boxers and his belt. "Really?" he asked dryly. "No one asked you to believe, they just asked you to quit endangering your sister's life." He made the clothes reappear when the guy let out a whimper. He stood up and faced him down. "It'll take me two days then you can go back to denying it and leave it alone again. For now, just ignore her and her protections around the house, before your little sister is taken and eaten. Okay?" Eric nodded slowly. "I didn't mean to traumatize you and I promise I didn't peek, stare, or drool," he offered with a grin. Eric punched him and he ducked, pushing him against the wall. "I don't care, I didn't look. It wasn't for my fun, but flame charms still get away from me. I use that one on my father when he's been injured or he's too tired to make it under the covers. It meant nothing to me, you're way too straight for me, Eric." He let him go at the quiet cough. "Okay?"
Eric nodded. "Two days?"
"Two days. Providing I don't get called out tomorrow night."
"No, you're off then," Horatio reminded him.
"That's what I was hoping for. I've got the stuff at home, I just have to bless it and hunt him down, Eric. She'll be fine. Just quit moving the stones with the runes on them. You're endangering your whole family. I couldn't figure out how to tell you earlier without making you hit me. That's why I've waited for the last two days and just added to the protections around your family's house."
"Thank you." He looked at him, patting himself down again. "How did you do that?"
"Practice. Lots and lots of practice," he offered dryly, grinning a bit. "Don't worry about it. It doesn't happen very often."
"Okay. So I can ignore all this?" Xander nodded. "Good. I'd like that." He left, going back to work. He stopped in to see Speed. "He's really odd."
"He is but he's a good kid who knows his shit." He looked at him. "You okay?"
"Yeah, I guess. Everything's back, right?" Speed looked clueless. "I'm not missing anything?"
"Not that I can see." Eric nodded and left again, going to the bathroom to check himself over. Speed shook his head. It would take a few days for Eric to calm down but he would be back to normal soon enough he supposed. Xander came back. "You good?"
"I'm just fine," he assured him, putting his soda out of the way and capped. He took the two vials. "What're these?"
"Dried fluid samples. Not semen but the same consistency."
"Cool." He went to run them through the machines, coming back with a report a few minutes later.
"Thank you. What're you doing tonight? I was heading out to the clubs."
"Tonight I'm blessing a weapon and tomorrow I'm going hunting for a few minutes. It shouldn't take me that long. Where were you heading then?"
"I don't know yet. How about you call when you're done so you can explain the cryptic shit?"
Xander grinned. "I worked with vampires. And I don't mean goth kids." Speed moaned. "New York has a really good population."
"I saw once or twice. You hunt them?" Xander nodded, coming over to help him. "Why?"
"I grew up in Sunnydale with the slayer," he said quietly. "Willow and I both hunted with her."
"Oh. No wonder Eric was so freaked." Xander nodded. "What did you do?"
"Removed his clothes for a few minutes."
Speed laughed, shaking his head. "Did you look?"
"No. I told him I didn't."
"Good idea. Eric's so straight he squeaks." Xander nodded at that. "Have you been going out to any of the gay clubs?"
"Oh, yeah," he said happily. "And I've found a few who were my type, which is slightly older and careful."
"Why go for older guys?" Calleigh said from the doorway. "And what did you do to Eric?"
"Proved a point." He grinned at her. "I've always had a thing for older guys. Sometimes I need someone to be a voice of reason. Or else I end up working with SWAT again." She shuddered. "Sorry, it's not like I *intended* to be there." He shrugged. "It's my bad luck to have lunch." He looked at Speed, who had moaned. "You didn't hear about that?"
"I was ignoring it, kid. You really need to quit that before everyone knows about your special training."
"What special training?" she asked, coming in and shutting the door. "Is that why he's a marksman?"
Xander nodded. "And I can't tell you or else I'd have to bury your body in the Everglades." She giggled at that. "I'm serious." She stopped and looked at him so he nodded. "I took pre-agent training for three summers running, Calleigh. Let's just say I'm a bit more skilled than I should be at my age and leave it there unless you want us to do a security clearance for you too."
"Does Horatio know?"
"Me and him," Speed assured her tiredly. He looked at the kid. "Give me more nightmares and I'm making you work with Eric."
"Yes, sir." He got back to work. "Need my brilliance today, Calliegh?"
"No, I'm pretty much okay at the moment. I was brighter than the sun earlier." He grinned at that then went back to work. "Are you going out tonight? It's payday."
"I'm not getting paid," he reminded her dryly. "I'm blessing a weapon tonight so I can hunt tomorrow night. Then I'll go out."
"You're not getting paid?" Speed asked, looking at him. "Most interns do."
"I'm still in school." He looked at him. "Since when would I get paid?"
Speed opened the door and went to the office. "He's not getting paid?" Horatio looked amused. "The kid's good, H."
"I know he is and he is getting paid. I never told him that, but he is getting paid. Tripp thought he had graduated already." He smirked at him. "After breaking that one suspect for him, he's very nice to the kid."
"Good! Is he getting paid with us?" That got a nod. "Thank you." He went back there. "You are getting paid."
"I don't need paid."
"So? It's money, use it," he said dryly.
Xander rolled his eyes. "I'm not here for that, yet. I'm here to learn, not get paid." He went to complain but Horatio had disappeared. So he turned to his next target, Detective Tripp. "Hi," he said, stopping beside his desk. "You know I'm not supposed to get paid, right?"
He looked at him. "You're doing the work, you get paid for doing the work. Graduated or not. You're the only person who's ever complained about getting paid for work."
"But I didn't need it. I'm here to learn and sand down my rough edges."
"So? You're still doing the job." He stood up and turned the kid around, giving him a shove. "Get back to work. Slave for the department, kid. We expect if of you. Next summer too if you're free." The boy gave him the most hurt look and he sighed, shaking his head. "It won't work. Try that with Horatio though. I wanna see how he reacts." Xander stomped off. He sat down shaking his head. "Only that kid could complain about not working for free."
Xander finally found Horatio and gave him the dreaded puppy eye look. "I didn't come to get paid. I came to get my rough edges sanded down."
He clapped him on the back. "Tough. You're still getting paid, Xander. We pay our people instead of making them slave for no money. Even the interns." He walked away.
"But it's not fair to the others."
"What others? Everyone else gets paid too, Xander."
Speed came out of his lab and came to smack some sense into his intern. "Quit whining, suck it up, and get on with the program. You're slacking and I don't put up with it. We're paying you and if you continue to whine, I'm going to ask someone to give you a raise. Now get back to the lab before I look up your father's office number and tell him you were whining about being paid."
"Yes, Speed," he sighed, heading that way. "Meany."
"What's he complaining about?" Eric asked as he walked up to where Speed was watching the kid mope off.
"Being paid."
"We're not paying him?"
"No, we *are* paying him, that's why he's complaining." He went back to work as well, after getting a new soda. Sometimes he didn't understand the kid. He really didn't. Most kids were really happy to get paid internships.
Eric shook his head. "I knew the kid was strange." He got his own drink and a snack before leaving for his next scene.
***
Five More Years Later:
Xander rode up to the precinct, looking up at it. "You're a very white building. They must want you to glow." He got off and put the security system on his bike, then headed inside to the desk. "Harris, reporting for CSI duty," he offered, holding out a hand. The receptionist smiled and shook back. "Where and who?"
"Lieutenant Caine is in with a perp but let me call and see." She called up there. "Lieutenant? No, there's a CSI Harris down here? Yes, sir, reporting for duty." She looked at him. "Early?"
"I figured I'd have to do the badge stuff." He shrugged. "Shoot me, my father's a Marine."
She giggled. "Yes, sir. I'd love to keep him here for a minute." She hung up. "He'll be down in a minute. He's got to notify someone you're here."
"Probably my father since I rode down." He looked at his phone, still silent. He sent one to Tony to make sure he knew he was okay and at work now. The elevator behind her opened and he nodded at the man standing there. "Speedle." He came down to get him each year.
"Harris." He smiled and shook his hand. "You're early. Three days early. Not even Gibbs is that prompt."
"Yeah, well, I rode and there weren't any interesting guys on the way down."
"You might wanna watch that."
"Watch someone try to gay bash me, Speed. See what happens," he noted dryly. That earned a chuckle. He winked at the receptionist. "I'm known to make exceptions." She blushed and he smiled, following his mentor into the elevator. "So, how's the boss?"
"Tired. We just had a pedophile show up."
"Hmm, the one that dad turned over to you?"
"Again. How did you know?"
"Well, I was sixteen about then." Speedle looked at him. "I knew what I was doing," he noted dryly. "I was formulating a survival strategy."
"I'm sorry."
"I'm not. It's how I got to Mexico, Paris. London. Cancun. Rio during Carnivale." Speed smirked at that. "What can I say. Ten grand for that one time and I was homeless and kicked out and just starting to work my way closer to dad." They stepped off the elevator, meeting the others. "Damn, a welcoming committee of pretty people. Thank you, Lieutenant. I needed that after my ride down." The ones who knew him chuckled at that.
Horatio Caine looked amused at least. "It's good to see you too, Xander. Are you ready to work?"
"Sure, but I can't work the pedophile. I'm the reason you got the case."
"I thought it might be something like that. They kept saying they only did willing ones."
"I was. I was also kicked out, barely had met my actual father, and homeless. It made sure I survived and got to run away a few times." That got another amused look. "So I'm yours except for that."
"That's fine. Let's get your ID redone. Everyone, you remember Xander, our former intern, right?" Xander grinned and waved. "Good. Come along, Xander. And remember, you may not beat up on the cops who don't like you being yourself. Not this time."
"Damn. Take all my fun and educational ass whoopings." He followed along. "I'll see you guys soon!" He sighed as he followed him. "I should probably change."
Horatio looked at the tight jeans, biker boots, and tucked in t-shirt, then nodded. "At least put on dress pants and a lab coat. Or you could get your ID and then come back once you've got a spot to live."
"To be totally truthful, Horatio, former Director Sheppard gave me her condo down here as a thank you for saving her stupid ass the last time as long as I left DC for at least two years. Unless something happened and I get to go back." He looked at him, seeing the curious look. "The woman hired an international terrorist and assassin as a consultant and when dad tried to point this out she suspended him. Had him arrested when he continued. Had most of the team arrested. He made a play on her and I had a sniper scope thanks to Dad's preplanning. Since he had a gun on her and was about to kill her I had good timing."
"That's fine. She gave you her condo?"
"Yeah. Nice place too. Got a hot tub and all the amenities to get me some lovin' soon." That got a warm chuckle. "We all know I need it. Otherwise I go odd."
"I'd hate to see odd with how you are most of the time," a male voice called from behind them.
Xander turned and smirked at the detective. "Detective Tripp. Are you going to let me bait you this time and make you purr?"
"Hell no. My wife might mind," he said with a smile. "You back again?"
"For at least two years, barring an accident in DC. Dad's second-in-command again. I've got the nice spread as a thank you. So come over to visit." He smiled and turned around to go with the boss. "Sorry, he's just so much fun to bait."
"I noticed. I also noticed you seem to prefer older men, Xander.
"Yeah, well, you still don't know my full past, Horatio. It's a nicer thing in my book. Not quite a daddy figure but security and safety. Someone who can occasionally reign me in and make me see sense." He smiled at him. "You'd be proud to know dad suggested you and Speed. He said Eric would get me in trouble."
"Unfortunately not an option at the moment. I'll keep that in mind when I give him progress reports though." He opened the door. "After you."
"Ooh, good, IAD. What've I done this time?" he asked as he walked inside, making the detective in there choke and gag. "Oooh, you *remember* me," he cooed, smiling at him. "Yes, I'm back until I get into NCIS. Love you too, Ricky."
"No, not him!" he gasped.
"Do you need an ambulance? Or Alexx maybe?" Xander asked. "I can call one. I'm very good at it. As you very well know." The man wheezed and Horatio went to make the call. "Here, let's try good, old fashioned CPR."
"No, please," he said, moving away from him before he could do the heimlich on him. "I'll quit if you leave."
"Sorry, but nope. My dad wants me to date Speed or Horatio." He grinned. "He thinks it'll be good for me. What'd you think?"
"That's mean, Xander," Horatio called. "Get over here. We'll do your badge and ID while we wait." He shook his head. "You're horrible today." He saw the look in the boy's eyes and wondered at it, but kept silent for now. Xander liked him enough and was secure enough in his leadership to come to him if there was a looming personal problem in his life.
"There were no guys on the trip down. Why do you think I'm three days early?" He stood in the proper spot and let his picture be taken, including a smile. He fluffed out his hair, which was longer now, it barely reached his shoulders. "Do we need another one with my hair up?"
"No, down's fine. You will tie it back in the lab."
"Yes, dear." Rick Stetler started to cough and choke again. "Awwww. Poor baby!" The paramedics came in. "Hi, guys!" he said happily.
"No wonder he can't breathe," one of them noted. "You're in for how long?"
"Good or at least two years."
"Crap," they muttered, taking the poor man off and away from the insanity.
Xander ran his hands through his hair again. "Whatever shall I do now, Horatio?" he asked melodramatically.
"Go say hi to Alexx, before she hears from Speed." He handed over the new ID and old badge. "You're insane," he said, smiling some.
"Yes, but my insanity is a clever cover for my quick intellect and wit, plus my brilliant mind and body." He grabbed his backpack again and followed him back down to the morgue. "Hola, beauteous one."
"Xander!" she squealed, coming over to hug him. "Already?"
"Yup, already. No cute guys on the trip down," he sighed, giving her a hard squeeze. "Oooh, there, from Ducky too." He kissed her on the cheek. "I can see you're ankle deep. I'm here for a while so we can get together soon?" She nodded. "Good." He grinned. "I'm off to torment others and make the world safe for my special brand of genius."
"Go fix one of Calleigh's machines, sweetie. It's sparking at her."
"Of course." He headed back up there, sneaking through the halls. He wanted to surprise Yelina. She loved him. He walked into ballistics and looked at the machine that had the large 'do not touch me, I bite' sign. "Hmm." He found some tools and got to work taking it apart, then soldering in the new connection wire. He closed it up and plugged it back in, then turned it on. It made a fizzing sound and he rolled his eyes, taking out something and cleaning the soda out of it. "No more Mountain Dew in the lab," he said when Calleigh came in.
"He did what!"
"Yeah, he did what," he agreed, putting that back together again. He turned it back on and it didn't make any wrong noises. "Okay, calibrate." He stepped back and looked at her. "Since I don't have a case yet."
"Pedophiles."
"Was with them once."
"Ooh. Sorry. Are they the ones that paid you?"
"Put me in contact with them."
"Ooohkay. Then you're why we know them?" He nodded. "Okay." She kissed him on the cheek and got to work calibrating her machine again. "I will stop my boy from doing that."
"If he's cute I'll spank him for you," he offered. He didn't even see the guy behind him who was now choking. He looked back. "Oh, hey, Wolfe. You were on vacation the last time I was in." He smiled and waved. He watched her work, nodding at the results. "No other problems?" She shook her head. "Any other fixing stuff that needs done?"
"Speed's whole lab. They had a chemical fire on night shift and it got foamed. Nothing works."
"Sure." He gathered up things and headed over there, pulling Speed with him. "Tell me what needs fixed. Make me out a list."
"Someone's coming tomorrow."
"I don't have case yet, Speed. That means I'm idle, I'm bored, and I still have computer access."
Speed considered it then got to work on the list. Before they were all insane from a bored Xander. "How's your dad?"
"Good. Second-in-command again. The new director is a bastard though. We're thinking he'll be in charge within two years so I can go back up. Otherwise I'd end up on his team and I can't do that. I can work with him but I don't think in the same linear fashion he does. Once he's in charge, I'll either be under Tony or Kate."
"You wish," Speed teased, smirking at him.
"Well, yeah," he agreed. "Dad thinks you and Horatio though, so at least he knows my tastes."
Speed stopped writing and looked at him. "Excuse me?"
"Yeah. Dad thought you or Horatio. Or you and Horatio," he admitted. "He wasn't sure if you two were together. I told him no but you know how well he listens about that stuff. Oh, did you get the clippings about stepmom number four?"
"I did. Is she nice?"
"Enough. Hates me. She says I drive him insane. Fortunately the dog stayed to bite her a few times." Speed laughed and went back to writing. "Since I'm here, I've got to work on picking up a damn man. It's been too long."
"How many days?" he teased.
"Six months."
"MONTHS?" he asked. "Like those things with thirty days?" Xander nodded. "Why?"
"Tony and I broke up. I wasn't in the mood for a while. Dad finally came in one day and hauled my pasty ass out of bed and drug me outside to toss me in the pond. Then he yelled at me to get over it, repeatedly, and gave me one hell of a lecture. So we can work together again and we're cool with each other, but it won't go back there."
"Wow. I'm impressed. I've never known you to go more than four weeks."
"Yeah, I'm thinking that's what scared dad. Tony found out I hadn't been going out and I turned down going out with McGee and Abby. He called, I told him I was fine and over it. He called Dad and within an hour he was there."
"Wow. Well, at least you got your heart's desire for at few months."
"Nearly a year," he admitted quietly. Speed patted him on the arm. "Thanks. It still gets me sometimes, which is why I need to go pick up a man badly. So I can shake this."
"Watch out for the new guy coming up the hall. He likes to gay bait."
"Hmm. Can I prove him wrong?"
"No. He's disgusting, if you touch him I'll lose all respect for you."
"Fine." He looked at the officer coming in. "You needed something?"
"Are you the repair guy who's going to make this one work again?" he sneered.
"No, bastard, I'm CSI Harris. Specialist in trace, field, electronics, hacking, and bombs. You?" The man backed away. "By the way. The next time you pick on my mentor, I have the right to shoot you. Because there's no one in this building who will stick up for you against me. Don't believe me, go ask your partner so the others know I'm back." He ran off. He looked at Speed. "I hate little minds. It's bad enough I still suck at math but really."
"That's why smarter people than you created calculators." He handed over the list. "Have fun."
"Yay. Plug in the iron, would you?" He went out to his bike to get his kits, bringing them back in. Someone tried to stop him and he found his badge, holding it up. The button was pushed for him. "Thank you." He headed back to Trace putting everything out.
"Xander, we have people on retainer for that," Horatio said from the doorway.
"I love you but I'm bored."
"Next case is yours then."
"Goodie. Let me at least fix the mass spec." He opened things and got to work on the machines. They needed these things. Fortunately McGee had shown him how to do electronics and hacking as a reward for passing all his maths. That had been a good few weekends. He got two of them fixed by the end of shift and shrugged off the hunger pains, going on with it.
Speed walked in and pulled him out, unplugging his soldering iron and closing the door, locking it even. "Keys?" Xander patted himself down and found them. Speed let him go back in there to get his ID and badge, then he relocked the door and drug him out to his bike. "Home, Xander. So I know where you live the next time you forget to set your alarm."
"I only did that once in six months." He got on and started his bike, putting on his helmet. Then he headed off, his mentor following him. He knew where the place was. He had dropped off the rest of his stuff earlier. He pulled into the parking garage and to his assigned spot. He smiled at him. "Come on. I've got some takeout."
"Sure. Beats trying to eat real food tonight." He followed him up, noticing the view. "This is nice."
"It's not my first choice but it was free." He grinned at him. "Sheppard's old place."
"For saving her? We heard you got an award for it but you never showed up. Someone said your father does the same thing."
"Yuppers." He went into the kitchen, bringing back a beer and some Thai food, earning a smile. "Call H, let him know where I am."
"He already put a tracker on your bike."
"Good idea. Why didn't he think of that last time?"
"He didn't think he needed it until you took off after that Harley thief. Speaking of, bike?"
"Yeah. Graduation present from the whole team. I'm under orders that it is to be in the same shape when I go home." He saluted him with his beer. "You can call him."
"He's got a date."
"Eric?"
"No! Eww! Remember, Delko likes girls. Mostly girls with big chests, but girls."
"Hey, Horatio could do drag for him."
"That's why most people don't hang out with you, Xander." Xander just blew a kiss. "How soon before I'm up?"
"Three more machines. You can calibrate around me tomorrow."
"Good. I could use having my own lab back." He ate a bite of pork and nodded. "The old place. You remembered."
"Of course. How could I forget that heartburn after last time?"
Speed laughed. "I still think it's funny that someone said that belch echoed."
"You're the one who had me eat it."
"Good point. So, where was the last trip?"
"Here. Tony said it was too dangerous for me to travel there for a bit so I couldn't and I didn't feel like it after we broke up."
"So the last trip was Paris?" Xander nodded. "Wow. Restraint. You're growing up." Someone rang the doorbell. "Expecting?"
"No." He got up and went to answer it, looking at the man standing there. "Yes?"
"Where is Jennifer?"
"DC. She gave me her pad since I moved down here."
"Who are you?" He looked him over and sneered. "You look like a fairy."
"Alexander Lavelle Harris-Gibbs." The man stepped back. "Anything else? Before I call your keeper on your ass? Because I can spot a spook when I meet one." He backed up. "I'd run. Really." The man turned and ran so he hit the button on the console.
"Security."
"There's a CIA spook running down the halls in desperation. You might want to get him either calmed or drug off."
"Yes, Mr. Harris. Thank you, sir. He's shown up a few times."
"Give him that number so a message can be passed onto her." He hung up and came back to finish his lunch. "Sorry about that." His phone rang and he opened it, listening. "What?" he asked, sounding cranky. "No, I sent one for a run just now. I gave him your number since you know where she is." He smiled. "Thank you, Clayton. You too." He hung up and shook his head. "I hate the CIA. Only bad part of DC besides beltway traffic."
Speed nodded. "That was pretty bad when I had to go up with you." Xander nodded. "You okay now?"
"Just fine. Ducky managed to save the feeling in that hand." He moved that hand to show him. "Thank you for helping me that day."
"Not a problem. It was mean to put a tripwire on your door. We never did catch the guy."
"We did," he assured him dryly. "Pentagon. Hated me for ruining their op in Sunnydale." He shrugged and dug out another bite. Then he got up to find the remote for the stereo, tuning in a station he knew Speed liked. "There, noise," he noted, coming back to sit down again. That got a smile. "No date tonight?"
"No, not in a few weeks. I'm at this odd plateau where I don't know who I want to date. It's like there's no one around for me, that I've gone through them."
"That's because you're not looking on the right side of the road, Speed. We all know who you want and he lets me flirt with him."
"Yeah, I guess. But I can't endanger our working relationship to do that."
"So don't. No one said you had to." He ate another bite, staring him down. "Trust me, you can keep it professional. Except maybe those first few days when it's all touching and happy orgasms."
"Maybe," he agreed. "I still don't want to risk it though."
"Risk is all about going after what you want. Either that or it was about waking up. Something like that," he said, then shrugged and grinned before eating some more. "I'm going to be so damn fat soon."
"No you won't. You still swim and jog."
"And fence and disarm bombs and build bombs and run away from jealous boyfriends," he agreed dryly. "Wanna go out with me tonight?"
"I wouldn't mind. Where?"
"Pick somewhere. Maybe we can relieve at least your dry spell." He got up and went to search through his clothes, finding the perfect outfit. "I'll be right out."
"Shower. I've got to run home anyway."
"Sure. I put all you guys on the visitor's list."
"Thanks." He headed home with his food, going to shower and change. He came back and Xander was waiting on him in midnight blue leather pants and a black t-shirt. "You're certainly hunting," he said in appreciation. "Get on. I'll drive."
"Sure." He got onto the back of the bike, using his helmet. They sped off and Xander breathed the air. It was smoggy but it had the salt breeze. He missed the ocean sometimes. They stopped at a club next to the ocean and he gave Speed a hug. "Thank you."
"You're welcome, I know you're an ocean baby." He parked and got off, helping Xander off. "It's even your sort of club since you look so pitiful." He walked him to the door. The bouncer looked at them and whimpered. "What?" Speed asked.
"I promise I'm going to be good," Xander told him. "I just broke up."
"Fine. Go in." Speed rolled his eyes and walked Xander inside. The bouncer looked at the other one and they both groaned.
***
Horatio Caine opened his door at the knock, looking at the man there. "Already?"
"Yes and no. To be truthful he needs experience and to calm down." Tony walked inside and closed the door behind him. "He also needs to move on."
"I saw the haunted look in his eyes," he admitted. "You're starting a new field office?" Tony nodded. "You need him part time?"
"Yeah, we do. Since that's all he's doing for you we didn't think it'd be too big of a stretch."
"I could've sworn we hired him full time." He was looking amused.
"Not according to your Chief." He shrugged. "I didn't even ask." He moved closer. "He needs to calm down a lot, Horatio. He needs someone who can steady him. I love the boy but I'm not in love with him and I definitely can't be the male figure he needs. You can at least do half of that. Can you try?"
"I already do," he agreed. "The boy actually calms down in my lab. Oh, that's why you're here," he said, suddenly getting it. "I'm not ...."
"Involved? I know that. We allll know that. You're married to your job. He's married to his job but its not good for either of you. More than anyone I know how the boy thinks and how he acts or reacts. I know what the kid needs."
"Yes, but I'm..." He glanced toward the kitchen. "Actually I'm on a date."
"Wonderful. Right now he's down at the ocean with Speed at Bria. Speed won't and can't be what he needs." He moved closer. "If he comes to you, if you're not attached to anyone, would you?"
"You think he will? I'm nearly twice his age."
"You and I both know what he needs and why," Tony said quietly. Horatio nodded, he knew. "All I'm asking if he comes to you is you think about answering."
"If I'm not attached and he comes to me, I will think about it. I'm not promising anything."
"Thank you." He pulled something out and handed it over. "You can give this to him tomorrow. I don't think he's ready to see me yet and I can't stand the puppy eyes." That got a small smile. "You don't know how bad it got. He spent six months moping around the house. Jethro had to throw him in the pond to shock him out of it. He didn't date, he didn't have fun, nothing." That got a small moan. "He's just now getting on with his life. It's not time for him to see me yet and Kate got DC because she's got more experience with the politics. We're setting up a single team office. We'll only need him part time. For right now, have fun having him fix things. If you need us, I'm more than willing to help."
"Thank you." He held out a hand and Tony shook it. "If and only if."
"Of course. Good luck with him. He's broken it but now he's trying to refind himself. He's going to swing. Thankfully Speed took him out tonight."
"Speed told me you two had broken up after nearly a year."
"Ten days shy." He shook his head. "It was months longer than it should have been, Horatio. Anyway, I'm down by the office at the moment. Give him that tomorrow. Tell him to watch the noise there, she was always complaining about the walls being thin."
"He could always buy somewhere else."
"Yeah but that was a gift and Jethro said he had to use it for at least a year or until he got broken into. Then he can sell the elephant and buy somewhere better." He grinned. "You just take care of the boy for us. Jethro is really upset with New York at the moment and he doesn't have time to deal with Xander this week. New York just busted a wide open smuggling ring that was hiding in plain sight through the shipyard. We're talking *reams* of emails. Even Abby's complaining." Horatio nodded. "We think it'll be heading down here too. Hence our part-time office down here. So I'll see you in a few days with hopefully some better news. It will cross into your world too. They're getting them off some cruise ships."
"Oh, joy. Just let me know before you need him if you can."
"Agreeable. Thank you, for everything." He let himself out and went to his car. He hoped the boy would be okay with this. If not, things were going to be rough on his team for a good, long time.
Horatio went back to the kitchen, getting a small smile from his date. "Sorry, I didn't mean to let it intrude."
"That's all right. Who is this boy?"
"A CSI we've worked with on and off. He was our intern for a while, then we hired him but he got hurt. He's finally back home. Just a bit more hurt." He stole a kiss. "It was just a request."
"I know. It happens to the best of them." She went back to cooking.
Horatio went back to thinking about the request made, while still keeping her entertained.
***
Horatio snagged Xander's arm as he walked past. "It can wait for ten minutes." He walked the boy into his office and shut the door. "First, you're not in trouble even though you came in with a massive hangover this morning. I'm surprised you can walk."
"Which mean Speed told you or Tony showed up. Which?" he asked, staring him down.
"Both." He handed over the letter. "They're setting up a temporary office. You're going to them part time and us part time apparently."
"I asked for full time." He opened the envelope, reading the official appointment letter. Then he looked at his boss. "What else did they tell you?"
"Speed told me about your breakup. About the depression." Xander sighed and leaned against the desk. "Are you better now?"
"I'm trying to be."
"You're overcompensating for the time you lost. Calm down and *experience* don't just breeze through it." Xander nodded. "Good boy. Now please finish fixing the trace lab. The official repairman will complain but we've got others who can use the machines."
"Sure, boss. Always happy to help. I take it I can't go out until they're fixed?"
"We'll figure out the hours later. Once we get this figured out."
"This?"
"This," he said, motioning between them. "Tony paid me a visit while I was having a date."
"Wonderful. Just what the fuck I need. What else did he say?"
He moved closer, watching the boy's eyes. His eyes are were the most expressive of all of him. He saw the flash he needed. "I promised him, if you came to me, I would at least consider it." He held up a hand. "But I'm not going to make a move. I'm nineteen years older than you, Xander."
"Oh, whine, Horatio."
Horatio smiled and nodded. "If and when you want, you come to me, be up-front. Then we'll talk again. Until then, please go slave for the department and ignore him complaining about the warranty and service contract. They're not going to be canceled."
Xander nodded. "If it comes to that and I decide that you're the best."
"I know what you need and want, and it's pretty much me around here. Unless you go outside the department. They'd never understand."
"Speed," he said quietly.
"He could. He's still wobbling on that stuff. Go work. Think." The boy nodded, taking the letter with him. Horatio took a deep breath. He was getting the boy thinking instead of feeling. It was about time and it would keep him calm.
Xander walked back into Trace, handing Speed the letter. "Did you know I was part- time?"
"No. You are?"
"Apparently." He got back to work. "Where's the repairman?"
"Stomped off to check some microscopes."
"Wonderful. You wanna help?"
"I can't do that. I have no idea about that stuff."
"Whine, Speed. I need help."
"Fine. How's your head?"
"Sucks donkey ass. I would love something to make my head quit hurting." He got back to work, cleaning out that machine of the nasty anti-fire foam. "We need to switch from foam to something else. Water would have been cleaned out already. Give me the suction." It was handed over.
"What are you doing!" the repairman shouted from the door.
"Doing your job. Now get over here and help me. They got fire foamed. I've already fixed some of the others."
"The mass spec still arcs," Speed noted.
"I'll check it after this one. I may have forgotten to put the ground back on. I was tired and sore when I did it." He shifted over with a groan. "I hate hangovers."
"Are you qualified to do that?"
"Yes, I was taught by a Federal Agent and took it as my minor in my undergrad," he said dryly. "Just get to fucking work, man. We've been without the trace lab for way too long. We're losing evidence and suspects." The guy grumbled but looked at the mass spectrometer. "Tell me what I did wrong. Think you could hit the switch to turn on the suction now, oh great mentor person?" Speed smiled but flipped the switch. "Thank you. Who's doing lunch today?"
"Valera."
"I need food. Something subtle and not dog, goat, or sheep."
"I'll tell her and see where she's ordering from." He went to do that. "Valera, Xander needs to know where you're ordering from today. He needs something subtle."
"Bad fish tacos?"
"He doesn't like 'em. He was celebrating being back." He grinned. "He's got a bit of a hangover. Beware of the growling."
"I remember." She handed over the menu. "There."
"Thanks." He brought it back. "Xander, the deli around the corner."
"Corned beef on italian. Italian dressing. Fries or chips, plain. Coke."
"Sure." He grinned and wrote that down. "Wallet?"
"Locker. Key's on my ring."
"Sure. You buying mine?"
"You took me out but you didn't kiss me, Speed. I only buy breakfast to those people who at least kiss me." He flipped the temporary switch and looked at the area he had just cleaned. "This stuff is corrosive. We need to complain about this being used around delicate equipment, especially the computers."
"I'll tell H you said so." He went to tell her that and make his own order, then winked and paid for it. He'd get it back from Xander within a few hours. "H!" He came out of his office to meet him. "Xander said that the foam is corrosive. He was complaining about it getting near computers."
"It's not supposed to be that way."
"Then we need to test it. You saw what it did to the trace lab. We've got to change that." Horatio nodded so he stepped closer. "I saw the letter," he said quietly.
"It was news to me too. He showed up at my house last night." He looked in the trace lab, then at his friend again. "You know what Tony wanted," he said quietly. Speed nodded. "I need to know if you're going to be in the field."
"No. I love the boy but it's all cuddling with me. I'd never put up with the playful nature. Besides, I'm not that steady influence he needs." He gave him a pointed look.
"If it happens it does," Horatio agreed. "I just needed to know."
"You're free and clear on my end." He grinned. "Valera's doing orders."
"Thank you." He went to check and put in his own order. He went to check on the work being done, finding the cellphone on the table dancing. "Xander, phone." The boy got up to answer it.
"Yo, Harris." He listened. "Right now? No, I'm elbow deep into a foamed machine. Sure. Where do you need me? Let me clean my hands and I'll be on the bike." He hung up. "McGee's down here? Abby let him?"
"I don't know. No one told me that." He nodded. "Go. Come back to get lunch if you can."
"Have Speed break my lock and save it for me. I'll buy a new lock for my locker." He grabbed his stuff and headed out. He waved at Calliegh.
"Is it fixed?" she called.
"No, it's the first case for the new NCIS local office and I'm on part time there."
"Poor baby." She went to check with Horatio. "They've got him part time?"
"They're a single team office. A very minor branch." He looked at her. "There's a bad smuggling case going on that may cross over, including into the cruise ships."
"Wonderful. I'm sure that'll make people happy."
"Take a sample of the foam and test it. See if it's what it's supposed to be. Xander said it's corrosive. It's not supposed to be." She nodded, taking the suction chamber off Xander's wand and taking it to test.
***
Xander came back and got back to the trace lab, nodding at Horatio. "I'm back. It was a suicide. Complete with note. Where are we?"
"It's not the fire foam. Someone replaced one of the containers with an acid."
"Oooh, fun. Do we know who?"
"No. We've examined it but it's still being worked on. Go ahead and get lunch."
"I will soon."
"Now." He stopped the boy and turned him around, taking his case from him and putting it back onto the lab table. "Food. You need to eat. You've lost weight and Alexx is going to fuss." He gave him a shove and watched him trudge off. "Thank you, Xander."
"Meany. I want to get back to work."
"Once you've eaten."
Xander walked into the break room, looking in the fridge. "Valera?" he called pitifully.
"Crisper," Wolfe called.
"Thank you."
"Minus the chips. They exploded."
"Wonderful." He found his food and sat down to eat, checking to make sure everything was okay. He looked up, nearly not taking a bite when he saw Tony there. "You can watch me eat."
"Thanks." He walked in and sat across from him. "You're on call for us. Your primary job is the Miami PD. Got it?" Xander nodded, eating a bite. "Hungry?"
"Breakfast."
Tony looked at the clock, then at him. "It's nearly four in the afternoon."
"Uh, yeah." He ate another bite. "Sorry."
"No it's okay. I had lunch and breakfast." He looked at him. "I'm sorry, Xander."
"It's not your fault."
"It is."
"It's not. You're not what I need, just what I wanted." He put down his food and leaned on his elbows. "I understood that then, Tony. You were the culmination of all my fantasies. You did it as long as you could but I know I'm the world's most obnoxious lover to date. I'm good with that." Tony gave him that same gentle, sad smile that had first drawn him. "I can easily work with you. I have been, right?" That got a nod. "I still fucking miss you. The bed's too damn cold."
"You'll find someone."
"I know I will, but you two need to quit meddling. Last I knew, certain people were straight."
"Not totally, more scared of your age." He grinned, leaning on the table. "Eat. You're still in shaky health."
"Hush."
"Not unless you take better care of yourself." Xander started to eat again. "Thank you. Your father had to shoot six people earlier. The suicide was related to that racket." Xander nodded. "McGee isn't staying, he's helping train."
"Sure, I can see that. You, me, and who?"
"You, me, and you're my second at the moment. We're going to be borrowing Speed and Horatio now and then. We're working it out so we share staff and cost."
"Hmm. Interesting. The Chief knows?" Tony nodded. "Then I'll only get one paycheck?"
"Yup, sorry." He grinned. "Not that you need it."
"Well, I do," he pointed out. "I never did anything with that stupid ring I got given." He ate another bite. He was really hungry. "Why couldn't we do this months ago?" he asked finally.
"It was too raw on my side. Every time I saw Gibbs I flinched. I heard from Clay. You okay?"
"He ran when I told him who I was."
"Good. I want you be careful, be safe, and take care of yourself. Because I will tell Horatio what Ducky said."
"Yes, Tony." He ate another bite.
"What did Ducky say?" Horatio said from the doorway.
"Crap."
"Handled," Tony told him. He looked at him, noticing the protective glare of death. "During his depression he conveniently forgot to eat for two weeks."
"I noticed he had lost weight. Eat, Xander. Or else I'm bringing in Alexx."
"Ducky said to kiss her on the cheek for him." He looked at Xander. "Not even my fault."
"Bull shit. You could see him coming." He looked at Horatio. "I'm fine."
"As long as you finish your lunch. Is that all you're eating?"
"Ryan said my chips exploded. Besides, this is enough."
"It's not."
"It's more than I had yesterday. Get off my ass, Horatio, unless you plan to bury yourself in it."
"That is still up to you," he reminded him quietly. "Eat. Now."
"Fine, I'll finish my breakfast."
"Breakfast?" Horatio asked.
"Slept in. Thank you." He finished his sandwich and got up to get a soda. He came back. "Come sit and talk about the office that we're all working for."
"We are?"
Tony nodded, handing over the note he was carrying. "I just got that when I got back to the office. It was the only way they could make it work."
Horatio sat down to read the letter, then looked at him. "If it comes down to it, you're going to have to tell us what's different."
"It's the same thing," Xander told him. "Only military personnel. So you've got to be a bit more subtle and aware of how vets are."
"We can do that. We have in the past." He looked at Tony. "Whose bright idea?"
"The guy who's technically in charge."
"Ah, the fake head of wood." Xander sipped more of his soda. "When are we doing the meeting about this?"
"Tonight. Just this shift?"
"I don't know the others or trust them. I know how your people work, Horatio." That got a nod. "So just your shift and those you personally vouch for."
"Okay. I can do that." He stood up. "In the fridge is another sandwich. It's on the top shelf in the back. Eat it, Xander."
"I'm not hungry, Horatio. My stomach shrank. I'm good." He stood up and headed back to work, taking his soda with him. "Ah, I'm back."
"I can see that," Speed said, getting back to work. "He fixed everything but one thing." He pointed at it. "Please fix that before it shorts and catches on fire. Then we'll have to do this again."
"Sure, I can do that." He went to get under the machine.
Ryan Wolfe stopped in, seeing the feet sticking out. "Is he in Oz?"
"No, if I was, I wouldn't have a headache," Xander called. "What the fuck did the moron do?"
"I don't know. That's why you're under there. Just fix the damn machine," Speed ordered.
"Yes, mother."
"Keep it up, kid."
"Speed, remember why we do not call Xander 'kid'?" he said patiently.
"Sorry, Xander. I need to give you a cute nickname."
"Uh-huh. I only answer to my own name," he called in a sing-song voice.
"Fine, son."
Xander came out from under the machine and walked away, finding those two still talking. "I need to clear the mental image in my head. I was picking on Speed and called him mom. He called me son. I just had this image of him and dad."
Tony reached over and smacked him across the back of the head. "Don't go there. I don't need that image. I'll have to tell Gibbs that."
"Just get it out of my head!"
Calleigh walked in and kissed him, making him blink. "Better?" He nodded. "Now go fix the machine. Speed's stuck without it."
"Yes, ma'am." He went back to work, shaking his head. "Hi, Eric," he said as he walked past him.
"Where were you earlier?"
"Ask H." He got back under the machine. He looked then came back out. "This has bubble gum holding a few wires together."
"Ah, that first moron fixed it. Good to know. Just fix it better, Xander."
"Yes, dear." He got back under there.
"Wouldn't that be incest?" he joked.
"Speed, I'm still having mental images of my father bending you backwards and kissing your neck. Or more. Do you *really* wanna go there?" Eric laughed so Xander came out to look at his face. "Point taken?"
"Hell yes. Your father's a scary bastard. I'd never let him bend me over a table that way." He shook himself a few times then got back to work. "Hurry up, shift's nearly done."
"Yes, dear. Should I mow the lawn too?"
"Neither of us have lawns. Thankfully." Eric walked away laughing and he held his down to quiet chuckles. He had missed the Xander. He really had.
***
Xander walked up to Horatio a few days later. He cleared his throat, looking at Detective Tripp. "Hi."
"Hi. Case related?"
"Not yet but I'm going to kill the new intern. Then it will be." He looked at his boss. "I will not put up with gay jokes around me. We all know this. Did no one tell the brat this?"
"I did twice."
"Next one, he's going out a window."
"Xander," he warned.
"Do I care? He's going out an unopened window." He walked off, going to get back to work. He and Eric shared a look. "You might wanna get him some protection," he noted grimly.
Eric walked into the lab where the new kid was, slamming the door. "Wolfe."
"I tried to stop him."
"Stop what?"
"Kid, Xander is very gay. Very, very gay. As in there's not a member in the community that doesn't remember him from the last time he worked here, before he got injured. Xander is also very, very highly strung and he tends to hurt those to make racial, sexist, or gay jokes. That would be you."
"Eric," Horatio called, walking in. "Let me handle this."
"If he's that sensitive...."
"It doesn't matter," Horatio told him. "You don't know how many people in this office may be gay. You are upsetting a number of them. Xander may be the loudest, but he also hits the hardest. He's just said you're going out a window the next time."
"The last time he made that threat, I ended up in traction," Ryan said wistfully. "It was almost a vacation, but one that itched." Eric laughed at that. "I know, I shouldn't have tried to save the idiot patrol guy who was baiting him. I thought I was being good. I learned." He looked at the new guy. "In this precinct alone are at least ten other gay cops and six bi cops. Get over it already. Xander will go after you if you upset him that way. He doesn't need this shit. Ever. Remember, he works part time as a fed and he knows more than enough to be able to hide your body from all of us." He had heard the rumors that the kid had some secret, covert training from some federal agency or another, possibly CIA or NSA before he had even met the kid on his first day. It had only intensified when he had saved Speedle at the scene by yanking the bullet and doing some temporary stitching in his shoulder wound.
Horatio nodded. "The kid, while injured and off the job from here, took down a sniper trying to take out an NCIS team and their director. With a very badly injured wrist. Xander is the one you want to be on the good side of because people like him. Everyone likes Xander, even those who don't like his lifestyle. Because that boy protects those he likes." The kid nodded. "Now, I would apologize and ask him to politely give you the very nice anti-discrimination speech again. Apparently you slept through it the first time."
"You all protect him and he's that dangerous?"
Xander walked in and drug the kid off, taking him for a walk down the halls. "Kid, I'm not dangerous. I grew up in a town where humans were in the minority and people ended up dead. I've got a background in explosives and combat for a very good reason. I'm here instead of NCIS because I needed some experience and because it was felt I was too high strung. Now, saying that, and noting that I have more combat experience than a number of people in this building, and that I am the *one* person you do not want to piss off. Do you want to continue to upset me?" The kid shook his head quickly and Xander stared into his eyes. "I don't care if you hate every gay person in the world. That is your personal opinion. That is not something you share at work. The same as you don't share bout being a Klan member. And you don't share about being a child molester. To me, they're about equal on the scale of 'needs to die'. Got it?" That got a nod. "Good, now then, your jokes have upset others besides me. I was asked to intervene since that would possibly out a cop into a not-always friendly atmosphere. I know I can take it because I've proved myself. That's why none of the cops around here try that shit." He took a breath and forced himself to go on, going with one of the more painful moments of his life.
"Six years ago, when I was first interning during my undergrad, there was a gay bashing case. Some of the cops came up with the idea that we shouldn't even investigate. I've never hidden what I am. They got upset with me when I pushed to be on the investigation and pushed myself hard to solve it within a week and tried to take me out. By the end of that kidnaping attempt, there were three dead cops and four in emergency surgery." The kid swallowed. "And me. They tried to say I took them out because of their views, but one did crack under Horatio and Speed. Others started to come forward as well. They very nearly got the department sued. Their lawyers called in federal profilers to say I went after them. The profilers refused to step in. When the feds finally did step in, it was well after the fact. It was to make sure I was fine. There is not a cop in this city who doesn't know what went on. They used to warn all the new rookies but apparently they stopped while I was gone. So now I'm warning you. A police station is like junior high. The only real difference is that all the bullies here carry guns and know how to use them better. You are the cause of two officers transferring and another three thinking about quitting. All because you've made their work environments a living hell. Are you proud?"
"No, sir." He looked at him. "I don't want to be the cause of someone else quitting the job they're good at."
"Good. Then change your attitude. You can think whatever the hell you want. But the moment you lose your ability to see everyone as an equal person, even if they're gay, pink, polka dotted, sleeping with their dogs or their children, then you should retire. You've lost your objectivity. You cannot let your personal prejudices interfere in your job. That's harder than it sounds, I know very well it is. We all slip at that one. You've done more than slip. You took the sled down the mountain. I would suggest you work on a public apology. A real 'to whom it may concern' one. Because if I hear one more gay joke out of your mouth, you will be going through an unopened window. You can ask Wolfe what traction is like. He tried to stop a cop that attacked me for telling him off. He got between us. I didn't realize I had nearly killed them both until I was done. He's still in jail for what he tried to do. Wolfe can still walk. You're heading there. Got me here?"
"Yes, Xander. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to. I so didn't mean to."
"Good, then move on and learn better. You're here to learn, this is an important lesson. Just like learning from Speed and Eric is. It's up to you how bad you fuck this up for yourself. Fix it. Before it gets fixed. Because there are still cops around here who will end up panicking and taking you out quietly to protect their secrets. It's happened in the past. That NCIS guy today got sent plague once because of something like that. We've had good cops go to jail because their minor secrets were getting pushed into the open. Remember where you work and what you're doing. Your professionalism and how well you learn will determine where you end up." The kid nodded. "Now go back to work."
"Yes, sir." He hurried back.
Xander calmed himself down. He would have it put around that he had the special talk with the boy, threats and all, and if he did it again to tell Horatio. There was no way this could happen in this precinct without tearing someone up. He went back to work, shaking his head when Horatio joined him. "I'm not done with the analysis yet."
"That's fine," he agreed, closing the door. "You told him?" Xander looked at him and nodded. "Honestly?"
"Including the fact that I didn't stop when I saw Ryan jump in," he admitted tiredly. "I gave him the full talk."
"Good. Thank you. Some day, far in the future when you've calmed down, you'll make a good supervisor." Xander grinned a little bit at that. "You used to smile so much more, Xander. Are you sure you're ready to be back?"
"Yeah. I need to work, H. Otherwise you'll end up throwing me into the ocean this time."
"Well, Eric has been complaining there's nothing to dive after recently."
"Yeah, use me as a training exercise," he said dryly. He looked at him. "What?"
"You used to smile more."
"I'm not eighteen, Horatio. I'm not the same guy I was."
"You're not. I'm wondering how much of that is the depression though." Xander opened his mouth. "No, let me finish. You weren't eighteen before you left either. You were still happier then."
"I just feel like I should be more grown up by now!"
"Be yourself, Xander. All those 'I should be this way' feelings are people trying to impose their nature on yours."
"Like you telling me to calm down?" Horatio looked stunned, then nodded. "Ah-ha, caught you in a faulty argument. Finally. I knew the day would come."
"Before you would've been dancing around the office."
"I need someone to help me shake the last of Tony out of my system," he admitted. "Is that what you wanted to hear?"
Horatio moved closer, making the boy look at him. "I'm still here for you to talk to, Xander. No matter what your father and ex think. That's part of my job as a friend. Remember those things?" He got a silent nod. "Then we can talk. We'll talk tonight, after you get done. I'll make sure you eat dinner too."
"I ate."
"You're supposed to eat three meals a day, not one. You used to be a bottomless pit."
"He was every fantasy I had from the time I was sixteen, Horatio. Of course I'm still affected."
"I understand how strong that can be," he said gently. "I'll even cook tonight." Xander nodded. "Good. Come get me when you have results." He walked off to check on the rest of his evidence.
Xander got back to work, wondering how bad this was about to get.
***
Horatio opened the door at the rapid knock knowing it wasn't Xander. Gibbs stepped off the front porch. For some reason, the overprotective father showing up tonight didn't really surprise him. "He's still at work, I checked." Horatio smirked a bit. "Your team," he said, handing over the official notice. "Delko didn't make the background for some reason, I don't know why, but that gives you at least one good man if you're on another case." He pulled open his bag and handed over three binders. "The standard 'welcome' lecture series and all the forms you'll need. Copy them as needed but only to the authorized personnel. Nothing in there is really classified. Also, we're going to abuse Alexx as well as the rest of you."
"I'm sure she'll be pleased."
"Probably not." He smirked a bit. "Any questions? Xander can do the orientation lectures. He did the last few for our teams in DC. The blockhead above me is a moron who thought Xander was already on the team. Instead he's very wary of my specialist and of Tony. He hates that Xander has a sex life and he doesn't." Horatio nodded at that. "Do you remember what he was like when he was younger? The first summer he came to help in the labs?"
"I still have nightmares about that perp."
"Do you remember what you asked him in the hospital?"
"Why didn't he call for backup?" Jethro nodded. "He still has that problem?"
"In every facet of his life," he said clearly. "That's his last protective barrier and he'll panic for a few minutes but not that much. I suggest you push instead of wait, or you'll be really old and so will he. I'll also expect him back for the holidays."
"He told me earlier about your new wife."
Gibbs frowned. "He's paranoid."
"I heard she was poisoning you."
"Accident."
"He said to ask about his dog when you showed up for this."
"Another accident."
"Sounds coincidental to me," Horatio noted. "Besides, she hates him. You know she hates him."
"True. I don't know what's wrong with her. He's the only kid she's getting. She should be happy that he's so strong and smart, even if he is a smart ass and he did nearly ruin the wedding by being shot at by a jealous boyfriend." Horatio looked at him, nearly smirking - that was such a Xander or Eric thing to do. "Ran into the church, screamed that Xander couldn't have his boy, then shot at us. Kate and Tony both got him and Xander walked back to pick on him since I wouldn't let him carry openly at the wedding, no matter how much he begged." Someone knocked on the door and he got out of the way.
"Xander. We have official news."
"I thought we might. Hi, dad." He hugged him. "How's my dog?"
"It ran under the car."
"Dad, Blackie hated cars and hated her," he said dryly. "He used to run from toy cars. He used to run from your car and my car and my bike. There's no way in hell my dog ran under her car and she accidentally hit him. The same way as the rat poison wasn't next to the baking powder the last I knew and it was a square, metal container, not a round, cardboard one." He moved closer. "She tries one more thing and I'm going to go Tony's Family on her. Again. And this time I doubt McGee will save her."
Gibbs smiled and shrugged. "I'm handling it."
"No, you're getting some and skewed by that. The same way you keep saying my judgement is." That got a laugh. "Sure, you laugh now. Do you want me to call in that favor Clay owes me?" Gibbs got silent at that. "All right then. Then let's just have someone investigate. Even a background check."
"You already did one," he noted, staring at him. "What did you find?"
"Two other dead husbands. She's not very smooth." Gibbs quirked an eyebrow up. "Really, she's not. It wasn't that hard to find. Tony found a lot more than I did and you didn't listen to him or Kate either. If I bury you, I bury her under you. Possibly alive, but under you."
There were days when his son was exactly like him and it made him proud that Xander was his kid. This was one of those. No one else had ever threatened him, especially not over a woman he was married to. "Fine, I'll let them do a background search for me and listen to them this time. Would that make you happy?"
"That and you quit trying to sic Horatio on my case."
"Has he eaten today?" he asked Horatio.
"A deli sandwich and I'm making dinner."
"Good. He needs it." He looked at his son. "Make you a deal. I listen to Tony and Kate about what they've found and let them see if she's a bad person. You actually ask for help that you need and to be held now and then."
"What I *need* is someone quick to take him out of my system," he said firmly
"Someone quick will never get love out of your system, son. You know that."
"Eww, I had that mental image again," he said, holding his head.
"He was picking on Speed and called him mom, so Speed called him son. Apparently he saw you two together."
"Speed's cute but I like redheads." He smacked his son on the head.
"Ow." He rubbed the sore spot. "Sorry, dad."
"I'm sure you are. I also know that you turned down New York and Vegas for Miami for summers each and every year and I heard why all too often." Xander blushed and looked down. "Yes, I'm prodding. It's not like you ever *ask* for help when you need it. If you did, I wouldn't have put you into the pond. By the way, you nearly got Tony beaten by Kate and Abby."
"I told them it was my fault."
"And they're smart enough to realize Tony smartened up and realized he didn't feel the same way. So therefore, McGee and I saved his ass that time." He made his son look at him. "All you have to do is ask. You know he won't make a move." He kissed him on the forehead. "If you get hurt again in the next year, I'm letting Willow come destroy Miami. Have fun in the temp office and no more building bombs in the basement. Also, you can sell Jen's condo if you want. I remembered what she used to use it for."
"That's why I'm in the guest bedroom." He shuddered. "I don't even want to think about her nastiness."
"So sell the place and find somewhere more like you next to the ocean. That's why you're here instead of DC. You missed the ocean. If you're *good* I might even assign Willow as your hacking support."
"Instead of me?"
"Or with you. She's still better at it." He patted him on the cheek. "Behave. No more midnight calls from the hospital."
"They weren't my fault."
"True, they weren't. Except for the one in Paris."
"They ran me off the road!"
"It was one of your former girlfriends."
"Which was why I'll never sleep with another woman again," Xander noted dryly. Both older men laughed at that. "Fine. If and when I need help, I'll ask for it and no more calls from the hospital unless I'm in critical condition and I got shot on a scene."
"You get shot one more time, son, and I'm going to kick your ass," Gibbs assured him.
Xander nodded. "Yes, daddy." He hugged him again at the snort and light growl. "Quit poking and pushing," he whispered.
"Tough," he whispered back. "It's what you need and want." He patted him on the back. "Behave and I still expect daily emails." He looked him over. "Cut your hair too." He walked out, heading to find Tony and talk to him.
Xander looked at Horatio. "My hair's fine, right?"
"It looks good on you." He led him back to the kitchen. "Let me finish the salad and I'll put the steaks on."
"I can cook. McGee and Kate made sure of it when I moved off campus my sophomore year." He grinned and took over the salad making. He was a bit hungry.
"How do you like yours?"
"Medium. Somewhere between totally pink and totally done."
"Not that hard to please," he said, going over to put the steaks on the indoor grill on his stove. He watched the boy work, noticing he was working on a salad dressing too. "Ducky?"
"Yup. He's a nice old guy. His mother's a kick too when she's in the mood." He found a whisk and got to work on the dressing, then put it and the salad into the fridge to rest, with the whisk in the bowl. He washed his hands again and came over to help. "What else can I do?"
"I bought brownies." Xander grinned at that. "I know your thing for chocolate. I'm surprised I haven't seen wrappers yet."
"You guys stock crappy chocolate in the machine," he defended. "I didn't have time to stop off for any." He watched the steaks cook. "Time to flip?"
"Not yet." He pulled him closer to give him a gentle kiss and felt the boy open under him and relax. "Thank you. Set the table?" He got back to work, watching him out of the corner of his eye. He looked happy, like he had before he had gotten hurt and went home to recuperate for two years. "You mentioned a ring earlier?"
"Yeah, one of the Saudi diplomats had his wife kidnaped and the Secret Service were stuck. They do diplomats, but they thought there was a military tie in. We found the guy doing it and I was still on sick leave, but my wrist was healed. I was doing PT for it at the time. This was about the same time as two dead midshipmen in a bar so the team was splintered. I agreed to take Kate in with me so they could answer that call. We got there with the Secret Service and we find out one of their guards was in on it. He starts to go for the wife with a knife and I shoot the guy in the thigh. Kate got the other guy. He rewarded us both. I have a sixty carat emerald cut diamond ring at my house and she got a very pretty set of earrings and necklace. That's about when the director realized I wasn't actually *on* the payroll and put me on as a trainee for form's sake and from political pressure.
"He also told me that I could not work with my father anymore and broke the team to take dad back as second-in-command. The way it is now, Kate's got DC, McGee's got New York's temporary field office, and Tony's got Miami and the south. So we'll have cases from Texas to I think Tennessee. Or Kentucky one of those two. We're taking over for the Atlanta office that got closed due to the budget last year. DC gets from our top border to New York and New York gets the stuff up that way, including West Point, which has a serial killer working on and around it. So we'll have mild traveling to do now and then but we'll only have cases maybe two or three times a month unless it's something serious. LA still overlords the regional offices for everything west of Oklahoma except for Texas. DC overlords the East coast regional offices."
"I didn't realize we'd have out of town calls."
"Yeah. We only deal in Navy and Marine cases. So you'll also get to do a lot with JAG. That's part of the reason I didn't come back immediately. Sorry."
"No, it's not a problem. It's what you wanted to do, even if it was only in name only." He flipped the steaks and moved closer. "Are you okay with this splitting?"
"Sure. Though I wonder why Eric didn't pass." He frowned a bit. "I'm wondering if someone got a stick up their ass or if it's due to Dad having to restrict the team."
"He was suspected of using drugs, Xander. Nothing came of it...."
Xander looked at him. "You've seen my record. They accepted mine. Hell, I have six different shooting board investigations plus that gay bashing and the serial guy that came after me. There's no way they blocked him for suspected drug use. Even with a positive set of tests."
"Good point. It could be that he needed to limit the team's size. That does give me someone to stay here if we have to go out of town." He looked the boy over. "You're okay after your first week?"
"I'm good. I am going to sell the condo since I have permission. The neighbors are really noisy and it's a lot more modern than I want." Horatio nodded. "Wanna help me look for a house?"
"A house?" he asked, smiling a bit.
"Yeah, one of those nice homey places by the ocean."
"That'll be expensive."
"Horatio, I have a condo downtown in a secured building with parking. A notice was put around that one of the upper condos was up for grabs and it was going for 2.2 mil, starting. The CIA uses this building. Shepard was one of them." That got a half-smile. "I'll get full asking price and I can set it at or around 1.3. I'm three floors down from that one and I'll leave most of the furniture."
"Are you going through the building?"
"No, I was going to let dad announce it in DC. Say that all the spooks still keep coming to the door and he wants me safer, so even though it was a gift it wasn't really a place I was safe. Speaking of." He grabbed his phone and called someone, muttering quietly as he walked away. He came back a minute later. "I told Kate." He grinned. "She said she'd put it around and I can probably find a house." He moved closer again. "How far out is too far?"
"About this neighborhood. Within a half hour, including normal traffic." Xander nodded. "What sort of house are you looking for?"
"Just a housey sort of house. One that feels comfy and like a home instead of an apartment."
"A loft?"
"No. I don't mind stairs but nothing that modern. A real house. Maybe a townhouse, but a real house." His phone rang and he looked down but hit ignore. "A JAG officer I know. He can leave a message." That got a smile. "I was in and out of JAG both years. Even while I was injured I was given 'go deliver this' tasks so I wasn't too bored. I was also in and out of the FBI building for about six weeks on a case over there. Then in and out of CIA headquarters a few times. They still scare me. They're the problem with DC, all the spooks." He moved closer and blatantly got into his personal space. He got a smile and stole a kiss. "Can we talk later?"
"Of course." He got the steaks off the grill and let Xander get the salad, watching him whisk the dressing again before bringing it over. He sat down with him, smiling at him as he dug in. "How is Sunnydale?"
"Still standing. I heard my original parents disappeared. I about did a snoopy dance in the middle of the FBI's hallways. The house and that stuff will go to pay off their debts and as far as Sunnydale's concerned I don't exist. Not since I helped blow up the high school."
"That was you?"
"That was also my battle plan. It was necessary. They called me during Senior Skip day to come back and help since they couldn't stop it beforehand. I got there the night before, scanned the area and the news, then got them moving. We emptied the library but it was my plans and my explosives. We saved most of the kids. We only lost ten and two later casualties."
"I'm impressed."
"Me too. Dad sent Fornell and Tony after me that time. That's how we found out abut the Initiative the second time. That's also when they hired Willow to be an on-site hacker and she's the one who broke their encryption and all that good stuff. She's in the LA office."
"Do you work well with them?"
"Nope, their regional director smirks too much. It's the same guy who....." He let it trail off. Horatio knew about that case.
"Since you didn't press charges, it's just an open secret and they're watching him," Horatio finished, digging into his food. "I like this dressing. What is it?"
"Balsamic vinegar and oranges from a can." He grinned and started to eat again. "Every time I see the director in LA he smirks at me. I don't regret making that choice but I regret letting him live and work with it. Did Jesse's parents go away again?"
"For much longer and someone did slip that they knew someone from Sunnydale. Rick mentioned you."
"Can I plague him?"
"No. Sorry. He backpedaled when Speed almost took his head off."
"Why was IAD there?"
"They thought you were involved in that."
"Ah, so now he knows."
"Yeah, Speed was very forthright about that. He told him that what you had done you had chose to do and hadn't told anyone about it but that your father had called in the information once he heard about it thanks to that undercover sting. That you had refused to press charges or say anything about your life. Then he reminded Rick that your father is a real bastard at times."
"Especially about me."
"Especially about you," he agreed. He reached over to touch his hand. "What did you do with the rest of the money?"
"Paris, London, Mexico, Cancun."
Horatio smiled at that. "Good learning experiences?"
"All except Cancun. Dad forgot he had signed the permission slip for the senior trip. He had me drug out of an orgy. I had fun until then," he offered with a smile. "It got Sheppard off his back since I was with a woman or three when I was found, but otherwise it was okay." Horatio laughed at that. "What can I say? I like sex. A lot. Every day. Dad doesn't have my temper for it but he said my mother was like that when they were dating." He sipped his water. "Hopefully stepmom will be gone soon."
"I hope so too. I'd hate to have to visit you in jail for homicide."
Xander looked him in the eyes. "Like they'd catch me." That got a smirk. "Remember, I can always call up one of those nice people-eating creatures dad thinks only lives in Sunnydale and give her to them. No body, no evidence. Or have her attacked by one and mangled so there's a body and evidence. There's no problem with me getting rid of the body."
"And since only those from Sunnydale and New York ever seem to see them they can't go looking for the cause. Very nicely thought out."
"I told Sheppard that too when she tried to jump dad a few times. I pointed out she had her chance and dad didn't do leftovers. She wasn't appreciative of me being around him, even before then, but afterwards? No. Let's just say it's a good thing she retired so the block of wood could take over." He cut into his steak and ate a bite. "Very nicely done."
"Thank you." He started to eat again. "Why did she really give you the condo?"
"She wanted to get rid of it subtly. She was retiring from the CIA duties at the same time she retired from NCIS. They weren't happy about that. I know one of them broke in the other day and got into the hidden storage areas with the tapes. I'm not sure I want to know what's on the tapes."
"Blackmail?"
"Probably sex. Then I'd never be able to sleep anywhere in the apartment."
"That would also be blackmail material, Xander."
"Good point." He grinned at him and ate another bite. "I'm not really used to this dating stuff."
"How did you and Tony finally end up together?"
"Post case recovery and stress. We were both jumpy after nearly being blown up. We went out separately and ran into each other at the same bar and it just clicked since we were partially drunk. The next morning I left the hotel room and went back to the cabin I built out behind Dad's house and he moved in that afternoon. Nearly a year. I don't know why I miss it really. We fought half the time."
"It's hard to let go of the fantasy," Horatio reminded him. "Even after you've already lived it, there's still that feeling that you left something undone that you could have tried or done. Or that you didn't try hard enough to keep it." He took his hand to hold. "We've both seen people who couldn't let go of the fantasy and watched it ruin them. You're starting to turn into one of them. Sarcasm is fine but you showed bitterness earlier with that suspect when you brought this up."
"I'm sorry."
"I'm not. You need to get this out to get over it. I'm sure you were working it over in your mind while you got depressed but it probably got stuck in a bad spot and that made it worse." Xander looked at him and nodded. "You can talk to me about this stuff. I used to be married, very long ago. Then I married the job."
"So, are you like the nun of the crime world?"
"Quite possibly," he agreed. "Me, Grissom in Vegas, a few of the guys in New York. You passed them up to keep coming to Miami during your summers?"
"Yeah, they don't have an ocean."
"Technically, New York does."
"Not really. Besides, I don't like New York. I got drug along on a few cases and sat in the lab to help. The guys were nice and they understood what I was doing there, and I helped a lot, but they've got attitude up there."
Horatio smiled. "They do. Indeed they do. Some of them were probably nice."
"Very nice and I worked with them on a few things since I had other skills at those times. Including two demon killings. I also found them a local source. I still talk to one of the detectives up there now and then."
"Good. So why not Vegas? Besides the ocean."
"I didn't want to tempt fate. Yeah, I'm a good card player. But I know my own personality and I know the addictions that used to rule my family. I thought it'd be safer. Even if they are a nice lab. I did end up out there thanks to the LA office. I was on Spring Break at Lake Meade and they found out. They needed some extra help and called Dad, who gave them permission and told them to watch out for who I was sleeping with." He shrugged. "They showed up at the party and drug me out of there by the arm. Told me in the car what I was going to be doing, and I went back to hack their computer for them. The lab was full of really nice people, and a few really cute guys. One of which I was late back to classes because of," he admitted sheepishly. "Pissed dad off to no end that I came back two days late. Every time I talked to him for the next month it got brought up until I pointed out I had went back to enjoy the rest of my spring break and the test I missed I made up, that I was a nearly perfect student, and that he hadn't even heard the rumors of drunken dorm parties or apartment parties. He agreed, I was discreet and it would never happen again."
"Until the day you forgot your alarm," Horatio reminded him.
"Yay me, I had the flu." He smirked at him. "I'm sure you've been late at least once."
"Usually for unavoidable reasons. Thank you for getting away from the evidence that day as well."
"Welcome. Besides, I wasn't being paid then."
"Good point. Who were you staying with?"
"Um.... don't ask."
"Why?" he asked patiently.
"Because you'll scream and yell and it was another good reason to stay off the pedophile case. I did send in an anonymous tip when I saw them going for another kid."
"Thank you. I thought it had been you." He stroked the back of his hand. "Why were you with them?"
"Their son Jesse was my sanity, Horatio. Before he died, we were the tightest thing. He was literally all that kept me sane and going at times. Then he got turned."
"He was?" Xander nodded. "Is he still around?"
"I staked him," he said quietly. He was pulled over and held. "It was a long time ago, but he was my first staking and it's just like everyone I actually gave a damn about leaves."
"Which is why you're still moping over Tony," he agreed, kissing him on the forehead. He slowly let him go, watching him sit down again. "Are you okay with this?"
"I'm fine with this. Dad complained that he heard your name a few times over the years in the middle of the night."
Horatio blushed at that. "Really?" Xander blushed and nodded. "Interesting. Is that why you kept coming back?"
"Some. I was offered the LA office for my summers off but I didn't want to be there and I didn't want the Northwest office either. Way too much rain. I'm used to sun and surf and fun. Which is Miami."
"True." He stroked his hand again. "Eat. Before the steak goes cold."
"Cold steak is good," Xander assured him. "I like cold steak." Horatio looked at him. "I do. It's fun to pick up and rip into with your fingers later. Or make into fajitas for breakfast."
"You need to eat better. Finish up the salad and we can eat them cold while we chat." Xander nodded and dug into that. It probably had been a bit much if the kid wasn't eating all that often but he knew it was one of the kid's favorite dishes. "Has Yelina pounced you yet?"
Xander snickered and nodded. "She did. Late the second day I got hugged from behind and a kiss on the back of the neck and told not to hurt you. Then she invited me to dinner the next night, but I was on a case."
Horatio shook his head. Everyone was conspiring to put them together these days. He got up to get them a glass of wine and brought it out to the couch with Xander, sitting down and letting him curl up however he wanted. The boy ended up next to his side, feet curled up on the couch. "Comfortable?"
"I can move if you're not."
"No, I'm just making sure you are. If you move I'll have to complain and ride your ass at work."
"I told you, you can only ride my ass if you plan on burying yourself in it. You know I always do my work and do it well."
"You do. That's what impressed me about you that first summer. That and you were doing internships long before you needed to. You already had a good idea and your skills sheet was longer than some of the techs we already had. Then you came in a cocky kid and looked at Speed, shaking his hand and repeating your qualifications; he spluttered and said he wanted you, that you had attitude. Should've went to New York." He stroked his arm. "You proved him wrong by being a faithful puppy after him. Even the day you came straight from the club still buzzed."
"I'd only had two drinks. I was in that mellow, coming down phase."
"I saw that. I also remember that as the reason for the 'no leather in the office' rule." Xander grinned at that. "I remember Eric asking where you had been and you telling him that you had been at the Flaming Quarter and him just standing there shocked so you said that was your last stop of the night and it had been an early call-in. Before that you had been at Rhodes and Sepia. Two places he didn't go because they wouldn't let him in."
"Yeah, and then I took him and Speed the next night. I ended up abandoning them too if I remember right. That stupid stalker bastard." He sipped his wine, and rested his cheek against the warm side. His wine glass got taken. "You were so mad when you heard I had abandoned them and then I was late the next day. At least until someone came in and noted I had been drug off. Then I came in dragging someone a few hours later and presented him to you as my excuse for being so late and went back to work."
"Who eventually ended up coming to take a statement?"
"Speed. He wanted to know what happened. Banged open the lab's door, making me jump and pull my weapon, and that's when he realized it hadn't been fun and games. You had him out on a scene so he wasn't here to listen to you rant about me being missing."
"Good point. So he got you calmed down and got a tape recorder, taking it for you?" Xander nodded. "He's the guy who did the arrest paperwork too. Did you go back out with them?"
"Yup. Eric made me about two days later. Said it was criminal that I was hiding. So he made me change and drug me to the club he wanted to go to. He thought I was straight until that night for some reason."
"Sometimes the obvious can escape him," he agreed.
"I heard Calleigh had to walk up to him and start yelling at him about being so clueless. She told me he wanted to know about which case. Then she said she pulled him in and kissed him before stomping off."
"She did. I had to reprimand them for it, which got them a day off without pay. They both came in dragging the next morning. It went back to the old ways from there."
"I saw." He stroked over the stomach next to him, earning a shift toward his hand. "Not ticklish?"
"Not there." He stroked through the dark hair. "We still have a lot of talking to do, Xander."
"Yes, Horatio."
"Good boy."
"I'm not the dog."
"True, you're not a dog. Though you do like ear scratches from what I've seen. Petting and all that." He stroked down the pale neck. "You need some sun."
"Yeah, I know. Once I find the house I'll take a day on the beach."
"You know you're going to be welcome here."
"I know. Not a problem." His phone rang again and so did Horatio's so they both sighed and looked at the number. "That's Tony." He hit the 'send' button. "What? No I'm cuddling and talking. What case?" He listened and nodded. "I remember that one. No, he's here beside me. Would you like me to pass on a message?" He handed the phone off. "Here, he won't tell me."
Horatio listened then nodded a few times. "I will. That's another good reason to sell the condo. Thank you." He hung up. "Remember that guy from your high school?"
"Yeah. He out?" Horatio nodded. "At least I stopped him from raping a few of the girls then. Hopefully someone is tracking him. Did he escape?"
"No, full sentence." He put the phones down next to the wine glasses and kissed him. "That place is sold tomorrow. You're not safe there. I'm alerting everyone tomorrow that this is something to worry about possibly. Your next day off is Thursday; we'll go house looking then."
"You want to go with me?"
"I think I'm going to be spending a lot of time there and this'll give you someone to talk to." He kissed him. "Good enough?" Xander smiled and nodded, snuggling in again. "So, tell me about high school in Sunnydale?"
"You mean my straight D average?"
"Really? I know your ones from DC were excellent."
"I learn better by doing than speaking and I was a bit distracted in Sunnydale."
"Good point."
***
Xander found the house he wanted and walked around it after work Sunday, smiling at the feel of the wood and the aura of the house. "I like this one," he told the realtor. "This is what I want." He looked at her. "How soon? My former condo was already sold and I'm supposed to be out within three weeks."
"Well, the sale of the condo will cover the full cost plus redecorating costs. It shouldn't take me too long. You may have to spend a few days in a hotel. Are you sure this is close enough?"
"Yeah, two of the cops in the precinct live up the road a bit farther out." He called his boss, then Speed. Horatio answered for them both. "I found it. No, I'm looking around now. Nope, right beside the beach. A real house. Sure." He hung up and smiled at her. "They'll drive by it later."
"That's fine." She led him into the kitchen and looked around at his look of joy. "Like your former one?"
"It's kinda like dad's, but it doesn't have a boat in the basement. It's also not as rural as his is." He looked up. "That's a very high ceiling."
"It is but you won't have to paint it hopefully." He smiled and nodded so she walked him around the upstairs. Someone knocked on the door so she went down, noticing the man standing here. "I didn't realize this was an open house today."
"Come on in," Xander called.
"Thanks," Tony called back. Xander came down to look at him. "Guess who sent me."
"I know who sent you. Come see." He led him back up the stairs. They were still friends. "Horatio's coming to look at it later."
"Good. I like that you finally moved on." He patted him on the back and looked out at the view. "Very nice."
"Yeah, it is," he sighed, smiling at the realtor. "Paperwork?"
"Is this your boyfriend?"
"No, my boss on a special task force I work with. An ex boyfriend. My present one will be driving by later." They walked her back to the cars, getting in to follow her, but Tony going home now that he knew where the kid was going to be living. It did feel like Gibbs' house to him too.
***
A few days later, Xander picked up the keys and took Speed and Horatio out, making them smile at the house. It was a home and it felt like it to them. This was the sort of place Xander needed. "So boat in the basement?" Speed teased.
"I make toys, not boats."
"That is something you could do in the basement," Horatio agreed, looking out from the front porch. The front of the house faced the ocean. There was some grass between it and the beach but not much, and it wasn't a very public beach because they weren't downtown. He'd probably have it mostly to himself. As close as you got to a private beach in Miami without spending millions of dollars. He went back to the kitchen, where they were working on lists of stuff he needed to buy on his next night off. He looked at and made a few extra notes on it, then went to look off the back porch, which faced the hill that shielded the house from the road. It wasn't a true hill, someone had built it up as a privacy shield years ago. It was just steep enough that you had to pull off the road to see the house's back yard. Still easily mowed. He felt someone come out and looked at Speed. "I like this place. It feels like a home."
"Which he needed. He's always edgy in modern and stylized places like most of us have." He looked at him. "I'm good with you two."
"When are you going to get off your ass and talk to the other two?"
"Never."
"They know."
"How?" Horatio glanced back inside, then back at him. "He told them?"
"Eric asked him. I heard him ask. He noticed you staring. Just don't do what Calleigh did, all right?"
"Yes, H, I won't kiss Eric like that in the station," he offered with a smile. "I wonder who told Eric?"
"She did. I heard her telling Eric that you'd been watching him again," Xander said from the doorway. "Are we thinking grill?" He looked up at the roll-out awning then at them. "And a gardener?"
"A gardener might be a good idea," Speed agreed. "This is going to be a problem during hurricane season."
"We've got metal shutters on the windows," he said, coming out to pull one out. "They lock too. The house has steel construction. The weakest point is the roof and the inspection I had said it was about four years old, probably for a reason." Horatio smiled at that. "We'll be fine. We're in a small cove area. Usually if they come, they head for downtown like they're attracted to all the plastic surgery. This isn't plastic surgery row." He walked back inside and looked around the kitchen, adding FOOD to the list in big letters. "Okay, the list is done. I've decided I'm only moving my stuff from the condo. That'll take me all of forty minutes once I've rented a car. Since I can move in today, I figured food first?"
"You can borrow the hummer," Horatio told him.
"I don't need that much room."
"So? It'll be easier and you can stop for food. Or, we can stop for food really. That way I make sure you take that tv."
"They make bigger and better and the cable will be on within a few weeks," he said dryly, smiling at him. "But if you want, you can help me go furniture shopping and food shopping. I was going to do food and electronics tonight since I don't really like silence. Quiet is fine but I can't stand true silence."
"Sure," they agreed, going to help him.
If they were surprised by his choices neither said anything. It fit the house and his style very well. Comfortable, soft, good to nap on. Horatio got to pick out the beds, Speed got to pick out the food, and the big things were mostly going to be delivered the next day. Once the groceries were up and takeout was called for, they settled on the front porch to watch the ocean and relax. Xander was resting against Horatio's side and Speed envied them that so much. His phone rang so he looked at the display before answering. "Speedle." He listened. "No, I'm with H and Xander at his new place. No about six blocks from H, but toward those older homes. He picked the one you can't see from the road. Sure." He hung up. "Calleigh was just chased out of the lab by night shift, H. They said some really disgusting things to her about her and Xander."
"I'll deal with them," Horatio promised quietly, stroking Xander back. He looked at him and grinned. "He's asleep. Tell them, Speed. You need them."
"I..."
"Tell them or I will. If his father and Tony can come and push us together, I can give you the same nudge."
"Fine." He watched the ocean again. "This place just radiates peace," he said quietly.
"It does. I'm wondering when the wood working stuff will be coming in."
"Tomorrow. He ordered it while you were doing the beds." He looked at him. "Not at all subtle and Stetler is looking over your shoulder."
"Rick can blow me, Speed. He knows that. The same as he knows that nothing and no one can force Xander to do anything. He's tried in the past."
"Good point." He grinned and got up to flag down the car slowly heading their way. They pulled down the driveway and parked. "This one," he said, pointing at the house.
"Wow. It feels like a home," she said, getting out to walk up onto the porch. "Long day?" she asked, tipping her head to look at Xander. Horatio nodded. "Does he have furniture?"
"Not until tomorrow," he said quietly. "We have pizza and beers inside." She smiled and went to get something for her men. Who were so damn clueless. She came out and handed Speed his, Eric his, then kissed them both before heading back inside.
"You realize she's running you over, right?" Speed asked Eric.
"Yeah, but I find that strength to be a good thing now and then. How long?"
"Years."
"Why is it that I can find the smallest clue on a scene, but in personal stuff it's like I'm blind?"
"It's how you were raised, man. Really. Do your parents like her?"
"No. My mother hates her." He grinned. "She wanted me to marry some nice Cuban girl from the church. I made it plain she's putting up with it, grandkids are far in the future, and she'll deal with my job at the same time. Then she mentioned you and I just gave her this clueless look so she stomped off to cook. Apparently she thinks we're a trio too." He sat down on the porch, next to where Speed was. "Everything here?"
"He left all the furniture there and got stuff that'll be here tomorrow. Including stuff to make toys in his downtime."
"Well, they say his dad's got a boat he's been working on now for a few years."
"I asked, he said he's ready to take it out of the house so he can do the interior," Horatio told him. He smirked. "Nothing in the labs, Eric."
"Yes, H. You know that's not me, it's her."
"Uh-huh. I saw you pulling her into the storage closet the other day." Eric just grinned at that. "Do be careful, Speed reminded me that Stetler is still haunting us."
"Yelina will be pissed if I kill him," Xander said quietly, sitting up to yawn and stretch. "He asked me if I was hoping for a promotion the other day and I slugged him for making the insinuation I was sleeping with you for that. Wolfe walked him off and handed him to Tripp, who had a good yell." He looked at him, then at the duo, shaking his head. "He's going to give up soon. NCIS won't like it. I also don't know why you weren't covered too, Eric."
"Not a clue here but that just means that I can be here when you guys are off on a case. How is it going?"
"Fine. Our last case was two nights in Texas at an affiliated academy for an ROTC cadet. The son of a state senator. Gay bashing that wasn't. His father was not impressed and came down on the academy very hard." He shrugged. "Most of ours are cleared fairly quickly."
"Good. Stetler asked if you were looking for a promotion?"
"Hoping for one."
"Ah." Speed smirked at him. "Bastard. You should've waited so I could see you hit him too." Calleigh came out and stared at him. "Did you get to see him hit Stetler?"
"I did, and I got the security camera footage to copy it," she said proudly. "Horatio has a copy in his email." That got a laugh. "By the way, he's being moved to a different precinct. They think he's a bit biased."
"Ya think?" Xander asked dryly. "That guy could be with the Fed IA departments he's so biased." That got another laugh. "Calleigh, I was a good boy, I even left the blackmail sex tapes there."
"I saw that one you were testing to see what it was. Who did you give them to?"
"I know a good spook through a mutual JAG contact and I told him they were there. He showed up last night with boxes. There were over three hundred of them. He found the second hidden area too." She giggled at that. "Let's just say I'm really glad I slept in the spare room. He did agree to hand dad any that had him on it. After all, no one blackmails my dad for very long."
"Good point." She kissed him on the top of the head. "You need to eat."
He yawned again. "I need a nap. Eating comes after sleeping in my book."
"Fine. Horatio, take him back to your place so he can sleep on the couch. We'll close up the house here and see you tomorrow."
"Sure, steal the pizza," Xander joked.
"I was thinking more about stealing the beach," she assured him happily. "When are you having the formal house warming?"
"Few weeks."
"Cool." She hauled them up. "Shoo. Go make him rest. Otherwise he'll be cranky tomorrow on some perp."
"I'm off tomorrow," he pointed out.
"Well, then the next day since you'll be supervising the moving people." She made a shooing motion and Xander whispered in her ear, making her blush. "Thank you." He went inside to grab his ID and gun, plus his keys, then let Horatio take him back to his place.
"He tell you where he hid the lube?" Speed asked.
"Yes, he did," she agreed, going to get some and handed it to him. "I wanna know how you use that, so get to it."
"Pushy," Speed taunted.
"Desperate! Now!"
Eric blushed. "It's times like these that you just gotta go along with it, Speed. Trust me. She's more powerful than a hurricane."
"I can tell." He put everything aside and pulled Eric closer to kiss him, making him moan. It was something he had been needing to hear.
The End.
The List-Only Sequel
Note: the pimp tax law is an actual suggestion by our wonderful government here in the US. They submitted it to Congress as a way to raise more funds. But they'll still prosecute them if they see the word 'pimp' on a tax form.
"It's not easy being me," Xander complained, looking around where he was hiding. He had been in DC with his father and his father's team now for four months. Four whole months. And now he was being hunted because someone intelligent wanted his dad and decided he'd make a good hostage. Which would've been fine if he hadn't been saddled with one of his dad's guys. He glared at Tony's back. "You know, I could probably get away easier by myself."
"Fat chance. There's no chance your dad is going to let you go off by yourself if you're in danger."
"Hello, was kinda in danger for sixteen years prior to this," he noted dryly. "Not like I haven't slept with danger in the past." Tony covered his mouth and he licked his hand, getting a grossed out look. "Want distraction or sniper?" he asked finally, but quietly, watching their tormentor at the end of the alley they were in.
"Stay."
"No."
"Xander."
Xander gave him a look and stood up, then spun, ducked, and dove behind a dumpster, which made noise, but the guy quit looking toward Tony's position. He snuck a lot more stealthily away from there, then came up behind him, pulling the revolver he had taken out of his car when he had been driven off the road. "Freeze," he ordered, pressing the barrel against the back of his head. "Now."
"You won't shoot."
"You don't know where I was before here," he noted dryly. "Yours wouldn't be the first blood I've seen." The man stiffened and he heard sirens. "Um, Tony, dear?" he called. "Your brethren seem to be arriving."
Tony came out of hiding and pulled his badge when the first cop car pulled in. "Feds, go away. This guy was stalking my protectee." He waved a hand at them. "We've got it." He called Kate's phone. "We've got one of them. Xander's presently playing thug. Not like I *let* him, Kate."
"It's my mistake of the month," Xander called. The guy ducked and Xander followed, flicking the safety on with his thumb. The gun got tossed at Tony and he proved he knew some hand-to-hand from his former life. The guy was on his back and Xander had a dagger at his chest within minutes; the guy even earned an amused look. "Are you having fun now? I am. I'll have *flashbacks*." The man swallowed. "Now, tell the nice officers why you wanted to kidnap me?"
"I'm trying to get his father to take my case, he's a Fed," he babbled, trying to shift. "I wanted him as bargaining chip."
"Enough," Tony said, coming over. "Let him up, Xander. I promise he won't run. Even though you did toss a weapon."
"I put the safety on first," he defended, getting off the guy. He noticed he was blushing. "Awww, did my gayness infect you?" he sneered.
"Enough," Tony said less patiently. He called Kate back. "Come get this guy. I don't have cuffs and Xander's at the taunting stage. That's fine." He hung up. "McGee's coming with handcuffs."
"Sure." Xander swung and knocked him out. "That might hold him until then." He took his gun back and checked it then put it into his back waistband. "Thank you for holding that for me." He grinned sweetly at the officers. "Hi." They backed up. "Sorry, he's annoying me." He stomped and the moving person quit with a groan of pain. "I said don't move. Next time, listen." He glared at him. More sirens were coming their way. "Hmm, sounds like Dad let the other son borrow the car." He looked at Tony. "So, you saw my car. How bad was it?"
"Pretty bad," he admitted. "It can be fixed though."
"Good." He stomped again and the moving person squeaked higher this time. Apparently he had stepped on a tender part. He looked down at him. "What did I tell you?" he asked, then he shook his head. "I sounded like She Who Barks." He walked off shuddering. "Guys, we're fine. I'm going to abuse him some more and then I'm going to disappear for a while. Because I'm flying out tonight for a summer trip to Rome." He beamed and bounced some and they just nodded, giving him 'you're scary' looks. He smiled and waved at McGee as he pulled in, pointing behind him. "I left him with Tony. Can I borrow the car?"
"Hell no," he muttered as he walked past him. "Into the back seat."
"Why are you going to Rome?" one of the officers asked.
"The people training me said it's a beautiful city." He grinned. "Plus, hey, many, many cute guys out the ass there." He bounced over to wave at the guy but Tony grabbed him. "I'm supposed to fly out in a few hours."
"Fat chance. Didn't your father say you couldn't go?"
"Nope. He just groaned." He smiled. "No 'no' given. Not even a 'hell' muttered my way. Plus it's part of my training." He bounced off but Tony caught him again and walked him over to the car, getting into the back with the suspect while Xander got shotgun and McGee drove.
McGee paused outside the car and looked up. "Why me?" he asked quietly before getting in. Xander got them all into some outrageous trouble. He looked at the kid once he was buckled up. "I'm surprised you're allowed out of the house after you made Kate go into the club that turned out to be a brothel to get you and she had to get drunk afterward."
"Hey, it wasn't me who was being fisted and stuff. I was being a good boy on the dance floor. She decided to head there first instead of looking at the more innocent attractions."
"I could've sworn you promised me you wouldn't go back there," Tony noted, kicking his seat. "Didn't you?"
"No, I said I wouldn't go into the back rooms again," he said dryly. "I said nothing about going to dance and rub off in the middle of the crowd."
Tony kicked the seat again. "No going back there, Xander. It's dangerous."
Xander looked back at him. "I'm pretty sure I've proven I can take care of myself most of the time, Tony."
Tony glared. "Even I, the slut king of DC, wouldn't go to a nasty, grungy place like that."
"Yeah, and you're still not gay. You wouldn't be in there anyway."
"There's straight people alternatives," McGee said bitterly.
"I know, Abby took me to one." McGee slammed on the brakes and looked at him. "Her idea!" he defended, holding up his hands. "I swear, all her idea. We went to get busy on the floor and not like she had Tony or you to tell her no. I guarded her back and made the three guys who wanted to make her the creamy filling go away."
"Drive, Probie," Tony said tiredly. "We'll talk about this later, while he calls to cancel his seats to Rome."
Xander snickered and nodded. "Sure I am." At the next light he slipped out and ran, losing Tony in the crowd around the coffeeshop. He ducked into a cab, panting hard. "Sorry, escaping the parents." His father turned around. "They wanted me to go to Rome."
"Fat chance. Gun?" Xander handed it over and ducked out, then took off again. Gibbs lifted his microphone. "Tony, he's headed for the checkered cab on the corner across from you and I've got his gun. Yeah, good hunting. Go after my son, I'll deal with the moron." He got out and tossed the driver his keys, going back to the office. He knew his son would try something like this. Even though his 'pre-agent' trainers had ordered him to go on vacation, he didn't want his son going to Rome. He wasn't sure Rome was ready to be infected by his son. He did call Fornell, seeing if he could pull a nice capture at the airport however. He walked the suspect into the office once he caught up with McGee and straight to interrogation, giving Kate a look. "Next time, you're going with him."
"Why? Have I been that mean to you, Gibbs? I've been an angel recently. Send Tony!" She huffed off.
"Tony might enjoy it," he called after her, slamming the door behind him as he walked inside, glaring at the person sitting in the chair. "Now then." The man whimpered. "You did what to my son?"
***
Tony caught up with Xander on the airplane. It was a nice flight. Xander had a seatmate but he was two rows and across the aisle from him. Once they were in the air, he smiled at his seatmate. "Change with me? He's my boss's son. We were supposed to sit together." he asked politely. She nodded and switched, so he flopped down, looking at him. "You are in deep shit, mini-Gibbs."
"They said they wanted me to go to Rome."
"I don't care what *they* said. They're CIA. You're NCIS now. You're ours. You're staying ours. Your father will go rip Langley apart brick-by-brick for making you take such a sudden vacation."
Xander looked at him. "I only had to pay hotel costs," he offered with a grin. "I get a full week in Rome, Tony. Any guy my age would jump for it."
"In return for what?" he hissed. The steward stopped beside him and he pulled his badge. "Company business." He hurried away. He looked at Xander again. "They wanted you to do what?"
"I'm supposed to be spotting their people. Seeing if I can identify them."
"Uh-huh. And for this they're paying airfare?"
"Plus a living allowance. They did give me an itinerary but it's the touristy spots anyway. Shouldn't take me more than a few hours a day." He grinned and nudged him. "I'm being a good boy, Tony. This is part of my training and you can go home. I'll be perfectly safe." Someone went running past their seats and up to the front, speaking rapid Spanish. "Or maybe not." He stopped a stewardess on her way to handle him. "I'm a Fed-trainee going for a practical exercise. Is he going to be a problem?"
"He's panicking," she said quietly, giving him a gentle smile. "It's fine, sir. Sit back down please." He nodded and sat down while she went to tell the others what that one had told her. The man got calmed down and he was put back into his seat. At least until they landed and then they let the Italian officials have them all. They released the trainee and the guy who was obviously grading his exercise so it must've been all right.
***
Xander called home, sighing at the growling that he got. "Is that my dog or you, dad?" He heard the barks. "Don't torture my dog or I'm taking out your girlfriend." His father assured him he wasn't, he was playing with his dog. "Good. No, they wanted me to see if I could identify people who were also agents. Yup, that stuff. He's here lounging on the other bed watching me call. No, all I had to pay was hotel costs." He beamed. "Of course I'm at somewhere decent. I wasn't going to stay in a really crappy place. My Italian's very limited to guidebook and touristy stuff. I'm actually at one of the diplomatic places, on the list for the State Department guys to use and get reimbursed. Sure." He handed the phone to Tony and stretched out on his bed.
"It's me, boss. Well, let's see. We were talking on the plane and the guy behind us freaked and told the stews on us. We were detained for all of ten minutes. I'm guessing he may have flunked thanks to that."
"Not my fault you stopped me," Xander said dryly. "When I checked, that's what Herbert said."
"Herbert? He thought this insane idea up?" Tony demanded. He handed the phone back. "Your father's swearing."
Xander listened, then coughed. "I'll have to remember that the next time I trip over your coffee mug in the middle of the night, dad." His father quit. "Yes, Herbert suggested it. He also suggested that I'm going to have one next summer with whatever I'll be doing. He was thinking Rio during Carinvale though. I know I'm still in school. I don't know, dad. You ask him." He smirked. "I'm still in *Rome*, dad. Sure, I can send Tony to the local office." Tony shook his head. He held the phone out and smirked. "I'm going for a stroll." He skipped out while Tony got orders. He'd catch up to him in a few minutes. And if not, he was more than capable of protecting himself. He ran into one of his fellow students and looked at them. "Peter." The other teenager gaped. "Here to spot people or be spotted?"
"Spotting others. You?"
"Same. Tony's back in my room though."
"Really?" he asked, giving him a look.
"Separate beds," he sighed, sitting next to him. "Not my idea. Dad sicced him on me to stop me."
"Poor baby." He patted him on the back. "We should go have fun. This is still a vacation. We don't start until tomorrow."
"Fat chance," Xander said dryly. "I've already spotted Herbert and Pierre at the airport and Pierre again at the hotel. I'm guessing we're not just spotting ours." His fellow student rolled his eyes. "You can check but I'm taking this a bit seriously."
"You think this is all Mission Impossible too, dear," he pointed out dryly.
"No, not all of it. Originally they wanted me to sex people for information. That's a whole different movie." He grinned at the shocked look. "It happens. Not many of us are out of the closet." He walked off, tossing the shirt with the chemical tracer back onto his buddy's head. "Thanks for that anyway." He headed off, going to buy a touristy t-shirt and take the other one off. It got dropped into a burning trashcan some homeless guys were warming themselves on. "It had chemicals or I'd have donated it," he offered in Spanish. That got a nod from one and he walked on after handing over a few Lira. He took out his small data recorder and made notes whenever he ran into someone who he thought was a spy. He had a lot of notes but better to over-warn than under-warn and miss some. He had been promised a reward if he spotted more than the other students.
Little did he know that there was a major convergence of them this week due to a scientific announcement. Not like his bosses were going to *tell* him these things.
***
Gibbs was waiting on the duo when they came off the plane, his son looking blissed out and bouncy. "You're still grounded."
His son hugged him. "I spotted fifty-three foreign spies there to destroy the new science thingy," he said in his ear. "I got more than my boss." He pulled back and grinned at him. He got swatted on the head. "I do deserve a 'good job' at least," he pouted.
"Good job, you're still grounded. I said no."
"They said I had to."
"They're in deeper than you are. Bags?" Tony held it up. "Only the one, DiNozzo?"
"Yup, boss. I only had to buy a few things and Xander didn't do much shopping since he was nearly run down by one of the MI-6 guys for spotting him." Gibbs looked at him then at his son, who was blushing and shrugging a bit. "Or the French one who tried to stab him. She was not pleased when she found out he was only there as a training exercise to spot their own people. Neither was her mentor, who came to us at dinner that night to complain to me. I pointed out I was *yours* and not Xander's boss. I had been assigned to watch him by you since he was *your* son. So I'd expect some more foreign complaints, boss," he finished happily. "Now if we'll excuse me, I'm going to go enjoy my movie collection and possibly a date tonight." He handed over the bag. "Toss me my stuff tomorrow once it's clean."
"I'll send it to the cleaner's and let her call you," Xander said dryly. "If I'm not dad's maid, I'm certainly not your houseboy, Tony." He walked off, taking his father with him. "I visited a *lot* of the historic places, dad. Did you know the old arena for the gladiator fights was being rebuilt in spots?" Gibbs sighed and nodded. He gave his arm a squeeze. "Three of my fellow students were there and flunked, dad, and you know I'm not going to go to them. You know I'd never do that to you."
"I know but that stuff is dangerous and pulling you deeper into their pockets," he said impatiently, making his son look at him. "They're going to turn you into a spook."
"Can't be done," he assured him with a goofy grin. "I did everything based on body language and hidden guns. That's why I missed a few. And then I ran into that guy we met at JAG that time, the State Department guy? Him. He was not happy and he made three very angry calls in Italian. My boss got arrested for dragging me there to do that. Clay was not a happy camper by any means. That's why I'm back a day early." He grinned. "He decided it was too risky to keep me over there and he talked to two of them about how I was in *training* and not going that way. Herbert and Pierre are still probably fuming, but I did see She Who Barks. Wasn't she over for a date while I was gone?"
"No, I told her she couldn't come over." He walked off shaking his head. "Son, I don't know what to do with you. I want to punish you but you'd just protest and pout that it was what you were supposed to do."
"Which it was," he pointed out, following behind his father, who was like a bulldozer breaking the crowd around them. "Sorry," he sighed when they got to the car. "I got to go to *Rome* though, dad. Rome! An ancient and really neat place!"
"I know," he said, shaking his head. "Still not right. Get in. We'll go home. Your mutt missed you. He's been sleeping on my feet for the last week." Xander slid in and put the bag into the backseat. "Did they have any other plans for you this summer? Since you only finished training a week ago and you're supposed to be interning with us at the office?"
"Only interning with you, dad."
"Good. I like that. You can help Ducky and Abby. That way I know you're safe." He backed out and headed home, then decided to pull over and check the bag, giving his son an odd look at the half-box of condoms. "Found the gay section?"
"No, but Tony found a really pretty girl he knew and dated a few times," he offered with a grin. "Not my brand, dad, and I used all mine."
"On?"
"Um, well.... They're older...."
Gibbs moaned and slapped the steering wheel. "You slept with a spook?"
"No," he defended. "I slept with a really cute and hunky chemistry major." His father moaned. "Who was female!" he defended. His father gave him an odd look. "I thought I'd give being het a try again. She thought I was foreign and exotic. Then again, I saved her from some vampires trying to eat her, but I was a good boy. She offered. I didn't ask."
"Son," he moaned. "Why?"
"She offered. I didn't even have to ask. I'm seventeen, dad. If some Italian hottie with 36-D tits and a really firm ass came up to you when you were seventeen and wanted to thank you for saving her life the old fashioned way, where would you have been?"
"On top," he admitted.
"Yeah, I was there too," he sighed, shaking his head. His father bopped him on the side of the head. "Hey, like father like son. Even Tony said he'd have tapped that girl."
"Uh-huh. Not the best judge, son."
"He's got an eye for beauty, dad."
"I don't care if he does." He got them moving again. "Got pictures?"
"I do in my wallet." He pulled it out and showed it to him when they stopped at the next stop sign. His father gave it an appreciative look. "See, it was *imperative*. My guy hormones decided she was more than good enough to sleep with." They moved on and his father actually smiled at that. "And hey, she only tried to kill me once and that was breath play."
That got another groan and a head shake so Xander left it off until they got home. Jethro followed him, shaking his head the whole way. Then he went back outside to call his son's trainers again and bitch them a new one. "So, was the woman my son slept with one of you?" he asked grimly. He paused. "She was what?" He whimpered. "Repercussions?" He just nodded at that. "He's mine. Remember he's mine. I will kill you all." He hung up and opened the door, just leaning in. "Son, did you know you slept with the daughter of a very powerful mafia family? That she's making drugs?"
"Yeah, she offered me a taste of her newest thing and I said I didn't partake. That's why she tried to strangle me. So I knocked her out with really great sex and walked out while she was sleeping it off." He leaned back enough to see him. "Are my bosses still under arrest?"
"No, it sounded like they were out," he admitted, walking inside. "That doesn't bother you?"
"Dad, how many times have you seen a *good* girl go after me? Hello, I'm shocked she wasn't some odd serial killer or something. I was happy that she was so minorly evil."
"Point," he decided, heading to his boat. "Stay in. You're grounded for a month."
"A month?"
"Make that two," he said cheerfully. "Including no dating, son. No chatroom sex either." He slammed the basement door and went to get drunk while he worked on his boat and muttered about his son. Because his son was really stupid at times. It was either this or his son would be yelled at soon. Then he'd get pouted at and it'd make him feel more miserable than watching his ex-wives walk out on him.
Xander went up to his room to email McGee and tell him how it had went, and then he told Abby all the dirty details so she could compare and tease Tony about not getting the ass he had. It was cute how she picked on him.
***
Tony looked up as Abby walked up to his desk the next day. "How is your intern?" he asked dryly. "He hit on Palmer yet?"
"Nope. You didn't go after the hottie?"
"No, she liked Xander. Therefore she was dangerous," he reminded her. He had learned to respect that rule after one had taken McGee to try to get Xander back.
"Good point. So where were you?"
"He lost me," he muttered, glaring at Kate when she burst out laughing. "Next time, you go follow the kid. They want him to go to Paris next time." She went pale at that and he looked at Abby again. "He lost me twelve times in Rome. I've been to Rome and he lost me twelve times. He's a bit too good at that. Remind him some day he'll need us and we won't be able to find him."
"Sure." She leaned over to kiss him on the forehead. "He said you needed that for your headache since his dad was probably still growling." She straightened up and the poke to her back, smiling at Gibbs. "You look like you slept under the boat again, Gibbs."
"I did. It was safer." He looked at Tony. "I got your report. We'll work on those flaws."
"Remind him to quit losing his protectors," Tony told him.
"I will. I've tried. McGee gets the next one."
"I thought Kate could follow him to Paris."
"He's grounded for the next two months, DiNozzo. He can go to Paris when he's older." Tony nodded at that. "For right now, let's finish up the reports on the last case." His email beeped and he smirked. "Cute," he noted dryly. "Abby, why are you up here?"
"Xander wanted to know if I could show him how to break down DNA for testing."
"Will it help him later on?"
"Probably," she admitted.
"Then remind him he's thinking about being a normal CSI sort, and work on those skills," he ordered with a hand wave. She beamed and skipped off.
Tony leaned back in his chair. "For some reason I have the feeling they're going to bond over tattoos or piercings. I don't know why."
"Because he's already scary and like her little brother?" McGee suggested. "The last time I went out with them some of the goth kids bowed to him like he was King Goth or something." Tony smirked at that. "You know why?"
"Sunnydale."
"Oooh," Kate hissed, shuddering. "They know?"
"Abby let slip where he was from to one of them and the gossip chain went looking. I got an email from Willow saying that rumors had even gotten back to them and some of them had asked friends out there to verify him being one of their hunting trio." Gibbs moaned and shook his head. "But it's not all bad. They think he's like a God, choosing who gets to be turned and who doesn't." He shrugged. "I'm betting he's had plenty of dates from those kids."
Gibbs looked over. "He'd better not. I get to meet all the boys he's seeing, DiNozzo."
"Talk to your son, boss. You have to set that rule with him. Not with us."
"I tell Gibbs whenever he's gotten some in the bathroom or anything," McGee assured him.
"Yeah, and I stop the kid from doing it," Tony shot back, giving him a look. "Did you *never* go clubbing when you were younger?"
"He's not the sort," Kate reminded him. Xander came up the stairs, dressed a lot like Abby, only in the boy's version of goth gear. "Did she dress you too?"
"No, I pulled this out of my closet," he admitted, smiling as he handed over reports. "Por vous. And yours," he said, handing one to his father.
"I don't want to know where you got the eyeliner from, but scrub it off," he ordered. "You can be goth, you may not wear makeup."
"Nail polish?"
His father looked at him. "Not at the office." Xander sighed and went to clean off, coming back a bit less pale than before. His father opened his mouth then shook his head. "You had on foundation?"
"Powder to make me paler." He leaned over to kiss him on the forehead. "Pierre called and wanted to know if I could go out for drinks with the rest of them?"
"Grounded."
"I know that but he wanted me to ask you anyway."
"Still grounded."
"Yes, dad." He walked off, shrugging at the director's odd look. "I'm working with Abby."
"I can tell. You're dressed like Abby."
Xander looked at him. "While I might be able to pull off a kilt, I'm damn sure not going to wear one of her school girl skirts, Director." He strolled off again. "I'd even wear it properly," he called as he walked.
The director shuddered and went to where Gibbs was filling out forms. "Your son is odd."
"Yes, he is. That's because no one told me he existed sooner and he had to grow up there," he said, scowling at his boss.
"I realize it was a mistake, Jethro. I'm very sorry your son is so warped." He walked on shaking his head.
Abby, down in the lab, turned off the security feed, giving Xander a happy look when he came back. "A kilt? Think you could?"
He shrugged. "Don't know, never tried. Would Dad think it's appropriate for work?"
"I don't know," she admitted. "That depends on what sort of night he had." She considered it and shrugged. "It is technically within dress code. There's nothing in there about male fashions from other countries."
"Why do I suddenly have the vision of me in a loin cloth like some African tribes?"
"No, that's Ducky. He's even got pictures," she said happily. She bounced a bit. "Okay, let's do that DNA example." He nodded and came over to help her.
***
Xander came down the stairs in his pajamas at his father's bellow the next morning. "What?"
"Aren't you coming?" he demanded. "We're going to be late."
"I don't have to be in until nine." He grinned. "That means I have time to let the hot water warm up again and take a sinfully long shower."
Gibbs shook his head. " I take it you're driving in today?" Xander nodded. "Bring me a new coffee. I'll need at least another one by then."
"Sure, dad." He kissed him on the cheek. "Go be scary guy with coffee in hand." His father smirked but walked out. Xander went to take a shower and slip into the new clothes Abby had made him buy the night before. He called her. "Are you *sure* I look okay in these?" He looked at himself in the bathroom mirror. "Yeah, just like she taught me." He looked at his feet. "We forgot shoes. Well, I was raised by Willow and Buffy, dear. No, my Doc's still rub my feet in spots. High tops," he offered, shrugging. "Nothing bigger than those. Sure." He went to put on his high top sneakers. "So, are these like the updated fashion for the old styles?" He grinned. "Be in within an hour. Dad had me stop to get coffee for him." He hung up and grabbed his furry bag, he had no idea what it was called but it was nearly as cute as his dog, who was giving him a very odd look.
"I know. Abby insisted." He petted him and ran his hands through his hair before going down to grab something to nibble in the car and head to the coffeeshop. The attendant gave him an odd look. "Abby," he explained. Since the whole office went there for coffee and sodas, they understood. He took the tray of coffees out to the car and headed to the office. His ID was scanned so he could get into the garage. Then his retina was read so he could get onto the elevator with his pass. He looked at himself and took the bag off, putting it over his shoulder for now. He walked off on the agents' floor and calmly put the coffees down on the proper desks, making Kate gape at him. "Abby said so." He shrugged and grinned. "Do you think I should wear the bag or not?"
"Not," she said weakly.
He grinned. "Okay." He headed back down to the lab. Ducky was in there. "I like the bag but it gave me dirty thoughts."
"You're seventeen, of course it did, lad," Ducky assured him, patting him fondly. "You did that very well. Better than I did my first time." He looked him over. "Non-standard footwear but they probably do you better around here anyway." He walked off smiling and happy with Abby's experiment.
She looked him over. "The black high tops do go okay," she decided. "Come on, we've got to do some ballistics."
"Cool." He came over to help, getting lost in the work.
Kate, however, decided to call Gibbs after a few minutes' soul searching. She cleared her throat. "Your coffee's up here, boss, and Abby dressed your son. No, it's not what I'd consider being part of the dress code. No, he doesn't look too tough today. Gibbs, I'm not... I can't. Either go down there or tap into the security system to look at what she made your son wear today, Gibbs. Please? Before I have nightmares?" She hung up and sipped her coffee, grimacing. She got up and changed it for Tony's. His was okay. McGee's was her usual one so she switched them to where they should be. Then she sat down again.
***
The Director walked into the lab . "Abby?"
She looked up and smiled. "Almost done on the ballistics from the last case, boss." She went back to work. "Give me another twenty."
The director looked at Xander, then at her. "Xander?" he asked patiently. He looked over from the computer. "What are you wearing?"
"Abby said it was her grandmother's clan's tartan. She said it was okay."
The director shook his head. "No, son, it's not all right. Go change."
"All I've got is the leather that I bought during lunch. Since I don't have a locker, I couldn't bring more clothes. I even took the hunting clothes out of the car to be washed after I had to change in the club the last time."
The director moaned. "What did you buy?"
"Some very nice, soft leather pants. A mesh tank top, a few new t-shirts," Abby said, smiling at him. "He looks way hot in them."
The director sighed and nodded. "Go home, Xander. Come back tomorrow in the dress code as it was intended. You can wear black jeans if you want, or any other color, and a button-up shirt. You can wear a t-shirt under them. You may not wear another kilt or leather pants."
"They're midnight purple."
"I don't care. No leather on duty unless it's for an undercover." He walked out, going to amend the dress code policy and send around a memo.
Xander shrugged and finished what he was doing. "Sorry, Abs."
"Not a problem," she agreed happily. "Shoo, go play with the dog." He beamed and finished up then left to do that. She beamed. Her protege was coming along *just* fine.
***
Gibbs looked at his computer as his email beeped at him. He opened it and frowned. "New dress code amendments. No kilts, no mesh tank tops, no leather? Who...." Kate moaned and he looked at her. "What?"
"Your son," she said, glaring at him. "Did you not do what I told you to earlier?"
"No, I let the director and Abby handle it. Why?"
"Um, boss, when I went down there a bit ago, Abby was very proudly bragging that your son was wearing her grandmother's clan's tartan," McGee offered quietly, glancing at Tony, who was snickering on his desk. "He's been wearing a kilt all day, boss." Tony nodded, falling out of his chair. "I'm guessing here but the leather was what they did for lunch and the director caught him trying them on or something."
"Where would you find a kilt in downtown Washington DC?" he asked, looking a bit confused.
"There's a place by the British embassy," Tony giggled. "Real kilts and all." Gibbs threw something at him and he ducked. "Sorry, boss. But with how he shaves he didn't look like the manliest of men in it either. Only a little leg hair."
Gibbs shook his head and called the lab. "Quit warping my son. He doesn't need it. He's already bad enough." He hung up on her laughs and called his son. "Son, go change." His son quipped he was going through a drive-thru and then doing that, did he need anything. "No, I don't want you in this office in that kilt ever again, son. We'll be talking when I get home." He listened to his rationale and snorted. "Son, Abby does not make the dress code and I don't care if Ducky was pleased that you were wearing it correctly. No." He hung up and took his coffee cup with him when he went. "Going for more coffee."
"Sure, boss," Tony agreed happily, smirking at Kate, who just put her head down and moaned again. "Awww, did you get to see poor Xander in his kilt?" he teased.
"First," she agreed bitterly. "I had thoughts about him I didn't want to have." She lifted her head. "Sort of like what you had after you kissed that guy, Tony."
He shrugged. "The second time was better." She went pale and stuttered then fled with a hand over her mouth. He gave McGee a smug look. "You going to comment?"
"Nope. I was there when Xander kissed you that time he got exposed to pot by accident. I'd hope the boy was a good kisser with as many dates as he gets."
"Technically he's only had three boyfriends and a few times in the clubs, Probie," he taunted. "I get more than that in a month."
"Yes, but he's not the bastard you are," McGee promised. "Even if he is a slut in the making."
Gibbs turned around and walked off again. He didn't want to hear that discussion. His son was right to keep his dating habits away from him. "Where's Kate?" he called as he walked.
"Getting sick with the thoughts she had about your son, boss," Tony said cheerfully, grinning at his evil look. "She is. Just ask McGee."
"She did run off right after she admitted to having some," McGee admitted. It was finally his turn to pick on Kate. He was so happy! Tony shot him a smirk. "So, boss. How is your son's last boyfriend doing?"
"How many has he had?"
"Three."
"I've met two."
"You met the third, just not as his boyfriend," Tony assured him when he came back dragging Kate. "Brink, that nasty Rasta kid? His little brother, the geeky one."
"Oh, him. Yeah, I met him. He and Xander were talking swords one day at the house. I told him he wasn't supposed to bring people home," he said grimly.
"They weren't dating at that time, boss. He was seeing Gregor."
Gibbs rolled his eyes at that name. "My son has bad taste."
"He has odd tastes and that's not what he wants really," Kate reminded him. "He still wants Tony."
"He knows Tony's straight," Gibbs assured her, getting back to work.
"Not from what he just said," she complained.
"Remember when your son and McGeek got hit by walking into that house to talk to the kids and there was the massive cloud of bliff?" Tony asked. Gibbs groaned but nodded; he'd had paperwork to get McGee out of his drug test. "When I went to pick them up at the hospital, your son kissed me. She taunted me about that one case and I responded the second time was better. Your son learned very well at someone's knee."
Gibbs gave him a look. "It's a natural ability."
"No wonder you had three exes," McGee said, then he covered his mouth. "Sorry, boss, momentary stupidity. Won't happen again." He squeaked at the look the others shot him. "Going to go help Ducky with the autopsy. Maybe he'll use me to compare." He ran off before Gibbs could punch him.
"Well, we could dye his hair red for you, boss," Tony teased. He ducked the thrown thing this time too, grinning at him. "He's the one who said it."
"Gibbs, I wasn't sick because I had bad thoughts about your son. I was sick because I couldn't shake the picture of Tony being under some trucker out of my head," she complained.
"I only top, Kate." She gaped at him and he shrugged. "I do. I'm sorry but I like to stay on top. Every now and then I let the women get on top but I'm very much a top. No matter who might be under me I'm a top. The same as Gibbs is."
"More than I needed to know, DiNozzo. Go down to the gym and wear all the dirty thoughts out of your head for another six hours. Then get back to work. Drag McGee with you." Tony went to do that. It gave him extra time to pick on McGee. He looked at Kate. "You don't really want my son, right?"
"No!" She shuddered. "No! Eww! Gibbs, I like the kid, the same as I like Abby, he's the closest I may ever come to children. But if my child ever turns out like your son, I'm going to have him forcefully sex changed and put into a convent where they sew them shut!" she said hotly. "Your son is a menace to my mental well being!" She stomped off again.
Gibbs relaxed, happy that no one on his team was thinking about his son *that* way. It was a good thing. He was happy with that, even if his son had worn a kilt to work today.
Abby came up an hour later and handed Gibbs the furry bag Xander had originally been wearing. "He took it off," she said, smiling at him. Then she put down a picture. "See, he looks so cute!"
Gibbs looked at it then at her. "Don't do that to my son, Abby. You made Kate pout."
"Sorry." She shrugged and beamed brighter. "Every now and then a small break from reality is good for you. Otherwise you start to wonder if you're real or not. Then you get stuck in philosophy. Then you get really, really confused and start to doubt reality and what's real or isn't real and you suddenly start seeing shadowy hands of puppet masters behind everyone on Capitol Hill and then you start to really break from reality because the thoughts won't quit spinning."
"Been there?" he asked. That did explain some things to him....
"Yup, twice. That's how I know a little bitty break from reality is good for a body. Besides, he was cute!!" She took another copy of the picture out and went to find Tony and show him. "Look! I took pictures," she said, presenting it to him.
He looked at it and smiled. "He did look cute in his kilt." He tucked it into his pocket and kissed her on the cheek. "You make paperwork days interesting and fun, Abby. Don't ever change. Though you might wanna do something about the skirt. I didn't know you had Hello Kitty underwear." She blushed and ducked into the bathroom to take her skirt out of her panties. He grinned and went back to his desk, finding Gibbs leaning back in his chair for a ten minute nap. He sat down and stuck the picture in his desk with the other Xander pictures he had. Someday he could show them to Xander's kids and then he'd see what sort of payback they could give for him. And Gibbs of course.
***
Xander came back to the office after his first day of school with the dreaded note. "Not my fault. Bryon started it."
"Why?" Gibbs demanded, taking the note. He looked at it then his son. "You were put in detention for outing someone?"
"No, I got put into in-school suspension because he announced during lunch that there was no way he'd be dating me. For no reason I might add. So I reassured him that even if I looked and I might drool at him in the spandex for the swim team, that he was only a fantasy and I'd never ask him out because I wouldn't put up with his hobbies. That I already knew it wouldn't work out." His father gaped then shook his head slowly. "He started it. One of the cheerleaders apparently decided to pick on him about our manly hirsute man on the football team being gay and wanting him too. Then she expanded it to me because I'm one of, like, ten gay kids in the school. So he outed himself during lunch. I compared him to one of those posters you put on the wall to drool at while you work yourself off."
"Enough!" he ordered, holding up a hand. "Just .... don't." He handed it back, then snatched it to sign it and handed it back. "Whatever. Just don't give me more bad thoughts, okay?"
"Sure, dad." He bounced on the balls of his feet a few times. "I don't really wanna bring this up now..."
"Then don't. It's probably a good idea since you have decent instincts."
"Yeah, but the Spring Break trip this year is signing up next week and it's going to be hotly contested. Real first come, first served sort." His father gave him an amused look. "It's still in the spring."
"No."
"Aruba?"
"No, definitely not."
"But, dad!"
"What did I tell you not to do on your last one?"
"Not to sleep with half of Ireland and I didn't," he reminded him, beaming proudly. "I slept with one of the chaperones." His father burst out laughing. "Well, I did!" he defended. "He was Irish but he wasn't native anymore and I was a good boy. I only had one pint at the pub when the teacher told us to. She said it's custom in most of Europe to start drinking wine with dinner and beer after a long day much younger than we do over here."
His father gave him that same amused look. "No."
"I'll pay."
"You're going to when I paddle you," he assured him.
"But, dad. It's *Aruba*! Nice and cute things in really skimpy bathing suits. Lots and lots of sun like I got in Sunnydale and beaches. I haven't seen a beach in a while!" He gave him his best begging face. "Still fully chaperoned. I won't sleep with the chaperone this time or drink." He turned up the power of the puppy eyes. "Please, dad?"
Kate walked in. "What did you do this time?"
"Spring break sign-up starts next week and it's Aruba."
Kate moaned. "Gibbs, he'd go insane down there and hop on anything that moved."
"I'm seventeen, Kate!" he defended. "Plus I do have *some* taste. Not like I'm going to go hit on the women. They might kill me." He looked at his dad. "Please? I'll pay for it and everything."
"No, son. We'll talk about one if you graduate but not this year. Not after the problem you caused in Ireland."
"That wasn't me," he defended. "That was Tiffy, I just defended Her Sluttiness's honor when the cop tried to charge her as a whore." His father looked confused. "Didn't mean that?"
"No.... When did this happen?"
"Second night there. She kinda, um, got plenty drunk and made about three hundred bucks at the pub that night." His father looked amused again. "I told the cops that it wasn't like her. I was retrieving her for the school trip. I was even nice enough to get the chaperone. Which was how I kinda fell into bed with him for a few nights. He liked my backrubs too, dad." He grinned again. "Anyway, she wasn't arrested, we went on with our tour, and she behaved the rest of the time under penalty of me drowning her one night in her tub. Please can't I go to Aruba?"
"I said no. We'll talk about you going on a graduation excursion if you live that long. If you whine any more, I'm taking the car," he said firmly when Xander opened his mouth to beg some more.
"Then you'd have to drive me to class and get me there on time, dad. Which never seems to happen when you have to drive me."
"You could walk."
"No I can't. It's thirty miles to school from the house. I'm good, dad, but not even you can do that."
"Point," he sighed. "No, you may not go to Aruba. Your class does a senior trip before graduation and we'll see about that one."
"Yes, dad," he sighed, giving him the sad puppy look. The one dogs gave the people at the pound right before they shut the gas chamber door. His father glared. He gave him a slight grin. "I have a new teacher again this year but she ran off already."
"Why?" Kate asked patiently.
"Because she was taking over the martial arts club and the other teacher kicked her ass in practice," he said dryly. "She sulked all the way back to Langley. Oh, I heard from the boss again. He wants me back this summer as long as I've learned to control some emotional stuff so I don't leak more accidental magic."
"We'll see."
"It's paid."
"Yes, and last time they nearly got destroyed for sending you to Rome while it was spook city," he reminded him, staring him down. "Unless you want to go that way?"
"Eww! Hell no!" He shuddered. "That's just sickening." He frowned at him. "Meany! I should lock the dog in your room the next time he's stuck in the house all day." He walked over to the spare desk and sat down, pulling out his school books. "Speaking of, the electric's off at home." He pulled out his computer and turned it on, then groaned. "Damn it."
"What?" Gibbs asked patiently.
"My laptop's got that loose wire again."
"See if Abby can help you fix it," he said patiently. "If she's not busy."
"Yes, dad." He took it down there, finding Tony and McGee bugging her. "Abby, how do I fix the loose wire that's under my power button on my laptop?"
"I can show you how to do that," McGee promised, smiling at him. "How was your first day?"
"In-school suspension tomorrow because one of the quarterbacks announced during lunch that he'd never date me, even though I hadn't asked. I pointed out he wasn't my type even if he was like one of those posters you drooled on." He handed over his laptop. Then he got the tools Abby used when she took his father's PDA apart. "Okay, show me. It's more useful than physics at the moment."
"You're taking Physics?" Tony asked. "Why?"
"Physics, Calc one, sociology, history, and English Women's nastiness lit." He grimaced. "Plus naked people art."
Tony grinned at that. "You'll like naked people art. I had a lot of fun with nude figure drawings."
"They won't let us draw them. We're drawing apples and we're studying the many ways the human body has been used in art." He shrugged. "Calc one is really hard!" he complained. McGee nodded. "Help?"
"If and when I can," he promised, patting him on the back.
"Or you might do some tutoring," Tony offered. "Exchange favors?"
"No, because the last one I tutored dad thought I was sleeping with." He grimaced. "I have better taste than that too. Oooh, spring break is Aruba," he said, pouting at Tony. "Dad said I can't go."
"Your senior class is going on a trip to Cancun," he shot back, smirking at the bright and suddenly happy boy. "Not much different. Cancun's in Mexico. Aruba's an island." He came over to help them. "We're doing what?"
"Learning basic electronics. I'll teach him more as he passes Calc and we'll go over some deeper hacking stuff for Physics," McGee said, smiling at Xander, who shrugged and nodded, looking resigned. "You can do it. You're not dumb. Think of Math as a foreign language."
"I've mastered Latin and three demonic ones, McGee. Not even *they* speak math." He took out the screws and exposed the back of the laptop. "Now what?"
"Now, we find the loose wire," he said, carefully moving some out of his way. "That one's a bit worn." He went to get a new piece and the soldering iron. "Do we know how to use one of these?"
"Not yet," Xander noted. "But I'm guessing I'm learning." McGee smiled at him for that. "Sorry if you needed them, Abby."
"Not yet but after you're done, can you please run the ballistics for the two gold slugs? I'm busy doing a computer reboot and other stuff since I got hit with a virus."
"Sure." Xander got into it with McGee, listening to his careful instructions.
"What are we doing?" the director asked when he came in.
"Fixing my laptop so I can get something done," Xander said absently. "It's my reward if I learn Physics and Calc."
"Find the graphing calculator, you'll need it," Tony offered as he moved back to help Abby. "How did you get a virus?"
"I don't know but I'm going to stomp my foot here in a minute. Director, someone in Computer Services made my computer sick by forcing an update on my system."
"I'm sure you and McGee can fix it if computer services can't," he offered, smiling at her. "Does Gibbs know?"
"Not yet. He's being grumpy so I'm avoiding him."
"He's doing okay now," Xander offered. "I just got told I can't go to Aruba."
The director shook his head. "Are you going back this summer, Xander?"
"Ask Dad."
"Fine." He went to do that. "Gibbs, Abby's going to be late getting you results. Her computer has a virus and she's having to reload everything again." He groaned at that. "Is he going back this summer?" he asked more quietly. "They want him back and they're planning on what to teach him this summer. Probably more languages and more forensics."
"I'm still not happy with them after the sudden trip to Rome."
"I understand but it was good for the boy. Travel is very broadening and he has a good eye at spotting them."
"I don't care if they like it or not. I don't like it."
"Fine, I'll put him down as a you'll tell us by the holidays?"
"Did they want him then too?"
"No, I think they wanted to coopt Ducky about something going on where he used to work and wanted him to watch his mother."
"He's scarily good with her," Gibbs said dryly. "Tom, she's very scary over him. She nearly stabbed Ducky for trying to take Xander away from her the last time."
"The boy does grow on one," he agreed happily. "Just look at what we've had here." Gibbs snorted at that and shook his head. "So, it's possible?"
"Only if they don't send him out of the country without my authorization again."
"He'll be eighteen by then."
"So?"
"Point. By the way, they do know he won't ever be one of them. They're making him the prototype for agent training later on. They're using him to test the training methods. So, marital arts, languages, anything else you'd like him to learn?"
"Let him take more computers. He's good with the weapons and the bombs."
"True. Oh, let him know he passed his pop quiz the other day, all right? Even though they said he should flunk for sending it back to them, he didn't." He walked off, happier than before.
He called down to the lab. "Put me on speaker. What pop quiz, son?" His son told him all about the bomb he had found in the house and how he had disarmed it, then rearranged it and sent it back to his trainer. "Why?" he asked patiently. He nodded once. "And the fact it could've exploded if you were late? Oh, radio trigger to start the timer. No, son, I won't hurt him. I promise I won't hurt him." He hung up. "Much." He grabbed his things and headed out to talk to his son's weapons trainer. It was time someone in Langley got reminded whose son Xander was.
***
Xander came in from his first semester tired and sore. He looked at Ducky then at his helper. "I'm not going to your house tonight to help you decorate. I'm pitiful."
"Why are you pitiful, Xander?" He sat him down to look him over. The boy even looked ill. "Are you sick?"
"Tired. My finals today were my two hard ones. I haven't slept in two days."
"Go use the couch in my office, lad. I'll make sure Jethro knows you're down here." Xander nodded and went in there to nap. Ducky smiled and called him. "Jethro, your son is here and sleeping. No, he's exhausted. Said he hadn't slept in two days due to finals. He's on my couch. Come down a bit later. Of course." He looked over as the body was rolled in. "Ah, here we are. Come down for results in a little while." He hung up and moved to unzip the body and look it over. "Hmm. Very good condition. Thank you, gentlemen." He signed off, accepting custody. The agents left and he rolled the body over to a clear table, hefting him onto it with his assistant's help. "There. We'll start the checklist after he's had a bit of time to adjust to the room. Let me go scrub up." He headed to do that.
At least until the body raised off the table. "Doctor!" his assistant squeaked.
"Do shut up," the cultured voice ordered. "Now." He swung around and glared at the doctor, pulling a gun. "You as well. Over here with us. Who else is on this floor?"
"Abigail in the lab. But she shouldn't have to come in anytime soon," Ducky defended, closing his office door. "That way I can't reach the phone or the emergency button."
"Thank you. Now, come over here." They both moved where he told them. "I am at NCIS, yes?"
"Yes, you are," the assistant said. "Why did you come after Doctor Mallard?"
"I didn't. I came after someone else." He hopped off the table, hearing a noise from the office. "Who is that?"
"He's a young boy," Ducky said firmly, moving to block him. "He's asleep and he sleeps like the dead. You have no need to wake him."
"I do if he's a threat."
"He's no threat to you," he said firmly.
"We'll see. If not, perhaps he can go back to his nap." He went to look but Ducky got in his way again. "Do that again, Ducky, watch me shoot someone." He walked around him, opening the door. He was also promptly brained by something hard and solid. "No threat?" he taunted.
"No, I'm fucking tired. I had a calc and a physics final this morning. You're pissing me off by not letting me nap," Xander said, standing up and glaring at him. "By the way, you're already in deep shit. Now, back the fuck off."
"Outside with the others," he said, looking amused. Xander gave him a look. "I can and will end your promising career."
"I doubt that. The hounds of hell couldn't, what makes you think you can?"
"I have a gun. They only have fangs and claws."
"Technically, it's their drool that's acidic but also paralytic." He gave him a look. "Not happenin'." He heard the alarm start. "See?"
"Out there," he said, cocking the gun and putting it into his face. "Now." Xander snorted but pushed the gun aside. "You're brave."
"I've nearly died many times. You're a pussy compared to some of the things I used to fight. But I can guarantee you if you hurt Ducky or his assistant, you're going to die."
"Then I would go protect them. That's the only way you'll make sure of it." Xander walked out there. "Weapons, now."
"Not like I can carry to school, stupid."
"Now," he growled.
Xander gave him a look. "Again, I just came from school. We have metal detectors over here. I can't even carry in a pocket knife. Unless you count my car keys?" He held them up but snatched them back. "No way in hell you're taking my car either."
"You're a smart ass."
"With a lot of training."
"Really? I have training from Mossad. Where's yours from?"
"Sunnydale and the CIA." The man looked impressed. "That's why you won't be killing me."
"You'll find experience will win over mere training."
"And you'll find I'm an end-game fighter. I've fucking well saved the world in Sunnydale. You're a pussy. A wannabe that even some vamps are worse than. By the way, brush your teeth, man. It's disgusting." He laughed at that. "Yay." He looked at Ducky. "You okay?"
"We're fine. Calm down."
"Fuck calm. I've been up for two days." He snorted and looked at their captor again. "Name?"
"Ari."
"Ah. I've heard about you. Traitor." The man growled and pulled the gun up again. "I heard that a few times."
"I am no traitor."
"Bullshit."
"How would you know?"
"Ya know, if I was telepathic, I'd show you," he said dryly. The man went back to amused. Guards came in and he pointed the gun at them and Xander lashed out, getting him in the side like he had been taught. Then he went back to 'doing it to the vamps' like usual. The man fought, eventually losing his gun. He did get in one lucky shot, knocking Xander down, but Xander tripped him before he could reach for his gun.
"Freeze!" Gibbs ordered. "Xander?" Xander popped up and went to check on the others. "Ari Haswari," he said grimly. "Welcome to NCISs. Arrest him." The guards moved closer. Ari knocked one out and shot the other one, then pointed the gun at Ducky and his assistant. "I wouldn't."
"I will and you know I will, Gibbs. This isn't over." He shot Ducky's assistant and then at Gibbs, getting him in the shoulder before he fled.
"Dad!" Xander yelled. "Ducky, go get him! I've got this one." That got a nod. "Stitching kits?"
"You can't."
"I can so! Where?" Ducky pointed and he went to get some, bringing them back along with the phone. "This is the morgue. We've got two gunshot victims. Gibbs and Ducky's assistant. Now. Yes, right now, mother fucker!" He hung up and tossed it aside, going to do some field patching. "Come on. I've done this before," he soothed, working around the spilling blood. He got the spot secured enough to slow the bleeding then put pressure. "Sorry, it nicked a nerve and it's not going to be happy making for a few weeks but that'll keep you from bleeding to death," he explained. The guy under him was pale and shaky. "Hey, focus!" he snapped. "Stay awake. I don't know what you're allergic to. Focus on me. I'm pretty and cute. More than good enough to stare at." The man let out a small laugh then winced. "I know. Just calm down and hang on. I can hear running people." More guards came in. "Paramedics, now!" he shouted. A few went to hurry them up. "I've got him, help Lord Cranky over there." That got another laugh from under his hands. "He will be. You know how cranky dad gets when he's in the hospital. The only thing that makes him more cranky is when Tony's in there or I am." That got a nod from Ducky and his father saying something, making Ducky laugh. "Tell him I'm fine."
"He was sure you were. You were babbling, Xander. He said he'd yell later."
"Yay me." Abby ran in. "Back!" She backed off and let the paramedics in. "Thank you! I had to put in a few retaining stitches to stop the bleeding. It hit a nerve too." He let them see what he had done, getting a nod. He got up and walked over to look at his father. "You gonna live? I can follow to make sure you get home tonight."
"I'll be there anyway, Xander. You go home and rest."
"Uh-huh." He watched as they were drug out, helping Ducky up to his feet. "You'll take care of dad?" Ducky nodded. "Good. I've got to report this." He went to clean his hands, staring at the blood for a moment before doing that. Then he went to call his trainers. "It's Xander. Ari Haswari just broke into Ducky's morgue. Shot dad in the shoulder. Shot Ducky's assistant Gerald. No, I helped." He sighed. "You guys know I'm not going to go to Langley for good. Right?" He smiled at that assurance. "Then why keep trying to train me?" He listened to the reasons and nodded. "Fine. With that assurance. No, I don't want to do special assignments unless it's for dad. You clear them through him. Yeah, and he's my higher power." He nodded. "Agreed. I'll come back this summer but I want everything on this guy for Dad. Because he shot my father and I saw into his eyes. This is a game for him. His eyes looked *exactly* like Patrick's when he was in the interrogation lessons." He nodded once. "Decent enough. I'm here, I can head to the hospital. Thank you." He hung up and walked out, finding the director and Abby in there. "I had to call Herbert. He's not happy." The director gave him a look. "Tell them I want to take more field medicine stuff this summer please." He walked off, going to drive to the hospital. "I'm heading out, who's going with me?" he announced when he made it up to the main floor.
"He'd want us to work on this," McGee offered.
"I called my trainer," he assured him. Tony looked at him. "I'm heading now. One of you can come monitor things. Give updates." That got a nod and Tony pulled out his gun to do that. Xander headed for the car, finding Abby beside it. "Sure, you can go too." He unlocked it and let her in. "Don't worry, that white spot is chalk, not sperm." She giggled at that and sniffled. Tony got in to let her cry on him and they rode off together, letting Xander handle the mundane. He got there and nodded at his fellow student. "Beth."
"Xander." She kissed his cheek. Then she held up a data device. "This is for you." He took it with a nod. "What did you want to learn next summer?"
"Field medicine. I foresee it coming in handy." He shrugged. "More electronics? McGee could only go over the basics with me. More computer stuff?" She nodded. "That should be a pretty full summer then I'll intern like last time. Without the trip to Rome." She nodded and left. He walked in, putting the information file into his pocket, following Tony. "I'll have it for you tonight," he said quietly. Tony looked at him and nodded. He pulled him away. "I was staring into his eyes. For him this is a game. He's not a direct sort."
"He'll come after those around us?"
Xander nodded. "He already has."
"Point. How were your finals?" Xander grimaced. "That bad?"
"Maybe." He walked up to the desk since Ducky was arguing with the nurse. "Where is my father and when can I see him; this is his personal physician and if you block his access I will sue this place so far under hell's corridors you'll think you found snow." She looked horrified. "Now, woman!" She ran off, going to get someone for them. He looked at Ducky. "I hate women."
"I know you do, Xander. There's very good reasons for you to dislike the fairer sex. In this case, try not to damage the nurses. Or the doctors."
"I'm going to let them do their jobs but I will stay informed. That is my father." Ducky nodded. The nurse came jogging back with another one. "Well?"
"Who are you?"
"Alexander Lavelle Harris-Gibbs. Son of Leroy Jethro Gibbs. He got brought in with a shoulder wound from NCIS?"
"He's stable. We're prepping him for surgery so we can get the bullet out."
"Good. This is Doctor Mallard, his personal physician. Yes, we know he's an ME. We're goth that way," he said at her amused look. "He does it for the office."
"That's fine. We'll brief him so he can brief the others. For now, you can move up to the surgical waiting room. The other was already taken up there. Your father will be going up in a few minutes." Xander nodded. "Does anyone need to talk to him before then?"
Xander nodded. "I should. Just in case." He looked at Tony, getting a nod. So he steeled himself and headed that way, looking at his father. "That's worse than the last time, dad." His dad motioned him closer then smacked him on the head. "What?"
"Do not help."
"Tough shit. He's just like Patrick," he said more quietly. "If he wants one of the team, he'll go against those around it. He's going to try to make it hurt first and then take whoever out. I'm getting information from my trainers for Tony." He smoothed back his hair when he got a nod. "I'm also bringing his profile into the school along with my gun. By the way, I had to promise to go back next summer but I'm taking field medicine and more electronics."
Gibbs sighed. "If you must."
"Price of the information, dad."
"Fine." He gave him a small smirk. "You're carrying your gun?"
"If he's coming after the team, they're all like relatives to me. I'm the softer target in guys' like that's eyes. Besides, I kept him from shooting them by mouthing off." He yawned. "I'm about to crash too. My gun's in the car. I'm bringing it. I'll get Tony to write the note."
"Get the director. He likes you for some reason."
"He thinks I'm just as tough as you but with better fashion sense."
"Not in that kilt you wore, son." Xander smiled at that. The nurse came in. "Surgery?"
"Yuppers," Xander assured him. "Gerald's already in. I've told them to update Ducky. I may be asleep when you get out but I'll be here."
"Thanks." He let himself be moved. "Come on. You can go with me. I'm a tough old Marine. This won't knock me down for long."
"Good. It had better not." He walked up beside him, Tony and the others crowding into the same elevator. He looked at Tony. "I need a letter from you or the director authorizing me to use and carry my weapon due to a significant threat to my family."
Tony nodded. "Consider it typed as soon as I get back. Where's the information?" Xander handed over the data carrier, getting a smile. "I'll download it to McGee immediately and have him give you a headshot and profile on him."
"Thank you." He hugged him and they got off, leaving him at the 'personnel only' doors. A nurse came and walked them to the waiting room Ducky was already in. He settled down between him and Tony, resting his head on Tony's shoulder. "I've been up for two days. I hate science. Am I sure I wanna do your job?"
"Abby does the real science. We do the minor stuff," Tony reminded him. "All you have to do is pass."
"I think I did." He yawned. "I'll know in a week." He closed his eyes. "Wake me when there's information."
"Sure, kiddo." Xander drifted off and Tony took Abby's PDA, uploading the information to McGee. He typed in the stuff that Xander needed, getting a simple 'okay' back. Then he sat back to wait. Kate came in a while later with a folder. "His?"
"Profile. He's right, this is a game to him." She handed over an envelope to Ducky. "For him. Permission, a profile with headshot of him." She handed the other one to Tony. "That's what we know and what we've found, Tony."
He read through it. "He trained where?"
"Mossad," Xander said tiredly. "He said experience would always beat training. Too bad he got in a lucky shot. I went down and tripped him, that's when Dad came in."
"He was frightfully good," Ducky admitted. "And I do mean that literally, Xander. It was fairly scary."
"Ducky, no one takes out my family," he said, giving him a one-eyed look. He closed his eye again. "Any new news on either one?"
"Shouldn't be too much longer. Go back to sleep, Xander." Xander nodded and relaxed back into his nap again.
"Why is he so tired?" Kate asked.
"Finals week. He had physics and calc finals today," Tony told her. She shuddered. "He only has to pass, Kate. He knows that." He got back to work, finding what he wanted. He took the highlighter from Abby's purse and started making notes. "Focus here." He handed those sheets over. She nodded and went to call McGee to get his help and get him started. He handed something to Abby. "When we get back, do his bullets, just for the chain of evidence." She nodded at that. "Also, find out how he got in as a dead body."
"Yes, Tony." She looked over as a nurse looked their way. "Anything?" she mouthed. She got a nod. "We've got information." They all stood up, leaving Xander napping there. Tony smirked at him and shrugged. "We'll tell him in a few."
"I'll stay," Kate promised. She sat back down, watching Xander sleep in a position normally only cats achieved.
***
Xander walked into the school the next morning, showing the guard his letter. "I'm heading right to the headmistress. Escort me?" That got a nod and they scanned everything else before taking him that way. He walked in with only a tap. "My father was nearly shot," he announced. She gave him a horrified look then she saw the gun, standing up. "This is a letter from the Director of NCIS. Personally. It authorizes me to carry my weapon, and lists my proficiencies. This is the person after my family. He's a mind-fucker and he's going to come after soft targets first." He handed that over. Then he went to parade rest. "I won't use it on the jocks, but I'll be damned if he can't get into here."
"How did he shoot your father, Xander? Is he all right?"
"Shoulder wound. He was using it to escape. He was brought in as a dead body. So he's more than crafty enough to get in here."
She nodded slowly, reading it over. "Very well. Your locker?"
"To far away if he comes here. To guys like him, collateral damage is for escapes and to cause chaos and make him happy."
"Can you hide it better?"
"I can. I can actually wear my jacket until this is done with."
"Thank you." He pulled it out and put it on. "That still shows."
"I can wear a side-clip." He took off the shoulder harness and jacket, putting it on his belt instead and the harness into his backpack. She nodded that it was fine. "You'll let the others know before I'm arrested by some well-meaning teacher?"
"I will. Your self-defense...."
"My next stop. He managed a lucky shot. I need practice. It's safer if I do that here. Dad worries."
"I can see why." She smiled timidly. "You know you have a study day since you don't have a final today."
"I do. I'm happy with it and my next ones are easier. I'm going to be with the martial arts club chair all day if possible." She nodded. "With your permission, ma'am?"
"You have it, Xander," the headmistress assured him. "I hope you don't need it."
"I hope so too but there's only so many soft targets around the team. I'm the only child. Ducky's mom. His assistant was shot when dad was." He walked out, heading down there. He had gotten into Tony's system earlier this morning and gone over the profile until he had it memorized. He walked past a few of the teaches, nodding at them. "She knows. It's got a reason and I have permission. Ask the headmistress," he told another one. He walked into the history classroom, tapping quietly on the office door. "Sir."
"Xander." He looked him over. "What happened?"
"A bastard named Ari who likes soft targets," he said quietly. "He got in a lucky shot. I need work and practice."
"Agreed. I've got two finals but I've got this afternoon clear."
"Whenever. I'm clear all day."
"Good." That got a smile. "Go."
Xander nodded and headed for his locker to drop his bookbag and get what he needed for home room and then the library. He liked the library here, it was warm, inviting, and it smelled better than the one in Sunnydale. Though it was still weird not seeing weapons in the book cage. He found a corner table that gave him a view of outside and went over his notes for his next final, letting his mind work over the problem of Ari and the fight yesterday. Somewhere he had made a mistake. He had to quit doing that.
***
Xander walked into the house late that night, finding his father home. "Need me to cook?"
"I ordered." He looked his son over. "You gave her the letter?"
"I did." He gave him a gentle hug. "It'll be okay. If he comes for me I'll react. If not I won't," he assured him.
"Good. No jumping in."
"Unless it's necessary," he agreed quietly. Gibbs relaxed and nodded. "What can I do to help?"
"Do some laundry? We're out of towels."
"Sure." He went to drop his things in his room, including the gun, and came down to do that. His father gave him a long stare. "I figure we're pretty safe here and I know where your revolver is."
"Point. Thank you for knowing you're safe."
"I'm secure in that knowledge," he assured him, grinning some. "I spent all afternoon and until an hour ago with the martial arts club mentor. He was going over my fighting."
"You didn't look bad, kid. You looked okay. It was a lucky shot."
"Lucky shots still lead to deaths, dad. Luck shouldn't have anything to do in a fair fight." He went to load the wash and start it. He turned and found his father behind him. "You're quiet today."
"I'm thinking." He gave him a one-armed hug, the other being in the sling. "It wasn't a fair fight," he said quietly. "You were exhausted. He was fresh and possibly hyped on something. No way was that fair, Xander." He let him go. "Trust me to protect you too."
"You have to worry about the others. Let me worry about me."
"You're my son. They're only my team."
"Yeah, but I spent a damn long time looking out for myself, dad. I can do it this time too. I have permission to carry it to school until he's captured."
"Agreed. Your school is too easy to get into." Xander relaxed at that. It was minute but he noticed it. "Go eat."
"I grabbed a burger on the way home."
"Go eat anyway. Then tell me how the finals yesterday went." He headed back to the living room.
Xander let his dog in and grabbed a plate to pile with food, and a bowl for his father. Then he brought them out to sit next to him on the couch. "I may not pass history with as high as usual," he offered quietly. "I know it but I didn't get much studying in. I did study my ass off for physics because I'm still confused. I can recite it by rote. I don't know what I'm saying though." Gibbs nodded at that. "The same with calc."
"That's fine. We don't do much with either field and what we do use you'll learn on the job. There's probably machines to compensate for that weakness." Xander relaxed at that and dug in. "What's next semester?"
"If I pass physics, it's college level advanced chem. If I pass calc, I'm not going on." His father laughed at that. "Seriously. I'm taking Advanced Latin, which is college worthy. I'm taking the last of the Englishes I have to take. I'll take my other humanities mandatory, probably psych. It's a good thing to have for interrogations. It was suggested. Then I'll find an elective. I'm not going over twelve if I don't have to."
"Good. I like that. Your last semester should be a coast to the cap and gown. When do you have to order those?"
"Last week and I already did. Plus invitations on the off-chance that I do make it to graduation." He ate a bite. "I talked to Willow. She said the stuff out there is looking really serious. She's sent me stuff to translate for them."
"I don't want you going, Xander."
"Dad, they'll need me. From what I've seen, they've only got a few points they can stop this thing at and it's a powerful creature this time. Remember the mayor?" He groaned but nodded. "It's him. If they can't stop him in the next month, they're screwed until whenever the date of the ascension will be."
"What's an ascension?"
"Little demon turning into a bigger one."
"Oh." He ate a bite and thought. "What sort of help are we talking?"
"I'm not sure yet. This is pre-warning you that I may have to take a sudden trip back there to help them. His next step is to become invincible until he changes. If they can't stop that, then they're screwed."
"How? Can normal people do this?"
"Eat poisonous spiders as part of a magical ritual? Maybe but it's not my cuisine of choice."
"Never mind." He ate another bite of dinner, mentally cheering himself on for ordering stuff without noodles. "We'll see," he said finally. "It may not be necessary. There may be another way strategically."
"Or there may not be," Xander reminded him. "Giles doesn't think strategy. I do, you do. I do even more now because you make me. I'm thinking it might be a true battle situation to stop this."
"If so, we'll work on the plans together, son."
"Yes, dad," he sighed, looking down. Gibbs tipped his face up. "They may still need me. Not like most of the students are aware or dealing with it. They've got Faith and that's about useless at the moment."
"We'll see," he reminded him. Xander nodded, digging in again. Gibbs smiled. "What are you learning this summer?"
"Field medicine. I'm foreseeing some sort of need for it."
"Maybe," he agreed. He nudged him and gave him a small smile. "You did good on Gerald's injury. The docs said so. One told Ducky it kept him from bleeding out."
"Thank you." He smiled. "What's my reward from you if I do the impossible and pass the horrendous math and the theory shit that gives me nightmares?"
"What did you want?"
"The Cancun trip."
His father looked at him. "I said it was more likely."
"You're gonna hate it."
"Why?"
"Only four chaperones." He ate a bite and swallowed quickly at the unamused look. "I guess they figure we're mostly adults at that point so we shouldn't need one."
"Then maybe we'll take a family vacation and go together after you graduate."
"Um, dad, Cancun is one of those party cities. It's one of those places they show on MTV for spring break. It's where half the college students in America are going on their spring break."
"So there'll be drinking and a lot of drugs?" he guessed.
"That and the information packet did come with a warning that there have been some rapes noted in the area. Then again, I'm a guy so they wouldn't normally come after me and I'm not exactly the target they'd usually pick anyway. No one thinks I'm weak and helpless looking or look like a victim most of the time. Even the muggers usually leave me alone." He hiccuped and ate a bite of food. "I know it's not ideal, but Aruba's long since sold out."
"Then maybe we'll go somewhere else together."
"Oh, come on, dad! It's every young guy's dream."
His father gave him a look. "It sounds more like it's for straight guys like Tony who like the party girls."
"I was assured there were things down there I could enjoy too." He gave him an impish grin. "Or maybe I'll try being het again for a few days." He hiccuped again.
Jethro gave him a look. "Son, I don't want to fly to Mexico to identify your charred remains because you decided to sleep with a woman again." He gave his head's son a gentle shove. "Even DiNozzo won't touch the women you do. That says something, son."
"Yeah, well...." He shrugged and blushed a bit, giving him a sideways grin. "At least you know who the dangerous women are."
"I do. Anything else we should discuss?"
"Scuttlebutt I heard said that Morrow might be moving departments."
"Interesting. To?"
"Homeland." He finished his plate and plucked some of his father's out to nibble on. "I heard he got offered; I haven't heard he's taken it up yet."
"It would do his career good," Gibbs agreed. "Still a sucky move. Who'd they get? Not me, right?"
"No, I haven't even heard rumors. It's a political appointment."
"Oh, yay," he said flatly. "Thank you for the warning, son." He gave him another one armed hug and let him have the rest of his snack. "So what did you want for the reward this time?"
"Cancun." He gave him puppy eyes. "Please?"
"We'll see. If not?"
"I don't know. I've spent so much time trying not to tank my grades this semester I haven't even had time to think, much less get regular sleep. I could use the vacation."
"Then we'll see if we can find you one, son." He patted him on the back, letting him rest against him. "Why don't you nap so you won't flunk your history exam tomorrow." Xander sighed but went up to his room. Gibbs considered it then called Tony. "What are the main problems with Cancun? He said I might not like it." He listened to him go on and on about how great Cancun was and why. "My son doesn't need bikinis, DiNozzo. What else?" He heard the laugh and got the other side of Cancun explained to him. "He said there's only four chaperones going." He smirked at that. "Again, not really his reason for going. Slutty girls are nice but not my son's thing." Tony laughed again and said something else. "That's more his speed. Though I'm not sure I like the idea of orgies." He sighed. "My son's only seventeen, DiNozzo." His second-in-command gave him a lot of information he had been ignoring. "Point. Think he can wear his kilt down there?" Tony's shocked silence and then hysterical laugh made him smile. "No, we're home. Thank you." He hung up and looked up the stairs. His son needed something better than a sexhole like that. Even though he did understand the allure of them. He had visited a few places like that when he was on active duty.
***
Xander trudged in and glared at his father. "I hate you."
"Why?"
"Because the headmistress said I have to send in the college applications this week."
"Why?"
"Because they're due next week. Weren't you supposed to remind me of this stuff?"
"You're going local."
"Why?" Xander asked.
"So you can't get into any more trouble," McGee reminded him. "That way we can pop around and do inspections of your dorm room and things."
"Am I living in the dorm?" Xander asked his father.
"That we'll talk about. It's an important step in college but I'd rather have you at home."
"Four more years of me, dad. Or possibly five."
"I can handle it."
"That's wonderful. Oh." He pulled out a picture and handed it over. "Do we know her?"
Gibbs looked then shook his head. He could see what his son did, the girl looked almost exactly like him. Like both of them really. "Not a clue," he admitted, handing it back. "Want to do a background on her?" He handed one over. "Where did you find her?"
"The mall. So we chatted and I took a picture with my camera phone, told her it'd pop up when she called me. She thought it was cute." He shrugged. "Know her mother, dad?"
He looked then nodded. "I do but I never slept with her. I know both her parents casually through my Reserve unit." He shrugged. "Not a clue, son. One of those mysteries of life."
"As long as you're sure." He put the picture and paper back into his backpack. "Where was I applying?"
"Georgetown," Tony reminded him. "American. One of the Virginia state schools that's got a branch here." He printed off something and handed it over. "Here." Xander smiled as he took it. "Least I could do, mini-Gibbs." He got back to work. "Anything on your side about Ari?"
"Yes. There's someone coming to talk to us from his former people." He looked at his father. "There's someone from Mossad coming, dad."
"Interesting. When?"
"Within a week."
"We know who yet?"
"Nope. No clue yet. Lower level but with contacts was what Beth said."
"Which one was Beth?"
"The honey-blonde who hit on you and said you'd make a good leather daddy."
"Oh, her." Kate snickered at that. "He trains with her, Agent Todd."
"That explains it all," she agreed. "Gonna wear the kilt again?"
He smirked at her, a very evil smirk. "Why, Kate? Are you still dreaming about me wearing one and peeking to see if I wore it properly?" He walked over to look at her. "Or did you want to pet the bag?" She blushed and he smirked. "I can tell you I wore it traditionally that day and any time since then that I've worn it." She blushed brighter. "Any other fantasies you've got? You know you can share them." She slapped at him and stomped off. "It's not my fault you want me even though I'm gay." His father gave him a look and he went to sit at his usual desk and get to work on his homework. "Oh, I'm skipping Monday."
"Why?"
"It's an award ceremony and I'm skipping it."
Tony laughed. "Should I go pick his up for him too, boss?" he teased.
Xander looked over at him. "Considering half my school wants in your BVD's? Go right ahead, make their year." Tony blushed at that. "Hell, half the SCA wants to bring you to our next event so you can wear the tights." He smirked and got back to work. "Oh, schedules are out. Advanced Chem and Advanced Latin, art elective so I can stare at more naked men, homosexual art this time, and Science Fiction Lit are what I signed up for."
"That means report cards are out," Gibbs said knowingly. "Give. Now, son." Xander pulled it out and flung it frisbee-style at him. He caught it by leaning over and opened it. "You didn't want to know?"
"That I failed Calc and have to retake it? Or physics? Hell no!"
Gibbs opened it and read it over slowly. A in Calc One, B in Physics. C in History. A in English Feminist Lit. A in Art. He looked at the marks then nodded. "I still don't like Cancun." Xander gave him an awed look. "You're right, your exhaustion did affect your history score."
"I knew I flunked it. I fell asleep during it." He got up to look. Then he did the snoopy dance there. "I passed!" he shouted. "I passed, I never have to take calculus again!"
McGee laughed and snatched them, nodding. "Good job. Here, Tony." He handed them over.
Tony looked then smiled. "Good job, Xander." Xander preened under that praise. They all knew the kid had a crush on him and his opinion meant more than his father's now and then. "Should you retake the history?"
"Nope." He took it back and blew a kiss. "I should fucking well pin this to the fridge."
"No swearing," Kate yelled.
"I passed Calc and Physics. With *good* grades." She came back out and snatched them so he gave her a 'bored now' look. She gaped. "I recited it by rote." She snorted and handed it back. "Oh, dad, SAT was when?"
"This weekend."
"Yay." He went to tell Ducky and Abby, getting squeals and hugs from Ducky and Abby tearing up and crying on him for being so good.
***
Gibbs came home and found his son staring at an envelope a few months later. "What's that?"
"Evil."
"Is it from Willow and them?" He looked at it. "SAT scores." He opened it with his keys and pulled them out, then gave his son a pat on the head. "Higher than Kate's, I'm impressed." Xander snatched them to read. Then he whooped and hugged him. "Thank you. What did I do to deserve that?"
"You're not making babies with She Who Barks and I can get into Georgetown or any of my choices." He beamed. "They said I only needed my scores. I looked good otherwise. I should be hearing 'please come to join us' soon from at least one school." He sat down and called Tony. "I got a 1569!" he bragged. "Yes, SAT scores. Tell your date then, Tony. Not like I care if you brag." He smiled. "Sure." He hung up. "Tony said we're having ice cream tomorrow to celebrate."
"If we must." He gave his son a tolerant smile. "Want to order or want me to cook? If you want real food, go empty the trunk while I shower." Xander shrugged and went to do that. Gibbs smirked and went to call the others. Once he was back in the kitchen he looked at his son. "Jen called?"
"Yup, she's back in town for some reason. She wanted to know if you were free for dinner. I told her you were really fucking expensive and she wasn't worthy to blow you since she had turned her buddies onto me." He got to work on some veggies. His father took them and put them up. "They still need washed."
"I was going to peel them and fry them for dinner tomorrow, Xander." He gave him a small glare. "Were you rude?"
"Yup. I like the training but they do stress you out and they keep trying to get me to do stupid shit."
"Such as?" he asked plainly.
"Oh, they wanted to know if I could go to Japan with them this holiday."
"No."
"Can I go to Rio? For Carnivale?"
His father wobbled on that. "Only if you're escorted."
"Can I ask Tony?"
"If you want. Though I'm sure he won't do anything more than watch over you."
"Yeah, but McGee would stare in bad ways at the semi-naked people and Kate would fuss and hand out literature on finding God."
"Point," he agreed. "You can ask Abby or Ducky, either one. I know I'll be busy that week. We've got trials all that week but not one I think DiNozzo was on."
"Really?"
"Really. Just be careful." Xander hugged him and squealed, going to email Tony. That way he wouldn't interrupt his date and get complained at again. He also emailed Abby and Ducky at the same time telling them that his father had wanted him escorted by some reasonable person, namely them by name. So to tell him so he could book rooms this week. Then he danced back to the kitchen. "I emailed them."
"Good. You'll have to book soon."
"I was planning on doing it this week."
"Good." He smiled at him. "Very good, son." He patted him on the cheek. "I'm proud." Xander preened at that. "Set the table and tell me if you want steak or chicken."
"Either's good as long as it's not Spam."
"No, not Spam." He decided on steaks and went to start the grill. He deserved the best for that.
***
Tony opened up his email and smiled. He looked over at Xander, who was in on a scheduled day off. "I'll go," he agreed quietly.
"Ducky said he couldn't but Abby wants to go too. Would that bother you?"
"Not in the least. Just don't lose me on purpose this time."
"Sure." He grinned. "I'll make reservations tonight. Dad said something about trials...."
"None for me that week so far," he said happily, watching the kid make the reservations. He got them emailed and nodded. "Not the best place but it'll do." He sent them to Abby, getting a happy squeal back. She had audio recorded it. "She's excited."
"She's seen Mardi Gras. This is the granddaddy of that one," Gibbs reminded him from his seat. "Do I get a copy?" His son sent them to him. "That works for me. It's not the best place but it's not a slum hostel either. You will behave for Tony, son."
"Yes, dad. I'll be good and I won't lose him on purpose like I did in Rome. I won't drink too much. Nothing like that."
"Thank you. Try not to sleep around too much either."
"Yes, dad." He looked over as the director came down the stairs with someone, coughing loudly. His father looked and sighed. "Director," he said, smiling and handing over his SAT scores. "For the records my trainers wanted you to keep."
He looked and nodded. "Very well done, Xander. I'm proud."
"Thank you, Director."
"You've done well. Where are you going?"
"I'm thinking Georgetown. I'm waiting to hear back."
"It's an excellent school. I do know tuition reimbursement was part of that deal if you went back for another summer of training during your schooling." Gibbs looked at him. "It is."
"We'll see."
"Just like Cancun," Xander quipped. His father smirked at that. "Please? It is the senior class trip."
"We'll see. Director, is there a problem?"
"I wanted to tell you this first since you're my alpha team. I'm leaving to go to Homeland. I believe some of you know my replacement?" He pointed at Jen Sheppard beside him.
"Jen," Gibbs said dryly. "You?" She nodded. "I had hopes it'd be my son but oh well." He looked at his computer again. "Guys, this is the new director."
"Gee, guess you won't be coming over for dinner anymore," Xander said. She gave him an evil look. "That violates the 'no sex and no dating in the workplace' rule, rule twelve I think it was." She gave him an even more evil look. "It does."
"It does," Gibbs agreed. "I believe in no fraternization for everyone but DiNozzo. He's dated too many for it to matter anymore."
"Gee, thanks, boss," he said dryly. "Director, when are you leaving? Should we plan a going away party?"
"No, that's not necessary. I'll be transferring over at the end of this month."
"Does that mean I should call her or you when things crop up like the bastard?" Xander asked as he typed something. He sent it to McGee. "Spelling mistakes, McGee. Tony, doing yours."
"You're doing what?" Jen demanded.
"Proofreading. They're too busy to do that and I'm off today. Therefore I'm being useful." He looked at her. "I think you've probably been told that I passed a background by now." He went back to typing into Tony's document. Tony never checked it but his father would. He finished up and sent it back, making Tony look over at him. "Just a few corrections."
"I remember the last one." He opened it and read through it, bursting out laughing. "No, you may not join the parade, Mini-Gibbs." He deleted that sentence and worked on it. "Thanks."
"Welcome. I thought Dad could use some levity." He looked at the director again. "You or her, sir?"
"Me, son. If it's something like that and you can't get your trainer, you call me."
"Yes, sir."
"Good boy." He patted him on the head. "Do we have copies of that?"
"That is your copy."
"Even better." He took it with him while he showed her around. "Xander's been quite a bonus to us, Jen. He's determined to join his father's team some year."
"So that's what you meant last night," Gibbs said quietly, looking at his son, who nodded. "You knew when?"
"Last night. Right before you got home. Pierre called to see what sort of field med I wanted to take, surgery or not. I said not. Just the basics and advanced 'in case we're stuck behind enemy lines and need a medic' ones." He shrugged. "Sorry, dad. They wanted you to be surprised. I hinted."
"You did hint," he agreed. "Never happen anyway, son." He got back to work. "Did you email those to Willow?"
"I did. She got two points off perfect."
"Of course she did. She's like McGeek there, a super brain," Tony said dryly. "You beat mine and Kate's. Nearly combined since hers was so low."
"My what?" Kate demanded.
"SAT score."
"I got 1038."
"Xander got a 1569," Tony said proudly.
"Good job," she praised. "What was yours, Tony?"
"Higher than yours," he said dryly.
"He got a 1400," Gibbs said while he typed. "Back to work. I want to find that bastard."
"He's not in the city," Xander said quietly. "They're making feints that he'll be back soon."
"Interesting. Can you tell your sources to tell me directly?" Gibbs asked.
Xander came over and typed in an address, getting him into the student's chat room. He even logged Gibbs in under his own name and typed in a question about Ari, telling them his dad needed to know. Plus bragging about his SAT score. He went back to proofing reports, sending one to Kate. "Just one spelling mistake and I put it in purple for you, Kate."
"Thank you." She found it and corrected it then sent it to Gibbs, looking clueless when he burst out laughing after reading it. "What? Did he miss one?"
"Um, yes," Gibbs said, smirking at her. "I didn't know you knew how to dance the Dance of the Seven Veils and had done it for the Prime Minister when we guarded him, Agent Todd." He sent it back and looked at his son. "You're bad."
"You needed some levity. Tony's falling down on jokes today."
"I had a good and soothing night," he said smugly.
"I can tell. Her lipstick's still behind your ear. You really should scrub those daily, Tony." He went to look and clean it off. Xander shook his head, giving his back a fond look, but he got back to work on the other reports. McGee's stare made him look over. "What?" he asked quietly.
"It doesn't bother you to see him date?"
"Nope. It's women and I'm fine with it. I may have a crush but I'm not paranoid, delusional, or that possessive until they're mine." He got back to work, sending one to his father. "Yours." He looked it over and got hit with a paper ball. "What?" he asked innocently. "You're the one who ended up shirtless. For a change." Kate blushed at that. "Did I mention you? Half the time it's Tony."
"I was in the middle of a fight and the guy ripped it."
"I put that in there."
"Uh-huh." He went back to reading it, looking at the chat room. He had gotten what he needed and had asked questions about his son, figuring he had opened up to them where he hadn't him.
"Hey, Dad, can I go to the Jimmy Buffet concert tonight?"
"Take someone with you, son."
"I'll go," McGee said happily. Xander smiled and nodded. "When?"
"Eight. Downtown. I've got tickets but Chris wouldn't go with me."
"Which one is he?" Kate asked.
"My lesbian buddy who helps me with my clothes."
"Oh. Never mind."
"She thinks you're cute," Xander offered. "Then again, she said if dad ever wanted to go femme, she'd take him. She thinks he's hotter than even that new trampy supermodel."
"Never happen, son. I'd never go femme for anyone."
"I know but if you do she wanted to be kept in mind."
"Sure. Is she the one you were chopping wood with?" He looked over and his son nodded. "She's pretty tough. She thinking about the service?"
"She is and she wanted to know if you'd talk to her about the Corps. Her dad's an Army guy and she's decided they're wimpier than the Marines." Gibbs smirked at that. "So she wanted at least a chat with you."
"Sure. Bring her over this weekend if we're off." Xander nodded, typing that to her, getting back a squeal from her then a cough and an apology for the girlish nature of the last email. He grinned and sent back a 'even I have those' making her laugh. Then he got back to work, sending another one to his father.
***
Gibbs looked around at his team, plus Ducky and Abby, later that night. "He needs a great graduation present. I have no idea what to get him. With his scores and how he's turned his GPA around, plus all the hard work he's put into this, he deserves something special."
Tony looked at the others. "I have an idea but it'd take all of us." They all shrugged. "Gibbs, have you seen your son riding around on Craig's dirt bike?"
"My son's been doing what?"
"Yeah." He took out his phone and accessed the video files, handing it over when it started to play. Gibbs smiled at that. "He pets it now and then too. Plus he helps him maintain it. Not saying that Craig wants to sell his or anything but..."
"We could find a good used one and fix it up," McGee agreed.
"They're not very safe," Abby complained.
"You don't ride a bike to be safe, Abby," Gibbs said, handing the phone back. "How long has that been going on?"
"Two months. I doubt he'd want to use it during the winter but it would be a wonderful present, boss."
"It would. Anything less expensive?" No one said anything. "Kate, Abby?"
"I'd suggest letting him travel," Kate offered. "You're already letting him go to Carnivale with Tony and Abby."
"He's still begging for Cancun," McGee reminded her.
"It's looking more like something he's idealized," Tony told him. "It's a lot of very het people getting together."
"Xander is bi," Abby reminded them all. "I've seen him flirt with some women recently and one nearly blew him on the dance floor." Gibbs coughed at that. "Seriously, Gibbs." She checked her watch. "McGee. Concert?" He nodded and finished his soda, heading off after he had paid his share of the check. "What's this senior trip like?"
"Four days of cruising and then two days and three nights in Cancun, then four days of cruising back," he admitted, sipping his beer. "Just like they do their Spring Break trips."
"That would be fun and only two days in Cancun would probably be safe enough," Tony offered. "He'll be on a ship full of other teenagers most likely."
"That's probably the safest way they could do it with minimal chaperones," Gibbs agreed, taking another drink. "I still don't like the idea of Cancun." He ate a bite of his slice of pizza. "Do we think the bike?"
"I think if he's into them he'll adore it," Kate agreed. "He might not be able to use it everyday or while he's in training but I'm betting it'll be his main vehicle on his days off." Gibbs nodded at that. "Either that or save it as a graduation from his undergrad present." She sipped her soda. "Tony?"
"Either is acceptable." He shrugged. "That still leaves us without anything for now."
"An official internship while he's not in training or in school?" Abby suggested. "With pay? It'll teach him more about the working world."
"He's pretty good at that already," Gibbs reminded her, giving her a small smile. She nodded that was true. "What about electronics?"
"A new laptop. He could use one," Tony agreed. "Badly. He's had to fix his twice this semester alone, Gibbs."
"That's one present I could get behind," Kate agreed. "As long as Tony didn't preload it with porn."
"Porn is an individual taste, Kate, not like I know what he likes that way." He looked at Gibbs again. "He got us two adjoining rooms in Rio. That way we can keep an eye on him."
"I saw. That's good of him. What I wanted him to do." He took another sip. "What about redoing all the electronics in his room? His stereo's pitiful."
"He's had it since Sunnydale," Abby pointed out. "It's one of the first things he's bought with his own money."
"Point. So a gift certificate to upgrade it?" Tony nodded at that. "What about the dorm stuff?"
"Not the first semester. He's already a bit wild," Tony said quietly. "Let him get used to the college life. I'm going to talk to him about rushing frats and how they might not like him as much as he thinks. But there's also service organizations and major-related organizations that he should join."
"Agreeable," Gibbs decided. "So, second year into the dorms?" They nodded at that. "Redoing his room's electronics?"
"Would be a good investment for him," Tony agreed. "A new laptop from the group and then a gift certificate to update the rest? I know he's got an older TV he got from a thrift shop. It needs an adaptor to do digital cable, which he'll want some day."
"I'll let you take me out where you go and show me what he'll want so I can gauge amount," Gibbs decided. "Abby, look at laptop specs with McGee?"
"Sure," she agreed, smiling at Kate. "You can help make the final decision."
"Works for me," she decided. She put down a twenty. "It's time I head home too, guys. Good night."
"Night, Kate," Tony said, smiling as she walked off. "Boss, are we going to have problems with the new director?"
"Not on my end. He's right, that violates rule twelve." Abby smiled at that. "They told him he could only hint so he hinted that I wouldn't be making babies with her."
"Maybe he wants a sibling," Tony suggested with a small shrug.
"It has been a while since you dated, Gibbs, and he hated her," Abby agreed.
"He did. He's still calling her She Who Barks," he complained. "Weren't you supposed to break him of that?"
"Trust me, boss, he calls her many more creative names in private where you can't hear and yell." Gibbs smirked a bit at that. "Some that made me blush."
"I'll have to get him the next time I catch him out doing stuff he shouldn't."
"Did he tell you take some antacids?" Abby asked. He nodded. "Then that's tonight. Which means McGee's going to come home drunk."
"Yeah," Tony sighed. "Probably on margaritas." Gibbs gave him a look. "Most of the time you've got a pretty straight-laced kid, boss. But now and then he is going to push. He's finding his boundaries."
"Be honest, he's waiting for him to smack him down for something," Abby said bitterly. "He's safe and secure that you want him but he doesn't know where the boundaries are so he's pushing."
"I gave him the very simple house rules."
"Which are great," Abby agreed. "But you've never had to punish him for something and he's looking for the point where his leash quits having room and yanks." Gibbs sighed at that. "The grounding after Rome stopped that problem, did you notice?"
"He's deathly afraid of upsetting you, Gibbs," Tony agreed quietly. "He didn't work his ass off so I wouldn't be disappointed in him."
"I get the point. I see it clearly. Where do I draw the line? Mine when I was his age was pretty harsh."
"You've got a good son, Gibbs," Abby reminded him, patting him on the hand. "He's probably going to come home drunk and giggly tonight, if not high. Jimmy Buffet? Yeah, there's gonna be some pot there."
"He's usually got more sense."
"Text him, boss."
Gibbs pulled out his phone and texted his son, reminding him he wasn't supposed to drink or get high, that those concerts were famous for it. He got back a smiley face. "I think it might be too late."
"Could be," Tony agreed, saluting him with his glass. "So have a talk with him tomorrow while he's got the hangover of doom."
"He doesn't get hangovers," Abby said. "Nor will this be his first time drunk, Tony."
"True. I've caught him having a beer before."
"Are we seeing an issue?" Gibbs asked.
"No," they said together.
"It's his hellish child moments," Tony told him. "He's usually at the club with someone he can trust. He never does it in front of me but I've caught him a few times out having fun with some friends. He stopped when he noticed I noticed him."
Abby nodded. "When we go to raves together, he does drink. Mostly wine. He refused to do liquor when I asked him if he wanted to try some the first time; he had a violent reaction to it."
"They were pretty much doing the whiskey bottle proud every night," Tony reminded her gently.
"Oh." She nodded. "That would do it. So if he brings McGee home drunk, punish him for that and for drinking. Set down the firmer house rules about that. What is and is not acceptable. I know he's not driving like that."
"No, he's not. He handed me his keys earlier," Tony admitted, tossing them to his boss. "It's parked at home. They went with Craig and Kyle tonight. Kyle's the Jimmy Buffet fan. Kyle's also the Pink Floyd fan. Kyle does do pot and the occasional hit of acid. I talked to Xander about that and he admitted he had tried it once and hated it."
"But he doesn't mind beers?"
"Not really," Tony offered. "He's got a definite limit for himself. If things get blurry and he starts to feel out of control, he said he stops. He called it 'unable to hunt' a few times." He sipped his drink. "Is he still hunting?"
"I don't know," Gibbs admitted. "I asked and he changed the subject."
Abby nodded. "Not actively but if he runs into something and it challenges him? Yeah. He had a bag of stuff in the trunk for such times. Oh, he's got the accidental magic thing handled. He can about call the bag from the car." Gibbs nodded once at that. "Not going any higher than that either. He said he didn't want to, he just wanted enough control not to magic the computers at Langley by accident the next time." Gibbs snorted and nodded at that as well. "He'll go the mildly buzzed stage but if he starts to feel too loose or too comfortable he stops immediately and tenses back up."
"He knows the top of that slide very well but he's only been down it once," Tony told her. "He ended up on my couch crying because he was a failure. We had a long talk that night about all that stuff while he was drunk and I recorded it. Then I handed it to him over breakfast with his juice and aspirin." He finished his beer and got another slice of pizza. "He's never going to go like his mother, Gibbs."
"Good. Why was he drinking that time?"
Tony's hand paused halfway to his mouth. "Henderson case, boss," he said finally then bit into the slice.
"Abuse case?" Tony nodded. "Why did he see that?"
"He helped McGee find a shelter for her." He looked at him. "He knew. He saw the older girl when we had her in there for killing her father and he knew. I think that's why he drank himself into a near stupor that night. I'm not sure how he made it to my place." He ate another bite.
"I am," Abby told him. "He called me and I wasn't home. He slurred that he didn't want to go home that night and face his dad."
"He could have. We would've talked."
"Yeah, but you're almost mythical to him still, Gibbs," she pointed out. "You're an adult who's related to him. You're an adult who gives a damn and you're related to him."
"He's deathly afraid of disappointing you, that's half the reason for the training and the hiding things he does," Tony agreed quietly. He put down his slice of pizza, wiping off his mouth. "Kate may never see it. Yeah, he's like her stepkid at times. She feels she's got yelling and praising privileges. Abby's taken him out like her little brother. I've taken him out like mine. That's the reason he's worked his ass off in school. So you wouldn't be disappointed in him."
"I'm not. All I wanted was him to try his best and he did."
"Then reassure of him of that while he's got the hangover tomorrow, Gibbs," Abby said fondly. "Also, have we noticed something about the boy's attentions?" Tony nodded. "Good, I'm glad I'm not the only one."
"Huh?"
"His classmates are playmates, boss. He'll top them, he'll be the big, butch top. He'll play with them, mostly hand and blow jobs. He's only had three sex partners since he got here that I know of."
"Five," Abby told him. "Plus about twenty times he's given blows or hand jobs." Gibbs blushed a bit at that. "Hey, your son is gay. Gotta accept that's how they do it, bossman." She patted him on the hand again. "He's always the same with them as he is with you. The big, tough, strong guy who doesn't let himself go and be weak."
"I don't mind if he's weaker than I am. That's training," Gibbs noted.
"Yeah, and he might as well be a Marine too, boss," Tony noted dryly. "Not like he didn't get the training back home."
"Point. So, when does he let go?"
"One of the guys I saw him teasing was one he let be the bigger, stronger, top sort that he could be cuddled by," Abby told him. "He was slightly older at twenty-five I think." Tony nodded. "They dated for about four months during the summer."
"The chaperone guy?"
"No, that was quick hand jobs," Tony told him. "I asked. For him, there's playmates and then there's boyfriend material. The long-term, wanting to be held, being able to let go sort. They're all older."
"Like you are."
"Like I am. I'm not sure if I was the first or not," he admitted.
"No, he's always been around older guys," Abby pointed out. "Jesse was his age but Xander once told me he was a lot like his father, mentally older. He hung out with Jesse's parents a few times while they were in town too. Giles is another example."
"The thing is, it's not a daddy figure he's looking for," Tony offered. "He's not looking for an approval person or anything like that. He's looking for someone to be a bit more stable, someone who can yank him back if he gets a wild thought that makes no sense. He's looking for a security blanket and a safety cushion. Someone who's there if he needs them to be, but would also appreciate him being younger and more fun, someone to have some fun with. Xander's not clubbing each time he goes out. Half the time he ends up in some pretty sophisticated places, Gibbs. I found him at Sophia's more than once."
Gibbs thought about that then nodded. "I can accept that in him. If that's what he wants. As long as he's not recreating his abuser or anything."
"Oh hell no. The first person who raises a hand to him would get the hell beaten out of them," Tony assured him. "The same as he does not want a daddy."
"Good. I'm not like that," Gibbs quipped, signaling for another drink. "I'll cab home."
"I'll drive you and then cab back," Tony promised. "I've only had one over the last hour." Gibbs nodded at that. "He's also very careful to be very safe. He's given some kids the talk and he nearly killed a friend's little brother when they found him trying to give a pro a blow without a condom. They drug his ass in for tests the next day and the pro too." Gibbs smiled at that. "He skipped history to do it," he admitted dryly, smiling at the waitress. "Hi. Can I have a soda, no ice?" She nodded, taking his cup to get him a clean one. "He's also got an eye for form, boss. He's got some high hopes. We sat down in the mall and I watched who he looked at. They were *fine*. I wouldn't date a guy my age or slightly older but the ones he looked at I might've given them some play."
"Good to know. Explains why he passed art and why his present art teacher now is so frustrated with him."
"Yeah, well, a lot of homosexual art is in the younger male form, about his age. He doesn't have a twinging for guys his own age. He wants that feeling of safety if something happens. That does lead back to his parents."
"I realize that." He sighed and dug into his slice of pizza. "Are we sure he's okay mentally doing that?"
"He's fine, boss. I made sure he's not recreating the shitbags back there or you." He took another bite and accepted his soda. "Thank you." She smiled and walked off to check another table. "I think that's why he's got me as a fantasy. I'm hot but I'm also very safe for him to be with, but I would like his fun and energetic side." Gibbs gave him a look. "It's not like you didn't know about his crush."
"Oh, I did," he agreed dryly. "There are days when I think you'd be good for him and then there's others when I'd worry if you two got together."
"I'd still be a top," Tony said quietly, giving him a look. "He'd be as happy as I could make him but I don't foresee it happening." Gibbs relaxed again. "He needs to grow up a bit more for my tastes."
"I'll point that out."
"Oh, he knows," Tony assured him, saluting him with his soda. "We're more than comfortable enough with each other to talk about that stuff. I've even thought about setting him up with a frat brother of mine."
"Please don't."
"Okay, I won't." He grinned. "Are we thinking tequila or are we thinking margaritas tonight?"
"It's Jimmy Buffet. Margaritas are almost mandatory," Abby teased with a grin. "I've seen him drive a few older guys off some of the goth kids in the clubs," she offered. "He's got a very good view on who's trouble when he's out."
"Which was why he was so good in Rome," Tony reminded her. "I can't believe he spotted more than I did. Or that he lost me."
"Make sure he doesn't do that in Rio," Gibbs reminded him.
"He said he wouldn't and he does keep his promises," Tony pointed out patiently. "I'm more worried about a spook coming up to him."
"I'd almost count on it," Abby said quietly, glancing around. "We do realize that Sheppard is one?" They all nodded. "Well, I got an email from Clayton today. Someone down there will try to tempt him because she pointed out how useful he was to certain operations types to someone not over his training program. So if he loses you, it's going to be for a good reason."
"Hopefully. I will hurt them if they try," Tony assured her.
"Me too. Should we let the local office down there know that we're there?"
Gibbs nodded. "That's protocol." He finished his beer. "DiNozzo, hurry up. I don't want to miss him coming home."
"Oh, I'm sure you won't, boss." He finished up and put down his part of the check. "By the way, have we seen him playing hide and seek with the spooks around here recently? McGee was trying to find him a few times and called him Waldo."
Abby giggled so hard she snorted. "I can see that! Then again I can so see him in that outfit!"
Tony shook his head. "Please don't." He walked Gibbs out to his car, taking the keys. "Have you seen Where's Waldo, boss?"
"I have. The books are frustrating finding all the little things. He was working on one the other day." He climbed in and buckled up, letting Tony handle the car however. "Thank you."
"Welcome. Least I could do for you and him, boss. You needed some fears put aside and I'm good at that." He smirked at him. "Doesn't mean I don't get to pick on the kid now and then." He turned lanes and went around a corner, running into the concert. "Huh. I thought this was a street over. Wanna go find the boys?" Gibbs nodded and got out, going to find his son. The guards let him in with a ticket price and he stalked through the crowd. He saw Tony mirroring him and nodded down toward the middle. Craig and his mother. Another female holding hands with her and another kid he didn't know. A fairly drunk McGee, and his very loud and drunkenly cheering son. He walked behind the row and grabbed his son by the ear while Tony winked at Craig and got McGee up and out, dragging him off. "How hard is it to make sure he doesn't drink?" he demanded.
"M'not drunk," he slurred.
"It probably only took him a single drink," Gibbs said when they joined him at the car. "The kid smells like a beer stein." He opened the door and pointed. "In, McGee." He slunk down but got in there. "Do not puke in the car, either of you." He started to get in to drive and Tony shook his head, giving him a nudge. "Fine." He walked around, getting in and turning to nag them. "You two are plastered."
"My fault," Xander said, sounding a bit less drunk now. "Sorry, dad. I was having some fun and letting go."
"You don't have to drink to do that."
"I do need the mental lube to let go."
"We'll be talking, son. This still isn't healthy to do." He slapped McGee's face lightly. "Don't you dare pass out."
"He only had three, dad," Xander sighed. "I made them fairly weak."
"Who let you buy liquor?"
"No comment." He looked at his father. "Not like it's a habit, dad," he said more quietly.
"I know. Tony and I talked. It's still not the best thing if you need mental lube to let go." He shifted more fully to look at him. "That way leads to the slide, son. Why do you need the mental lube?"
"Because otherwise the switch that makes me the serious guy I am in training is stuck in the 'on' position sometimes." He leaned back and closed his eyes. "That's the bad part of margaritas, the swirls later." He nudged McGee awake again. "Don't sleep yet. You've got to make it to bed." McGee nodded. Tony pulled up outside his house and got him out, dragging McGee up to his place to put him to bed. "I'm sorry, but sometimes I get stuck and I can't get around it."
"There's other ways, son, and I'll work on that with you." He reached back. "I know that sometimes it's got to be Miller Time. I've had those days myself." Xander nodded at that, staring at him. "But doing it just to let loose is bad. Especially with your history."
"That's why I never go that far and I don't do it that often. I don't even want to be one of those social drinkers."
"I can understand that but we'll be talking when you wake up in the morning."
"I've only had four."
"Which speaks to an incredible tolerance."
"Yeah, well, not the first time," he admitted sourly.
"When was?" he asked.
Xander looked at him, then shrugged. "I was probably four or so. I was drinking out of mom's glass of Jack and Coke." His father opened his mouth. "The first I really remember and know I didn't get a hangover after? I was ten and my father decided it was time I learned the family's best kept secret. We killed a case between us and a fifth of Jack. I puked for hours but no headache. My father said it was the family secret." He grimaced at his hands. "I only drink a few times a month, dad." He looked at him again. "I used to drink a lot more in Sunnydale to kill the pain and the nightmares."
"What do you do now when you have nightmares?"
"I play with the dog."
"That's what I heard," he sighed, shaking his head. "You could come down and talk."
"You were asleep."
"Not really. I don't do that as much as I should from my own nightmares, son." He reached back and Xander took his hand. "We'll work on that together, all right?" Xander nodded. "Good. No more drinking this month. If you get stuck, you come tell me. Not Tony, not Abby, me."
"Yes, sir. Did I lose my trip?"
"No. That's a once-in-a-lifetime thing," he offered. "I'm impressed that you're not already an alcoholic with your former family." He gave the hand in his a squeeze. "We'll figure it out, kiddo. I promise we will. You're not in trouble. You are for giving it to McGee and the other kids."
"Kyle's mom bought it and the pot." He covered his mouth. "Oops?"
"Did you?"
"Nope. It was for afterward. We were all going to Kyle's house to get mellow and cuddle." He shrugged. "It's only the second time except for that accidental one during the questioning thing where I kissed Tony."
Gibbs smiled. "Liquor makes you babble a lot, son. It's probably a good idea to stick to beer from now on. We'll talk tomorrow."
"Yes, dad." He slunk down and took his hand back. "Are you disappointed?"
"That you got your bodyguard drunk, yeah. That you were doing it? I should've expected this sort of thing. It's a common dodge for PTSD. Plenty of us have went that way after battles." Xander nodded at that wisdom. "We'll talk tomorrow but you are grounded until you leave for Rio because you did get McGee drunk. No computer, nothing."
"I still need the stuff for Willow."
"We'll monitor that. You can do that in front of me. I'd rather know up front than later anyway, son."
"Yes, sir."
"Try dad?"
"I do call you dad."
"You do. But not when I'm upset or you're upset."
Xander burped. "Excuse me. Training."
"Yeah, well, break it, kiddo. I'm your father, I'm not your drill sergeant." He looked over, finding Tony on the stairs of the building. "Think you can make it home without puking?"
"I have in the past. I only puke when I've passed my usual limits."
"Get in here, DiNozzo." He came back to drive them home. "Thank you."
"Not an issue, boss. You two needed time to talk." He looked back in the rearview mirror. "Maybe you should give him that tape, Xan."
"I'm not ready for that yet."
"When you are, you'll hand it to me," Gibbs assured him. Xander nodded at that. "We'll talk tomorrow after school?"
"Can I skip?"
"No." He smirked. "You are still grounded for getting your bodyguard drunk."
"Dad, he's not exactly bodyguard material. We went out to have fun, not to have that stiffly formal relationship. Really. He's good and all that, but bodyguard?"
"That's what I intended him to be. Quit justifying it."
"Yes, sir." Gibbs gave him a look. "Dad."
"Thank you." He smiled and turned back around, watching the pretty blue lights come on behind them. "Hell. What did you do?"
"Nothing." He pulled over and the cop came up behind him. "Yes, officer?" He looked and stared. Then he reached for his gun. "Ari!" Xander had his out first and pointed at him, braced against the back seat. "Boss, permission?"
"Get out and arrest him, don't shoot him." They got out and he watched his son move. He was loose and comfortable but not drunk. He got out to help, taking his son's gun. They got backup a few minutes later thanks to Xander calling Kate and it was a great weight off them. They filled out minimal paperwork and headed home anyway. He tucked his son into bed and went to his own.
***
Gibbs looked over as Xander came down the next morning. "Wear it." Xander gave him a horrified look. "He escaped custody. Wear it." Xander went to get his gun and put it on, coming back down. "Thank you. That was stupid of him last night."
"It was a taunt. He knew he could get out when he did it," Xander said quietly, leaning on the back of his chair. "Are we okay?"
"We're fine, son." He looked at him. "Want some juice?"
"No, I want a tongue scraper." He sat down and drank the juice anyway. He was thirsty. "Do we think he'll make another move so soon?"
"I don't know," Gibbs admitted. "I was told that the Mossad contact is coming back this week." He leaned his elbows on the table, watching his son eat. "How can you do that? The last time I got as drunk as you were last night I didn't make breakfast."
"Practice and necessity." He looked at him. "Again, not the first time."
"I understand. I also know that we're still going to have to find you a new way to let go, kiddo. It's not healthy for you to drink even two or three times a month."
"Pot. Kettle," Xander said dryly.
"I know. I do it for the same reasons. I'm too old to learn new ways. You're not."
"Point." He slumped and looked at him. "I didn't mean to upset you...."
"You didn't. I should've expected some wildness out of you, Xander. Especially with what the former parental units were like. Like I said last night, I'm surprised you're not a full-blown lush with them and what you used to do. You're impressing the hell out of me at the moment." Xander relaxed again and nodded. "For right now, we'll work on those issues. You need it. Is there any other way you let go?"
"Going bottom slut," he offered dryly.
"Not something I can help you with, son."
"I know. That's why I don't do it here."
"Tony, Abby, and I talked about you for a while last night. That's why I wasn't driving. I had a few beers with the pizza we shared." Xander gave him a horrified look. "What?"
"You guys talked about me in public?"
"Yeah, but no one was nearby. We started out talking about graduation presents." Xander smiled at that. "As long as you do live until graduation it should be a nice surprise." He cleared his throat. "You're still grounded until you leave for Rio."
"Which is in a week, dad."
"Point. Maybe a few days after you get back too." Xander grinned at that. "We good?"
"We're fine."
"What's on the tape?"
Xander considered it then looked at him. "I'm still not ready for that."
"That's fine. When you are, you'll give it to me."
"Yup, probably right before I leave the country again," he noted dryly. His father smirked at that. "That way I'm not in 'strange emotional range' again." Gibbs nodded at that. "Thanks."
"Welcome. Come on. You've definitely lost driving privileges." Xander sighed but got up and let his father drive him to class. He waved at him and headed into the office a lot more calm about his son. His son was pretty strong and he understood what he was going through, at least a bit. His son was a great kid.
***
A week after they got back from Rio, Xander was slumped down in English class, looking out the window while someone gave a book report orally. He saw a glint off something and sat up straighter, then got up to stare out the window. The teacher coughed and he looked. "I've....I've gotta go." He hurried out. He knew his dad's car. He knew the glint on another building. It was too familiar. He called him. "Dad, sniper. West." He hung up and raced out of the school, finding the right direction easily enough. It was a set of warehouses near the school. He found the right one and sped up momentarily, taking a running leap at the bottom of a fire escape ladder. He pulled himself up and climbed up the ladder as quietly as he could. Even though he heard a shot go off. He could hear the gunshots stop in the valley between the two warehouses then a pause and a final one. He peeked over the edge, seeing his father's team working on something, then he saw what had been glinting. He snuck over the edge, inching his gun out. "Freeze, Ari. Now." The sniper froze and moved one hand. "I wouldn't." He kicked the gun away and shifted slightly to his side. "Do not move. That's not a hard command." He glanced over. Someone was down. "I've got him. Come switch places!"
"Yes, what will you choose to do?" he taunted. "Let the bad guy go to save the fair lady? Or keep me and lose her."
He put in his ear bud. "Tony, describe the injury. Get McGee to get Ducky's kit out of the trunk. Yes, I'm serious. Is she dead?" He nodded once. "Good. Get the field kit. There's a stapler in there. Also some clamps. Get the ends of the vein together however you can for now. I'm on. I've got him." He listened while they did it. "That's fine, expect some seeping but if she's too long without that vein working the brain's not getting enough oxygen. I know, neck shots are problematic." He cocked the gun. "I said don't move, Ari. Did you think I was kidding?"
"You won't shoot me, the safety's on."
Xander checked, then clicked it off. "Bet me," he said coldly. "I've hunted other things. I've killed things that most people don't even believe in. What makes you so sure I won't jump from demons to you?" He listened to the voice. "Paramedics are there? Let them have the clamp or whatever. I can replace it." He hung up and continued to hold him. He shifted his stance.
"You're just a little boy," Ari hissed.
"No, I haven't been one of those in a long time." He heard people coming up the fire escape. "Bring cuffs?"
"I did," Gibbs agreed. "Back down." Xander shook his head. "Now."
"No. He'll get free again."
Tony stepped between them, staring into his eyes as he made Xander lower his gun. "It's an emotion, Xander," he said quietly. "I want to kill the asshole too. Kate'll live." He turned and kicked him, cracking at least one rib. Then he turned back to him. "Get him if it'll help."
Xander shook his head. "It won't."
Tony made the kid look him in the eyes again. "Been here, done that, nearly slipped myself. You do that, you become just like him. Just like the ones who're training you," he said quietly. "Put it away." Xander reholstered his gun and Tony relaxed some. He pulled the kid closer, holding him, letting him shake for a bit. "You did good. I wanted to do the same thing. So does your dad."
Xander got free and looked over. "Dad?"
"He's right, you shouldn't shoot him. I should shoot him. I won't get in trouble for it."
"You do that and I lose you."
Gibbs looked at him. "Not necessarily. You and Tony wouldn't contradict my story, right?" Xander shook his head.
"Never, boss, but remember the slippery slope?" He nodded at Xander. "You'd still lose him to some degree by beating your own ass over it."
"I've had to kill before."
"That was my line earlier," Xander pointed out.
Gibbs nodded. "True. Mine was actually human though." He stared at him, seeing the fear.
"You do that, he's a martyr, boss," Tony said quietly. "He's a martyr to them and to their cause. He'll get lauded for centuries for doing this." He came over. "Just cuff him and kick him, boss. Please. I don't want the team." Gibbs nodded, putting his gun away. Tony relaxed and watched as Xander kicked him in the side, then the nuts. "Nice shot, Xan." He pulled him back again, giving him another hug. "You're okay. It's a normal desire. We'd hate to lose you from doing it." Xander nodded, letting Tony lead him off after Ari. "Boss, we're keeping him, right?"
"In a dive tank so we can regulate his oxygen," Xander suggested. "They have to be gotten out of from outside."
"True, and it's got the basic necessities," Tony agreed, smiling at him. "I like the way you think."
"Plus we can turn up the nitrogen and poison him slowly."
"We can," Gibbs agreed. "You did listen in biology. I'm impressed, son."
Xander gave him a hug once Ari was in the car. "Which one of us hits the hospital?"
"You go for me. We'll come to get a statement. How did you know?"
"His scope or something was winking in the sun and I have a scanner on very quietly in my pocket," he admitted, pulling it out. His father smirked and took it, giving his head a nudge. "Thanks. But with that winking and that wasn't the building you were working on? Yeah, not going there."
"Good point. Thank you, son." He gave him a hug. "Go stay with Kate until we can get there." Xander nodded, heading off to get a ride with one of the cops. He pulled out an ID badge for Langley and they gave him scared looks but took him there. "He's good."
"He still nearly slipped, boss," Tony said quietly. "They would've loved that." Gibbs looked at him and Tony stared back. "The same as if you had. It would've given them leverage to get Xander." He walked around to get in. "Let's go, boss. I want to see Kate and this one being around is keeping us from the hospital."
Gibbs nodded and got in, driving his normal way on the way back to the station. He stuck him in a cell and pocketed the key personally. He pointed at two guards. "This is the man who shot me, shot Ducky's assistant Gerald, and just now shot Agent Todd. I want him alive when I get back and in that cell. I want him able to scream, cry, and rant to his God. Anything else is up to you. I know he's got a broken rib during apprehension. Am I clear?"
"Yes, sir, even if the building is on fire, he's staying in that cell," one agreed, nodding. "How is Agent Todd?"
"Headed for immediate surgery. He hit her in the throat, Xander's sneaking up on him apparently threw off his aim. It probably would've been a head shot otherwise," Tony told him. They shuddered at that. "Are we clear?"
"We're clear," the second one agreed. "Not even the director is getting him free, sir." Tony nodded at that and they left, still wearing their vests. They shared a look and glared at the person in the cell. He was not going to have a pleasant night.
The director met them on the stairs. "Jethro, I heard someone got shot on your team. Who?"
"Kate," he said grimly. "Throat shot. Xander sneaking up on him ruined his aim with the noise he was making. If he gets out of that cell, I'm going to kill him, Jen. Nothing will stop me." He walked around her. "I've got an injured agent and a son to deal with."
"You're going to punish him, correct?"
"He saved her life," Tony sneered. "Hell no, woman!" He walked after him, shaking his head. "Boss, sorry if I get fired for being an asshole."
"I knew you were an asshole already, DiNozzo. I find it a charming trait. Like how you drug my son out of the whorehouse in Rio." He got in to drive, Tony sliding across the hood and scurrying inside so he wouldn't be left behind.
The director fumed. "Well!" She stomped inside, going to call her Mossad contact. "We've captured Ari. He was trying to shoot an agent." She hung up and went down to check on him. "Is he secure?"
"Still in handcuffs and the main key is in Agent Gibbs' pocket, ma'am," one of them reported. "They reported he might need medical attention for a broken rib but he doesn't appear to be suffering and until Doctor Mallard comes back, he can wait."
"That's fine. Let me know immediately if someone tries to get in to see him."
"Yes, ma'am." She walked off, heading back to her office to make some calls. She didn't care who's nice guy list he was on, he had tried to kill one of her agents. She knew Gibbs was being serious. He would kill him if he was released.
***
Xander woke up in the middle of the night, hearing a step in his room. He pulled his knife from under his pillow and lunged, making the person yelp and his father come running. "Who the fuck?" he demanded, taking off his hood once his father had turned on the lights. "Patrick?"
"He's a mole," he said quietly. "You're not answering the phone, Xander. They took him out so he could bust the cell."
"Fuck the cell. He tried to shoot one of my dad's team, if not my father."
"Not my decision. I'm only the messenger," he said calmly. "We don't think he'll try again."
"No. Because he wasn't captured another time taunting us," Xander said dryly. "Or trying to bomb that coffeeshop on my father." Patrick swallowed. "You can tell them I'm not happy and if they thought I wasn't using it before, they've got it coming. This will make me turn on them."
"I'll pass it back. Can I live?" Xander removed the knife from his throat. "I'm sorry. It wasn't even us. Morrow is hellishly pissed. He's been ranting at Herbert and Herbert's had to point out multiple times that it wasn't his decision either."
"In other words, there's idiots in charge?" Xander noted dryly.
"And then some. They think his uses outweigh his stench."
"Fat chance."
"Not my call."
"Point," Gibbs assured him. "Let them know he's not coming back." Patrick nodded and left, heading down to the front door at a jog. He looked at his son. "If he's out, I want you safer."
"He's not going to try here!"
"He is. He couldn't get his target to make us hurt, he'll try me personally. He's after me, Xander. I want you to go to Tony's."
"Shouldn't we call first?"
"No. He'll take you in no matter what." He tipped his son's chin up. "I don't want you in that sort of danger," he said quietly. "If I die, Tony and Ducky will take care of you. If you die, I'm going to destroy things. Are we clear?" Xander sighed and nodded. "Thank you. Now, pack a bag and head over. Just in case."
"You'll need backup."
"I'll have it." He smirked. "Remember, I'm used to thinking strategically. If he comes for you, don't hesitate. If he doesn't, stay away until I call."
"No. You have two days." He looked at his father. "And then I'm coming home. If he comes then, he faces you and I'll back you up." His father opened his mouth. He held up a hand. "Don't start. Just don't. You know damn well I'm not going to stay away. I may even sit up in a tree for the next few nights. This is my fucking home and I'm not leaving."
"Fine. Two days." Xander nodded and packed his backpack. "School clothes?"
"Doubt it. Oh, but do call the headmistress and tell her I'll be out for the next few days but I'm fine. I forgot earlier." His father rolled his eyes but went to do that. He called Tony. "Ari's out. Dad said I have to come camp on your couch for two days." He hung up and took his case out from under his bed. That, his laptop, and his backpack got hefted down to the car, then he came back for two sodas. "I mean it, dad, two days." He slammed the door on his way out. He came back and got his dog and took him too, just in case. His father forgot to feed his dog now and then. That reminded him and he went back for his food and bowls, getting an amused look. "Not like you wouldn't forget to feed him," he muttered. "He'd probably pee on the boat again and it'd be my fault." He headed back out, watching his dog whimper. "We're going to see Tony." The dog settled down. He liked Tony nearly as much as his master did. Xander backed down the driveway and headed over there, finding Tony waiting on him on the stairs. "If it's inconvenient, I can hit a motel."
"Fat chance." He got up and came over, getting the dog and dog food. "What happened?"
"One of the kids I train with broke into the house. Someone decided he still had use."
"Excuse me?" Tony asked, letting the leash fall. The dog went to sniff the bushes. "Blackie!" He came back and sat beside him. "Good boy." He took the leash again. "So they broke him out?"
"Or something. I told dad he's got two days to do it his way and then I'm going home again." He grabbed the other three and headed inside after Tony. "Sorry if this crimped a date. I know Abby had a snuggle buddy in her coffin tonight."
"Abby would've let you go nest in the trees behind the house. I won't." He locked the door after them, letting the dog go. "You have to be very quiet. I'm not supposed to have you." He looked at the boy again. "Are you all right?"
"Pissed," he said firmly, looking at him. "There's no way in hell I'd ever work for them before, but now?" He let out a bitter sounding snort. "Ain't no way." He sat down. "How can they weigh lives like that?"
"It's their job. That's one of the many reasons we didn't want you to go over there," Tony offered, sitting beside him. Blackie hopped up to sit in the master's lap but his ears were temptingly close to Tony's hands, earning a smile. "Are you feeling ignored?" He petted him but let the boy cuddle him. It was a good thing his girlfriend had been very understanding. They sat and cuddled for about twenty minutes when Tony had to get up and answer a quiet knock on the door. He looked at his present girlfriend. "What did you forget?"
"My house keys." She came in and looked at Xander, smiling. "Hi, I'm Bev."
"Hi, Xander." He shook her hand listlessly. "My life's in danger. What are you missing?"
"House keys." Xander spotted them and pointed. "Thank you, dear. You're going to be a heartbreaker when you finish growing up."
"I'm seventeen, Bev, not seven," he complained. She laughed and patted him like she would the dog then left. He looked at Tony once she was gone. "Gee, doesn't appreciate them younger?"
"Not hardly. That's probably a good thing since she's seeing me." He headed into the kitchen, putting down the food bowls and refilling the water dish. Blackie came in to investigate then headed into the bedroom. "Let us know if you've got to go out." He went back to the couch, letting Xander cuddle into his side again. "He'll be fine."
"He'd better be," he vowed. "Willow thinks she can bring someone back. I'll let her try."
Tony smiled. "I'm sure he'd mind."
"Do I care?" Xander looked at him. "I'm not kidding." Tony lost his smile. "Speaking of, I've got stuff I've got to translate for her. Want to watch me since I'm still grounded?"
Tony snorted. "No, that's all right." He stroked through Xander's hair. "Get to sleep sometime today." He got up and headed into the bedroom, finding the dog sleeping stretched out in the middle of the bed, his head on the pillows. Tony chuckled. "You're so spoiled, dog." He laid down, cuddling the beast. If he didn't like it, he'd move. He heard Xander come in but he was sneaking into the bathroom so he wasn't upset. The boy came back out. "You can flush. My girlfriends do." Xander went back and flushed and the dog followed him. Tony smiled and settled in to nap. He would talk with Gibbs in the morning to get briefed.
***
Xander watched Tony ignore his alarm and sighed, calling the house. "Does Tony have to appear today?" He smirked. "Greatness. No, he's asleep with the dog. Thanks, dad. Anything happen yet?" He hung up on him and Xander groaned, calling the director's office. "Michelle, it's Xander. Yup, me. No, but Tony might be a bit late. Dad had to send me to him last night since Ari's out of jail *again*. I'm not real sure," he noted dryly. "Something about me *killing* him." He smiled at the sleepy Tony stumbling toward the bathroom. "Yeah, probably not by much and Dad might be too. He sounded like he hasn't slept yet. Oh, charming. Tell her she can wait and not to sit at Kate's desk this time." He smiled. "Goodie. No, I'm at Tony's with the dog. Thank you. No, if she wants me, she can yelp and my dog will hear." He hung up on her laughter. "You can be a few late," he called.
"Thanks. Who were you talking to?"
"Michelle. The director's secretary." Tony came out of the bathroom with his toothbrush hanging out of his mouth and his hands on his hips. "She likes to feed my chocolate addiction." He went back to the living room. "I'd dress for an active day."
Tony retreated and came back out without the toothbrush. "School?"
"Fat chance," he said dryly. "No way I'm going until I get back home." He looked at his dog, then at Tony. "Besides, I have something to do today." Tony raised an eyebrow. "I have trainers who are bastards."
"Don't, Xander. They will hit back."
"We'll see." Tony shook his head but he walked off to get dressed. "Should I make breakfast?"
"I'll drive through somewhere. Thanks anyway." He heard the soda open and looked out. "Don't spill that."
"Sure." He took another drink and got to work with the stuff he had set out on the table. Tony looked and sighed, then shuddered and walked off again. "I'll visit Kate later as long as your landlord doesn't call someone on us."
"I'll have a word with him about protecting a witness." He looked down at the begging face. "Let the boy feed you. Your his." Blackie trotted that way and he finished getting dressed. He did dress for an active day. It wasn't going to be nice by any means. Gibbs was going to growl all day. He walked in and found the security team waiting on him. "What?"
"Where's Gibbs?" the director demanded.
"Probably coming from home. He lives further out and it's been rather a long night since one of Xander's fellow trainees broke in to tell them that Ari was out."
"How would he know?" she demanded.
Tony looked at the guards. "Guys, what does Xander do during the summers?"
"He's in pre-agent training with the guys out at Langley in the sub-basement somewhere," one of them reported faithfully. "Every now and then he comes in complaining about them too. Is the boy okay?"
"He's fine. He's on my couch," Tony assured him. "With his dog." That got a smile. He looked at the director again. "That crash we just heard was probably Gibbs pulling in and someone trying to cut him off." She stormed that way. He signed in.
"Do not move, Agent DiNozzo."
"But, boss, I need something to drink with my breakfast," he called. He looked at the guards, who shrugged. "I already miss Morrow. Now I see why Xander calls her She Who Barks," he muttered. A few caught that and laughed, nodding. Gibbs was escorted in. "Hi, boss. I got you an egg mcmuffin too."
"Thanks, DiNozzo. Let's go."
"She said I couldn't move."
"She's not in charge of my team. My team is my team." She gasped. "Drop it, Madam Director. He shot my agent. If he comes for me or mine, he's going again. This time permanently." He walked off after he had signed in. "Coming, DiNozzo, or do you need an invitation."
"Coming, boss." He slid into the elevator and handed over the sandwich, looking at him. "They're there with the laptop and some candles and stuff. He was talking about making some people miserable."
"I'm sure he can. That magic stuff is pretty powerful."
"Yeah, he said if you died, Willow thinks she can bring people back, boss." He gaped and Tony nodded before walking off the elevator. "I do believe he told someone to tell you not to sit at Kate's desk," he said loudly. The woman there hopped up. "Thank you. She's only injured." He sat down and dug into his breakfast while he computer booted, finding a message from Xander. "He's bored."
"He's not bored. He's helpful."
"No, he said he's bored," Tony offered, sending it to his boss.
"The dog's bored. They left all his toys at the house." He sat down and got into his browser to get into the chat room. They had more information than he had and it appeared that Xander's training class were on his side in this debate.
"Off the chatroom, Agent Gibbs," the director ordered when she came in. She yanked his ethernet cord when he didn't. "That was an order."
"And that was some other intelligence agents, Director. They're watching over Kate for me." He took it back and plugged it back in but McGee came over to plug it in for him. "Thank you. Get what they know, McGee."
"Already on it, boss. He's got a target." He handed it over. "I got it IM'd to me at five this morning." He looked at Tony. "I called the hospital this morning, she's fine and ranting. She said we should've let Xander shoot him." He sat down again when the director gasped and stared at him in horror.
"I don't want my son to go down that path, McGee," Gibbs said firmly. "If there's a homicide to commit, I plan on doing it." He found what he wanted and got into that file, smiling at it. "Nice to know. Thank you, Willow." He smirked at Tony. "Willow's not a happy camper since the son isn't."
"Is she coming out?" Tony asked, food put down in front of him and he took an antacid.
"No, they're too busy out there." He got back into the chat room and found who he needed, talking to them directly. It was fixed. They had his target within two or three people. He nodded and signed off on the good advice. "McGee, DiNozzo, we're going on a stakeout. Take one each, I'll get you replacements in a few hours." They ran off with their assignments, Tony still eating. He looked at the Mossad agent. "Officer David," he said dryly. "Back again?"
"Unfortunately. Are you all right?"
"He's coming after my family. There's no way I'm allowing them or the team to be hurt further."
"You have family?" she asked. "Your profile...."
"Ask me if I care what my profile says." He stood up and turned off his computer, walking around the director. "I'm going to do my job after I check on my agent. Officer David, you can accompany me." She hurried after him. He looked at her once they were in the elevator. "Don't even expect preferential treatment."
"I won't. I'm fully trained."
"Good." He got out and headed for his car, turning off the security system he hardly ever used. It went off again and he smiled, nodding. He walked away from it, breaking into another car and getting in to hotwire it. The things his son had shown him. He called the security desk. "My car's alarm won't quit going off, even when I stop it. It needs checked. I'm heading off." He hung up and sped off, going to find his target, which happened to be in Tony's apartment building. They watched as Xander escorted his dog out to water the bushes.
"He's very young. Who would've recruited him?"
"It's a personal target for Ari," he said quietly. "He's not a terrorist."
"Are you sure? He's got a gun."
"That's for his protection. He was there when Ari shot Gerald."
She looked at him. "He wouldn't come back to him."
"He would. He smarted off and fought back." She stared, looking confused. "He also pinned Ari to the ground after he shot Kate. He came within inches of shooting him."
"Why didn't he?"
"Because he's seventeen," he said quietly. He looked at her. "That's my son."
"Oh." She looked at the boy. "At least you're sure he's not a terrorist. For all that he looks like one of those rebellious thugs you see on tv."
"That's his sweat pants. They slide down when he's wearing his gun." He looked through his binoculars. "That's my spare, not his. Interesting." He'd have to yell later. His son looked up and waved, then walked the dog back inside, earning a smirk. "He's good."
"He is. Is he planning on training with you?"
"Already started," he said proudly. "Some year soon he'll be a great agent." He saw the pound's truck come in and sighed, shaking his head and calling his agent's landlord. "It's Gibbs." He smirked at the man falling all over himself to please him. "That dark haired guy with a dog is a witness the team is protecting. Do not touch him. He will fight back if you touch his dog. That's how we got another person." He hung up on his assurances. The pound's van got met and they nodded and headed off in another direction. "Good." He checked the area. He called the apartment. "It's me. You're a target," he said quietly. He nodded. "That's still dangerous." He nodded slowly at the idea. "That might work but I want you far away, son." A paintball splattered on his windshield and he smirked. "Nice shot. Do that again and be grounded for the rest of the semester and without a car again." The plan was said again. "Works for me. What is Willow doing to them?" He let out a chuckle of evilness at that. "If she's happy doing it for stress relief." He hung up and turned on the windshield wipers, hosing down the spot liberally with fluid so it could be cleaned off. "His trainers are not going to be happy people. Hopefully they send it up the chain of command."
"Who is training him?"
"Classified."
"Never mind." She looked around again. Then she touched his arm and pointed. "Who is that?"
He looked. "Kate. The woman whose desk you were sitting at." He got out and looked at her. "You should be in bed," he ordered when she came closer.
She snorted. "Yeah, right, Gibbs. If Xander can get up so can I." She looked at the person in the car then at him. "Replacement?"
"Hardly. That is Officer David of the Mossad."
"Interesting. Hi." She looked at him. "I'm suspecting he's here since Abby said he's not at her place?" He nodded. "Wonderful." She glanced behind her then back at him. "I need to thank him for telling you guys what to do."
"Pleasure, you know that. Be safe, Kate."
"I try, Gibbs. You know me."
"I do. The same as I know you need pain killers. Go up there, Tony might have some stashed." She nodded, heading that way. He hung up with his son again and watched her walk. Suddenly a man took off running from the bushes after screaming in pain. Another paintball hit him and Gibbs gave chase. "Got him, Tony, your place. Heading for the freeway," he radioed. Another few cars pulled in and one tried to run him over but the other one nearly slammed into Ari. Tony blocked him off and got out, holding him still.
"Try it. This time they won't stop me."
"You're not the mean one."
"Sure I'm not," he said dryly. "Gibbs?"
"Fine," he panted, coming over. "I hate ducking cars." He pulled out his cuffs and cuffed him. Tightly. He winced so he tightened them as far as he could. "Good," he said in his ear. "Game over."
"Not really. Someone else will get the boy and we'll do great things with him."
"I doubt it. I'm already doing pretty good. Oh, but his former masters, they're in pain." He walked him over to Tony's car. "Keep him with you."
"Of course. Kate?"
"Xander had her covered." He headed back there, going to see if the drivers were still in the cars. Not surprisingly they weren't. He made another call. "Willow, Gibbs. Can you shut them down completely? I think I could cover enough for that, yeah. We'll see. If you need him." He hung up and went back to get Ziva and his son. His son was redressed and still carrying. "You don't need that at the office."
"If he moves I'm so capping his ass this time." He patted his father on the cheek. "Come on. Did you steal the director's car on purpose?" He got into the back with the dog and Kate, checking her bandage. "No damage done. You should still be in bed."
"I'll be fine."
"I'm sure but Ducky will fuss," he said finally, letting her go. Gibbs slid in and they left. "Oh, dad, I may have created a small security booboo when I left on my laptop," he said innocently, giving him a look.
"I asked her to make them suffer too, son." He pulled up beside Tony. "Lose him?"
"Waiting on you, boss. If he moves, McGee's shooting him." That got a nod and he slid back in, driving back right behind Gibbs. The parking garage was still blocked but visitor's parking was always nice. They walked him inside, letting Xander sign him and the dog in. The guards smiled at that.
"Hey, he's a visitor too," he pointed out, taking his pass. He took one for the dog and clipped it onto his collar and they headed up in the second elevator. He walked off into the screaming match. He walked up behind Ari and pulled his gun, clicking the safety off and cocking it. "Now's a good time, don't you think?" he hissed. "All the chaos you could want and none of the grief." Ari let out a small moan, which made the fighting stop. "You wanted to do what to me, pussy boy?"
"You will be trained by those who can."
Xander tipped his face up with the gun. "What makes you think I want it? I'm going to be a nice, normal CSI-type agent. No matter how wet I make your masters. No matter how wet I make my trainers. Am I clear?" he asked quietly. "Those others who sent you after me are going to pay. I'll make sure of it. I may not have to shoot them but they will be paying." Ari swallowed. "Am I clear?" That got a nod. "Good. Now, what's keeping me from shooting you?"
"You can't do that."
Xander glared at the director, making her back off. "He came for me. He was going to try to kill me. He nearly killed Kate. I threw off his concentration when I snuck up on him." She glared. "That's not what you wanted him out for. And yes, I do know your masters." He looked at Ari again. "The only person who's going to stop me you've been trying to kill. Interesting, huh?" Ari started to sweat. "Stare into my eyes, Ari," he said in Hebrew. "Tell me what I'm going to do to you and yours." He sweated worse, his mouth starting to tremble. "There is a reason my father took me from Sunnydale. Think about what I had to do there. Now think of what I've learned since then. I can easily make you one sorry mother fucker." Ari swallowed. "Are we clear?"
"We're clear," he agreed.
Xander uncocked his gun. He handed it to Kate then took one really good hit at his face. "That's for Kate. You don't hurt women around me. That's something I protest, like I do gay jokes. Oh, and you might wanna tell them, I'm as gay as they fucking well come. Though I do have taste," he said, sneering at him. "I'd never sleep with you." He looked at his dog, then at the director, smirking at her. "You really should get my dossier." She stomped off and squealed a few minutes later. "Blackie, leave her alone. She won't play with you, she's going to poison you." His dog trotted back. "Good boy." He looked at his father. "Can I have a buck for a soda? I left my wallet at the house." Gibbs dug out a bill and handed it over. "Thanks, dad." He grinned and headed off to get one, the dog following him.
Ziva yelped and rubbed her ankle. "That beast bit me!"
"Yeah, he's a lot like his master, not real fond of strange women," Tony told her. "Need some neosporin? Ducky's got to come up anyway." He called him. "Ducky, Kate's in." He hung up on the muttering.
Ducky came up and smiled at the dog, petting the well-behaved beast. "There you are, Blackie. Are you being a good boy?"
"He bit me," Ziva complained.
"He does have his father's taste in women, only the most dangerous and deadly get his favored attention." He handed her the tube of neosporin before hauling Kate up and sitting her on her desk so he could look under her bandage. "I see someone's already checked."
"Welcome," Xander called, coming out with the change for his father. "Thanks, dad." He popped it open and sat behind his usual desk. "So, firing squad?"
"Might be a happy thing," Tony agreed. "McGee?"
"I'm not usually pro death penalty but I can make exceptions as long as we use Old Sparky down in Florida."
Gibbs smirked at him. "They've got it working again. No more stuttering." The director shrieked in her office. "Sounds like she got blocked, son."
"Either that or Willow syndrome spread." McGee went to take all their computers off the intranet and called Abby too.
The director stormed down the stairs. "How.... You..."
"How dare I or how did I?" he asked. "You're missing a word in there, director." She glared at him. "You were. I speak babble not huffy woman. I don't like women." She glared worse. He shrugged. "I don't. I'm fairly gay."
"How did you...."
"Two years hunting in Sunnydale, nearly three. Then I came here and your buddies took me in for pre-agent training. Plus, ya know, presents for passing shit, like the dog was." She huffed off again. "I promise I won't do any of that here as long as my father's left alone," he called after her. She glared at him from the stairs and he looked at her. "I want to be on his team some year. After I graduate and all that. Your choice to call a truce or not."
"Truce," she decided. "Now undo whatever you did to my computer."
"Wasn't me," he noted dryly. "Might've been one of my fellow students. After all, you get a bunch of kids around sixteen and make us train to be super spies? We're still teenagers, Director."
"Fine," she ground out. "We'll have a truce and I'll ask them nicely to undo my computer. Get the dog out of the office."
"When I leave. It's too hot to put him in the car and he has bathroom needs. I will let the security guys hold him as long as they're nice to him." She nodded and stomped up the stairs. He waved and turned around. "Hey, George," he called. "You were thinking about a dog right?" The security guy with them nodded. "Can you take Blackie out for a walk?" That got a nod and he came to get the dog and take him out with him. "Thanks, man."
"Welcome, Xander. What's her problem with dogs?"
"She hates anything cuddly and cute."
"Oh, one of those sort of women." He looked at the dog. "Come on, Blackie." He followed him out. "Wanna go visit some bushes?" The dog sped up, looking much happier. "Good boy." He looked over when he heard something move and then the sound of guns clearing holsters and clicking. "Sounds like he moved." He looked at the dog. "Come on, we'll go play. That way I can see if I want a dog like you." He walked him outside once the elevator landed, waving at his boss. "Director said to take him for a walk, sir."
"I didn't know Harris gave her his dog," he said dryly.
One of the other guys looked at him. "She and Harris just had a face-off again. They have the guy who shot Kate up there."
"Good. He dead?"
"Not yet, but he just moved. We're watching on the cams."
"Let me know." He watched his guard and the dog walk. "They're good together. He should get a dog." He went to make notes. "Tell Gibbs it wasn't a bomb, just a fake. His car's fine."
"Yes, sir." He called up there. "Agent Gibbs, Paul with Security. Your car only had a fake on it. It's fine now. Yes, sir. So you won't have to hotwire the director's car next time you have to go out." He smiled when his boss leaned back to look at him through the doorway. "Yes, sir. We are paying attention, sir. Thank you." He hung up. "They're handling it." He made his own notes. "You look good with a dog. You should get one," he told George when he came back.
"Maybe I will. The pound always has ones that need love." He kept the dog with him. He was a good dog. Even if he was a bit restless.
Tony came down and looked at the dog. "He's a good boy but he's a bouncy ball of dog like his master is a bouncy ball of boy." He looked at the guard. "We're going for lunch. Are we in lockdown?" That got a nod. "Sure." He went back up there. "We're in lockdown."
Xander sighed and stood up. Then he patted himself down. His father handed him his wallet. "Anywhere in particular?"
"The chicken place," Tony ordered, handing over another thirty dollars. That was a more expensive place.
Xander nodded and went off, knowing they'd let him back in.
***
"Are there any other papers I have to sign on this hand-over?" Gibbs asked a few days later. Xander handed him a small stack and he signed them. He paused before he signed the last one, looking at him. His son smirked. "That's sneaky."
"Look at what they taught me." He took his permission form and walked off happier. "Thanks, dad, I'll behave in Cancun."
Gibbs shook his head. His son was a bastard just like him some days. He signed the last statement and handed it to Ziva, getting a nod. "We'll give him back to you once you get onto the ground in Israel, Officer David. It's been nice working with you."
"You as well, Gibbs." She hauled Ari up and two agents came forward to take him for her. "Thank you as well." She smiled and nodded. "Tell your son I think he's adorable." She walked out, following them.
Tony waited until the elevator closed. "Proves my theory. She likes Xander, she's dangerous."
Kate looked at him. "It could be worse."
"No it can't be."
"Yes it can be. You could be dating her."
"My present girlfriend thinks of Xander like his dog. I doubt it." He looked around. "Xander, school? Getting your stuff off my couch?"
"Going," he called back. "Dad?"
"Be home in time for supper tonight. You're still grounded," he noted patiently.
"Why?" he complained. "I've been a good boy."
"Because you got McGee drunk," he reminded him. "You helping today doesn't negate that fact." His son sighed but nodded and walked off.
Kate looked at him. "How many shots did it take?"
"Three margaritas," he said grimly.
"Ah, the concert. Did we get the parent who bought it for them?"
"No, but she got busted for the pot she was smoking later anyway," Gibbs offered. He looked up at her. "Her son and Craig are dating now."
Tony logged onto his GPS for Xander. "Oh, boss, if we ever need it, I put a subdermal GPS chip on him in Rome." Gibbs laughed at that. "It's under his hair." He turned his monitor around and typed in a code, sending it to the big screen. "See? He's heading to my place." They watched as he parked and got out, staying there for three minutes. Then he was off again. "Hmm. Heading for.... Craig's? McGee?"
He shook his head. "Tyler's. Craig lives two streets over."
"Who's Tyler?"
"The guy he's tutoring in Latin, boss," McGee offered. "They've got a casual, playmate sort of relationship that usually results in messy clothes according to Xander." They watched. "No, that's not. That's... what's her name, the lesbian's house."
"Yeah, her," Tony agreed. "She's a nice girl but she's not more than clothing and 'boy' support for him. His gay boy girlfriend is Abby."
"Huh?" Gibbs asked.
"Most gay men have a female friend they can gossip and get help from," Kate said dryly. "Abby's probably very good at it too." Both younger men nodded. "Where's he going now?"
Tony looked and smirked. "Um, discount porn place before home it looks like. Maybe he ran out of condoms."
"Turn that off," Gibbs complained.
"I would, boss, but he's moving and he's not heading home. Maybe he left the dog at my place." They watched. "Hmm, ho row." Gibbs growled and got up to look. Tony handed him the remote then got out of the way.
Gibbs called his son. "Xander, where are you?" He listened. "How did you...." He snickered and hung up. Gibbs hung up his phone. "He put the chip in Bryon's hair, Tony. That's not him."
"Then why was he at my place?"
"He's sleeping with the landlord?" Kate suggested. She called Xander. "He was at Tony's?" She nodded and hung up, smirking at him. "He thinks you're hot so he slipped a letter under your door."
"Eww. Where is Xander?"
"Getting stuff from your place and cleaning it," Gibbs told him.
Tony rolled his eyes and sat down, shaking his head.
***
Xander looked up from his haze of sex, finding a tall man standing beside him pulling the women off him. "Do you mind?"
"Your father does."
"My father can eat me." He shuddered. "Eww, never mind." Tony smacked him and his vision cleared. "Tony?"
"You're in deep shit. He said you weren't supposed to come."
"He signed the slip."
"Do I care?"
"Yes. He signed the slip."
"So? Come on." Xander waved at the nice people as he was drug off. "No more, Xander. You're already in deep shit over this."
"He signed the slip."
"I don't care. He said you couldn't go. The law of the moment says you're to be in DC and you know how cranky he is."
"I know. He needed to be here, not me."
Tony smacked him again, glaring at him. "Straighten up, Xander, and grow up."
"I'm allowed! I'm sure you've been in these!"
"No, I prefer one or two on one."
"I had that."
"And how many others?" he demanded.
"Um, four?" He shrugged. "I played very safely and I can't let go any other way, okay?" he said at the continued glaring. Tony slumped and shook his head, going back to towing him off. Xander pulled free. "Dad signed the slip and said I could go. It's not my fault he forgot."
He called him. "Gibbs, your son said you signed the slip." He handed it over. "He said he didn't."
"Yes, you did, Dad. Do you want me to have them fax it to you from the ship?" He listened to him complain. "That's not my fault. Then put him on the line during the daytime, dad. He likes to go wander outside." He hung up and handed it back, shaking his head. "I'll be back in four days, Tony."
"No, we're going now, Xander. I'm not having my ass chewed for this. I've covered for other things but not this." He grabbed him again and walked him off again. "Your father is furious."
"He still signed it. I can get them to give you a copy if you want."
"Xander, even if he did, he changed his mind. You're pushing it." He shoved him toward the ship. "Now, pack." He followed him onboard, shaking hands with one of the chaperones. "His father is having him pulled back to DC."
"Is there a problem?"
"His father claims he never signed the permission form." He pulled out that file and let him see it. "Can I get a copy of that?" He nodded and went to do that, bringing it back with Xander. "Thank you. Most likely he forgot or changed his mind. Either way, Xander's wanted back in DC at the moment."
"That's fine. I know he's had a good few days lounging in the sun." He patted Xander on the head. "Should he maybe take a shower?"
"No, we can do that when he gets home."
"I took one," Xander assured him. "I didn't do my hair. I couldn't find my shampoo." He followed Tony back to the car he had rented. Then onto the plane they were using. He came off it hours later and took the permission slip, holding it up in front of his father's face. "That is your signature, father. You signed it. I may have slipped it into the pile but you did sign it." He handed it over. "I'm going home."
"You're right, you are." He glared at him. "I can rescind it and I said it was too dangerous not even five days ago."
"That was me going to the clubs. There was no way your suspect was on a ship surrounded by a thousand teenagers, Dad!"
"My word is still law, Xander."
"You know what, I'll move." He walked off.
"Freeze!"
"Shoot me." He waved and got into the nearest cab, handing over a twenty. "I'm heading to this address," he said, handing over his license. That got a nod and they were off. His father beat him there because he drove like a maniac, but that was fine. He walked past him and his father caught him. "Let go," he said in a cold voice. His father let go and stared at him. "What is so wrong with me going to have some fun? It wasn't like I was drinking."
"No, but the orgy was a bit much," he noted dryly.
"Well, hell, dad, I was relaxed until you sent Tony to humiliate me." He stomped up to his room and started to pull out his bags. His father came in and hauled him off. "Let go!"
"No, quit!" He pushed him against the wall in the hallway. "It was too dangerous for you to go. To the club or out on a cruise and to Cancun. It was too dangerous and I did not sign that."
"You did. You signed it at the office."
"I don't remember that."
"Get a recent head injury?" he asked bitterly. "I slipped it in with some extra paperwork."
"Which is lying."
"It is not."
"It is."
"No, you called it sneaky. It was the last day we had Ari." His father's face tightened. "Or should I see if they can pull up the security tape?"
"You're grounded to the house except for school."
"Why in the hell do I even bother? Not like it's good enough for you."
"You were doing fine until this episode," he said coolly.
"What episode? This is your shit, not mine. You signed the form. That is your signature. There is no way your suspect was on that ship! There were only twenty adults not working on the ship there. Your suspect didn't even have a passport, which we needed to go on that trip." His father opened his mouth. "We did. The paper says that. Speaking of, I may have left mine there."
"Good, not like you're going to need it. You're grounded to the house except for school."
"Why?"
"Because sneaking papers like that is lying."
"No it's not!"
"It is."
"No, it's not. Not by the definitions I've been given."
"By mine it is, Xander. You will live with my rules under my roof."
"Like I said, I can move tonight."
"You leave this house and I'll have you drug back in chains and kept in chains until you graduate."
"That's fine, I'll move and put my stuff in storage when I graduate." He went back into his room then came out and went to get his dog, bringing him back to his room. "Come on, Blackie. We'll relax together before I scream at the unreasonable beings around here." He slammed the door in his face and locked it.
Gibbs took a deep breath to calm himself down. He walked down the stairs and called Ducky. "What am I doing wrong?" he asked quietly. "I had Tony get him." He sat down, letting his oldest friend calm him down. "Am I unreasonable? He claims he slipped it into some paperwork at the office." Ducky agreed with that and quoted him. He slumped. "It's still...." He nodded, holding his head. "Fine. We'll talk it out. Right now he's locked in his room. No, his windows don't open." He nodded. "Thank you, Ducky." He hung up. "Hungry?" He didn't hear anything. "Xander, want something to eat?" Still nothing. He walked back up there, finding the lights on and hearing the dog in there. The door was still locked so he knocked. Then he knocked harder. His son opened the door and sneered at him. "Hungry?" he asked.
"No, I had a few people for dinner." He slammed the door in his face again and locked it again.
"Xander!"
"Fuck off." He sat down to go back to typing into his laptop at Willow. She understood and sympathized, plus he had stuff they needed to know. He finished the battle plans and got a 'thank you' and a 'calm down and talk to him, maybe he's got reasons' from her. He typed back a ' ha' and his laptop was closed. He took it back. "That was Willow, thank you. Not like anyone else out there can make battle plans." He opened it and went back to it. "Do you mind?" he asked finally, glaring at his father. "I'm actually trying to save the world here." His father logged him off and put the laptop near his stereo then hauled him up and downstairs. "Like I said, I can easily leave."
"You're not leaving. It's dinner time."
"I'm not hungry." His father popped him upside the head. "Would you quit that?"
"No. I won't." He put him in his usual seat and put food on the table, putting some onto his plate. Then he sat across from him. "Eat."
"I'm fine."
"You're not fine."
"No, I'm a bit pissed," he noted bitterly. "Did you have to humiliate me because you're having memory problems? Or perhaps this is the game of the week? Someone at the office has a bet on it, like the director?"
"This had nothing to do with her. I do not remember signing that permission slip and it is too dangerous right now to have you out of the area."
"What's going to happen to me? I might not be blown up?" he demanded, standing up. "I don't need this shit. I've got a battle going on back in Sunnydale that I need to be there for and all too much shit on my shoulders. You won't let me snap any other fucking way and now you took the one way I could? Hell no. Fuck this." He walked off, going back up to his room and heading off once he had his wallet, keys, and jacket. When his car wouldn't start he moved to hotwire his father's but it wasn't going to work either.
"I took the batteries out," Gibbs called from the doorway, watching the dog. "Come eat."
"I'll walk."
"We live twenty miles from civilization and you're still grounded."
"Then maybe I won't kill someone when I find it. Blackie, back inside." His dog ran back inside and he hiked off. He got smart and summoned his phone, getting it into his hand. He at least had that if he needed it.
Gibbs gave him ten minutes then put the battery back into his car, undoing the damage Xander had caused. Then he went after him. He found him still hiking. "Get in."
"No."
"Now."
"No." He took a path into the woods, heading for the nearest neighbor's house. He ran into a harmless wood demon and let it pass, ignoring it. He called Willow. "I hate people. I've decided I'm going to kill them all. Wanna help?" She laughed. "I'm not joking, Willow." He sighed and sat down underneath a tree. "No, I'm not a happy person. No, I'm not in Cancun. He had me escorted from Cancun by Tony. Yeah, him." He held his head. "It's not my fault he doesn't remember signing it. Or that he has some delusion that I'm safer here? Hello, what's going to take me? Yeah. We'll see, Willow. Did you get the battle plans?" He nodded. "Why not?" He thumped his head against the tree, dislodging a few leaves. "Okay. Call me if you need me. Yeah. I can do that too. Thanks." He hung up and got up, dusting himself off. He took off walking again.
A bright idea hit him and he patted himself down for the GPS chip. When he found it he took it out and stomped on it. Then he started walking again. He made it to the neighbor's and the bus line that ran that way. He flopped down onto the bus stop's bench, watching for it. It went a few more blocks and turned around. He checked his watch then the little sign that told you when it ran. He groaned. This was the last run out this way. Oh, well. He could stay at a hotel tonight. His father wasn't a big enough bastard to hurt his dog on him. The bus came up and he paid and got on. Then he flopped down again, watching the city go past. He got into the city's center and got off at the main switching station, going down into the subway. He took it out to the section he felt more at home in. He saw Abby watching and slipped around her, heading up into the night smog. He coughed a few times and headed out to the clubs he usually didn't go to. Too hard core for him usually but he needed to wear out the anger and rage before he snapped and really hurt someone. He paid his cover and walked in, letting the bouncer take his pocket knife. "Can I have that back later?"
"Sure, kid. Make sure you know what's yours."
Xander nodded, looking at it before heading to the floor. The music was pounding through him, vibrating every cell. It wasn't helping him any but it was a start. He slowly lost consciousness as he kept going, stopping someone from mugging him but otherwise he was lost in the music. When the lights started to go up he headed out, stopping to get his pocket knife back. His father had given it to him on his last birthday. He checked, he had his wallet, keys, and phone. He was fine. He checked the street, it was pretty quiet. His watch said it was two in the morning, that explained why, and it also gave him a target. He knew where the illegal raves were going to be this month. He headed down that way, walking slowly, confidently.
A few times a cop car passed and he gave them a cordial nod when one slowed down. He found one of the raves but it was sending his 'demon' senses off the charts. He didn't want to get lost in the hunting tonight. He knew he'd slip and hurt someone. He kept going, finding another one. The music floating out when the door opened was just as hard and techno as the last place. He paid the cover and walked in, heading onto the floor. He got a few admirers but he didn't care. He wasn't here for that. He felt someone watching him and ducked into the crowd and out the emergency exit, heading to a different one. He was not going to be snatched tonight. Nor was he going to be identified in the morning by his pocket knife that would probably be stuck in his chest. He wasn't in the mood to fight, he was nearly ready to cry but he wasn't in the mood to fight. He found a smaller rave and headed in. Goth kids. His adopted family. He found a few he knew and went to dance with them. They would keep him safe.
One looked at him and he shrugged then shook his head. That was the universal teen symbol for 'don't ask' and they all knew that. He moved away from them and headed deeper into the floor, getting caught in the current toward the darker corners. He did get out of one but the other one felt comfortable. He let it carry him. He found a vampire there and sneered, shaking his head. "Not happening," he mouthed. "I'm from the hellmouth." The vampire backed off. "Scram." The vampire left and the dark current quit being as strong but still pretty dark. There were some kids in the corner who were cutting and drinking off each other. He noticed one sawing and walked over, flicking open his pocket knife. "You need it sharpened." The girl smiled and cut herself, letting those around her drink. He wiped off his blade and went back to his dancing. He wasn't going to stop them from being stupid. It wasn't his job. That's what friends and parents were for. He got lost in the music, but he was still furious. He still wanted to hunt, kill, stomp something bloody. It was an urge, the baser instincts in him coming out. He spotted a likely prey but he kept himself from going after the baby vampire. He calmed his mind like he had been taught but it wasn't helping. He went back to his friends. "Stop me," he moaned into one's ear. She pulled him closer. "He yelled because he forgot he signed the slip. He had me fetched."
She patted him gently. "It'll be okay. It's momentary."
"I left. He was going to kick me out anyway."
"I've got a couch."
He looked at her. "I'm too mad. I'll hurt someone." She nodded, patting him and letting him go. "I need stopped."
"Then go check into the psych ward."
He shook his head. "Not that way." He gave her a helpless look. She walked him up to the bar, getting him a single glass of wine. He nodded and drank it quickly, and he bought the next round. He finished it and let the warmth slide through him. He went back to his friends and danced with them, letting it go a bit more now. He felt eyes watching him and turned his back to them. He didn't need this tonight. A warmth moved up behind him and he shifted away, swatting back. The warmth moved closer. "Get off," he called.
"No," the voice said in his ear. "You belong to me."
Xander turned, finding a vampire there. "No I don't. I belong to the slayer." The vampire sneered. "I'm from Sunnydale."
"Prove it."
Xander moved his shirt, showing him the bite marks there. "Prove it well enough?" The man sniffed and stiffened, backing away from him. "Ya think?"
"I do. You're him."
"No shit and I'm trying to get happier. I'm not doing slayer duty tonight. Just leave us in peace and we don't have issues." He let his shirt go and crossed his arms. That got a bow and the man walked off. Xander sighed and huffed, then looked at his friends. He looked at the bar, then shook his head, waving at them. "Laters." They all tried to stop him. "I'm getting a room for the night." They nodded. He pulled out his wallet and found it empty. It hadn't been. Someone was good. He snorted and walked off, going to find the vampires. "Listen, did you really have to mug my ass too?" he demanded.
"That is beneath me."
"I so doubt that."
"Fine. Have it back," he said, handing him a folded bill. Xander looked at him. "You don't trust me?"
"No. I had about a hundred and fifty in my wallet plus my birthday present knife. Oh, and my phone." They were all handed back from the minion's pockets. "Thank you. That's way tacky." He walked off, heading to find a cheap motel. He found one that was so fleabag even the pros weren't working it for the most part. He paid for a night and flopped down in his clothes. Someone knocked on the door. "Not up for fun. Go away," he called in Spanish. The knocking person left. He concentrated, clearing his magic before it went off accidentally. The room was much cleaner a few minutes later. Even the sheets underneath him. He stretched out again and tried to relax but it wasn't working. He sat up and looked at his things, especially his phone. He'd normally call Tony if he had a night like this. Since he was on his father's side this time, that wasn't an option. Someone knocked on the door. "Not interested."
"I can feel you," the voice hissed.
Xander got up, bringing the knife with him. He looked at the demon. "Still not interested but good to know I'm radiating. I'll try to shield that." He slammed the door and went back to bed, looking at the knife. It worked for those others. He saw headlights pull in and heard a door slam. Someone tapped a few minutes later. "Busy," he called in Spanish.
"Let me in."
"No." No way in hell he was letting Kate in tonight. "Go away."
"Let me in or else I'm coming in." Xander sighed but didn't move. She used an old credit card on the door and walked in, closing it again. "Why are you here?"
"Because my father's becoming a forgetful, stupid bastard." He looked at her. "You saw him sign that permission slip, right?"
"I heard you snuck it in there. I was about half asleep." She sat on the foot of the bed. "He had you sent for?"
"No, he sent Tony after me. Drug me out of the party I was in and then home. I'm fucking moving in the morning. I don't need this shit." He looked down again. She took the knife. "I was wondering what the kids who cut themselves get out of it."
"Release." She looked at him. "You shouldn't have those problems." He shrugged negligently. "Come on, you can have my couch. That way he won't worry."
He looked at her. "I don't need it, Kate. Stay out of it before he blames you too." He took his knife back. "I'm not going to harm myself."
"Stupidity is nearly as deadly as being suicidal. Come on, Xander. You can even borrow my shower."
"I have one here. I'm fine." She gave him a look. "I'm serious. I'm fine. How did you find me?" She pointed at his phone. He sighed and took out the extra GPS chip, handing it to her. "Go home, Kate. It's late and you're due in really early," he said quietly. "Before he decides you're taking my side and gets you too."
"He's not like that."
"Yeah he is. Go." She stood up. "Now."
"Knife."
"I might need it."
"You can defend yourself without it." He handed it over. "Thank you." She gave him a look. "You sure?"
"Yeah, I'm fine for the night." She nodded and left, going to report it to the boss. He waited until she was gone then asked to be switched rooms for the night since he had been found by the enemy. The manager smiled. "I cleaned it." That got a nod and he switched him to a room in the back. Xander settled in to clean this one. If he had to wear himself out, he would. Scrubbing was a good way to wear out frustration and rage. Especially when the bathtub was that nasty.
***
Gibbs knocked on the motel room door then he sighed and pulled out his wallet.
A woman next door leaned out. "You looking for the little fish?" He nodded. "He moved out back. Some woman came to visit him last night and he moved like they were all evil."
"To him they are. Which room?"
"Not a clue, cutie."
He nodded. "Thanks." He headed that way, going to find his son if he had to knock on every single door in this place. He found the maid looking at one door and frowning. "My son?"
"Someone's son but he's not a young one. He's your age," she said, looking at him. "Not the first it got too bad for." She went to the office to call someone to pick up the body.
Gibbs glanced then looked at the maid when she came back. "My son's about eighteen, dark haired? Angry. Wearing black?"
"Cleaning boy. He's in 212. Need let in? He a runaway?"
"Misunderstanding." He walked that way and knocked. No answer. He let himself in with a hard turn and a jiggle of the knob and walked in. His son was asleep. It wasn't a restful sleep but he was asleep. He closed the door and sat down in the rickety chair, watching over him. His son calmed and settled into a deeper sleep. He waited a few hours, watching the room's lights shift and change. He heard the clean up crew come from the ME's office. His son stirred at that noise but didn't do more than flip over. Someone knocked on the door around ten and he got up, looking at him. "What?"
"If he's staying he needs to pay for another day." He paid him. "Thank you." He walked off, going to sign him in for another night.
Gibbs sat down again, looking at the body on the bed. He hadn't woken up. It gave him time to think and study his son's body. He was still too tense. Like he expected to be hit by someone. He got up and snuck over to the bed, sitting beside him. His son curled up with his head on his chest, one hand on his stomach, and drifted off again like nothing would trouble him. He waited. He was good at waiting. His son finally woke up. "Morning," he said quietly.
"Why are you here?"
"I should be here. You walked off. I was trying to talk and you walked off."
"You're a judgmental asshole."
"I can be," he agreed. "I've never hid that, Xander."
"You still signed the slip."
"I don't remember doing it and I didn't openly or intend to sign it. Cancun is dangerous. Even you could've been attacked."
"I could be attacked in school."
"I head about the basketball player you stopped from hurting those two girls last semester," he agreed quietly. "Good job." He got a shrug for it. "Does Tony have to say it for you to believe I mean it?"
"Maybe." He sat up and shifted to look at him. "I'm not twelve. I can actually handle myself."
"Tony said you didn't recognize him when he walked in."
"I was in the middle of sex!"
"So?" He looked at him. "You could have been killed, Xander. There was another homicide down there while you were down there."
"Yeah, on the other side of town, by the boat. We were kept on it while they cleaned the scene. We all knew that. I got to answer some of my classmate's questions about what they were doing."
"Good. Maybe we'll get another really good CSI some year." He leaned forward, making him look at him. "How much did you drink?"
Xander moved his face away from him. "Two glasses of wine. Didn't help."
"I'm sorry."
"Yay."
"And that's it for you?" he asked. "I make one big decision and that's all?"
"No. You're still my father," he noted quietly. "It doesn't mean I need the unreasonable demands being made on me. I'm seventeen, not twelve. I've had sex plenty of times, Jethro. It wasn't my first orgy either. Hate to burst that bubble."
"They're dangerous."
"So's breathing the air down at the shipyard with all the smog."
"That's mostly cigarette smoke."
"It's smog."
"Fine. It's smog," he agreed mildly. "It was still wrong to sneak that into the paperwork. I expected you to come to me openly."
"I deserved it! Do you realize what the hell I passed this year? Me! Me who couldn't pass Algebra before with Willow doing my homework when that was eighty percent of my grade!"
"I'm proud you did," he agreed calmly. "I'm very proud of what you've accomplished. I've never been anything but proud of you until you used me that way, son."
"Used you?"
"To get to Cancun."
"I hate to tell you this, Jethro, but I wanted to go with my fellow students, those people who I hang out with. I could've hop on a plane anytime and go to Cancun if I had wanted to go. The same as going to Ireland. That was something for us to make memories on and to be with our fellow students, those who appreciate the same sort of fun we have."
"It's still not safe."
"I'm safer than ninety percent of the people there!" He stood up and looked at him. "Look at me, Jethro. It's not like I can't defend myself. I can and have defended myself and your ass. And Tony's and Kate's and Abby's. The only one I haven't had to defend was McGee. That's mostly because no one wants to hurt Tim." His father's face hardened. "Yeah, remember, I'm the one in active training," he spat.
"So don't go back this summer."
"And do what instead?" he asked dryly. "Hang out at the office? Yeah, because that's not like a jail."
Jethro sighed and looked at him. "Part of the reason it's so dangerous is because of your training, Xander. You could have killed someone."
"I nearly did kill someone last night because I couldn't let go. Even with the alcohol." His father groaned. "Thanks greatly for taking that from me too. Anything else? I'm going to go find breakfast and find an apartment."
"You're not leaving." He looked up at him again. "Sit."
"No."
"Sit and I'll order food."
"I'm not taking shit from you." His father stood up. "What? Going to slap me now?"
"The urge is there," he noted calmly. "You know I'd never hurt you, son."
"No I don't."
"Yes, you do."
"No, I don't. Where's my dog?"
"On his line. Where he should be. Admittedly, he spent most of last night on it as well. I fed him and he's fine." He sat his son down and sat across from him again. "If you wanted to go for that reason, why didn't you explain it that way?"
"I thought you understood," he said bitterly.
"Apparently not. The last time I was on a ship with two hundred people I was on a battle cruiser going somewhere with my unit." Xander shook his head. "What?"
"That's why you won't try to understand, isn't it? Because I won't go into the military?"
"I don't want you in the military, Xander. You're dangerous."
"Only when I'm that pissed," he said darkly, glaring at him. His father popped him on the head. "Do you mind!"
"I'm trying to break it."
"Yeah, well, you're making it grow." He got away from him. "I can move."
"You may not move."
"I will be eighteen in a few more weeks, I'll be moving."
"You will not be moving, Alexander." Xander glared at him. "I want you at home, where it's safer."
"Than what? A battlefield?"
"It was fine until six days ago."
"You still signed it."
"It doesn't matter," he said coolly. He made his son come closer again. "It does not matter whether or not I did sign the slip. It matters that Cancun is dangerous. Since I sent Tony down to get you there's been another two homicides. Did you ever think you were in danger there?"
"I'm in danger anywhere I'm standing or sitting if people find out what I can do and where I'm from," he snorted. "Sunnydale is one of those places that plenty of people would kill me to see if they could gather any power I hold." His father shuddered. "I was probably the safest ever in Sunnydale itself."
"I don't want our cases to impact you."
"There's been three this year, Jethro. That's less than the times they've followed Tony home or hit him on the head," he said facetiously. He saw the hand twitch. "I swear, you hit me and I will slug you back." His father calmed himself again. "What started off this panic, Jethro? Two weeks ago you reminded me to buy sunscreen."
"The new round of homicides."
"And yet we've had how many here in DC since then?"
"Here you've got protectors."
"I'm not an infant!"
"No you're not," he agreed quietly. "But everyone, even me, needs some protection now and then. Or else Kate wouldn't have a new scar on her neck." Xander stiffened at that. "You haven't let that go, have you?"
"Let what go?"
"That you nearly killed him and everything in you was screaming for you to do it."
"No. Not that I haven't had *ample* opportunity since then." He stood up and looked at his father. "I'm fine. I need to unwind and I was doing that with the only method left to me, sex. I was nearly to the point where I had it fully unraveled and I could let go and just enjoy things again and you had to send Tony after me." His face fell. "Yeah. All because you think I'd be a target when I'm in bigger danger here because so many of the goth kids know I'm from Sunnydale and it can get back to the wrong people. Or people who, oh my god, want to take out any of the trainees. I know very well three of us were assassinated recently and I know who did it. It was the assassins class. They were thinning the herd according to them when the ones responsible were stopped by Patrick and the others. They only went after the ones who were staying." His father glared at him. "Yeah, we talk often. Patrick has some respect for me. He has since I nearly killed him for trying to kill me in my sleep." Gibbs nodded at that. "Again, I can protect myself ninety-six percent of the time."
"And the other four?"
"Then I'm not stupid enough to walk out of the house."
Gibbs stood up. "Sometimes it's not stupid. You've missed a lot of school this semester."
"Yay. Yet I'm passing still. Hmm. And I got into Georgetown without your name or my extra training being noted. Also, since you don't have formal custody papers, I can go on financial aid." His father stiffened. "They can consider me an orphan since nothing anywhere says you're my father. Even if it is true, without the legal paperwork they consider me kicked out at sixteen. By their definition I'm living with a nice person who has a spare bedroom. That makes me an independent student and able to sign for my own financial aid. Which means I can live in the dorms and still eat." His father started to move and he caught his arm. "You haven't made your case yet, Jethro. You don't get to start this fight and stomp off like a girl. I'm the gay one."
Jethro moved the hand off his arm and looked at his son. "Don't do that. I'm just as trained as you are to react."
"Then maybe we should go at it so you quit worrying like Ducky's mom."
"Why does she worry about you?"
"She thinks I'm her other son."
"He died when he was twenty-three."
"Yeah, what a shock. You wanna go, we'll go."
"Not here. Work."
"Fat chance. Not with Sheppard there. She'll nark."
"Will you ever forgive her?"
"No," he said simply. "Never. Just think if she hadn't narked I might be the delicate little boy you think I am."
"I knew you weren't delicate when you refused to go to the nearest hospital after Angel attacked you." He nodded. "We'll go home and do it in the woods."
"Fine." He swallowed. "If I win?"
"Then I might unground you by the end of this year."
"I don't see how I deserve it for you having signed it and me going to do something fun and non-violent. That's what you want, isn't it? Me to be a normal guy?"
"I'd love it but you're angrier than anyone I've ever met."
"Then I'll let you have protection and I won't use a weapon." Gibbs nodded and they left. He waved at the motel owner. "I'll be back." That got a nod.
"No you won't."
"Yeah, I will. Especially if the unreasonable shit continues."
"Quit swearing."
"I think I've earned the right."
"I don't. I know Marines who've fought in three wars who don't swear as much as you."
"I don't swear unless I'm mad."
"Yeah, and?"
"Never mind." He looked out the window. They parked and he looked at the mustang, than at him. "Needed backup?"
"He was worried about you. You didn't call."
"Of course I didn't. I'm not going to tell the fucking nark anything when he's on your side and you're being unreasonable."
"Woods, son." Xander sighed and put his jacket on the hood of the car, heading that way to pick the spot. "DiNozzo, we're going to talk in the woods. Keep the dog in there. With you." He walked off, following him. His son finally stopped and turned to face him. It wasn't a great clearing but it was enough and there weren't too many natural weapons laying on the ground. He waved. "Come on."
"You wanted it," Xander told him. "I don't attack first." Gibbs looked shocked at that. "Hmmm. Been listening to your bitch again? That was her issue last week." He waved him on. "Come on. You think I'm helpless, prove it." Gibbs attacked and Xander blocked him, driving him back for a few steps then being driven back. He let himself fall into the same mindset he used when he was sparring in class, give and take, defending his side of the clearing but not trying to take more ground. His father started to sweat and he realized he was, spin kicking and ducking back, taking the opportunity to take off his shirt and wipe off his face. He still used it to block the next blow and drove him back a few more steps before tossing it off to the side. He saw someone else coming and called out in a common demon tongue, knowing that there were a few demons in these woods. "We're only sparring." He winced as one kick got through then attacked faster, letting it go now. All the anger and rage got tapped into and a little bit drained while he drove his father back. He finally stood his ground, body in a ready stance, watching his opponent. His father panted, staring at him. "Satisfied?"
"What did you call out?"
"I thought it was one of the wood demons. I warned him we're sparring."
Jethro nodded. "You got a few good hits in but you were still pulling your punches."
"I don't when my life is in danger."
"I realize that," he said, looking at his son. "Relax, we're done."
"Hold," Tony called. Xander relaxed and stretched against a tree. "Good job."
"Still think I'm too big a princess to look out for myself?" he sneered, grabbing his shirt and shaking it clean before putting it back on. He looked at his father. "I'm going back to Cancun tonight. Anything else?"
His father stood up. "You can have that same sort of fun up here, son."
"No, I can't. Surprisingly enough I can't." He bowed, making it look sardonic. "Now if you'll excuse me I need to pack my shit."
"You're not leaving," Gibbs said, blocking him. He looked into his eyes. "You're still not letting all that rage out."
"You're alive, that would be a true statement." He looked at his father. His father backed off. "Anything else? I'll be back in time for school."
"No, you can hit school Monday. Until then we're going to talk, Xander. You need it."
"No, I don't. You need to start seeing some reality, Jethro. I'm not a baby!"
"You proved that very well but you still don't have the emotional control you need to keep yourself from hurting someone." He moved closer again and his son backed off. "That's not going to work forever."
"Yay." He walked around them and headed inside to pet his dog. "I'm sorry I left you with him for so long, Blackie. Maybe you can come to Mexico with me." His dog gave him adoring looks and followed him up to his room, where he started to pack again. His dog gave him pitiful looks. "You're coming." The dog laid down and Xander put his favorite bone into the bag too, getting a happy bark. "He'd yell at you for doing natural things," he sighed, sitting down to pet him. "Like you needing out when he's got you locked in the basement with the boat." The dog crawled into his lap, letting him cuddle him. "I love you too, dog. You're a good friend." Someone tapped. "No."
"It's me," Tony called.
"The answer's still the same."
The door opened. "I came in to give you this," he offered, handing back the pocket knife. "I got it off Kate."
Xander put it into the bag. "Thank you." He looked at him. "Anything else."
Tony closed the door. "You're destroying him, Xander. He's already lost one family. He's already lost a few exes too."
"That's not my fault," he said quietly.
"In this case it's both your faults. You're stronger than his exes were. You can get him past this point; that point is what drove them off too."
Xander shook his head, looking down at his dog. "I'm not a wife. I'm his son. I'm not helpless. I'm not weak. I'm angry because he's taken away every single way I had of letting it out. Even after that I'm not out of it."
"How were you wearing it out?" he asked, moving a suitcase and sitting on the foot of his bed, resting against the footboard.
"Before, I'd go lube myself mentally with a few drinks and let it phase out with some music and fun."
"Okay. And he stopped that?" Xander nodded. "Do you understand why?"
"It's not like it was a habit!"
"If you were doing it more than once a month, it was."
"I didn't have set intervals, just when things started to overload me. I went nearly a whole semester once without needing it." He looked down again, going back to petting his dog. "You need brushed."
"He didn't I'm sure. So he stopped it because that's the first rationalization on the road to alcoholism." Xander glared at him. "It is. You've seen it up close and personal."
"That's why I'd never turn into them. Yeah, maybe two or three times a month I had four, five drinks. That's all. I didn't get shitfaced drunk and if I got too loose I stopped myself. I told you this."
"You did," he agreed. "I'm making sure you remember it. What was the second way?"
"Sex."
"Which can be dangerous, especially with those you choose," he noted dryly, curling his feet up so he was more comfortable. "How many times have you gotten that one to work?"
"Four or five since I've been here," he admitted. "I was nearly there when you decided you should carry a club."
"If I had known I would've let you alone for an extra hour or so." He reached over to pet the dog. "What about earlier? You turned on the whoop ass switch on him."
"I did and it didn't work."
"That means that you've got it blocked and we've got to get rid of it before you become one of those things we hunt," he said quietly.
"I'm trying!" he shouted.
"I know you are," he agreed calmly and quietly. "Calm down. You're upsetting your dog." Xander calmed himself down and went back to petting his dog again. "Thank you." He swallowed. "If I took you to a really great brothel and let ten, twelve people have you, could you wear it out?"
"I honestly don't know. With the way you drug me out of there it added to it and I was already at the overload spot with that one kid."
"What kid?"
"I stopped one of my fellow seniors from raping three girls he had tied up."
"Good. Excellent job," he praised calmly. "You wanted to kill him?"
"I nearly killed him. That's when I realized I was overloaded again."
"You need better sensors." He stood up. "Come on. Leave this. He's not going to touch it."
"I don't think I can."
"Why? You've trusted me for years now, Xander."
"Yeah, and then you pulled me out of there like I'm some brainless little child who doesn't know what I was doing." He looked down at his dog. "You broke the trust I had."
"Are you going on a one-strike policy?"
"No. Not at the moment," he said honestly.
"Then trust me for today." He wiggled his fingers. "Come on. Let the dog nap in the luggage." Xander put down his dog. "Blackie, I'll bring him back and he'll cuddle." The dog barked so he smiled and petted him. "I promise. I'll bring him back and he'll be okay." He opened the door, finding Jethro in the halls. "I'll have him back in a few hours, boss." He walked Xander out. "Come on." He took Xander out to his car. "Open the glove box and put on the mask," he ordered as he pulled out.
"It's a secret?"
"Yup." Xander sighed but did as ordered. Tony took him where he went when the world went over his head and he felt like he was drowning. He checked the blindfold, finding the boy nearly asleep. "Xander, we're here. Keep it on." Xander nodded, letting him get out and come around to help him out. "You're going to talk to someone who's very experienced in this stuff. I trust this person with my soul. Do you understand?" Xander hesitated but nodded. "Good. This isn't very common for me but now and then I've got to come here too. I start to feel like I'm drowning." Xander sighed and slumped, nodding. "You are never to get this bad again, Xander. You'll have a lot of other options once this is out of you." He walked him inside and handed the bouncer something. His key was checked and got a nod. "This is Xander. He's Gibbs' son." Xander made a protesting noise. "Total honesty, Xander. I mean it. No one here will say anything."
"Okay," he said quietly.
"Good boy." The bouncer nodded and let him into a room to wait. Tony nodded at the person coming in. "This is Xander."
"So I was told." He sat down. "Why bring him to me?"
"He's to the point of drowning. His usual methods aren't working. He's tried both and it's not working. I interrupted one but that was after probably three hours in an orgy."
"I've been to that point," he admitted. "The other?"
"Some mental lube and letting it out while he had fun. His father stopped that one."
"That's what some good parents do. Leave us." Tony nodded and backed out, leaving them. "Take it off." Xander took off the blindfold and checked his surroundings before him. "You're trained," he noted. "How?"
Xander sat across from him. "First, survival in a house of drunks. Then hunting in Sunnydale, I hunted with a slayer. Then I moved with my father and the CIA took me in for some pre-agent training." He looked at his hands. "Things just keep building and I can't let it go. Dad won't let me do it my way and the other way wasn't working this time." He looked up again. "Dad and I sparred earlier so I could prove to him I wasn't a helpless little person and I couldn't even wear it out that way," he admitted calmly. "I will end up hurting the next person who jumps me."
"Understood." He stood up and held out a hand. "Come. Tony trusts me," he said when his hand wasn't taken. "I can make you wear it out this time. Then you and Tony will work on how to relieve it more often so things quit piling up." Xander took his hand and stood up, walking out with him.
***
Tony walked Xander back into the house, guiding the sleepy boy up to his room. He found everything back in place where it should be and all the laundry cleaned and put away. Even if the dog was on the bed. He put the boy onto his side and took off his shoes, getting a sleepy mumble. "You sleep, Xander, then we'll talk," he whispered. Xander nodded and clutched his dog like a teddybear. He walked out, closing the door. He turned and found Gibbs there. "Downstairs."
"Where did you take him?"
"To the person who helps me when I get overloaded. Downstairs." He headed that way, getting a beer on the way. He took his usual spot on the stairs, letting Gibbs go past him and sit down in the old recliner in the basement. "He was overloaded. So strongly that he fought back for a few minutes," he admitted, popping it open. He took a drink and put it beside him. "He's better now."
"How?"
Tony shrugged. "However he decided was best. I don't know. I don't need to know. I know how it works for me and I know that we're going to have to help him learn to relieve that stuff sooner. He's storing stress from back in Sunnydale still, Gibbs." He clutched his hands and looked at him. "He was honest. He was going to hurt someone. Soon. He couldn't let enough of it go earlier with you." Gibbs nodded at that, taking a drink of his own beer. "He needs to quit categorizing. That's one problem I noticed. It's bordering on a different person when he's in danger or in a crisis, or even hunting, as opposed to what he's like in the normal life stuff. Then you caught the one thing that could make him explode and self-combust, his fear that he would never be good enough for you and that you were only humoring him or watching him to see what he was good for," he finished quietly, looking at him. "He's good on physical training, right?"
"They said field medicine, electronics, that stuff."
"That might be a good idea. He's got some tight bonds with some of them."
"He said he still talks to Patrick now and then," he admitted, taking another drink. "How long will this one last?"
"Depends on how strong the desire and the need to protect and hunt get. With the battle coming up he's worried about that. He was right about one thing. He hasn't had a lot of fun this year," he said quietly. "Last year he got to play a lot more than this year. He's had some hellish classes that he spent a number of nights awake studying for. He didn't understand a word they said. He was parroting it back. That's how he settled it to minimize the stress before he snapped then. This semester, his gay art class isn't very happy for him. It's not linking with what he thinks it means to be gay so he's frustrated and railing against the teacher." Gibbs nodded slowly at that. "That could be a clash of ideals. It could be that the teacher is going on and on about how it's wrong and that stuff. How this is perverted the art world, which he does about every Monday."
"He has it Monday and Thursday."
"Uh-huh," he agreed, picking up his beer to take a drink. "Then you add into it the stress of finding those three girls tied up and no one wanting to listen to him. Until he forced one of the security guards in there at gun point. Then he believed him and called someone. They identified the student and Xander pointed him out for the cops, which meant the kid came after him when he made bail. So there's an assault charge added later on that got it revoked." He took another swallow and put it back down. "Then the pressure Sheppard is subtly putting on him about being a disgrace to you because he's gay and being trained by them. On top of our cases, which he helps with whenever he's in. Plus the stuff with Kate and Ari." He pressed his lips together and looked around then back at him. "Kate said he was wondering what kids who cut themselves get out of it but he wasn't going to go there. I'm going to add a yet if he ever gets this bad again."
"Would me not letting him go back there help?"
"I honestly don't know," he admitted. "To him that's like Job Corps."
"Oh." He finished his beer and reached over, taking Tony's to finish. "Anything else?"
"Since the thing with the rapist, none of his playmates will play with him. He's been flying solo and going to hang with the goth kids more often. Then again, they know who he really is and it's possible that it could put him in more danger if certain...things found out. For right now, I think he needs the rest. He hasn't had any recently," he offered. "Then he needs a good meal. Then he needs his father back because you've gotten to the same point you did with your exes, Gibbs. To the point where you're pushing him away. It's not helping him any. He was more than serious. He will move and they'll have him back within a few days. You'll lose your son the same way you lost the others." Gibbs glared at him. "I'm being honest, Gibbs. Did you want me to coddle you when I can't do it to Xander?"
"You could. He's always went to you."
"That's because you're this scary guy who expects things from him. I'm only the fantasy he's had for a while. My praise means as much as yours does to him but for different reasons. You don't praise. If he gets some from you it's as rare as an eclipse."
"That's how..."
"I know. That's how you were raised and trained. I get that. He gets that. That's why he looks to others for praise and encouragement. Namely me." He took a deep breath. "Some day he'll find some nice guy who'll take my place. He'll break the crush and he'll move on. Then we'll all breathe easier as long as he's a nice guy. Until then, we've got to find a way for him to release that. Without killing him."
"Then we do what?"
"Then we support him just like we do any other kid, Gibbs. He's just a normal senior. He wants to have fun. He wants to date and do fun stuff and get into mild trouble. We're doing a good job for the most part. You're an incredible father. Up until things started to pile up and no one but McGee noticed."
"How did he know?"
"I asked, he mumbled something about his junior year in college. I'm guessing even the huge geek brain of his got overloaded there for a bit. Your son's had a course load that has broken others."
"He has. I'm proud of him. I told him that."
"Yeah, but by the time you told him that he was already halfway to drowning, Gibbs. He needs to relax. That's why he wanted to go to Cancun." He heard a door slam. "I think he's up. Or he could be gone now." He got out of the way while Gibbs checked, smiling when the sounds of a grumpy Xander being walked back to bed floated down. Gibbs came back ten minutes later. "He good?"
"Fast asleep." He flopped down again, looking at him. "Would this be the cause of headaches?"
"Either that or he needs glasses. Ask him later." He shrugged. "He'll probably answer. He should be in a more pliant and reasonable mood later if you would be. If you stress him back out again, he'll snap and leave." He stood up. "I can stay if you want."
"Please. I think we need a neutral being."
"Sure, but I'm not going to be neutral. You heard him earlier. He didn't come to me because I went down there for you. I nearly lost his trust totally."
"So you're like his mom?" he asked dryly.
"Not hardly. He's not got anything Freudian in him." He gave him a look. "I'm the fantasy that he's had for years, Gibbs. Think back when you were a teenager. Didn't you have one?"
"Or two. A few movie stars." Tony just grinned. "You're not that cute."
"I know. Let me guess, Beach Blanket Bingo?"
"No comment." He shifted and listened to the house. "The dog's moving." Tony hopped up and went to check on him, letting him out to use the yard. Then he went back up there to cuddle with his master. Tony came back. "They good?"
"Blackie needed to use the yard." He sat down again, handing Gibbs the beer he had gotten on his way through the kitchen, popping his own. "He's still fast asleep. It's time to set some priorities with him, boss."
"I want him to try his best in school and be happy. If the training isn't, then he doesn't have to go back. I'm against him going back."
"He knows." He took a sip and looked at him. "What about his internships?"
"If he wants. If not, I'd like it if he got some sort of summer job."
"That's reasonable but I'm sure he'd rather travel."
"Probably. He seems to like to travel."
"The world is a wide and wonderful place. What you got in the Marines going to different places, he goes without the troop around him."
"I had plenty of times wandering on my own," he admitted. "I liked to travel."
"Then go with him. Take a family vacation. You were thinking about taking one, take one."
"He seems to like to go places with you."
"I wouldn't mind if you went with me," Xander admitted as he came down. He took Tony's beer to sip, grimacing. "Nasty cheap crap. The beer in Ireland is better."
"It's always better when it's native," Tony noted, grinning at him. "Have a good nap?" Xander nodded, resting against his shoulder. "We good again?"
"I'm still mad you busted in there like you owned me. Until you're sinking into my ass every day, you don't have that right."
"Agreed. Next time I'll show a lot more tact."
"Thank you." Xander yawned and snuggled in. "Sorry, I'm still really tired."
"You can nap. We can talk in the morning."
"You paid for the room."
"So it'll go to someone else who could use it for the night," he offered. He leaned forward. "If you're that tired, go to sleep, son."
"If I do, I'll have more nightmares." He blinked hard. "Sorry."
"What nightmares?"
"I had some math numbers attacking me last night." He shrugged. "It happens."
Gibbs got up and came to stand his son up, looking at him. "Nightmares?" Xander shrugged. "Fighting, hunting nightmares? Training nightmares? Ari nightmares?"
"D, all of the above?" Tony guessed. Xander nodded, sitting down again. "Then we can work on those. What else is keeping you from working right?"
"I don't know," he admitted, sounding tired now. "Must we do this?"
"I told you to go take a nap and we'd talk tomorrow," Gibbs reminded him. "You're the stubborn one." Xander gave him a dirty look. "Let's narrow this down. Do you want to go back there for training this summer?" Xander shrugged. "Is that an I don't care or I don't know?"
"I don't know. I may not care. I need what they're going to teach me and they'll pay for my college."
"I think we can work that out through the financial aid department, son."
"Still need it," he noted.
"You could learn it in college or from Ducky for the field medicine stuff."
"No I can't. Ducky talks too much and I'm a hands-on guy." He yawned again and rested against Tony's shoulder, making him smile. "For me?"
"Yup, just for you." He put an arm around him, letting him snuggle in properly. "This is your choice. Do you want to go back there to train this summer?"
"I don't know. So many things are going wrong."
"I know. What did you tell them?"
"That."
"Okay. Then how about we go somewhere together?" Gibbs suggested. "After graduation and after the mess in Sunnydale is over with." Xander perked up some at that. "Wherever you want to go. You've earned it and that can be your graduation present instead of the new electronics I was going to get you."
Tony nudged him. "He was going to replace your tv and your stereo if you wanted."
"Can we hit somewhere in Asia? Somewhere kinda mysterious but with places to look and go 'ooh' over?"
"We can," Gibbs agreed. "We'll figure that out. Take a week off." Xander grinned at that and his stomach clenched. He hadn't seen that smile all year. "You were right, I shouldn't have let Tony come down there like that. Those were my orders to drag you off." Xander yawned and nodded. "Now, about this moving out crap?"
"Are you going to stay reasonable?"
"I'd like to try."
"Then I'll stay." He closed his eyes. "I need a new boyfriend."
"I heard." Gibbs leaned forward, tugging on his pantsleg. "You can talk to me about that stuff too you know." Xander nodded. "Older guys?"
"Not greatly older. Just slightly older so they're more steady and can still have fun." He closed his eyes again. "They're nicer and they're more gentle and they don't do juvenile shit like play games with me."
"Who did that?" Gibbs asked.
"I ended up going out with mega-jock man, Bryon."
"The guy from the first day of school?" Tony asked. Xander nodded. "What happened?"
"It was okay for a few weeks then he decided he wanted to play. We played now and then with some handcuffs and he added a blindfold that night. I wasn't supposed to know it wasn't him. I could tell it wasn't him. He wasn't as loose and his blow job didn't suck as well. No pun intended. Bryon gives crappy blows. I'm better and I have to fight my gag reflex. Anyway, I'm pretty sure Bryon taped it because I heard the camera's case click shut and the tape buttons being pushed. Then I got a second blow that was definitely him. I faced down the other kid a few weeks later and pointed out that if he had wanted me all he had to do was ask nicely and go out with me. He freaked, Bryon is making my life a living hell with the other jocks. The other gay kids are calling me a slut." He shrugged. "Not like I slept with a teacher."
"No, you didn't. You passed those classes without it and I'm proud," Gibbs assured him. "I only wanted you to try the best you could, Xander." Xander gave him a gentle, soft smile. "Did you kick Bryon's ass?"
"In front of two other jocks and one really gossipy cheerleader, who got the whole story and the tape is supposedly destroyed. But it's still ruining both our reps."
"I'm sorry. At least there's only a few more months to go."
"Yup and I'll be back in Sunnydale."
"Not unless there's no other way," Gibbs said firmly.
Xander looked at him. "Are you volunteering a few companies of Marines?" He shook his head. "Then I'll be back in Sunnydale for a few days." He closed his eyes again. "I've done the battle plans and sent them over."
"I saw. They were good. Willow wanted advice in moving something depending on where they face him down."
Xander snuggled in and wrapped his arms around his pillow's waist. "He'll do it during the eclipse. Graduation day."
"It is?" Tony asked. Xander nodded. "Where will the Mayor be?"
"I'm thinking there. It'll be the only place that'll have people he can eat because he's going to be a hungry giant demon."
"How do you kill it?"
"Rip it apart."
"How?" Gibbs asked again.
"I don't know yet. Depends on if he's going to be at graduation or not. And what we can sneak in. Tired, go over that tomorrow."
"Okay. Are you sure about Georgetown?" Xander nodded. "Did they accept you? I haven't seen a letter."
"I hung it on the fridge."
"It wasn't there that I've seen."
"Stupid bastards who're training me," he muttered. "They sent me a card."
"I'm going to kick their asses, son, you mind?" He shook his head. "Good. Then there's about to be some ground rules set." He got up. "Want to sleep under the boat?"
"It'll fall on me."
"It doesn't on me."
"It likes you. I've had to sand corners down because you're mean to my dog."
"Point. Let's get you somewhere more horizontal."
"Bad nightmares."
"I'll go get my DVD player and a few movies. You can nap on the couch and we'll sit in there, how about that?" Tony offered quietly. Xander shrugged. "Action?"
"Sleepy girly movies?"
"Son, if I'm going to watch them they can't be that girly."
"I know what to get." Xander let him go and trudged that way, the dog following him. He didn't like the basement anymore apparently. Tony stood up. "Classics? Bogart?"
"That'd be fine," he decided. "I'll make dinner. You get a bag of chips." Tony nodded. "Get more beer too?"
"Sure, boss." He went to do that. Gibbs went up to let his son nap on his thigh, it was keeping him calm and keeping some of the nightmares away. For now.
***
Kate looked up as Tony and Gibbs came in together the next morning. "Why does it look like neither of you slept?"
"Because his son has PTSD so bad he's not sleeping more than thirty minutes at a time," Tony told her. "Even if we were." She groaned. "He's fine now. We've worked it out. He'll be in later to help Abby in the lab for a few hours since his class is entirely on break but him and two others. Then they're going to lunch and comparing lists of where in Asia Xander might want to go to for his trip from his father for graduation."
"Are we still getting him ours?" McGee asked. Gibbs nodded. "Is he okay now?"
"No. He's in because I've got to go to Langley and set down some boundaries. They took his acceptance letter off the fridge." He finished what he needed to do. "New case?"
"Not yet. We'll call you," Kate promised. He nodded and headed out with his coffee and his sidearm. She looked at Tony. "That bad?"
"Um, yeah. Oh, Probie, can you mark it on our calenders that we have to have the fifteenth off? Xander's got to testify in the trial of the rapist he stopped at school and then was assaulted by."
"Excuse me?" the director asked from the stairs behind him. "The boy did what?"
Tony turned his chair around to look at her. "He walked into an empty classroom to have a moment of peace and quiet and found three tied up girls, Director. He had to get pushy to get anyone to believe him. If I heard right he pulled his sidearm on the guard and made him go in there to check with him. That got the girls an ambulance and the police. The police used him to point out which kid when they identified the suspect by name. Xander pointed him out during lunch. Everyone there knows he's Fed Junior, as they put it, so that part didn't get him into trouble but the kid made bond and came after him. Xander kicked his ass when the kid pulled a knife and had him rearrested. His trial's starting the tenth and they're expecting to need Xander on the fifteenth. Since this is his first one, his father thought he could use the moral support and some coaching. Plus some wardrobe help so he doesn't wear the kilt in."
"Kilt?" she asked.
"Abby talked him into it," Kate said, waving a hand. "She helped him buy one in her grandmother's tartan and made him wear it one day last year during his internship." Tony produced a picture. "Of course you have one."
"Of course I do. I also have one of him with his certificate that we took well after the day was over with." He handed it over. "That kilt."
She took it to look over. "I wondered why there was an amendment to the local office's dress code that said no kilts, no leather, and no mesh tank tops."
"Abby had taken Xander shopping during lunch. Since he didn't have a locker, all he had was the leather and t-shirts or a mesh tank top she had made him buy," McGee told her happily, smiling even. "He does look quite lethal in it."
"He does. He's also looking for a new boyfriend. Since that incident and the thing with Kate, all his friends have quit playing with him," he told McGee. "So if you know a guy about my age..."
"I'll pass that to some friends. I do actually know a few gay guys your age." He shook his head and typed out an email, sending it to his other account so he could send it later.
"He goes for older men?" Kate asked. Tony nodded. "I thought it was just you."
"No, he said it'll give him a bit more security and they don't do juvenile crap like some of the other kids he's dated. He's looking for someone about ten steps down from the daddy figure."
"Okay, so slightly older and still fun enough to play with him, but old enough to have gotten the player genes worked out already?" Tony nodded. "Don't you know a few?"
"Straight ones. I don't know very many gay guys and most of the bi ones I know are in relationships. Which is what he's after. He's thinking years ahead of his time at the moment." She smiled at that. "Come up with a list for Gibbs. Xander wants to go somewhere fun and slightly mysterious but that has good places to wander and wonder at. He's thinking Asia."
"Gibbs would freak over Singapore being suggested," the director said, shaking her head. "Where is he? I know he came in."
Tony looked at her again. "He's going to set some ground rules with the bastards who're training his son during the summers. They've done things like take his acceptance letter off the fridge and put another teacher into the school. So part of Langley's basement may be on fire within an hour. Then again, they did teach Xander how to make explosives."
"Is that how Abby got those for that experiment?" McGee asked, looking confused. "All I remember was she grinned and said it was a private contact. I always wondered who made clay animals out of plastic explosives."
Tony nodded. "Yeah, I asked him later that night. They taught him how to make all sorts of plastic explosives in the kitchen. Including the official formulas and things. Supposedly he passed with flying colors."
The director moaned and headed off again. "No wonder. They made his son Rambo."
"Worse," Kate called. "He was Rambo back where he grew up. Now he's worse because he's got training behind it." She looked at Tony. "If he's allowed to go, what's this summer?"
"Field medicine, more electronics, and more computers. They won't do more weapons stuff since the rest is classified and he's not going to work with them." They shared a look. "Then he'll come back here for another internship and some field lessons since he'll be eighteen at that time."
"No he won't be."
"Gibbs said he was," Tony called back. The director came back down and glared at him. "Gibbs said so and Morrow said so, ma'am. Xander wants to work here once he graduates all his college training. He might be down in the lab with Abby now. That's where he spent most of last summer. She even trusts him to run tests without her supervision now." She groaned at that. "I think she got him certified and everything in at least one field."
"Wonderful. So this summer is what sort of lessons?"
"Starting with the field lessons," Gibbs said as he joined them. "Why?" He looked at her. "Problems with that too?"
"Is that wise, Jethro? He'll be eighteen, let him have some fun."
"He'll have plenty of fun. I'm only going to let him work three days a week."
"Was his last one paid?"
"No, the training program pays him a stipend." He put his coffee cup down and looked at McGee. "Got any emails yet? They weren't there."
He checked both accounts and nodded. "I did. They said they're hiding from you. If he wants to come back, he's due by July 12th. If not, they'll come talk to him. They do say that they are sorry they broke in to check his acceptance letters and they're courier-ing them over for you." He looked at his boss. "And again they're very sorry."
"They certainly are," Tony agreed dryly. "That was probably written by the same genius who sent the blonde girl after him."
"Probably," Gibbs agreed dryly, sitting down. "Tell them I'll tell him that. We're going to somewhere in Asia."
"Singapore, boss?" Tony asked with a grin.
"Not a *bad* idea. A bit dangerous but he proved he could handle himself against me yesterday. I only got in four or five really good blows. Speaking of, was his knee bruised?"
"I didn't see one this morning when he was wandering around in his boxers."
"Huh. He didn't bruise on the one side strike I got in either." He nodded, looking impressed. "My son is very tough. I'm proud of that alone. Afterward was about as close to the warm fuzzies Abby talks about as I'll ever get."
"Hell I'm proud. He held himself against you," Tony said dryly. "You should've seen it, Kate. All the training they gave him last summer shows. Very well."
"He still tried to stake me twice," Gibbs pointed out.
"True, but that's his past showing, boss."
"Hmm. Japan you think?"
"No, and not Korea or Vietnam either," Tony reminded him.
"How about Jakarta or Thailand?" McGee suggested. "Go with the old faiths and the old ways? He seems to follow Wicca fairly closely."
"He does," Gibbs agreed, considering it. "Isn't one of them near revolt?"
"Check the State Department, Jethro," the director sighed. "Should I tell Morrow he'll be there?"
"I told him it was up to him," he said, looking over at her. "He has the full right to that decision, the same as he has the right to decide if he wants to do a summer during college so they'll pay for Georgetown for him."
"Hey, boss, I was wondering. How much is his stipend?" McGee asked.
"Ten grand a summer," Tony said blandly. "They pay more when they know they're breaking the law." They all looked at him. "It's not legal to teach someone to make semtex."
"It's not," Gibbs agreed. "He did get the full stipend last summer as well. Plus he spent about three thousand hours working with Abby. He earned it." Tony grinned at that. "Yes, they're eternally cute together but he still can't wear eyeliner in the lab."
"But he looks so cute as King Goth," McGee teased.
"Where was I that day?" Kate asked.
"In the bathroom. It was the day before the kilt." He frowned. "Thinking back, he did tell Morrow that he could pull off a kilt but not her skirts." Gibbs snickered at that and the director moaned, going back to her office. "I showed her the picture, boss."
"You still have it?"
"Yeah, I've got a few Xander blackmail pictures in my desk."
"Let me see." Tony gathered them up and carried them over, leaving the three sexy ones in there. "The others?"
"Umm. Kinda kinky Xander in those, boss." One was held up. "That was for a play at a club." He got the others and handed them over. Gibbs took one look at the top one and handed it to Kate, who whimpered and handed it back picture side down. "He's cute and shirtless in that one," he defended. "You could tell he shaved for swim season." He let McGee have it, watching him blush. "Abby took it, they were dressing up to hit a goth rave. Those are her straps he's hanging onto and her twinkly lights backlighting him." He took the others back, weathering the odd look. "I'm handing them to your future grandchild so we can have them get back at him for all the angst he put us through." He took the other one back and put them back into his desk.
"I might be dead by the time I have grandchildren," Gibbs pointed out. "Hopefully so." He shuddered. "With his luck, they'll be little Republican clones. Or accountants."
"Then I'll definitely get to get him back for all the raves I got drug to as the chaperone, boss." Tony gave him a slightly manic look. "You know that jingle that you keep swearing at because it won't go away in your head? I've got a few techno songs like that now. They're good and all but did you know your son had the soundtrack to Mortal Kombat?"
"No, I didn't. The movie?"
"Yeah, that one." He shook his head quickly. "I keep hearing the 'pick a character' song that was on the movie and the game."
"I can smack you if you think it'll help," Kate offered with a sweet grin. Her computer beeped and she looked at the IM that had just popped up. "Abby's in the security system again, Gibbs. She said only she gets to spank Tony or Xander. That they're both her puppies to spank with a rolled up newspaper."
Gibbs called down there. "They want you back by July 12th if you're going back. If you're not there they'll come talk to you. All the stuff they took is being sent back today and they moved before I could blow them up. Thank you. Now get back to work and quit playing with the security system." He hung up. "Abby's telling him." McGee squeaked. "He hack you again?"
"Yes!" He pouted and locked his system but Xander unlocked it on him and sent him an IM saying he needed to change his password. It was well past the dirty underwear that had brown spots stage. He gaped. "I know she's got the poster that says 'passwords are like underwear' but really!"
Tony laughed. "He got me the other day from home. Don't feel bad." His computer was taken over. "Hey, Willow's on." He typed back at her and she left. "He keeps leaving his laptop on, boss."
"It won't shut off without never coming back on."
"Graduation is when?" Tony asked.
"Two months," he offered,"why?"
"When is Sunnydale's?"
"A week earlier. Again, why?"
"Giving him his present early, just in case?" he suggested quietly.
"It won't be in for another week," McGee offered, "but I can deal with his laptop and loan him a system if he needs one."
"Everything's saved down onto his," Gibbs assured him. His system got taken over and he typed in a message to Willow, getting questions on strategies. "Crap. He's speaking at Graduation." He called the lab. "Willow's on my system, Xander." He hung up and came jogging up the stairs, moving him to type at her. He sighed and nodded. "Well?"
"I'll have to go back. That just screwed my battle plan all to hell."
"Is that a terrorist activity?" the director yelled from her doorway.
"There's going to be an unknown being attacking my former school's graduation, Director. I'm helping." He went back to typing, getting an okay and a promise that she'd leave the NCIS systems alone. He smiled at his father. "Well...." He walked off, then came back and looked at him and put a tape down before walking away. "Abby said I can stay with her tonight."
"You're going home and brushing your mangy beast, again," Gibbs ordered, looking at the tape. He held it up and Tony nodded. So he found a tape recorder, took Tony's headphones off his discman in his desk, and went to listen to it outside.
"Now where did he go?" the director complained a few minutes later.
"He's listening to something Xander made for him," Tony said quietly. "What did you need?"
"Staff meeting about the upcoming budget."
"I go to those," Kate assured her, getting up and grabbing some paper and a pen. The director did not look amused. "Do you really expect Gibbs to deal with that?"
"He's team lead."
"So?" She shrugged. She walked past her. "Main conference room?"
"Yes," she complained, following her. "Any other delegations I should know about?"
"McGee handles all admin paperwork since he's the probie," Tony said with a happy grin. "I handle all awards related things."
"Does that mean you did go to get Xander's?" McGee asked. Tony nodded. "Cute."
"I fueled a great many adolescent fantasies that day. Half the girls and most of the guys drooled. It was a good day," he said smugly. "I can delegate that to you if you want."
"No thanks. Public speaking is not my thing." They shared a look. He looked up. "Oh, Director, we need a new coffeemaker. One of Ducky's and Abby's experiments ate the last one."
"How?"
"I'm not sure and those things I'd rather not know," he admitted honestly. "Those two with Xander helping and egging them on is a horrible thing to unleash on the world."
"Remember the pink foam last summer?" Tony joked.
"Don't remind me, please?" he begged. "I nearly got eaten by the pink foam of doom. If we have another month like that without cases, I'll help them rent a place to experiment in peace."
"Pink foam of doom?" she asked.
"Abby wanted to figure out how to make a foam index, like they have for paint samples? So she and Xander, with a bit of help from Ducky and a reluctant Mr. Palmer, the autopsy gremlin...."
"Hey!" McGee protested. "He's a nice guy."
"He is but he's really strange. Anyway they made up and tested all sorts of foam. Including some that was like the baby of party foam that they use at clubs and fire retardant foam. It did nearly eat McGee." McGee put his head down. "The most fun was when they sprayed that capture foam and then ice skated on it when they added liquid nitrogen blasts."
"True," McGee said, turning his head just enough to smirk at him. "That was fun and Gibbs nearly fell on his ass. I liked that one." He put his face back down.
"If we have another month without cases, I'll send you on vacation," the director promised. "With Abby." She headed up to her budget meeting with a quick stop to take something for her new headache. She walked in and found only one team lead. Two senior agents, and two secondary senior agents waiting on her. She called the others and sat down to wait for a few minutes. "Are these always like this?" They all nodded. "Is that the paperwork issue?"
"Gibbs started it and our bosses decided they had too much to do too, ma'am," one said, smiling at her. "Oh, Ducky, Xander's in," he offered when he walked in.
"I saw him and he looked well rested for once," he agreed, shaking his hand with a smile. "How are the wife and kiddies?"
"Doing wonderful. That root extract you suggested worked wonders on her hair. Thank you, Ducky." He smiled at the others as they came in. "Be nice to the director, guys. She thought Gibbs went to budget meetings." That got some polite laughs but they settled in to work on this.
***
Gibbs walked up to where Tony was having lunch, leaning down to get into his face. "You'd be good for him. If you and he do make a go of it, I won't complain, but if you hurt him I will rip you apart cell by cell. Are we understood?" Tony gave him a hesitant nod. He let him listen to the last few minutes and Tony moaned. "I know you were drunk too. I don't care. If it happens, you'd be good for him. You've been very good to him the whole time he's been with me. So if you and he do try I'll be cheering you on and won't say a word. If you can't make it work, then you had better not hurt him." He went to the counter to get his own lunch and came back. "You can give that back to him. I know it's special."
"Um, yeah," he said quietly. "I don't remember saying that," he admitted after a few more bites.
"It's your voice. I've heard you drunk before."
Tony listened to it again. "It definitely is me. I didn't think I did, Gibbs. I'm sorry if this warped your view of me somehow."
"No. It's comforting. If something happens to me, you'll be there for each other and help each other over your grief. That's what I'd want." Tony nodded at that and ate another bite. "Just make him happy if it does happen."
"It probably won't."
"Not saying you should do it today. I don't think he's ready for you yet." Tony nodded that he agreed since he was chewing. "But if it does. Now, what happened at the budget meeting?"
"I don't know. Kate does that."
"Good point. Good beef today," he offered, taking a bite.
"It is," Tony agreed, pushing the earlier talk into the back of his mind. He would think about that and how he had cooed and told Xander he loved him on the tape later.
***
Xander presented himself to the director's secretary, taking a cookie with a smile. "She summoned me?"
"She did. Let me see if she's done with the last one." She called in there. "Director, Xander is in. Sure I can feed him a few more cookies." She smiled and hung up. "She needs about another ten minutes, she's on a conference call."
"That's fine." He took another one with a wink. "So, I've been a good boy, right? Not too bad since the last time dad and I got into it a few weeks back?"
"As far as I know," she assured him. "Is your father in?"
"Tony is. Dad was down bugging Ducky the last I know."
"I'll save a few of them for them." The director opened her door. "Go ahead." Xander finished his last cookie as he walked in.
The director looked at him. "Thank you for dressing today."
"I dress every day. This is the stupid uniform for school." He sat down and looked at her, then licked off his fingers. "Sorry, she spoils me with cookies."
"That's fine," she agreed tolerantly. "Xander, I know it's distressing...."
"If you say you want to date my father, I will have to protest strongly. That could be counted as sexual harassment."
"I'd never think of it. Jethro made his opinions on that matter very clear." Xander nodded, letting her go on. "No, I was talking about your training. I had similar training early in my career and your father had to straighten out some of mine because I wasn't suited for field work at that time." She swallowed. "You know they want you back."
"I do. I'm not fully against that, just what they've done and our holiday schedule. I'm not sure when we're going yet."
"That's reasonable," she agreed calmly. "I know that you wanted to do a set on electronics this summer?"
"I've spent the last semester fixing my laptop. Tim's taught me some but he can't teach me much. He's a pre-formed circuit board guy."
"That's understandable," she agreed, smiling at him. "Field medicine?"
"I've already got some foundation in it and it's become necessary in the past. I instructed dad over the phone when Kate got shot."
"Interesting. Where were you?"
"Trying to talk myself out of killing Ari." She blinked a few times. "I saw the glint off his scope from class. They were only a block away. I got halfway up the fire escape when he shot her. I chose to cover him and call Dad."
"Good. It was the right choice." He raised an eyebrow. "That was not my decision to make nor did I have anything to do with his last episode of getting out."
"Is he still free?"
"No. He's in a mental health facility over there. They took the notes we wrote seriously. People higher than his contacts made that decision." They both knew that could change if he was found to be useful again but they also both knew if Jethro saw him, he'd be dead very quickly.
"Thank you for that."
"What about weapons?"
"I've gotten as high as I can go without them keeping me."
"That's fine. Explosives?" He nodded. "What would make you go higher in those?"
"Nothing. I want to go onto Tony's team when he takes over for dad some year."
"So you do have ambition to work here." Xander nodded. "That's good," she assured him. "That may be years though."
"I've still got to get through my college education and possibly a master's."
"Point," she decided. "If it takes longer than that?"
"Then I'll go work in a metro PD somewhere good and get more experience. I've already planned on doing some internships starting earlier than usual. With what I've learned here all they should have to do is file down some rough edges that I'll probably still have dealing with people."
"Wonderful. So you've got a realistic plan."
"I do. You still can't date my father, even if I move out."
"Not an issue, but what if he does start to date?"
"That's wonderful. I might even want a sibling. If she's like you or too greedy or a special agent in *that* way, because I do know one of my teachers came onto him to get me back, I would have to protest strongly. If dad likes her he'll listen and then make his own judgements."
"You're not against it?"
"He's had three of them that couldn't understand him. If the next one is better for him, I'm happy about it. Even if she is a raving bitch to me. She'll learn to get along."
"I'll keep that in mind. I did have a friend who wanted introduced." He stared her down and she shifted. "Normal friend, not in the business."
"That's fine then." He shrugged. "I don't think many of them would understand what he does and his drive to solve cases. That's probably what tanked the other three."
"It's entirely possible." She fussed some papers together. "What about your internship this year?"
"I leave that up to Dad."
"You're sure you want to do that?"
"Can you think of anyone else to mold me into an agent worthy of being on his and Tony's team?"
"No, I can't," she agreed. "Do you have conflicts?"
"We try very hard not to bring them into the office and when we have them, the other guys all try to help. Our last one Tony played mediator and pillow because I ended up falling asleep on him."
"I've noticed you've got a, um, crush on him."
"He's my wetest of wet fantasy," he said blandly. "He knows that. We all know that. Not too many people in the building don't know that. Dad isn't encouraging it but he is making me see reality about him. That way I'm not idealizing him."
"Good. Do you think it could harm your later placement?"
"No. I've already had to work with them on some really nasty scenes. In one case Tony came to get me out of class to help with one. Dad gave him funny looks but it was good for me."
"Good." She smiled. "So you don't have a problem working with them?"
"No. I never have."
"What about wild episodes? You do know that sometimes you've got to go undercover."
"And I'm pretty good at that," he pointed out dryly. "I have been. I've had to play bait in the past."
"Did anyone make note of that?"
"Yup and when someone dumb called Social Services about one of them dad told them it was my choice and he had protested, which he did. I pointed it out worked best that way and I was interning, plus we did have people listening to me and ready to rush in to save my poor gay ass."
"Good point. I suppose they didn't care that he doesn't have official paperwork?"
"Not really. He told them how bad my original parents were and they decided my former life had made it a problem, not him."
"Excellent. Have there been any other problems? At home or otherwise that I could help with?" He gave her another look and she forced herself not to fidget again. "I think that your father hasn't been focusing in the last few weeks. I wanted to know why."
"I've been under a great deal of stress. Last semester I had two incomprehensible classes that I did pass. I've got one frustrating me this time because the teacher says stupid shit while going over gay themes in art. I nearly slugged him the other day when he went off on a rant about gay people. I did raise my hand and speak up and point out that there were plenty of us in that school, including me, and if he felt the absolute need to smarm his opinion everywhere to go make a blog and leave us to study the art, not the societal stupidity of the moment. He stomped off in a huff."
"It's good that you stick up for yourself." She started to shift again and crossed her legs instead. "So everything's fine?" He nodded. "Why is your father worried?"
"Because the ones in Sunnydale who're are working on the problem are few and far between and this isn't something he can get other agencies into."
"We could."
"We can't. It's demonic." She laughed and he sighed, typing into her system to get the records of the op in Sunnydale. He ran the tape his father had first been shown and she went pale. "They went there to stop that group. That is a demon. Morrow had found me shortly before then and told Gibbs then, that's why he sent him."
"Oh my God," she breathed, pausing it. "That's...." She looked at him and he nodded. "That's not a costume?"
"No, that's a demon and there's going to be a hundred foot demon at graduation out there. I've been helping with the battle plans. Dad's worried I might have to take a more active role."
"Oh, no. If you do that you'll destroy him."
"If I don't that thing could destroy the world."
"Oh." She slumped. She minimized the screen. "Are you thinking you might have to?"
"I am. He isn't. He's not thrilled with the idea. It'll be attacking graduation so I might have to go."
"If you do, you let me know."
"I've already arranged to borrow someone's plane, Director."
"Planning is good. Is everything else all right?"
"Of course." He crossed his feet. "It's going just fine."
"I heard you and your father had a major fight."
"That was my stress versus his stress and his desire to see me as small, tiny, and helpless." Someone knocked. "Yeah, Tony?" He walked in. "New case?"
"Slime everywhere. Can you come see if it's demonic or not?"
"Sure." He stood up. "If we're done?"
"Of course. I hope that works out, Xander, and I do hope that you enjoy your internship."
"I did last time. I should this time." He nodded and walked out, stealing another cookie with a wink and Tony got one and took one for his dad too. Then he came back and got one for McGee, deciding to be nice and not pick all the visible chocolate chips out.
***
Xander answered his phone, giving his teacher a look. They were in homeroom waiting for senior skip day activities to start. "It's me, talk quick." He listened and nodded. "By tonight, Willow. Did you get the other stuff?" He gathered his bag back together. "On my way." He hung up and put his phone back. "Sorry, ma'am. Emergencies at my old home are necessitating me going there. The Headmistress already knows. Replace me on the tug of war team." He walked out, hitting his locker for the bag of stuff in there. He switched out cells and called his old friend. "Patrick, Xander. I need that lift now. Yeah, right now. Like immediately. They're going to go tomorrow and they've just discovered they don't have a clue. Thanks." He hung up and took off his blazer, putting on his gun harness and slipping his new gun into it. He saw one of the guards. "I'm heading." He checked and grabbed one last thing and his keys, heading out once the door was shut. The guard followed him. He peeked into the headmistress' office. "It's happened. They're clueless and wailing. I'm heading." She thought this was an exercise someone at NCIS had worked up to test his skills.
"Be safe," she said quietly. "Will you be fine?"
"I hope like hell." He ducked out and headed to his car, getting in and heading for the airport. By the time he got there, the plane was waiting and he had some new information to read. He texted his father and got comfortable, nodding at the stewardess. "I'm done."
"We're waiting orders for takeoff." He nodded and got comfortable.
***
Epilogue: first internship meeting.
Xander came off the plane and looked at the people around him. "Hmm, hotties all around," he murmured. He nodded at one of them, smiling when he got looked at. "Hi." He walked off to get his bag and headed out for a ride to his hotel. The hotel shuttle was pretty nice he decided. He pulled out his phone and called his father. "I'm in Miami and it is *full* of hotties," he said happily. "Yeah, like hotties everywhere. So maybe I can get some from an intelligent and hot guy, dad." He laughed at the grumbling. "But I lighten up the bad paperwork days, dad. Then hire a secretary. She can't refuse you it. You dislocated your wrist. Love you too and of course I'll be a good boy." He hung up and snuggled into the seat. It was a good day. He even got a whole day of spring break before his interview. He walked into the station and smiled at the receptionist. "I was told to meet Lieutenant Caine here today in about a half hour?" he offered, handing over his letter.
She smiled and paged him. "He'll be right down, sir. Go ahead and have a seat."
"Thanks." He sat down and made sure he was still lint, spot, and wrinkle free, looking up at the most gorgeous pair of blue eyes at the mild cough. "Lieutenant?"
"Yes. You are..."
"Xander." He handed over his letter and stood up to shake his hand. "Harris if that helps," he offered with a small grin.
"Our internship candidate. Thank you for coming down here during spring break."
"I hear it's a great place and I spent last year off Lake Meade," he said with a small grin. "Though I'm really not a party animal."
"It's always good to strike a balance."
"Unless you've been there and done that so you know your limits," Xander admitted sheepishly. That got a smile. "Shall we? That way I don't bore your charming receptionist as well as you?"
He got a smile for that one. "Of course. Office, interrogation room? Any choice?"
"Wherever you want. I'm flexible." He groaned and smacked himself on the head. "Sorry, had a nice time last night. You guys have some very good clubs to get lost in. I was in Bria last night, I think it was called."
"I know of it." He led him to an office and sat down with him. "I've looked over your application, Xander. I should call you that?"
"Sure. That's what most everyone does. I usually try to kick the ass of people who call me Alexander."
"All right." He smiled at him again. The poor kid was obviously a bit nervous with the way he was babbling but it showed an earnest and honest response. His first impression was that he was very young but something in his eyes said that he'd have a hard time breaking him in interrogation. That was what was making him think twice about this one. "You're doing this very early."
"I am. I've had some experience in DC already. I'm wanting to keep going. I learn better in a hands-on manner and I've, truthfully, missed a few of the lesson's points in some of the classes. I figure I can make up for that lack now and it'll make me a better CSI later."
"Where do you see yourself in ten years?"
"Working at NCIS."
"You have family in the military?"
"I do. My father's in the Marine Reserves. He spent a long time active duty and he's got some very high respect for them. I also know a few agents out of the DC branch. I've spent some time working with Abby. She's taught me a lot, not always what was needed but what I should do."
"Interesting. How long have you been interning up there?"
"Three summers now."
"You have a relative in NCIS?" he guessed. With his age, he had to have one, yet he didn't have anyone but Abby and Ducky listed as references. That spoke well of him.
Xander smiled. "I refuse to answer that question on the basis of nepotism or favoritism. I want an equal footing with everyone else who's being considered. I don't want to get this position due to anyone else but me."
"It's good that you're that confident."
"No, I'm that certain. I won't know how good I am if someone hires me because of my father or anyone else in my life," he said simply. "I'm not looking to play the politics or special friend game. I don't do things like Enron." Horatio smiled at that and nodded. "I had heard Miami was the same."
"Oh, it is. We like to run off federal agents now and then."
"I feel the same way about the CIA." He shook his head. "Anyway. I brought a copy of evaluations from my lab teachers." He pulled them out and grimaced. "Sorry, must've had a dripping tea last night." He looked at it and found two clean copies, handing them over. "Sorry about that."
"It happens to the best of us, Xander. I've had some times when I've had to walk into budget meetings cleaning the coffee off my shirt and pants. That's life." He smiled and Xander relaxed again. "Did you have to interview up there?"
"No, the old director liked me," he admitted. "He thought I was a pain in his ass but a lot like his favorite agent."
"I see." He looked at him. "That's a high qualification."
Xander grinned an impish, naughty grin. "Yeah, but I gotta be me." Horatio burst out laughing at that. "Director Morrow got many headaches from me during my internship. Abby and I palled around a lot. Including letting her dress me some days."
"I've met Abigail," he admitted, looking over them. There were a few low marks here and there. "A few of them seem to think you have problems dealing with people?"
"No, I have problems dealing with stupid people. Unfortunately the department favorite at the moment is one teacher's son and he's stupid enough for all of us combined. I help him if he asks but if he tries crap I get my own back and get my own credit. He pouts, his father complains, and my teachers mark me down. If I felt like it, I could pull up some skills that I've learned and blow two of my teacher out of the water." Or out of the universe but he didn't add that. It wasn't politically expedient to tell a potential boss you liked explosives.
"That sort of thing does happen. I do see one teacher who did say that you don't ingratiate yourself to anyone and you certainly don't play favorites. You speak Latin?"
"I read it better, but yes."
"Interesting skill. For the SATs?"
"No, just because I needed it a few times for some ancient books I used to deal with."
"Summer job?"
"No, after school job before I moved to DC."
"From where?"
"Sunnydale."
"Which is..."
"California. Just near LA," he admitted. "It's a bit of a rough place and when I found out I had a real father I left with him."
"Which is why two teachers have said you had a violent streak?"
"No, they caught me without sleep for a few days. I can be math challenged now and then and that week we were doing all sorts of math problems that I didn't understand. So I spent a lot of time working and not a lot of time sleeping."
"We all have our faults, it's a strong man who can work on his," Horatio offered.
"Oh, I try. Very hard. Dad and Tony do prompt it now and then too," he admitted dryly. That got a smile. "I would kill to be in a lab like this, Lieutenant. You have one of the best in the country. I could have talked my way into New York's or Vegas's lab. I did actually spend two days there last spring break due to a computer case. I was helping since it was an NCIS case and I was close with the skills they needed."
"You know something about computers?"
"I do. I also know a little bit about computer repair thanks to an old laptop that had wires that broke mysteriously for months on end." He frowned then let it clear up. "I had to learn."
"That's a reasonable excuse." He smiled reassuringly. "Calm down. You're starting to bounce."
"That just means I'm happy. Tony said I and my dog are both bouncy balls of energy at times." That got another of those soft, gentle smiles that would make his night later on. "I've got a little mixed dog from the pound at home."
"They're good companions." He put down the forms. "Anything else I should know?"
Xander looked in his briefcase and pulled out a candybar. "Sorry, in the way and stuck on the clip. Not a bribe," he offered with a shit-eating grin. He pulled out something and handed it over. "Here, a rundown on the types of cases I've helped Abby with and what tests were involved. I pulled them myself." Horatio leaned back to look it over. "I spent one summer doing lab internship and one summer working with a field team learning behind them. Last summer I spent six weeks being a gopher again and doing whatever was needed because it was a low case summer. About a quarter of it I spent proofreading reports and playing solitaire."
"This is very impressive, Xander. Especially from that office. Tell me, do you have many troubles? I've heard they've got a very domineering team up there."
"No, I love working with Gibbs' team. They're nice folk. Kate even occasionally lets me steal chocolate from her desk. I learned computer repair from his guy McGee." That got a nod and he went back to it. "I also should mention I do have skills that are not on there that are probably not going to become pertinent."
"Balancing a beer bottle on your nose?" he teased.
"No, I don't have great balance," Xander offered. "Though I can ride a motorcycle. No, I, um, have a friend who can hack computers and I learned a bit from her. Hence me being allowed to work on the case in Vegas. I also know a bit about self-defense. My father has made sure of it and I'm pretty good. I can hold my own against him. I've also had some cases that involved explosives and I've learned a bit more than I probably should about them as well."
Horatio looked at him. "Are you saying you can build one?"
"I'm saying I can mix C-4," he admitted blandly. "I don't. Otherwise I would have had a lot more problems at school than with that one student."
He made a humming noise and went back to it. He put it all together. "I like you, Xander." Xander smiled and finally relaxed. "Even though no sane person would've told their boss that they knew how to build bombs."
"It's come in handy in the past."
"I'm sure it has. It has for us as well. Especially pipe bombs."
"I like plastic explosives." He shrugged. "But I do know pipe bombs as well."
"Excellent. You are going on my maybe pile. We've got four spots open. When could you start?"
"School ends June 3rd. I can be down here within four days after that? Say the tenth to be safe. That way I have time to find somewhere to squat."
"Planning on bringing your dog?"
"Only if I can find a good spot and I have some very short hours. He's got a bit of a bladder control problem and I doubt I can find him somewhere to put a run and things."
"Well planned. Do you have friends down here?"
"I know a family down here. One of my former classmates in Sunnydale's parents live down here. I was their son's best friend before he died. I can probably get a couch for a few days if I had to."
"Then you're definitely on my maybe pile. I'll let you know by phone or email, all right?" Xander smiled and nodded, shaking his hand and letting himself be escorted out so he could go back to spring break. Horatio watched him go. Something had been left out but he knew it wasn't bad. There was something about the boy however. He went to call a contact in DC. "It's Caine," he said in greeting. "Fine, Agent Elliot. No, I had an internship applicant I wanted to check on. He said he's interned at NCIS. Yes, Xander. How did you know?" He listened to him complain about the smartass brat who Gibbs loved and was working on training.
"So he does get along well with them?" He smiled at the assurance that they were like a family and that Tony was the boy's crush. "Well, that explains a few things. No, he refused to give me any references there except Abby and Ducky. He said he didn't want undo influence. I had the feeling he was hiding something about his training but I'm not sure what...." The line went dead. "Uh-huh." He called him back. "Sorry, the line was cut. Can you send me what you know about him? Actually, I think some time in the lab might do him good. He does remind me of a cross between Eric and Speed. Thank you, Peter." He hung up and looked over the information again. His email beeped and he looked at the new message. He doesn't want to get it based on who he knows. Only on what he's done. "I know that. I have no problem with that. I applaud it," he told his computer, typing that back. "I only want to know his qualifications." The returned one of 'look at the packet' was enough for him. It did speak of a great deal of training time and some trust to have worked some of those cases. Then again, the hidden email notices and the obvious bugging of his line did make him want to know a lot more about this boy. There was definitely something the boy was hiding from him. Though, he had the feeling he would hear it from the boy himself if he accepted him. He had a feeling about him. He had it a few times before about some of his other people.
***
Gibbs looked up at his ceiling, groaning at the new name that was being moaned above him. "Do you have to do that!" he complained loudly.
"Oops, sorry!" He quieted himself and it was good again.
Gibbs got up to look up this new guy. He was handsome. He could see what his son did. He also found a new email from his son's contacts, reading what they had sent Horatio on him. "He asked?"
Xander came bounding down the stairs. "What?"
"He asked someone up here about you."
"I told him I didn't want to get in based on who I knew, only what I knew. Who did he check with?"
"A treasury Fed. Elliot."
"Was he the suit that I taunted for weeks about being Gumby?"
"Yup." He smiled at his son. "Your backup choice?"
"Abby or New York. I've been offered it without an interview but I told him I'd really rather have an ocean. But I'd tell him by the end of May. He said that was acceptable." He hugged his father. "Miami's where I want, it's got a good rep and Horatio is known for turning out some great CSI." His father looked at him. "He is. He mostly hires from within and then trains instead of going after highly trained people from other departments."
"That does speak well that he doesn't poach. Does Abby know him?"
"Yup and she suggested there or New York because I'd be working with a Marine up there do it'd be an easier transition."
"I remember Taylor from that last case." He gave him a cuddle. "We'll see what happens." He looked at his son. "I haven't forgotten who else lives down there."
"I wouldn't mind popping in on them and if there's a housing gap I could probably stay on their couch. That's why you're getting the dog this summer."
"That's fine, son. I'll even remember not to put him in the basement this year." He gave him a squeeze. "Go back to bed." Xander grinned and went back upstairs. "Without the noise this time," he called after him. He emailed Abby to get information on this person because if his son was going to go down there, he should know exactly what his son was capable of. There was no other way to stop him now and then. He got profiles on the whole lab back from her plus the fact she had given him a glowing and lengthy recommendation and gushed about how great he did with her. That did make him smile. Abby was a good sister to his son. He went back to bed, reminding himself to start the security checks in the morning.
***
Xander got the email at work and he stared at it for a few minutes before clicking on it. Then he hopped up and he snoopy danced until Tony stopped him. "I got the internship," he said happily, hugging him. "I'm going to Miami."
"Great job," he praised, giving him a squeeze. "No more snoopy dancing in the aisle. The director might find it cute." Xander giggled and got off him, going to pounce Abby and tell her. He looked over the letter, nodding at the instructions. Then he called down there. "Have him write back today, Abby, before he can forget." He hung up when Gibbs came off the elevator. "Good news pulled up on your computer, boss."
"About the case?"
"No, your son was snoopy dancing again." He looked and smirked, allowing the pride to wash over him for a minute then he lowered it and got back to work. "But on the case," he segued, handing over a few forms. "I found that and I'm not sure if it's relevant or not."
He looked over the prior arrest records under a different name but same social security number. "Do we think one lied?"
"That's the name the number was originally put in, boss. I can't find change of name paperwork officially but somehow he got it in a new name. I think it's relevant and Kate doesn't but look at the last page." He flipped there. "That's why I think it's relevant."
"There's no birth certificate anywhere with that name?"
"All states allow us to search and no, I haven't found one. The same as I never found a registration for Selective Service either."
"So we're thinking this guy's an illegal alien?"
"I don't know. He could be native and just wanted to get away from his past. If we could get a good picture we might be able to do a face recognition program through the state driver's license banks."
"Find the original owner."
"I can't. I've done DMV searches and everything, boss. Nothing from them. No death records that I could find either."
"So it could be a coincidence that we're not finding anything in the systems or you're leaning toward..."
"He killed him for his ID or he found him dead and assumed it."
"Do we have pictures of the original guy?" Tony pointed and he looked at the arrest report. "Nothing incredibly violent. Stupid teenage stuff. Theft mostly. The picture is leaning toward Hispanic in looks." He looked at Tony again. "Where was he when he disappeared? By pay stubs or whatever?"
"New York."
"Call them." He handed it over. "Let's see if they've got a guy who matches. They keep a file on their John Does."
"Yes, boss." He went back to his desk to do that. Because if this was relevant, they had no idea who they were searching for.
Xander came back and planted himself in front of his father's desk. "You didn't delete it, right?"
"No, son, I only lowered it. Sit down and work on your acceptance letter."
"It's not the academy awards, dad." He walked around and rolled his father's chair out of the way, squatting down to type in a simple 'I'll be there' and then a 'net squeal before he sent it. His father gave him an odd look. "I was bouncy and gushy when I saw him and he's got the prettiest blue eyes," he sighed.
"I saw, son. Help Tony. We've got a dead end on the ID and it looked like an assumed one. It might mean hitting New York. Can you?"
"I've got a test on Monday, but sure." He went to get it and take the phone. He had hung out in the lab the last time they had to step into New York's labs and helped them with some demony things. "Hi, detective. No, this is Xander Harris-Gibbs. Tony got called away. Yup, him. It's mine now. No, dad called Tony away to look at something else. Yeah, we seem to have two different people using the same ID and it appears that one fell off the face of the earth in your neck of the woods. Tony was leaning toward he might've been a murder victim and his identity assumed before you guys got there. He's not sure and we're not going to say that until we know." He nodded, making notes on the post-it near him. "Sure, I can fax all of what we have. Just through the John Does. Actually, he's got a record in your area. Theft. Raymond Herald Fish. Yup, that's his SSN."
He waited while he pulled it up. "But see, we've got a Naval officer down here who's using the same SSN and doesn't look like this guy's mug shot, though his intake form's picture is really fuzzy and unclear what he does look like. Looks like someone sneezed on the lens to me. Yeah, a DMV photo from a muggy day." He grinned. "See, that's what Tony was thinking. Can you run it through your John Doe database? Well, he dropped off your system in '98. He dropped into the Navy's system in '01. That's a finite year range at least. Sure, I can let you call me back if you want. Yup, that's me, ask for me or Tony's desk. Thank you, Detective. Yup, if I have to I'll be up there to come help. Thank you." He hung up. "He'll look. They're not computerized at this time. He's going to hand it to the CSI guys he works with and talk to them. They'll call back or if it gets too intense he'll call back and I'll go up." He looked at Tony. "How did he get in with such a crappy photo?"
"The notes say that they tried three times and none of them came out better," McGee admitted. "They accepted that he doesn't take pictures well."
"Was he radiated?"
"No. Not by our records." McGee looked at him. "'98?" Xander nodded, handing over the arrest report. "Hmm. He did get out in June of '98. Let's see what else went on with that number that year." He did a search through the Social Security Administration, coming up with nothing. He widened it. "He never worked and never filed taxes. How?"
"My thought, he was a thug, McGee. Can't exactly put 'gang member' on your tax form."
"Point and thefts aren't usually reported as taxable income."
"True. Oh, did you hear, the tax department for our great country wants to make pimps start to file taxes and do withholdings on their girls?" McGee choked.
"What?" Tony asked.
"Seriously, heard it on the news," Xander swore, holding up a hand. "They want pimps to start doing taxes and doing W-2's for their working girls. That way they're getting their own slice of the pie."
"But if you claim illegal income that way you'll get arrested."
"And if you don't, then they don't get paid and think about how much money goes for sex these days."
Tony shuddered and shook his head. "Someone somewhere needs to put down the Snoop Dog album and quit smoking the blunts." He went back to his desk. "Anything?"
"They're not online but they'll go through the picture file with his mug shot."
"Works for me. Thank you, Xander. Did you really type in a squeal?"
"Yup. I was bouncy and gushy when I went down." He came over and pulled up a photo. "That's who interviewed me."
"He's pretty," he agreed quietly, looking at him. "No crushing on the boss. It could cause problems. The same as the director here and your dad can't."
"Thankfully," Xander muttered. He plopped down. "What else can I do to help?"
"If we could find that guy.... Fingerprints," he said, calling Abby to let her know what was suspected. They did have a single fingerprint.
Abby came up a few minutes later. "We do not have a match to his ten card," she said, smiling at him. "But we do sorta have an almost match on him."
"How certain?"
"Three points." She held up the file. "He's the son of a bad guy."
Xander took the file and sighed as he looked over it. "So he either killed him or knew he'd be killed. He's probably using it to escape his father."
"It's still illegal and he was still beaten and wandered off from the hospital," his father reminded him. "We don't mind the son of thugs going into the Navy. We encourage it."
"Dad, his dad's in *weapons*." He looked over. "Any DI would twitch him about it, the same as they do sons of Marines. For some that would be intolerable. It'd make them quit and feel like they'll never escape their pasts. It'd make them think there was no reason to keep going and probably has led to suicide in the past."
"Still doesn't make it right."
"No, but it makes it more reasonable." He handed over that form. "That does look more like our blur there."
"It does." He looked at the picture the FBI had taken from a distance. "He never sits still. He vibrates worse than you do."
"I made myself sit still for my DMV photo," Xander complained, snatching it back. "I'll follow up with New York since he's from up there too."
"Good. You do that and we'll find the body down here." His father looked at Tony, then at Xander. "Your own desk, son." Xander sighed and went back to his own desk. "Thank you. We'll celebrate that later."
"Thank you, dad." He got to work on what he could do. Then he groaned and hit himself on the head. "I still need to study for my physics test."
"Why are you taking it?" Tony asked.
"It's mandatory. I figured I'd get it out the of way now. Like Calc since I did mildly sucky in Trig last semester."
"Don't overload yourself, son," his father warned.
"I can drop down to nine hours this semester if I need to, Dad. Plus I can take a few online classes this summer if I need to."
"Don't. You'll be spending time like you do here in your internship."
"Yes, sir." He got back to work. His phone rang a few hours later. "Harris." He listened and smiled. "Yes, sir. I'll be ready to work that first day. Are t-shirts acceptable or must they be button ups? Well I did see how you were dressed." He smiled. "That's fine. Thank you, sir. Of course. Thank you, Lieutenant. I'll be there on time and everything." He beamed. "No, I'm subbing today since I'm off classes for the day. Otherwise I wouldn't get to see my father for a few days. Of course, thank you, sir. I'll be there on time. Yes, sir. Send them to me and I'll do them and send them back. Sure." He beamed. "Excellent even. It'll give me something to do tonight while I'm waiting on call backs besides make my head hurt with physics." He laughed. "No, not in the least. That's one of those subjects that I've got to learn hands-on. Sure. I'm not afraid of paperwork. I proofread reports here. Thank you, Lieutenant. You have a good day too." He hung up after he did. "I'm getting the forms sent tomorrow to fill out for my ID and background check."
"Put on those that you have a security clearance," Gibbs reminded him. "It'll go faster because they can reference that file up here but not your dossier." He looked at his son. "You'll be honest with him," he said quietly. "We'll be doing background checks and you will be honest with him if he passes."
"Of course. Him and if I need another exception I'll send it to you directly," Xander agreed.
"Good." He got back to work. "They don't have those online?"
"They do since '03 but not before. Those are in picture files so they're searching those. Probably their interns."
"Call Taylor and tell him you can't accept, Xander."
"Yes, sir." He called up there after looking the number up. "Is Detective Taylor around? No, I just needed to let him know something. No, not case related. Internship related. Thank you." He was sent to his voicemail. "Detective Taylor, this is Xander Harris. I wanted to thank you for your offer of an internship position but I've decided to go with Miami as of this moment. I'm a beach baby and they've got beaches, plus less of the stuff I handled last time, ya know?" he said more quietly. "But I do thank you for that and I'll keep you in mind for further ones since I've got another four years to go and I intend to intern somewhere those summers as well. Thank you again. I hope you find someone as great as I am to fill in the spot. Or someone you can beat into better manners as the case may be," he offered in a more teasing voice. "Thank you. Have a better day." He hung up. "There. Done."
His father shook his head. "You need to learn the formal ways of doing that."
"Yay."
"That's not very professional," he noted when his son looked over at him.
"He said the last time he saw me he thought I'd make a great CSI but I needed some manners beaten into me since I only waved when he called my name and I was reading."
"That's annoyed me a few times too," his father assured him.
Xander shrugged. "Sorry!"
"Fine." He shook his head. "Just work on that angle."
"I am. I'm waiting on call-backs and making my head hurt with physics stuff." He noticed the director came out of MTAC and he coughed, nodding that way. His father nodded subtly. She came down and he turned on his computer, pulling up the old arrest files.
"I hear congratulations are in order?" she asked him.
"I got the internship in Miami without using any political connections," he agreed happily. "I refused to name names and only gave Abby and Ducky as references with my teachers."
"Then I'm doubly impressed, Xander. Congratulations."
"Thank you, Director." He smiled. "I'll be getting the forms to fill out tomorrow."
"That's fine. You've got some spare time here to do that I'm sure. What are you doing now?"
"Waiting to hear back from New York on a lead."
"I've had to do that many times. You don't think you'll have to be there in person?"
"Not really. An information exchange but nothing further hopefully. If we're right, it'll lead to closing a homicide on their end. I might have to go up there with that file. Of course, I could drop physics and make myself a happy boy?" he asked, looking at his father.
"Go ahead, son. That leaves you how many hours?"
"Sixteen including Chem."
"Fine."
Xander whooped and filled out the form online, dumping his problem class. He got an acceptance of that drop and wrote the teacher a nicer note about how he liked him as a teacher but it was too much stress for him this semester. That he'd see him in another year. Then he looked at her again. "Sorry, I'm taking Calc and Physics together again this time. This frees me of my Monday classes too."
His father looked at him. "I thought you had something stupid on Mondays."
"That was only a six week seminar on how to dress appropriately for interviews and those things. It's already done with."
"Decent. How was Miami for the holiday?"
"Lots and lots of hotties. From the airport on there were hotties *everywhere*." Tony giggled and nodded at that. "Including at the PD." He smiled at the director again. "I am still a young man."
"It's nice that your time in Cancun fixed you." She smirked at him. "Are you going to find a place down in Miami? I know someone down there who only uses theirs during the winters and you might be able to use their condo."
"I was thinking a cheap hotel room. I can't bring the dog with the hours I'd expect to pull down there and an efficiency motel room would be easiest. Maid service so I didn't have to clean. Free cable. It'd also be closer to the station so I could bus in if the car broke again." She nodded at that wisdom. "Thank you for the offer."
"Keep it in mind."
"I will, ma'am." She nodded and smiled, walking on. "No way in hell am I going to haunt a CIA pad this summer," he mouthed at his father, who nodded at that. "I'd sleep on *their* couch first." Tony's pencil broke. "I'm outside of their range and I'd report them if they went for anyone."
"Good." He glared at him. "You'll stay out of trouble?"
"As much as I can."
"I'd hope so." Xander shrugged. "I know. Trouble finds you."
"It had better not," Gibbs noted dryly.
"I try really hard not to let it."
"Good. See that that stuff continues. Call them back."
"Dad, they had over a hundred John Does in one year alone," he complained. "Give the guy some time." He leaned back. "If we have to hand him to New York I'll go up with him and hand over whatever we've got then. Physics was the only test I've got this week."
"Psychology," McGee said in a sing-song voice.
Xander sat up. "Oh, shit that was today, wasn't it?"
"Two hours ago," McGee agreed, looking at him. "Call the teacher. Tell her you got stuck here on a case." He nodded doing that. "I set my calendar to say he'd be in around this time today and it just popped up." He shook his head and went back to work. "I've got the person he was fighting with, boss. Local PD arrested him." He sent it to him. "That's how he got to the hospital but not how he got out."
"If he's got the history I think he does, he's good at sneaking," Xander told them. "Hi, Professor. Yup, this is. No, a case," he sighed, holding his head. "I know. I'm sorry." He slumped. "Well, I did drop Physics earlier. I guess..." He listened to her. "I know. Actually, I had it in high school. I could. Got it online? I can do it while I'm here. Not like they'll let me cheat and my textbooks are at home. Thank you." He hung up. "She wants me to drop hers too."
"That brings you down to thirteen," his father warned.
"I know but I can pass her class over the summer." He filled out that drop slip and sent it, getting another electronic acknowledgment and then a note from the registrar to call him. He called. "This is Xander Harris, I just got a note to call? I dropped two classes today." He got put through to someone else. "Hi, Xander Harris?" His file was pulled up. "No, I missed a test and the teacher suggested I do that because my internship has made it so I couldn't exactly get to class on time a few times. No, that was way too much for me. No, I don't want it back. Please don't make me go back. I know it's mandatory for my major and I'll try it again next year, when I'm not taking a math I don't understand." He snorted. "Lady, I've interned as a CSI for the last three summers. I can do the work but some of us don't exactly believe in the book learning method," he said dryly. "Yeah, me. Look at my files." He waited while she did that and then heard her gasp.
"Yeah, that was me too. So yes, I can handle the work, I don't need to change my major. I'll be fine and I'll tell my advisor myself in a few minutes. He was sure I could handle those two together and I pointed out I nearly broke doing it in high school. Dropping me from psych was the teacher's suggestion until I've got an easier semester since I can pass it blindfolded and I had a high B in there without studying since I had already been over it. It was just that work got in the way. Yeah, well, some of us do work, honey. Not all of us live off mommy and daddy's wallets." She said something smart. "You know what. I'm not down below where I should be. I'm not on financial aid this semester. I doubt the people who're paying are going to mind either and they're not going to be kicking me out of my major for dropping two classes this semester. No, I didn't drop last semester, I changed a gym class last semester so I didn't reverse gay bash the asshole jocks in there. Anything else or are they through?"
He nodded. "I know. I know very well what I'm doing. Lady, I've already solved my first ten homicides by myself. I'm already doing the work, I just need the degree to back up the work. Anything else? Thank you." He hung up and called his advisor. "I'm going to strangle someone in the Registrar's office. Should I leave her lying around as a practical exercise?" His teacher laughed. "I dropped physics and psych. The teacher suggested I should drop psych due to the problems I've had getting to class due to work. Oh, I got the internship in Miami. I doubt he would. I can email him if you want." He opened the last message and hit reply, then typed everything in. He sent it to him, getting back a 'that's fine. Keep your grades up' back. "He said that's fine. No, I couldn't take physics, it was giving me headaches again. No, not the I need glasses sort, thanks anyway, Doctor Brad."
He grimaced. "Speaking of, the practical class? Do I still have to do that? Can't I count something like my internship? Actually, Abby could. No, I have nothing against those hours. That's fine with me. I'm good with those hours. It's the stupid 'go haunt a lab' hours. Yeah, those. Can I count my internship? Or the time here?" He smiled. "Thank you, I love you. No, work got in the way of the test today. Yeah, I told her I had the work, I needed the degree to back it up and you guys wouldn't be dropping me due to that. Thank you." He blew a kiss and hung up. Then he shook his head quickly. "Dad, if you can prove to them I'm doing practical hours, I can get out of ten hours of classes that we've got to have. I can count my internship hours as well and that'll cut out a semester and a half."
"Get me the forms from your advisor, son."
"Thank you. He wanted me to go do the FBI labs." His father snorted and shook his head. "Yeah, me either. They hate me over there." He ran his hands through his hair. "I'm growing my hair out."
"I noticed, I was going to suggest a haircut." He glanced at his son as he typed. "I really think you should."
"I wanted to see what I'd look like with longer hair."
"An even gayer you?" Kate suggested.
"Bite me, Kate. You're just jealous my hair's better than yours." She glared and he smirked. "You are. Want to borrow my conditioner?"
"No thanks, I might turn lesbian." He laughed and got back to work.
***
That summer, after a full two weeks down in Miami, his advisor, Speed, finally got the balls up to ask him things. "So, NCIS?"
"Yeah, I've spent the summers working with dad."
"Interesting. Why? You could've lounged around."
"And do what? Get into trouble? A bored Xander is a dangerous Xander."
"So I've heard," he noted dryly. "But seriously, Xander. You're ahead of schedule of even the ambitious students."
Xander put down what he as doing and looked at him. "First, I learn better with hands-on methods. Second, I've never had a lounging life. Yeah, I played with my friends but then I started to hunt. School got in the way of hunting," he said quietly. "Third, dad didn't push me and the fun I wanted to get into would've disappointed him. Therefore I didn't." Horatio came to the door. "Lieutenant."
"Xander. Problems?"
"He wanted to know why I was doing this so early. I gave him the three good reasons I gave you."
"I heard." He gave him a gentle smile. "How is this case going?"
Xander frowned and looked at him. "It's not my first, but I have the gut instinct that the answer isn't going to make anyone happy," he admitted. "My gut says that someone's going to protest."
"It happens. We don't do this job to make people comfortable."
"No, but we might need riot gear." Horatio frowned and he waved him in, letting him see what he was. "That's police issued," he said quietly, pointing at the bullet. "Calleigh handed it to me and said she couldn't do that, she might be compromised since she used the same model."
"I see." He looked at him. "Is it in the system?"
"I'm going to run it at the end of shift today and bring it directly to you. I want other evidence to back it up. That way, it can be done quietly if it's an officer and out of the public and most of the department's sight."
"It's understandable but Internal Affairs does that."
"Not if it's them," he said quietly, showing him a DNA report. Horatio stiffened and nodded slowly. "I don't think this is going to make anyone happy."
"I can agree. Also about needing some body armor. All right, Speed's looking over your shoulder?"
"Fully and doing some of the tests a second time as a check and a blind," he admitted. "So far he's right on. Run the ballistics." Xander took it over to the computer and ran it, coming up with the gun registry. It matched the DNA. "H?"
"That does say that it's our job," he decided. "Finish everything then bring me the completed file, boys. Everything, even things that point at someone else. Just in case."
"Nothing points but one stray hair and it's a goat hair," Xander offered, holding it up. "That's the only unknown thing at the scene."
"Understood. Bring the completed file to me as soon as it's done." Xander nodded so he left, going to his office. He found an unwelcome visitor with one of the IAB officers who liked to sit on his ass and watch over his shoulder. He walked in and closed the door. "We have an issue in the lab."
"Harris is running things he shouldn't?"
"Speed's watching over his shoulder on a case where the evidence is pointing at an officer."
"That's my job."
"It's one of you, Rick." He stood up at that. "He is going to bring it to me soon. We'll be doing this after shift change. Quietly. He thinks this could get fairly difficult."
"Who?"
"When I have the evidence."
"I need...."
"No, you don't. When I have the evidence." Rick Stetler gave him a look. "That way you can't jump and he won't know and take off for a jog out of the state." He moved closer. "We're going to do this quietly in case he has other officers working with him or being blackmailed by him," he ordered quietly. "This way we can pick him up very quietly and none of the officers will be tipped off."
"Agreed," he decided. "Harris has a clue?"
"After three years interning at NCIS? I would suppose so."
"I heard he's got connections."
"He does. He finished school in DC. He interned in that branch." He smiled. "He's already well trained. We're sanding down some rough corners and explaining some things he didn't pick up from the books."
"Why?"
"He's more a hands-on learner. He learns better by doing than listening and watching." Someone knocked. "Enter." Speed walked in and handed over the file. "Already?"
"We had it all but done. The chem report is the last one we're waiting on and it might be tomorrow. So far he says it's consistent with what we think it is. He's rushing it but it still takes time to break it down. The preliminary tests do point at heroin." Xander walked in and shut the door. "Problems?"
"Yeah, the lab just got raided by a Fed. I made him stomp off in a snit." He looked at Horatio. "Can't I have him shot?"
"No, Xander."
"Please?"
"No, Xander. What sort of Fed?"
"ATF."
"Why?"
"I'm not sure. He saw me and stomped off in a snit," he noted dryly. "Probably going to call and whine at my father."
"That's fine. Go find him and drag him up here."
"Eric's here and I told him to so he wouldn't cry. Speaking of crying, is Gumby coming back anytime soon?"
"Gumby?" Speed asked. He gave him an amused look. "The government hired clay figures? Did we hire his horse to run one of the departments in the FBI?"
Xander grinned. "I haven't seen them all yet but I'll let you know when I do. Treasury agent Elliot? The last time we worked at him he wore green all week and I called him Gumby."
Horatio cracked a smile. "It's good that you don't let Federal Agents get to you, Xander."
"Why would I? He's a moron."
"True, and one who likes to lie to Calleigh," Speed offered dryly. "Are we waiting?"
"No," Rick noted, taking the folder. He sat down to read it then looked at them. "Is there *anything* that doesn't point to him?"
"A goat hair." Xander pointed at that part of the report. "That's the only unrelated piece of evidence from that alley. We have shoe prints from his office that matched the ones in the alley. We have ballistics. We have DNA on the bullet and shell casing. He licked it. We have..."
"Hold on, he licked it?"
"Common thing seen in movies," Xander told him. "Licking the bullet before inserting it in the revolver or the clip. We also have chem that's going to come up heroin."
"All right. A goat hair?"
"It's Miami, it could've been food or a religious offering," Speed noted. He shrugged. "I agree, we've got to do this one quietly. We have no idea how deep this reaches."
"Agreed," Stetler said, standing up. "Nice report, kid."
"I live up to Gibbs' standards." He looked at Horatio. "I want to ask a favor."
"Ask," he agreed.
"I want to work on the gay bashing case."
Horatio considered it. He knew Xander was gay. Most of the department knew Xander was gay. A few officers had warned him to have Xander tone down his gayness at work and Xander had heard and laughed at them. He sighed and nodded. "I'll assign you with Eric."
"Eric will not get anyone in the community to talk and I know some of them already."
"That's a reasonable reason. Is it personal?"
"Hell yes. Gay bashers are right behind rapists on my personal shit list."
Horatio nodded. "I'll tell Eric you're working on it with him and take you off Speed's post-kidnaping case." Xander nodded at that. "Go find Eric."
"Yes, Horatio." He went to do that. He found him talking to the ATF agent. "Horatio wants him and I want in on your bashing case."
"We don't know it is."
"Eric, it is. I know it is. You know it is. Hell, someone carved the words 'gay boy' on his chest and wrote the word 'dirty' underneath it in his blood. It's a bashing. I've already met some of the people in the community who wouldn't talk to you."
"I'm respectful."
"You'd also fall for the blushing and you're straight. Why would they talk to you when you could be one of them?"
"Point, even though that's not my thing."
"And that's great but they don't know you from this guy," he said, nodding at the ATF agent. "How would they know that?"
"Sure. I'll let you help me." He looked at the ATF agent. "Think you can handle Caine now?"
"Must I?"
Xander tapped him on the shoulder. "Did my daddy make you sweat or cry?"
"Neither," he said, glaring at him.
"Then why did you run when you saw me?"
"I've spent the last month working with Beth. I learned to get away when she was scowling like you were, kid."
Xander nodded once and grinned. "I like Beth. She's a great helper to spar with. Let's go. Will you need me?"
"I don't know yet." He walked inside, Eric following them. He stopped the kid. "She had your picture and hinted you had the same sort of training?"
"Classified and he doesn't know," he said quietly.
"That's fine. Who does?"
"Speed and Horatio. They've seen my evals. Dad cleared them to know everything."
"Fine, I'll work with them. Thank you, Detective."
"Hold on, I wanna know."
Xander looked at him. "Ask Horatio. He said to answer that way when you or Calleigh got curious." He walked him up to the office, letting him go first. "Boss, one of my former training buddies was working with him."
"Is that pertinent at this time?" Horatio asked the agent.
That got a nod. "Yeah, I think so. Depends on what the kid knows and how you can help. We've got a bust coming up for a weapon's dealer and we need to tap into your stores of confiscated explosives. We just got done destroying when we ran into this one and don't have enough stored."
"We haven't had a major ring in a while. We have some old dynamite and things," he offered.
Xander coughed. "Can we clear the office?" Stetler looked at him and shook his head. "Unless you have a security clearance of twelve or better, go take ten and make sure no one else eavesdrops."
"You're trained," he said dryly, smirking at him.
"You'd be correct but you haven't passed the clearance and these guys have. You also have no need to know. Out. Go make sure people aren't eavesdropping."
"For now."
"For good." Xander slammed the door after him, looking at him. "You needed what made?"
"Um, mostly plastique." He pulled out a file and handed it over. "I was hoping you guys had some. The local Federal storage facility has some but only two pounds."
Xander looked at him. "Get me the ingredients?"
"What?" Speed asked.
Xander looked at him. "I had to learn how." He looked at the agent again. "Want it regulation, home cooked, or some odd mix?"
"He didn't say it had to be regulation. He didn't say it couldn't be home cooked. What can you do?"
"They taught me all of them, dude. What did he want?"
"Small balls suitable for construction applications."
Xander nodded. "Horatio gets to keep track of it afterward."
"Agreed," he assured him. "Lieutenant?"
"Fine with me," he agreed. "Xander?"
"I have the recipe in my phone, Horatio. I can do that. Get me the stuff. When do you need it and how much?"
"Three pounds to start as a test with a hint at twenty more coming."
Xander considered it. "How soon?"
"Tonight?"
Xander gave him a look. "You've got a kitchen and everything? It'll be too liquid and I'll have to make home cooked. The regulation, construction grade stuff takes a few days to dry out."
He considered it then nodded. "Agreed. If he asks, our contact couldn't get something right away. He'll want to test."
"Of course." He shrugged. "Calgon me."
"Thank you. Lieutenant?"
"I'll be coming with him. Can we do this here?"
"Nope," Xander said dryly. "Need an oven." He followed him out, batting Eric on the arm. "We'll be back tonight. Help Speed with his case. Get with me in the morning about the bashing and I'll see where I can help best."
"Sure," he said, looking confused. Speed came out. "What's going on?"
"They need something that Xander learned on a case up there," he said, frowning some. "He agreed as long as H watched his back and took control of it immediately afterward."
"How?" Stetler asked. "Since you seem to know?"
"Classified. Ask Horatio."
"See, he gave me that earlier too," Eric noted dryly.
Speed pulled out his phone and called a number Xander had given him. "Gibbs, Speedle in Miami. No, a small glitch in the summer internship stuff. ATF just showed up. They're down on what they need for something and someone referred them to Xander about his past internships. Yeah, that guy. No, it's started off questions in Delko's mind and Stetler's mind. Thank you." He looked at Rick. "He said I can't tell you and it's classified higher than you'll ever be. That's a quote. It came from a case at NCIS." Stetler stomped off. "Concentrate on the other one for now." He pulled Eric into the office and shut the door. "You've noticed Xander's a bit more trained than he should be, correct?"
"Yeah, but he said he interned at NCIS for three summers running, including one of just lab work because he was only seventeen."
"That's not all." He sat his best friend down and looked at him. "You've passed the background so I can tell you limited things."
"Whoa, slow down. Background checks?"
"Xander's got a fourteen for a security clearance," Speed said quietly. Eric looked more confused. "When he first moved in with his dad, Gibbs up at DC's NCIS branch..."
"That's how!"
"Yup, that's how he got in so early. Anyway, when he first moved up there, spooks started to realize what Xander had done back in Sunnydale thanks to a few loose lips," he said quietly. He sat down on the same couch, facing him. "The kid got offered a training program. Full stipend, he'd spend six of his nine weeks with them and then the last few interning wherever he wanted, which was with his dad."
"Who?"
"Langley," he mouthed. Eric stiffened. "He's got training in explosives, which is why Horatio's going now, and computer stuff, plus electronics."
"Think he could fix my computer?"
"Maybe. Ask him. He fixed Calleigh's microscope the other day." He shrugged. "We've seen his evaluation sheets. He got hired without that being known. His first day here, I brought him up here and he announced he had skills that hadn't been on his resume or forms. Then they sent me out of the room until they cleared me. I thought he was just a cocky brat, I was waiting on Horatio to knock him down," he noted dryly. "When I was allowed to come in a few later, they handed me the forms. He is a marksman on sixteen different weapons. He can make nearly any explosive we could ever need or see in the labs. He can hack. He's got a friend who hacks as well. He can do some electronics stuff. Some of that, as he told me a few days ago, came as incentive to pass the harder classes. Things like Physics and Calculus." Eric moaned at that. "The team treated him well and when he was doing good they taught him things as a reward, then the guys in the scary suits taught him more. That's why we had to get clearance to tell any of us anything and why Calleigh will be buried in the Everglades if she asks without Gibbs knowing and clearing her. Also why you will be if you let this slip."
"So he's Bond?"
"No. Not hardly," Speed noted sarcastically. "He's still very gay. He's not a gadget guy. He thinks they're cool to look at but he's pretty basic in most things. He likes things that go boom. That's why his internships with his dad were so intense. That and why he filled in now and then after classes. His father's a workaholic of the old school and some cases they work straight through the week without heading home. He was there helping a lot of times. The kid knows his shit. The kid has rough edges, he doesn't really understand people a whole lot. I'm pretty sure Gibbs and H have talked a few times about some things, like his stress habits. He's gotta have one. He's here because he learns better hands-on than from a lecture. That's why I make him do things repetitively until he can recite them and their uses and reasons in his sleep. Abby, their tech, had him certified in ballistics when he turned eighteen."
"So he's just as trained as us?"
"Rookie trained," Speed offered. "Maybe six-month-rookie trained. He's still got rough spots. People are definitely puzzles to him now and then. He still has real problems with women. He doesn't really like women and he warned me the first time we went to the clubs together that any woman attracted to him was a dangerous thing." Eric grinned at that. "Like they want to kill him, Eric. He wasn't joking. He was perfectly serious. Remember that. You both draw the same type." He shrugged. "That's why Xander breaks out in skills every now and then. Sometimes it's the only course he sees. He's learning how to integrate them and hide them better this summer. That way people don't ask. Everyone up there either knew, had a hint, or had a connection who told them. Down here he's learning how to be subtle."
"Then why is he going with Horatio?"
"They needed a bit more plastique than they had on hand for a bust," Speed noted quietly. "Xander got taught how to cook."
"You're joking, right?" Speed gave him a look. "Please tell me that you're joking?"
"Not joking. He's got the recipes in his phone from what he just said. He's also said repeatedly that he's not going to work for the people who trained him. Every now and then they pop up to bother him. He punched one a few days ago when we were at a scene and one walked up to him and tried to get him to come in for a case. It was kinda pretty. Horatio even looked pleased at his right hook. His goal is to end up working on his dad's team at NCIS some year. That's why he's so interested in the field work stuff, even though he's got a very solid grounding in the labs. Horatio knows this. He and the kid have talked a number of times. Especially after that sniper thing."
"That was him?"
Speed grimaced but nodded. "Yeah, he was having lunch and they couldn't get anyone qualified who could do the job. They called H since he used to be qualified, H called Xander, Xander showed up and presented his credentials. They let him have it. It was a really bad shot. It saved lives. Xander got sick later. He hates having to do that. That's one reason why he won't go with them. That and they probably wanted him to do some sex jobs since he's one of the few flamingly gay people in this job." Eric nodded at that. "You've seen Gibbs' team, right?"
"Pictures. Why?"
"He's got the most massive crush on his second, Tony. He goes for slightly older but still fun. He also needs a boyfriend. It'd help." Eric snorted and nodded at that. "So, if you know someone, introduce them. Don't try for subtle. Xander's not used to subtle. Just pull him over and stick him in front of the guy with a 'this is..., he's cute and gay too' introduction." Eric cracked a smile with that. "He likes working with us. He's said this is as great to him as working up there is. He loves the case load, he loves the city, he might be back next year. He's still learning and he's more than happy to learn. Hell, he was happy he got the dumpster job because I made him get inside," he noted blandly, making Eric laugh at that. "Really, he was. He said it was all good for learning." He waved a hand. "The kid's odd, but he's a good kid and he's a nice kid. We've got to make him relax more often and get him laid, but he's doing good. Right now I'd give him excellent marks in the labs and in the field. Your case is going to be personal to him."
"He's already said that."
"Good. Work with him on it. He's got to push his comfort boundaries out to work in the field. He's going to run into abuse cases and things that're going to make him ache and he's got to figure out how to put up the shield and not be as affected by them."
"Was he?"
"Yes," Speed noted. "Physical from drunken parents and a few times of sexual abuse as a teenager. He bluntly stated one was when he was thirteen and he was payment for a poker debt and the other he was sixteen and had been kicked out, he had just barely met his father then. It allowed him the space to get to know him and relax with him."
"So those are going to be harder." Eric sighed. "This one too."
"Yup but we all had to find that same skill." Eric nodded that he had. "So we'll start to push his boundaries back now that we know what he can do. At the very least, if he doesn't qualify for NCIS because he's a newbie when he graduates, maybe Miami will have a new CSI that'll be a kick ass guy with us. I trust Xander just like I do Horatio at a bad scene."
"He'll come back," Eric said. "He could've went anywhere with those connections."
Speed grinned. "He didn't use them. His references were the lab tech he trained under, Abby, and Ducky, their ME who Alexx knows. H said he refused to give others and stated that he didn't want to use any of the ones he had done up there. He let his past work and his transcripts talk for him."
"Gutsy."
"He handed the boss a stack of information from his past case work. He said it listed case type and what tests were run during it and what he did during it. It was a pretty comprehensive list."
"Then I'm really impressed. Gibbs made him work?"
"Gibbs is a Marine."
"Never mind. He's probably a hardass who rode him the whole time. That's why the kid needs more fun."
"Maybe. I'm not sure. I know that's his rep. What did the ATF agent take off for?"
"Xander spooked him. He told the kid he had worked with someone named Beth recently and Xander said she was a training buddy. So I'm guessing they went there together?"
"Probably. He had three summers there. They paid for his college too. Even for messing him up farther, they've been good to the kid." He smiled smugly. "So, you're good with this knowledge?"
Eric considered it then nodded. "I am. He's a good kid and he's working hard to learn from you and the rest of us. He's always happy to help out and volunteers for stuff. Plus he makes Calleigh smile and giggle at his bad jokes. And hey, he dresses worse than you."
"Not funny, Eric." He stood up. "You can't tell. You can't even let on that you know except to the four of us. H, me, Xander, and you." Eric nodded at that. "This does mean that we can come to you for help if the spooks come back."
"Sure. If he needs it."
"Now and then everyone needs it, Eric. That's a fact of life. Now, let's go over my case. It's going to get messy."
"I saw the bastard. Why?"
"Dirty IAB officer," he said dryly. Eric moaned. "Yeah. All we're missing is a chem report. The only evidence pointing away from him is a goat hair."
"You can find some of those even in Miami," Eric pointed out. They left, leaving Stetler there. "Have fun?"
"I want to know."
"Then talk to Horatio."
"He said he can't."
Speed looked at him. "If he can't I certainly can't. Talk to NCIS." He walked off with Eric. "We'll end up finding his skeleton in the everglades in a few years," he said.
"That might be fun." They shared a look and Speed grinned. "One less headache for Horatio." They walked into the lab and closed the door when they found Calleigh in there. "Having fun?"
"A lot. Why?" She looked at them. "Xander called and said he had run the ballistics. Can I help?"
"Already handed it over," Speed offered. "Only one chem test still going. "
"Do we know who?"
Speed nodded. "Yeah, bad IAB," he said quietly. She shuddered. "So we're good." They all smiled and he relaxed. It'd be okay.
***
Xander looked at Horatio. "Sorry I got you drug in on your free time."
"No, I'd rather be here for this. That way they can't misplace any of it. I don't trust federal agents. They tend to hire the lowest common denominator. Especially the ones they send down to bother us."
"Yeah, I don't trust most of them either. Though I do know an FBI agent who even dad respects. I lose him now and then whenever he's looking for me but Dad said he knows his job and he scares the lesser agents."
"Maybe I should work with him next time," he said blandly.
"Fornell? It might make him happy to get down in the sun sometimes." Horatio smiled at that. "I know I'm a pain in the ass, Horatio."
"You're not really, Xander. Actually you're less of a pain than the normal interns. You know more, you volunteer, and you pull your own weight. We've already had to let two of the others go because they were slacking off." Xander gave him a sheepish grin. "Your idea of slacking off is Speed's idea of slacking off, calling in two hours late to get over the hangover."
"I don't get hangovers. Occasionally I get nauseous but I don't get the headache. Oh, but if I'm drinking margaritas, I get the spins."
Horatio looked at him. "I'll keep that in mind. Anything else I should know?"
"One of the spooks tried to remove me from the club?"
"I'll keep an eye out for those as well." He saw Xander looking. "What?"
"Salt." He found it and poured it in, stirring it together. Then he added the chemicals he had mixed earlier, taking the pan off the heat when it started to bubble. He pulled the glass baking dish out of the fridge they were borrowing and carefully poured the mix in, listening to make sure it didn't crack the pan. Then he smiled and turned the oven on 'low' and set it inside with the door open and a fan running on it. "There. It'll stink soon. The other reason I didn't want to do this in the lab." He grinned. "I've even used a dehydrator before. Got it too dry and crumbly."
"How many times have you done this?"
"In practice and twice for Abby," he admitted with another sheepish grin. "I made hers in clay animal format." Horatio cracked a smile at that. "I spent four weeks doing weapons and explosives in the morning, then self defense and computers at night. I did pretty good in there."
"So I saw on the evaluation forms." He walked Xander off, it was starting to stink. They went out into the small back yard and found a swing, sitting down together. "How many more of those will you need?"
"For their test tonight, nothing more. That'll make five pounds once it's dried. Maybe just a bit over. If they need the real stuff for the full buy I'll have to take a day sooner so it dries. He got up and went to check something he had put into the freezer, coming out with the metal pot. He put it between them and reached in, pulling out the stuff to start making balls. "Let's do this."
"Gloves?"
"I don't get them even and uneven textured balls means that you don't get even spread on the explosion." Horatio nodded at that and helped. "Besides, there's cleaners that can take this stuff off your hands."
"Thankfully most people don't know that."
"No, most of them are trained by the military and they don't get that stuff. They want to know who's been playing with the explosives. The CIA not so much wanting others to know you play with explosives." Horatio nodded, letting the swing move. "So, you wanted to ask stuff I'm sure."
"I do but I'm not sure where to start." He glanced at him as he put aside another ball of explosives. "Mine are smaller."
"That's fine. This is pretty potent stuff." Xander reworked his first two so they were smaller. The extra from them got made into a third ball and he moved on. "There's always one stepchild that's smaller," he joked.
"It's usually the last one, like when you make muffins."
"I can make muffins from a mix. I didn't spend much time at home and dad was always working so food was the crock pot, something quick at the end of the day, or something frozen or ordered. Willow sent me her spare crock pot when I gushed about all the great takeout spots in DC." That got a quiet chuckle. "Go ahead and ask."
"Graduation." Xander stiffened. "You were there?"
Xander looked at him. "That was my battle plan," he said quietly, glancing around for their minders. "It was necessary."
"From what I heard it was." He reached over to push back some of Xander's hair. "Longer or shorter, Xander."
"Dad wanted me to get a haircut." Horatio nodded. "I'll do that tonight." He grinned. "Should I make Speed help me buy t-shirts too?"
"Take Eric, he dresses better."
"Eric's afraid my gayness will infect him, boss."
"He's not, Xander. He takes a very practical view of gay men - more women for him." Xander burst out in giggles at that, making him smile. Horatio took off his suitcoat and put it off to the side so it couldn't be touched by anything. "He would help if you asked. You do dress a bit down most of the time."
"Yeah, but you missed the kilt."
"Kilt?"
"Abby."
"I've met Abby at a few conventions," he said dryly, giving him a look. "Why was she involved?"
"She put me in her grandmother's clan tartan. We made the old director have a migraine that day. He sent me home since all I had were the leather pants we had bought on lunch and he had a memo out within ten minutes banning kilts, leather, or mesh tank tops." Horatio smiled. "I did it perfectly correct, but I did leave the furry bag on the table most of the day and I wore my black high tops."
"I'm sure you were adorable."
"Kate still groans whenever Tony picks on her. She had thoughts."
"I'm sure. Wore it traditionally?"
"Of course," he assured him with a naughty grin. "Which made Abby squeal when she checked." He laughed at that. "Dad still groans now and then too."
"Are there pictures?"
"Tony has one. You could tempt Speed into asking for his blackmail photos so I can see what he's got."
"Break into his desk."
"I tried that, he found out and swatted me." He shrugged and made another ball. Their minder came outside. "Few hours. Then I'll need a plastic thing to cut with."
"I'm still trying to figure out what to get you."
"Plastic and has to have a sharp edge," Horatio said, glancing at him. "Go to the hardware store."
"Not a bad idea." He sent the agent with them off. Then he looked at Xander. "Yes, I do read lips. It was *necessary*?"
"Did you see the remains in the school?"
"I did."
"That had to be ripped apart before it ate everything."
"Never mind, good enough for me. I'm sure someone somewhere's already classified that stuff."
"Along with the reason dad found me."
"Even better. One less thing I have to worry about." He came over. "What's that?"
"Temptation. If he has a clue he'll know what this is. If he's as big as you say he'll know." He looked at him. "Also as an apology for the other stuff still being too wet."
"Okay. How strong is that?"
Xander held up a ball. "Half a cruise ship." The agent shuddered. "It's not hard to make either." He made another ball and then moved and dusted off his hands, sneezing well away from that. "Sorry." He went inside to blow his nose and clean his hands off with the special soap he had requested. Then he came back out. "Didn't want to give anyone any biologicals."
"We could still get epithelials," Horatio reminded him.
"No we can't. The first ball we did conditioned our hands and coated them. This stuff is great for conditioning the skin." Horatio looked amused. "Seriously, look at your hands." He picked up a ball to work again and then put it down, letting him see his hands and the coating of liquid on them. "Part of the forming is pressing out the extra binding agents. The first ball may have some DNA from skin cells but the rest we're covered for. Plus we'll have really soft hands tomorrow." He got back to work with a smile when Horatio just shook his head. "Anyway, this is great stuff but only someone truly linked into the black market will know. It was created by some Russian guy and we stole the recipe from him. They killed him when they stole the recipe from him."
"So they'll know we've got someone who's former government from the Cold War," the agent said, smiling at that. "Good way to mask your true age, kid."
"Also to see if he's got a clue. This stuff is gold in the right circles. Speaking of, I need to call Dad. See if he wants a few balls to get loose so he can track them."
"No," Horatio ordered. "If he wants that, he can have you make some."
Xander nodded. "That's reasonable. That's why I wanted you to take control of it."
"Does this burn?"
"Oh, yeah. I've held a few bonfires with a few practice batches. It burns very well." He grinned. Then he got back to work, watching what he was doing. "This is still too pliable to make into animals."
Horatio grinned and snorted. "You're unique, Xander. Stay that way."
Xander gave him a look. "Would you really want more than one of me?"
"No," the agent said, heading back inside where he could shudder in private.
"Go ahead and ask since we're alone again."
"Have you met anyone nice down here? I know you've went out a few times."
"I've found a few people to play with but no one to date. I put them in separate categories."
"Most people do," he agreed. "Especially at your age. What are you looking for?"
"Tony." Horatio smiled at that. "I know, fantasies and all that." He shrugged and pulled out another ball, using it to scrape up the end of the pot. He handed some of it to Horatio and he added it to his, then all of them got carried inside and back into the freezer. "You'll need an ice pack for those. They're kept cold until use." He washed up, handing Horatio the soap when he came in. "That stuff has additives that kill residue and won't ruin our new softness." He got done and wiped his hands on the towel. That would be taken when they were done he was sure. Horatio did the same and Xander went to turn the other pan around in the oven to let the other side get just as dry. Then he headed back to the swing. "We could probably do my eval," he offered.
Horatio joined him. "We could. I know mine to your teacher so far has been glowing." He sat down next to him again and started the swing moving. "Did you want to come back next summer?"
"If I'm offered, I'll be down here on time with my tail wagging."
Horatio nodded. "As long as things don't get too much worse, you'd probably have a spot, Xander." Xander smiled at that. He heard a muted swear and looked back. "What?"
"The boss doesn't like this idea."
"We still on?" Xander called.
"Yeah, we have to have it, he doesn't like that we're using someone who took that class you did."
Xander shrugged. "Yay. Tell him they paid for my college and to bark at my dad too."
"No thanks. Your father would eat him and he still signs my evaluations." He went back inside. He hoped the Lieutenant could help calm that kid down because he had heard about some of his wild stunts in DC.
***
Speed ran into the kid the next morning, looking him over. "You look like you slept."
"I did. Mostly." He shrugged. "Where's Eric?"
"He's in the labs but I wanted to stop you first," he said quietly, pulling him back outside for a minute. "Xander, there have been a few loud officers about that case," he offered. "I know you need to work this but they're making me want to reach for a gun to shoot them. You're openly gay, they could come after you."
"As my father learned, I learned self-defense too, Speed. Don't worry about that." Speed nodded at that. "If I need it, I'll call when they're done." He walked back inside, signing in and heading to the labs once he had his jacket and case out of his locker. "Do we have pictures?" Eric nodded. "There's a few people who know *everything* that goes on and if they don't know, they'll know who to ask. I know where they brunch. Coming?"
"Sure," he agreed, taking the file with him. He followed the kid out to the hummer and even let him drive this time. "You've been over the case file?"
"Yeah, after you left that day. Speed just warned me we've got loud officers who're protesting us investigating too." He backed out and headed off, going to where they would be. It was early but not that early with traffic. "He wanted to make sure I knew that they might try me too for being gay."
"You are pretty open. Even most of the gay cops don't come out that way."
"Eric, I could care less if the patrol guys like me," he said blandly. "You either like me because I'm good, you like me for the person I am, or you don't. I'm over my phase of wanting to be liked. I was over that years ago. I was an outcast in high school," he offered at the odd look he got. "I had two friends."
"I'm sorry."
"I'm not. I learned some incredible things because of them." He changed lanes and found the place he was going for, scanning the parking lot before he parked. "One's here." They got out and he led the way inside, kissing the waiter who came to seat them on the cheek. "We need to speak to Lord Hillary about a case," he said quietly. "We're with the crime lab."
"Let me check, sir." He walked off then came back and nodded, leading them into the back room. "Here you go. Would you need anything?"
"Get them some coffee," the older man at the table offered. He looked them over, dismissing Eric out of hand. "You come to us now?"
"We wanted to have the full facts forensically before we came," Xander offered. "May I sit?" That got a hand wave so Xander sat across from him and patted the folder he put on the table. "We always go through the lab first and then come looking for suspects. That way we can't accuse those who weren't involved and we know the right questions to ask."
"It's a good strategy," he agreed, smiling as another man was let into the room. "These two nice boys are from the crime lab. Sweetie, you can sit."
"Thank you. I never sit unless offered." He sat near Xander. "We've done what we can in the labs, but Xander has heard that you might have some more information or know who we can go to. The tapes from the club aren't conclusive and they're blocked for most of it. What we have we can't match, it's too general."
"And I want to solve this," Xander told them simply. The new person looked at him. "I don't like people like gay bashers fouling the air I breathe, especially out at the clubs. They're up on the top of my shit list with rapists, child molesters, terrorists, and murderers."
That got a small smile from the second man. "You're a new hire at the lab?"
"Intern. I'm Harris, from DC." He shook his hand. "I've been interning a while now up there at NCIS."
"That's wonderful," he agreed. "Why specifically come to us?"
Xander grinned at them both. "I asked some people late last night who to go to. They said your group of six or seven, depending on who's on vacation at the time, either know what's going on everywhere in this city or you know who would know. We need a witness or four. The more the merrier in this case."
"In tights?" the first man teased.
"Hey, if they want to be in tights, I salute them. I can't. I did SCA stuff and I hated tights." That got a laugh. "I did." Eric gave him an odd look. "I got to play with swords, of course I did, Eric." He grinned. "This is Eric Delko. He's one of the guys mentoring me on my internship and it's his case. I'm being pushy and got myself assigned to help him. I know some people wouldn't feel as comfortable talking to him, and a few paranoid ones might even think he'd be like them because he's straight."
"DC must be very different than down here," the second man said.
Xander looked at him. "I've had guys shy away from me because I was too tough. I've mostly spent my time down at Bria and Orrorro. Whoever named it after a comic character was very nice."
That got another tolerant smile. "Those are very mature. Looking for a daddy?" the first guy asked.
"Slightly older, not that much older. Someone slightly steady but still fun and alive."
"That's reasonable at your age."
"Especially with the way the guys my age play," Xander agreed. "Which I've done some of myself." They smiled at that. "I know, I'm not down here for long so I haven't been seriously looking for a good boyfriend, only playmates. If I come down next summer, I'll be looking better." That got a nod from the second guy and a small smile. "Until then, know anyone in DC?" That got a nod from both of them. "Mention my name?"
"Of course, sweetie. It was a horrible crime."
"It was and whoever did it defiled him. His parents didn't know," Eric told them. "His father's still denying what they wrote on him. All we'd like are some witnesses. We can't get any from the tape."
Xander pushed over his coffee cup. "Drink, Eric." He looked at them, seeing the tolerant looks. "I know someone there was having a party. Were they taping?"
"They were," the first one agreed. "We can put you in touch with them." Xander smiled at that. "Have you asked the bouncers?"
"Two said they didn't see anything and the one who did got clubbed in the head. He only has fuzzy memories so far and I don't want this guy to get anyone else," Eric told them.
Hillary patted him on the hand. "Drink, dear. You're obviously bouncy and nervous." Eric smiled and drank some of the coffee. "So, Xander.... DC?"
"DC. My father found me when I was sixteen. I've been there since. No one there would give us any good names of who was there. Could you give us a few? I don't care what they were doing, they'd be treated respectfully by me and the Lieutenant, plus Eric. I will swat him if they get upset."
"Hey! I'm not like that."
"No, he's right," the second person noted. "Some of us will not come forward for fear of being outed or for fear that you straight officers wouldn't treat us well. It's not a problem we have often dealing with the lab but it has happened in the past. Especially the queens. Once burned and all that, Eric."
Eric swallowed. "I have nothing against anyone unless they're doing something really bad. In this case, I don't care if they were with someone who was reasonable but underaged. I don't care if they were having sex. I don't care if they were doing shots at the bar as long as they were sober enough to be aware and reasonably certain of what they saw. The same with drugs, though I'd prefer not to rest it solely on that. Then again, I also know not all of you are like that. We get people in straight clubs who do the same things. As a rule, club witnesses are questioned more thoroughly in case they were drinking or using. That way we're sure of what they saw. We do that to everyone. Horatio wouldn't let us treat anyone differently."
"I like your boss. He's got very pretty eyes."
"He so does," Xander moaned. "I was on spring break when I met him." That got some smiles and Eric swatted him. "They are, Eric, and they suck you in."
"They may but not the point, Xander. Focus."
"Oh, he is. He's usually much more bouncy and likes to ask the queens for fashion recommendations since he dresses so poorly." Hillary looked over the boy this morning. "You even ironed."
"No, I let the dry cleaners iron. I didn't bring one." He shrugged. "I heard you guys were some of the top people in the city. I'm not going to insult you buy wearing a band t-shirt and jeans in here."
"Good boy," the second man offered. "I'll have people call you two directly or your boss. We've worked with him in the past. Is the blonde one free? I know someone who likes to stare and drool at her."
"I don't know. Eric?"
"She's just now breaking up with a guy," Eric offered, shrugging. "I'm not sure if she'd date women or not. I never asked. She doesn't date often I know. She's very picky."
"It must come with the job. Being picky about how you handle evidence and things. May I?" Eric handed over the file and he nodded, then looked at them. "It's a bit early but Miss Kitten was there that night. It was her party." He handed it back. "That one was one of the faceless party boys." He looked at Xander. "You'll make a grand old dame some year, dear."
Xander beamed. "I can only hope I do. After dating all the women who tried to kill me? I like men. I like men a lot." That got some amused laughter. "I did before but afterward? Yeah, I like my men. A lot." That got a smile. "Is Mistress Artemis giving lessons anytime soon?"
"Not that I've heard, but she might make a personal exception."
"I'll ask then. Thank you, gentlemen." He stood up and kissed them on the cheek. "If you hear anything, tell us. Or if you have problems and I'm here, call me." They nodded at that. "Or Horatio. He's very fair." He took the folder. "We'll get coffee before we drop in on Miss Kitten, just in case." That got some nods and they left.
Hillary stopped Eric. "He's a good choice. Many of us wouldn't talk to you, no matter how nice you are."
"I understand why but we're not all like that. You can trust the main people in the lab to be fair and respectful. Horatio would skin us if we weren't."
"I'll let that be known, Eric. Thank you." Eric nodded and headed out after Xander. "Two very cute men. Think he's in denial?"
"If he ever switched it would have to be love," the second man sighed. "Pity. I could use a butt like that." Hillary slapped him on the arm. "I could. So could you."
"I could but Xander was adorable."
"He was and polite. You don't see many of the faceless party boys who respect the old order." That got a smile and when their friends came in, once they knew the coast was clear, they dished over the cuteness.
***
Xander smiled at the queen who opened her door. "Miss Kitten?"
"I am," he said tiredly. "It's very early, sweetie."
"We're doing the case from Pink," Xander told him. "I'm Xander Harris and this is Eric Delko, we're with the crime lab and we were sent to talk to you by Lord Hillary and Ashworth."
"Come in." He let them in, looking them over. "I've seen you at some of the clubs, playing mostly."
"I draw a firm line between dating and playing," Xander agreed. "Dating is for long term things and I'm looking for steadiness and a bit of maturity. They were stress relief and fun. If I was here for longer, I'd be looking for a boyfriend instead of playing."
"Good. Where are you from?"
"DC."
"And? The accent is throwing me."
"Sunnydale. By LA," he offered with a grin. "I was in hiding there and dating some very bad women but hiding my gay side." That got a nod and she let them in. "We heard you were having a party that night. By any chance, was anyone taping anything and could we look it over and possibly copy it?"
"I'll ask them. It could out some people."
"We're not interested in anything beyond what happened to that young man," Eric assured him. He noticed Xander was petting a boa. "Xander?" he said patiently.
"Sorry, this is a wonderful fur. What is it?"
"Lynx." She smiled proudly. "You think you'd like to be a queen?"
Xander grinned. "I couldn't stand the tights in SCA. Pantyhose would drive me nuts." She giggled at that and swatted him. "I have the utmost respect for any and all queens, Miss Kitten. I've learned a lot off them. Including how to iron." That got a smile. "It was necessary."
"Good boy. Sit, please. Thank you for giving me some extra time."
"Lord Hillary said it might be a bit early," Xander apologized. "I want to solve this as soon as we can. I want the person who did this to be the prison bitch within days," he said bluntly, making her blush. "And I want them to treat him just like he treated this boy."
"It's just," she agreed. "There was a tape made but I'm not sure how it can help you. I don't even remember seeing him."
"Ashworth said he was one of the faceless party boys as he called them."
"Him and Xander both," she agreed dryly, smiling at him. "You have to be spectacular or mated to win his attention." She took the folder to look at his picture, then frowned. "He was on the floor. I remember a scuffle. I was a bit tipsy. I turned twenty-nine the night before."
Xander snorted. "Twenty-six I think." She gave him a look. "Really. A few of those wrinkles are makeup." He gave her a knowing look. "Like me, being a bit older is better in some things. I hide my own age since I'm only twenty-two."
"Then you're very good."
"I am." He grinned. "In many things." She giggled and relaxed again. "So, you were turning barely legal and threw the party in the nice, hot, happy, and hopping club. We heard there was a small disturbance on the floor but the cameras didn't catch it. Do you remember what it was over?"
"Oh, it was possessive sister issues," she assured him, waving a hand at him. "Some poor lezzy's girlfriend was dancing with someone she hadn't approved of. A few of the more gallant ones stepped in to break them up and one of the other ones took the poor dear home to soothe her in the most natural way possible."
Eric took notes on that. "When was that, approximately?"
"Hmm, they were about to do the gang trilogy for the punks in the corner. They came on right after them and we all thought it was very appropriate," she told him. She nibbled on her top lip. "Hmm. Maybe an hour after we got there. Did you get my entrance?"
"We did," Eric assured her, smiling at her. "The cameras get the doors and there's an overhead view of the floor but it's too distant and focused off to the right."
"Hmm, and the poor boy was probably led off down the back hallway which is on the left side of the DJ's cage," she agreed. "The bathrooms are near there so it wouldn't have looked too odd."
"The last time I was in Pink, that door nearly stayed open," Xander agreed. She nodded at that. "Can you think of anyone who would've been watching the floor and the kiddies?"
"If Ashworth wasn't, then there wasn't anyone out there but boytoys. So maybe some of the daddies looking for a new twink or maybe a few of the predators looking for an easy lay." She looked at Xander. "I take you for one of those."
"Now and then. When I'm stressed and I need the relief. That's why I set a firm line between dating and playing. I'm always very good to mine and they know what I want when it happens."
"Good. You play safe?"
"As safe as humanly possible," he assured her. "Including only usually hands and rubbing in the clubs. I save sex for dating. Oral stuff if I'm receiving," he offered with a small grin. "I'm more a tease than not."
She nodded. "Good boy. That's always safer. There's one predator who's always there. Right side, upstairs on that small walkway of benches. Usually one of the last two. Talk to him. He does like them that age and he might like you."
Xander smiled. "I'll do that tonight. Can we fast forward through the tape, make sure there's nothing?" She nodded, going to get it for him. He looked at Eric. "Most guys like that get there just before the reasonably active hours so you shouldn't be up too late tonight."
"I've closed down some clubs and went to work the next morning, Xander." He stood up when she came back, taking the camera. Once she sat, he sat. "Do you think he'd be in by ten?"
"Usually closer to eight. He likes them just the wrong side of legal if he can find them and those sort do have bedtimes," she said with a smile at Xander.
"My dad had one of those too." She laughed. He leaned closer. "I need instruction to get better," he hissed. "Who in town besides Mistress Artemis can help me?"
"Practice does make perfect."
"Yeah, but my gag reflex doesn't like it."
"Ah. Mistress Artemis is probably your best bet, deary, if you're not interested in dating."
"If I was here longer, I'd have gotten one within my first week. Next summer if I get to come back. I have plans of interning all through my college."
"You're a rookie?"
"I interned for three years at NCIS under my father and their very goth lab tech. I'm a bit more skilled than the average college student."
Eric showed her the tape. "He's watching the right area. Who's he?"
She looked then frowned. "I don't know him. I don't think I've seen him."
Xander looked. "He looks familiar but I don't think I've seen him at the clubs."
"Okay," Eric decided, nodding at that. He moved on and then looked at her. "Can we copy this? I'll bring it back personally and personally make the copies. I'll edit out anything that I don't need for the case for the DA. Again, personally."
"Agreed. Most of the people caught wouldn't care." She looked at Xander, frowning slightly. "Did the poor boy's family know?"
"No, and his father's still denying," Xander said quietly. "We know it wasn't him but gay bashers are up with child molesters for me. They deserve to die." She nodded at that. "Thank you."
"You're welcome, love. Come to my act?"
He grinned. "I caught you a few nights back. Weren't you at the Diamond Collar?" She blushed and nodded. "But I liked it so I'll gladly catch your next one." She giggled and swatted at him. "Have a good rest, dear, and happy eighteenth." She let them out, smiling and happier. He looked at Eric. "That gives us another witness."
"It does and you need help?"
"Yeah, I have a really strong gag reflex." He shrugged and got in to drive once Eric had bagged the tape. "Should I distract what's-his-name, the chatty one?"
"Please. I don't want to deal with him doing this."
"Sure." Xander drove them back and had only walked in when he heard someone starting on the 'gay case' as it was called. He glared at the officer in question, making him shut up. But he continued up to the lab behind Eric. "I hate assholes."
"Being gay, isn't that a problem?"
"Not that way. Did you hear the two in the lobby?"
"Yup. It happens each time we get a high profile case like this one. There's always assholes in any organization like the military and most police departments. Remember, half of them are in denial."
"Yeah, but I don't know anyone who would have them," Xander said as they got off the elevator, "and I know some people with some pretty loose tastes." Eric choked at that. "I do." He smiled at Horatio when they ran into him. "We have a possible tape Eric's going to do, he promised personally, and a possible witness to find later tonight."
"Excellent. Do not let them get to you," he said quietly. "That's what they want."
"They're about to get my size elevens up their ass. I don't put up with gay jokes or racial jokes around me. Most of the guys in the building remember when I slapped one for that problem." They shared a look. "They come, I'm dealing and then calling. Those were dad's rules."
"Call first and then deal with it," Horatio ordered.
"If possible," Xander agreed.
"Thank you, Xander." He walked off, going to help Eric. He smiled. "Mistress Kitten was up already?"
"Xander woke her up." He looked at him. "He chatted with them."
"They probably appreciated it, Eric. It let them know he was one of them and on their side."
"Oh, he is. He petted her Lynx boa." He shook his head and fast forwarded to print off an image of the watcher and then copied the pertinent parts of the tape. Then he sealed the original again and put it into his case. "I said I'd give it back."
"That's fine. It's a reassurance to them. Did you let them know they could call us?"
"We both did, H," he said, looking at him again. "What happened?"
"Megan disregarded one and a few other officers have been known to disrespect them."
"We're not like that and I did make the distinction of the lab being different. I told one of them that you'd skin us."
"I will," he agreed with a small grin. "I'll have fun doing it, Eric."
"I wouldn't anyway." He shrugged and went back over the video footage. "I kicked Cooper out."
"He's probably taking an early lunch. Let me know what you come up with. Like Speed, I don't like the volume of the problems this one is drawing."
Xander came in with a folder. "There might be a reason for that." He held up a file, letting Eric compare the photos. "I took the club's footage of him coming in and did a search through the DMV. It's still running but there's something odd about him and the trace on the body was found to be gun oil." He handed it over. "With pool chalk."
"Crap," Eric muttered. "Why not shoot him if he had a gun?"
"Not humiliating enough, Eric. Gay bashers do it because they're afraid of what the gay person is to them, what they make him feel like. Usually they leave them living so they learn better and don't taunt them again by being gay. This time, he probably set out to kill him because the feelings were stronger. He wanted him badly and he couldn't accept it so he killed what he desired." He slammed the door shut when he heard footsteps. It was knocked on. "No."
"It's my lab, guys," Cooper complained, sticking his head in. "Should I duck out for a longer time?"
"Yeah," Eric told him. "It's private footage and I promised the owner I'd do it personally." That got a sigh and a nod. The AV tech left. Xander closed the door again. "Were you bashed?"
"Eric, I'm not even mugged," Xander said dryly. "Except for one guy in a club, I've never been mugged. Not even during Carnivale a few years ago." Horatio gave him an interested look. "Senior year. Dad said I had to take someone so Tony, Abby, and I all went. It was a great time, even with the spook that wanted me to work with him." He looked at Eric again. "If you were going to pick a target, who would you rather have?"
"Speed," he admitted. "He looks down while he walks. So, how was Canivale? I heard stories that it's wild."
"It's a two week party in the streets, Eric. The two main days are great, but it's spread out some. I so got laid. I came home so relaxed and loose I even grinned at Feebs." Horatio laughed at that. "I even cuddled Kate." He shrugged. "I had so much fun. Even more fun than Rome."
"You've been to Rome?"
"Training exercise. I had to go spot the other spooks." He shrugged. "I lost Tony twelve times, I got to see a bunch of tourist sites, and I ate a lot of great food. We spent six days there and it was wonderful. Even if Tony did invite himself along on Dad's orders. I even got an award for spotting more spooks than my boss. That two grand was very nice." Eric gave him an amused look. "It was. My car needed fixed. I had been run off the road by someone who wanted me as a hostage the day I left. It came in very handy to fix my car."
"I saw the cloud of greasy smoke this morning," Eric offered.
"Oh, I know. It's time to change. Badly." He looked at the screen again. "Run it back?" He watched. "Pause. Zoom in on the guy in the corner? The one with the dark hair." Eric did that. "Huh. Speaking of Feebss." He pulled out his phone and dialed. "Fornell, Harris. Yeah, the Son of Gibbs. No, I'm on internship in Miami and you were in a club where later as homicide happened. Did you take film? Okay, and if I can ask why you were there?" He groaned. "I doubt he is, Fornell. Sure. Please. Yeah, that homicide. No, I butted my way in since I'm openly gay and I hate gay bashers. Please. Thank you. Delko or me. Thank you." He hung up. "He was there watching this person," he said, pointing at one of the queens in the party. "They think she's got a boyfriend who's got ties back to a terrorist cell out of France."
"Interesting," Horatio said. "Did he tape anything?"
"A lot and it's digital. He'll be sending it to Eric."
"Great," Eric agreed. "The more the merrier. Also, we got a witness who Miss Kitten called a predator?"
"He's there to fuck the young and pretty boys so he can keep score, Eric. He's hunting cherries," Xander told him. "Like that kid in the purple and white flowered shirt."
Eric looked and just nodded at that. "How old is he?"
"Barely legal. They check ID's at Pink."
"Good. You sure he'll be there?" Xander ran the tape forward and nodded, pointing at him. "You're sure?"
"Yeah, I met him once or twice. We had the same taste once and he tried me once. He wasn't bad." Horatio frowned at that. "Sorry, boss, but only a handjob in the club. I needed the stress relief. It was like my third night in the city." He shrugged. "I'm twenty-two, Horatio. Of course I've had some meaningless sex. Though I don't really count handjobs or blows as sex but..." Eric covered his mouth. "Hey," he complained through it.
"More than we *ever* needed to know about your private life," Eric assured him. "TMI, Xander."
"Sorry." He ducked the hand. "Sorry, boss."
"Not a problem, Xander. It means I know you a bit better now. Which one would you have went after?" Xander pointed at one boy. "Slightly geeky?"
"Yeah, geeks need more love," he offered with a grin. "Plus I am a geek so it's a good thing and we can usually get along okay if we talk." That got a nod. "For dating?" He looked then pointed at one guy. "Him maybe? He's a bit outside my usual age range."
Eric looked at the picture then at him. "Really?"
"Really. Slightly older, not daddy older."
"I'll set you up with someone." He and Horatio shared a look behind Xander's back, getting a smile from the boss. "Okay, so we're going to go over what we can and then I'll deliver it back. We'll find that guy tonight."
"If he's not there, he's at the Diamond Collar or he's at Roughhouse. He wouldn't go somewhere like Tangy or Crass. Sorry, Craig's. It's tacky." He sighed. "If he's really wanting to go lower, he'll be down by the mall downtown. There's a small club down there but they're mostly barely legal guys. Shouldn't be too hard to find him."
"Good to know," Eric agreed. "Usually I don't have to hunt for clubs or people in the clubs. The last few Speed's had and Calleigh."
"That's because you could compromise things by knowing some of the witnesses, Eric."
"Speed clubs!"
"Yes, but you do it much more often," Horatio offered, giving him a look. Eric just grinned. "You two both club much too much. Settle in and read a good book." He walked out, closing the lab door behind himself. He ran into Speed. "They've found some leads."
"Good. One of the guys on patrol just pointed out Xander's gay to some of the other guys to try to make them quit cracking gay jokes. Reminded them that Xander had smacked the hell out of the one guy who made racial jokes around one of the ME interns."
"He can protect himself and I ordered him to call first, Speed."
"Yeah, but this isn't going to be pleasant."
"He can handle it. He's handled people who wanted to take him hostage to use against his father. He can handle this." Speed nodded, leaving it in his hands.
***
Horatio woke up when his phone rang a few nights later. He heard the panting and knew. "Xander?" He listened. "Stay there. Have you called anyone?" He nodded. "That's fine." His chest tightened. "I've got your back. Wait for me. No matter what the patrol officers say, you wait for me." He hung up and put back on clothes, hurrying out to help his boy. He found him cuffed and a few bodies being taken care of by the night shift. He looked at him. "What happened?"
"Van. Jumped out. Attacked. Defended myself. Called for help when I could," Xander said simply, nodding at the bodies. "They had weapons."
Horatio looked then at the night shift crew. "I am being kept informed."
"Yes, Lieutenant," one of them agreed. He looked at Xander. "No normal person can do this."
"Classified."
"Excuse me?" one of the officers asked.
Xander looked at him. "My father's a Fed."
"Oh." He considered that. "They had weapons?"
"They had guns. One pulled a gun. One had a bat. See, bat," he said, pointing his foot at it. "I was out for a walk." He looked down at himself. "See, no weapons." He looked at him again. "My dad's also a Marine."
"So, you're lethal?"
"If they had backed off, I wouldn't have touched them," Xander vowed. "I had no intention of doing more than making them go away. They jumped out of the van and jumped me. I defended myself and backed off when I could. Hell, I could've killed them all and didn't!" He looked at Horatio. "Four went to the hospital."
"I'll handle it, Xander. Let me handle it." Xander nodded and relaxed again. He looked over as Stetler parked and came over. "They're officers?" Everyone nodded. "All of them?" That got another nod and Horatio glared at Rick. "You are not crucifying my man for protecting himself."
"We'll see. What happened?"
Xander nodded at the van. "I was out for a walk. They jumped out and came at me. I saw a gun. I saw the bat by your feet. I defended my ass."
"How?"
"Self defense classes one summer and with my father," he said honestly.
Rick looked at him. "That's not normal self defense, Harris."
"I'm also a black belt in Tai Kwon Do."
"Interesting. Doesn't explain the snapped neck."
Xander sighed and looked at Horatio. "Call Dad?" Horatio stepped off to do that. "There's some extra training," he admitted. "And you still don't have a high enough rating. I'm getting it cleared. I have to get it cleared." Rick looked unamused. Horatio hung up and nodded. "May we step aside, Officer?" That got a nod. He walked him over to where Horatio was. "My father is Leroy Jethro Gibbs, head of DC's alpha NCIS team." Rick blinked at that. "Because of that and my experience in my former town, I was chosen for some special training out of Langley," he said quietly. "That included advanced self defense. The guy with the broken neck, I kicked it that way," he admitted. "He had the gun. I took it from him and he still kept coming. If he had backed off, I would have left it there. I had no desire or want to kill anyone or to maim anyone. I didn't want to do more than protect myself and drive them off."
"You're not sick yet?" Rick asked.
"I've seen death, Stetler. I'm from near LA. I've seen death for a lot of years. Right now, I'm disassociated. This is my first kill." That got a nod from Horatio. "I had no desire to hurt them. They jumped me and wouldn't back off when the first one went down. He's at the hospital. They saw him go down and came back as a group instead of individual attackers. I defended myself. That's all I did."
"All right. We're going to take you back to the station."
"Can the cuffs go? My hand's swelling. I broke my wrist. I'm not going to run and Horatio can go with me or you can."
"I will be. I can have the cuffs removed." He snapped his fingers and the officer came over. "Remove the cuffs and check his wrists." The officer grimaced but did that and Xander yelped so he looked. "That is broken."
"I know. The bat did it when I blocked a blow too far down." He held his wrist. "I'll cooperate. I wouldn't have kept going if they didn't keep coming. The guy with the gun, he had it cocked when I reacted."
"We'll see. Caine, by my car. You can follow us back." Horatio nodded, walking him over there. "What did you see?"
"I got here when the ambulances were about a block away. I don't know who called them. His phone doesn't keep a call log." He handed over that bag. "I saw him sitting on the ground, holding his hands and eyes squeezed shut." He looked at the kid then at him. "No way is he normal."
"His father's a Fed and got him special defense lessons to protect him. I know his father's reputation and he was probably snatched a few times," he said, covering slightly. Because he did not want a visit by the men in very dark suits in the middle of the night. That got a grimace from the officer. "Did we find a gun?"
"I don't know, sir. I called CSI and stayed out of the way once the paramedics had loaded four of them. CSI got here just before they walked off and heard where they were, then the ambulance headed with them. They weren't in good shape either." He looked at the kid, then the bodies. "Did he have to kill them?"
"He said they wouldn't quit coming. He also said this is his first kill."
"Interesting." He shuddered. "Maybe his daddy will be proud."
"Not his father. His father will rip the department a new one for his son being attacked by other officers for being gay." The guy gaped. "Harris is a CSI trainee. He's their gay intern. He was on the gay bashing case."
"They found out one officer's brother was the killer," Horatio offered. "They arrested him earlier tonight and Xander was off for a walk to clear his head."
"Don't sneak up on us," Stetler demanded.
"Sorry," he said, not meaning it. He looked at the officer. "Do we know the other one's names? He wanted to make sure they'd live."
"We do. I'll get you a report as soon as we get back, Lieutenant."
"Thank you." He looked at Rick, writing out a name. "His brother was arrested."
Rick walked over there and talked to one of the CSI, getting a point. He came back nodding. "Yeah, he's the one with the broken neck."
"Which means he had a gun on him," Horatio reminded him. He went back to Xander's side, letting him cry on him for now.
"This is so fucked," Rick complained. "Report to me immediately," he called. "If not sooner." That got a nod. He headed for his car. "In." Xander walked around and got in. Horatio went to get in his hummer. "We're going back to the station."
"Can I have an ice pack?"
"You can." He pulled away. "Truth, kid."
"About?"
"Your training."
"They want me back," he said bitterly. "I'd never work for the CIA but they used me to see what and how best to train some future agents. I have this training, some weapons, some explosives, some computers and hacking, and I learned how to build electronic things. Plus some field medicine. They'll live?"
"I'll be checking. You know you're in deep?"
"If they had stopped," he said quietly. "Gods, this is worse than Ari."
"Who?"
"Guy who shot one of Dad's team. He came after all us. I wanted to kill him for shooting Kate. I so wanted to kill him," he said quietly, putting his head back and closing his eyes. "These guys, I just wanted to back off. I had nothing to do with that. I don't even know why they did it."
"One of them was the brother of the man you arrested." Xander struggled with the door so he pulled over and let him get sick beside the car. "We're going to be talking. You will be on suspension until this is figured out or you are arrested."
"Agreed," he said once his mouth was cleared. "I expect nothing preferential and nothing different than anyone else. The same as I didn't in DC."
"Good. I don't play those games."
"That's why I came to Miami." He got back in and buckled up again. "Sorry. Shock."
"I've been there." He went on. He hated this kid. He really hated this kid. The fact that his phone had two voicemails from DC didn't make him like him any further. He let him ice his wrist and talk to Horatio while he waited on information. One he did call back. "You have information on his training?" he asked bluntly when she answered. She told him what she knew. "He said this is his first kill?" He nodded. "How violent is the boy?" He made mental notes. "Thank you." He hung up and looked over as one of the CSI came up to him. "Preliminary?"
"Autopsies are in process. I personally pulled one of the ME's who's not Woods." She looked at the kid. "He had a promising career."
"He said they wouldn't quit."
"We still wouldn't work with him." She looked at him again. "He killed three cops, Stetler. No cop will ever work with him."
"Then maybe he'll go Fed." He read it over. "The ones in the hospital?"
"Living. Bruised heavily. He disarmed and knocked them out by one's statement, then they both clammed up. One came up with the idea that he had been hunting them."
"So they just happened to be wearing all back and together with weapons on a street none of them live on?" She nodded. "Which side are you believing?"
"His but I still won't work with him." She walked off again. "I'll let you know."
"Thank you." He walked in there and sat down across from the kid. "Where do you live?"
"Hasbert. I was a few blocks from home. I was clearing my head after the gay bashing case," he said quietly. "The same as I do after abuse cases. I could've went to the club. I probably should have."
"Probably," he agreed. He stared into his eyes. "I've heard more on your training." Xander shrugged. "They said you're considered violent."
Xander snorted. "No I'm not. Nowhere in my dossier is a violence warning." He pulled out Horatio's phone and made a call. "Director, it's Xander. Yeah, you heard right. Then someone there told them...." He grimaced. "That fucking bitch." Horatio moaned. "Can you please give the IAB guy, Stetler, an accurate report? By fax is fine. Do you know the fax number?" He nodded. "Thank you." He hung up. "There'll be an accurate report from someone who doesn't hate me and want me out of the way faxed down within an hour if he has his way." He handed the phone back and leaned back again. "If he doesn't, my father will."
"You're going to rely on your contacts now?"
"Only for information to counter the BS you've been given. Let me guess, she sounded nice. She had a slightly deeper voice, it deepens on the phone. If she gave you her name it was probably Beth or Tiffany. Her actual name is Tiffany. I trained with her. The people who trained me want me back and she's one of their favorite ways of trying to get me back, by letting her do things like that." He looked at Horatio. "Did you get that call?"
"Speed did." He looked at Rick. "She told him he was violently unable to get along with others. That he was going to destroy the lab's personnel, hinted that he was a serial killer who got into our good graces and then we'd be killed."
"I see." He looked at the boy again. "Why?"
"Jealousy. I bested her scores in everything but bombs."
"As in disarming?"
"That too," Xander agreed. "I can also make a mean pipe or plastic explosive device. That was part of learning how to disarm."
"I see. The ATF agent...."
"Wanted me for that reason."
"Uh-huh." He made a note of that and a small stack of papers were walked in, half turned one way and half the other. "What's this?"
"They came in one right after the other," the secretary said. "I just collated by source and handed it over."
"Thank you." She walked off. He read through them. "You know how to do more than build."
"I do, but you didn't need to know that."
"True." He continued to read. Then he went to the second one. "Interesting. What was this?" he asked, putting a sheet from his disciplinary file in front of him.
He looked. "That was someone who tried to kill me in my sleep for being gay and making him have feelings again." He pushed it back. "His name's Patrick. He's one of their top interrogation people. We're closer now that he's healed from his cult-like family. I've backed him up in the past when he went in to arrest someone for questioning because he needed me to. He's also watched my back when I got back at the stupid stalker who had my dog. I kicked his ass and put him on the courthouse steps," he said honestly. "Earlier in the day he had tried to shoot Tony, one of my father's team, as well. He was a danger and I thought a broken nose, two black eyes, and some general soreness proved to him that he was not going to do it again. He didn't. He got help."
"What help could you use?"
"Right now, I could use a drink," Xander said honestly. He took the forms and put something in front of him, letting him see it. "That was two and a half years of my life before my father had me and I had drunk parents before then, Stetler. That comes from earlier. Pre-training."
"Do you combine them?" he asked blandly, looking at him. "This wasn't your first kill."
"It was. Things that go woosh and tinkle aren't human."
"I see." He looked at him. "They knew this?"
"They recruited me because of that," he told him. "I haven't hunted in years. When I moved to DC with my father, I fell back to a defense position. Unless they attacked me, I didn't do anything. The occasional brawl with someone who wanted to hurt my family is something completely different."
"All right. Let's move onto other things." He glanced at Horatio.
"I knew. His father was very honest once I cleared the security check and he saw that Xander looked at me like a mentor. I can honestly say that Xander hasn't hunted to my knowledge since he got down here."
"Interrupted a feeding but no," Xander agreed. "No hunting. Not in the last year, maybe fourteen months." He shrugged. "The only ones who usually bother me are the spooks who want me back and them I usually escape or avoid."
"Usually?"
"One I had to kick in the nuts to make him let me go."
"Oh." He went back through the disciplinary file. "One shooting review?"
"After Ari. They thought I should have killed him. I hesitated. A lot. Enough for my father to get there and Tony to talk me down." He swallowed. "Then later, when we got him again because someone in Langley helped him escape custody, I threatened him if he ever came after my family again. He got the point." He shrugged. "Last I knew he was still in Israel in a mental facility for the dangerously insane."
"Should you be in one?"
"No. I had a bad childhood," Xander said dryly, looking at him. "Big difference from his upbringing and training as an assassin."
"Assassin?"
"Yeah, who wanted to kill my father. He shot Kate in the throat. Me sneaking up on him threw his aim. He had been going for a headshot. He also tried to get me when I was alone a few days later when he escaped. He came up to the car Dad, Tony, and I were in after a Jimmy Buffet concert I had been at to taunt us that he was out. He shot Ducky's assistant and my dad to get away the first time I ran into him." He cracked his neck, then sighed. "Sorry, headache. Bad habit."
"I'd have a headache too. How many hits did they land?"
"Ten, twelve. Something like that. They went for overpowering numbers instead of cohesive unity. If they had backed off, I would have stopped and just called the ambulance for them. I might not even have pressed charges if they dropped their shit. I know I just made everything a lot harder on the other gay cops by protecting myself. Then again, if I hadn't, Horatio would've been called to a new body in the morning. There was no way they were going to leave me living. One of them joked that he'd be draping my intestines over me prettily like the lace I probably wore to the clubs to get fucked."
"Xander," Horatio said quietly.
"Verbatim."
"You're trained to remember things during a fight?"
"Hell yes. Aren't you?"
"Yes, but I don't achieve it."
"They got me when I was younger. I started there when I was sixteen, just before my seventeenth birthday, Stetler. Everything's easier when you're younger."
"Point." He stood up. "I'm going to check on the investigation."
"Go for it. I'll be here." He looked at Horatio. "You can head home."
"I'm here for all my people, Xander." Xander nodded, relaxing again. "Don't sleep. It'll look bad."
"I'm not." He leaned forward and rested his head on the ice pack over his wrist. "I have a headache."
"Did one hit you in the head?" Xander nodded. "Do you need someone to look at you?"
"No. I hate being fussed over."
"We need to document the wounds anyway," Horatio offered.
"Subdermal imaging still takes a few hours to appear. I can live that long, Horatio. Thanks anyway."
"That's fine. Let me get you something from my desk? Some tylenol?"
"Please." Horatio got up and went to get that, bringing back a scene kit to start collecting evidence. The boy had plenty on him. Stetler came back while he was doing that. "Would you please get him his sweats out of his locker so we can bag these?"
"Fine. That's a reasonable thing. Does he need more medical?"
"It'll take another few hours for deep tissue bruising to start. He said he can wait but he was hit in the head."
"I'm fine. I'm not concussed. I've hit many walls with my head in the past," Xander said bitterly. He looked at Rick. "They're okay?"
"They'll be fine with some rehab for the broken leg one guy has and some rest for the kick in the head you gave the other guy."
"Um, no, I didn't. He had a low pain tolerance. I cracked a rib and he went down. Unless he got kicked during the rest of the fight. I don't remember kicking him."
"We'll see if we can tell," Horatio offered. "Rick." Stetler walked off to get him the requested clothes. "Less open," he said quietly.
"Sorry but if I hide anything it'll seem worse. He already hates me because my father's a Fed and I'm trained."
"He does," he agreed. "For now, calm down." Xander nodded and forced himself to relax. "When do you think your father will be down?"
"I don't know. If he's in the middle of a case, he could send Tony or Kate. He sends Tony after me a lot." Horatio cracked a smile at that. "Then again, his boss is on special assignment. The new director was trained the same way but they don't call her into service unless it's something special. I'm hoping one of them is already on a plane." Someone came in and he looked at her. "Yes?"
"There is no way you did that without a weapon."
"My father's a Marine and a Fed. I got advanced self defense since people wanted to take me and from him," he said quietly. "Plus Tai Kwon Do club at school. I'm a black belt."
"That was not on your form."
"I didn't think it'd matter and I chose the SCA stuff to fill in the last spot instead. I figured it wouldn't come up." He shrugged then winced and hissed. "It was back in high school."
She sneered. "You know none of us will ever work with him again."
"Yes, my team will," Horatio assured her, glaring at her. She backed down. "He defended himself. They had weapons and he didn't." She stomped off. "Sorry."
"Thank you for the vote of confidence. She may be right though. Most cops won't want to work with me."
"Then we'll consider your internship over once you're cleared and we'll talk again next spring if I have room," he said quietly. Rick came back with a camera. "It's too early for that."
"I need ones of his wrist." Xander moved the ice pack and let him see it. "That is a nice bruise." He took a few pictures. "By the way, your father's not coming."
Xander slumped some. "Ordered not to?" That got a nod. "I thought his boss might. I know he's still behind me." He looked at Horatio then back at him. "Now what?"
"Now, we wait for the bruising so we can take pictures and I wait on more information."
"Do I have to wait here or can I run home to take a shower?"
"No, you have to wait here." That got a nod and Xander put the ice pack back over his wrist and leaned forward again. "Headache?"
"Yeah."
"Who called 911?"
"I did."
"Your phone doesn't say so."
"My phone doesn't keep a call log. It's got classified numbers in it."
"I see. So it's a security precaution?" Xander nodded. "I'll be getting the tape."
"Go for it," he said blandly. "My phone was staticky." Stetler walked back out and he looked at him. "You interrogate so much smoother."
"I wait for facts and then do it. He's doing this now because this looks very bad." Xander nodded that he knew that. "Are you sure you can handle this? Someone should go take statements from the officers."
"I'm sure he's thought of that."
"I meant someone good."
"Send Speed?"
"I can do that." He called him and moved over to the window. "Xander was attacked by some officers," he said when the phone was answered. "Three of them are dead. Four are in the hospital." He smiled. "Thank you." He hung up. "He'll head over." Rick came back. "I'm sending Speed to take their statements."
"We've already done that. They claimed Xander jumped them."
"No, Rick, I meant their real statements," Horatio noted plainly. "Ones where they aren't lying to get out of going to jail for assault and battery with a deadly weapon."
Rick swallowed. "That's against protocol."
"No one else here will take a real statement and you know Speed won't manufacture evidence."
"No I don't."
Xander looked up at him. "If he loved me like his own son he wouldn't do it. He won't do it to fix his own speeding tickets. He won't do it for me."
"Fine. We'll see what happens. He's to tape it."
"Of course." Horatio called him back. "Speed, Rick wants tape of the interviews. We're here. Thank you." He hung up. "That's fine. He's heading down to his bike now." He looked at Xander. "Let's see what the camera can pull up." Xander sat up and took off his shirt again, letting him take pictures of his chest and face. The shirt was bagged and he put on a clean one from his locker. Then he looked at the window, turning around modestly to let Horatio take pictures of his legs then putting on the sweats so his pants could be bagged. His shoes and socks were bagged too and he curled up in the chair since the floor was cold. Horatio taped down the bag and put it aside.
"Good. Now let's go over this again. If we have to, we can take more pictures," Rick noted, sitting down again. "You were where?"
"Someone's front yard getting around a puddle when they pulled in. The sidewalk was full of water."
***
Xander came off the plane at home four days later looking exhausted. He fell into his father's arms. "I'm sorry, dad."
"I'm not, son. You protected yourself. It was their own fault." He pushed him back to look at him. "Come on, let's head home."
"Who ordered you not to come?"
"Guess." Xander glared at someone nearby and he nodded. "Yeah, them. It's fixed."
"Thank you." Xander went to get his bag. "I'm not sure I can go back there next year."
"The confessed and one did it on camera," he reminded him.
"Dad, I still had to kill him to protect myself," he said quietly, stopping him to look at him. "If you were them, would you want to work with me?"
"Maybe. We'll see how it falls. Come on, I've got your bed made." Xander nodded and headed with him. "It'll be okay."
"No it won't be. If this gets around I won't be able to work anywhere. I should change my major," he said miserably. His father gave him a hug. "Thanks, but it's not helping."
"I know, son. I felt the same way after my first one."
"Stetler tried to say my violent past meant I slipped too easily."
"I heard that the FBI Profiler Corps had been called. I got his report. He cleared you on that too."
"Wonderful. So I'm clear but I don't have a career to go to. Just fucking grand." He grabbed his two bags and followed his father out to the car, tipping his seat back. "I need a nap."
"Do we need to have your wrist re-x-rayed?"
"No, the splint is fine. I haven't taken it off." He wiggled his fingers. "My gun hand too."
"We'll work it out, son. Would you like company tonight? Everyone wanted to come over."
"No. I want to sleep tonight. If the bitch is there, can I bean her with my splint?"
"I've already slapped her, son." He headed for home, going a bit slower this time so his son could fall asleep for now. He did look exhausted. He had gotten the final reports and personal updates from Horatio every few hours. Without having to nag for them. Caine appreciated his son. He had said as much. It had been good for him, even if this did suck. He finally made it home and found Abby there, scowling at her.
She snuck over and opened the door but Xander tensed. "Shh, it's just me. I'm helping you up to bed, Xander." He nodded and let her get one of the bags, trudging that way. She helped him into bed and tucked him in, then kissed him on the forehead. "I'm going to be downstairs if you need anything."
"My dog?"
"He's on the line, I'll let him in." She went to do that. "Blackie?" He came running to her. "The Xander boy is home." She let him go and he sniffed, then took off running to cuddle his daddy. She looked at Gibbs. "He's depressed."
"I would be too. Two cops twisted evidence to try to convict him for it. Three people died because they decided to attack him. I'd be depressed an angry too." He looked around. "No DiNozzo?"
"He's getting food and making a few calls. He'll be here by the time he wakes up." Gibbs nodded at that. "Will he be okay?"
"I don't know. He thinks his career is over with and no cop would work with him."
"Some probably won't want to. It sounded like the group he worked with down there liked him though and they backed him up fully. Some of the other shift did, that's how we caught the ones making evidence fit."
"True." He got a beer out and took a drink. He heard Xander shifting. "Go to sleep, son."
"Can't."
Gibbs walked up there and sat down behind him, letting his son cuddle him and the dog since the dog crawled into his lap to get more attention. "You're not the reason I'm up here," he told him, but he did scratch his ears a few times. "I'm proud you survived, son." Xander looked up at him. "After my first kill, I spent days shaking, puking, and then drinking heavily."
"I did drink when I finally got home. I had a bottle delivered so I didn't have to go back outside. Speed called last night to remind me to sober up enough so Eric could drive me to the airport today but I wasn't drunk by the time he called." He took the beer to have a drink then handed it back. "It'd be so easy to climb in and not come out."
"It is. Plenty of people have." He stroked over his hair. "Sleep. By the time you get up, DiNozzo while have finished the grocery shopping and we'll eat dinner." His son nodded and closed his eyes again, clutching the dog to him. Gibbs went back to petting the son, and occasionally the dog whenever he got begging looks, but mostly his son. "I would've been down there if they hadn't stuck us in a locked room with guards," he said quietly. "I nearly killed them for trying to keep me up here." He heard the door shut and looked up, seeing Tony coming up the stairs a few minutes later. "The shopping go okay?"
"Yeah, fine. I got him some new ice cream and a new bottle of liquor just in case." He came in and sat behind Xander, and he finished relaxing. "Why?" he asked.
"I don't know. They wouldn't tell me when I had my gun in their face," Gibbs admitted. "Fornell might know."
"I asked him. He doesn't or claims he doesn't. Morrow does. He called to say that it was not his idea. That the person who had decided to keep you up here is now banished to Antarctica." Gibbs snorted. "Yeah, I told him it wouldn't make him safe. He said the guy's committing suicide later." He shrugged. "Sounded like a good idea to me. Then again, I think the Director should as well."
"She'll get hers," he promised.
"In many ways," Tony agreed. They shared a look. They'd get together with the others later to see how they were going to torture their director for the boy. "How was he?"
"Depressed. Worried he's tanked his career."
"Caine said he'd be coming back."
"I'm not sure that's a good thing for him."
"I am," Tony said firmly. "Horatio supported him. He was there through most of the day and a quarter of questioning. He kept the press from following him home by having him snuck out in one of the hummers. He values Xander like we do."
Gibbs nodded. "Maybe." He finished the beer and tossed out the can, getting a bark from the dog. "What? It's in the trash can." The dog wiggled over and dug in there, finding his bone. "Oh, you didn't want beer on your rawhide. That's fine. Get back up here, dog." It hopped up to chew on it while the daddy held him. "You were the best gift I ever gave him, dog."
"He is," Tony agreed quietly, stroking over Xander's hair. He got an inquisitive grunt. "Just me, Xander." That got a sigh and a nod, and the boy went back to sleep. "Good boy." He looked at the dog then at the father. "You've done good. A less strong person might've already ended it all," he said quietly.
"I know. That's why he's staying here instead of his apartment for the next few weeks."
"I'll be fine," Xander mumbled. "I'm not like that."
"Tough, son."
"Yes, dad." He groaned and looked at Tony. "You were petting me."
"I was. I was trying to help you sleep."
"You could use the sleep, son. You look exhausted."
Xander looked at him. "Duh, dad."
"I know. Want to see what Abby's done to the kitchen?"
"No. Food's not high on my list at the moment." He got up and headed to the bathroom, his dog abandoning his wet, nasty chewtoy on his father's stomach to follow him.
Gibbs plucked it off and dropped it onto the floor. "Better that than your shoes or the boat," Tony offered. Gibbs shook his head but got up to check on his poor kitchen. Abby could create quite a mess when she was cooking in frustration. He found it spotless and something cooking. "Kate?" he called.
"Yes, it was me. I cleaned up Abby's bread mess." She came in off the back porch. "He up?"
"For a bit." Xander came down the stairs holding his dog with Tony behind him. "See?"
"Xander." She hugged him. "Are you all right?" He shook his head. "We'll handle it, Xander. It'll be okay. We'll even help you get revenge on the director and others."
"It was another move of theirs to get me back," he said bitterly. "I can go blow them up myself." He sat down across from Abby, letting her hug him. "I'm fine. My wrist doesn't even hurt."
"You still needed the hug." She shifted over to cuddle him. "Gibbs, Kate won't let me cook."
"That's because you make a mess," Tony reminded her, sitting down. He looked at his protege and buddy. "You have six weeks until school starts again." Xander nodded at that. "Why don't you take a week off and do some traveling? Get out of the states and away from things."
"Going where?" he asked, looking at him.
"London? There's some nice specials there right now." Xander nodded. "Plus a good nightlife and plenty of old places for you to go and stare at."
"Including the ancient penis carved on the hill," Abby reminded him. "All the old Druid stuff."
Xander let a small smile out. "I might." He snuggled in again. "You're nearly as good as a boy to cuddle, Abby."
She looked at him. "I know how you meant that but thanks, Xander." She smacked him on the back of the head.
"At least we know you're not dangerous since he's not going to date you," Kate teased.
"I'm very dangerous," she protested, kicking at her. "Meany."
"Only to some things, like my kitchen," Gibbs told her, looking at his son. "London's a pretty city," he offered quietly. Xander nodded. "It'll do you good to go forget for a few days and worry about not being mugged over there."
"No one mugs me. Except that vampire in the club that once."
"Not what I wanted to know, son," Gibbs admitted.
"He was more taunting, dad. Buffy sleeps with vampires, not me."
"Another fact I didn't want to know," he said dryly. "McGee not back yet?"
"Not yet, boss," Tony reported.
"His flight's coming in at nine tonight," Kate reminded him. "They locked us in a room and sent him off to go do computer stuff with an armed guard."
"More people I get to kick the ass of," Xander said semi-happily. They all smiled at that. It would be fun to watch him take apart those who had done this and kept them from going to help him.
***
Year Three of college:
Xander hung up the phone and looked at his father. "That was Horatio." His father looked out from the apartment kitchen. "He wanted me to come back. He said no one's going to hold it against me."
"I told you so."
"Dad...."
"Xander, they used it to clean out the department. There were a lot of bad people who got arrested thanks to that. Even if they hated you they wouldn't come near you."
"That doesn't mean they'll help me if I get into a firefight either."
"You'd better not." He flipped the steak over. "It's nearly done, set the table?" Xander nodded and went into his kitchen to find his new plates. His father had agreed he could move off campus when his latest romance had blown up in his face. He now knew not to date a teacher, even if he wasn't yours. He settled into his seat while his father brought the food out. "So, what're your plans for this summer if you don't go?"
"I was thinking I'd try Paris? Or maybe Cancun again?"
"You can do Cancun on spring break, like everyone else, son." He handed over his son's steak and then put his own onto his plate, getting up to get knives. "When is Tony coming over?"
"Later. He had a dinner date." He dug into his steak and ate a bite, chewing slowly. "You'll have to show me how to do this some day."
"I can do that." He looked at him. "I'm proud you managed to keep your grades up last semester when he tried to get you expelled."
"Me too." He shook his head. "Do you really think I should?"
"I really think you should," he agreed. "The same as I think you should ask about permanent placements after you graduate next year." He ate another bite. His son pouted. "We won't have an opening unless someone on the team dies and I'm not ready to retire yet."
"Point." He shrugged. "Maybe it'll be an easy summer?"
"Maybe. Then you can do Paris." Xander smiled at that. "Plus, DiNozzo's going to be moving this summer. His building's up for sale. Maybe he'll sublet off you while you're down there."
"He could if he'd watch the dog."
"I can watch the dog."
"Dad, you forgot to feed him while we moved me."
"Point. Fine, he can watch the dog part of the time." Xander smiled at that. "Eat more. You've lost some weight."
"That was that killer flu I got."
"I remember. You puked on me twice." He ate another bite and Xander blushed but did the same. "Potatoes?" That bowl was handed over and they decided to eat the other stuff they had cooked too. "How is this semester going to look?"
"Eighteen hours, including physics," he complained. "I'm tempted to call Speed and ask if he can explain stuff to me."
"You can only ask. It might help." Xander nodded and dug into his corn. "Anything else?"
"No. No boyfriend. A few playmates but no new boyfriend." He sighed and ate another bite. "How hard is it to find a real boyfriend?"
"It can be very hard."
"You found three wives."
"I was looking for different things. It's not hard to find the wrong sort, son."
"Oh, I know. The leather daddy I almost kinda dated proved that."
"Was he the one who spanked you so bad you got blisters?"
"Yup."
"You okay now?"
"Yup. I can sit again. He was out that next day and I can sit again." He ate another bite and got up when someone knocked, letting Tony in. "Your date tank early?"
"Had to run home to save her babysitter from her two-year-old."
"They're cute at that age."
"They may be, but I'm not sure I could handle kids." He walked in and sat down in the spare chair. The table only had three chairs to save space. The other side was tucked against a wall. He looked around. "This looks really nice, Xander. Good job decorating. Most guys your age decorate in Budweiser mirrors and pictures of dogs playing poker."
Gibbs shrugged. "At his age, I had a tent." He looked at him. "You can eat. Plates are above the stove." He went to get one and dished up some of he veggies. Xander cut a third of his steak off and gave it to him with a smile. "We were talking about next summer."
"Horatio called me first to get his number," Tony admitted, looking at Xander. "Go. You need to get back on that horse. Working with us is different." Xander nodded and smiled, relaxing. "Good boy." He patted him. "Where's the dog?"
"Sleeping in the bedroom."
"Ah." He leaned back to look in there, smiling at the cuteness. "He likes your laundry."
"He likes how I smell." Tony settled in to eat. "Are you going to run away from my kids if I ever have any ?"
Tony looked at him. "If you ever have kids, I'm going to use them to get you back for making me go to all those damn raves." Xander beamed at that. "The same as I will show them every single blackmail picture I have of you. You'll be a good lesson in why you don't date women."
"With his luck, he'll draw the sweetest things after we've turned him gay," Xander teased. "Then what'll he do?"
"Be bi, like you are," Gibbs said practically. "It works for you."
"I do try," he said with a shit-eating grin. "I was thinking about coming back a week late and traveling," he told Tony. "Dad said I can hit Cancun again during the break. What do you think about Paris?"
"It's a beautiful city," Tony agreed. "You'll like it." Xander beamed. "You never did show me that last roll from London."
"No and for good reason, Tony. I'm not giving you any more blackmail for my future hellions than you already have."
Tony smirked. "Was he cute?"
"Very and a Lord." Gibbs choked at that. "Don't tell me you heard about that stupid duel?" His father nodded while he drank. "Ooops? Not my idea."
"Better not have been," he said when he had calmed his breathing down again.
Tony looked at him. "Let me guess, they were both growling like you were the bitch in heat and you told them to go fight it out, quipped about a duel?" Xander nodded. "I've seen girls do that over me before." Gibbs smacked him on the head. "Sorry, boss, but I have." He grinned at Xander. "What're you going to do with this place."
"Dad suggested you might sublet it while I'm gone if you had to move this summer because your building was being sold." He cut into his steak and ate a piece.
"I could do that and you do have some very nice electronics," Tony agreed, looking at the system he had helped Xander build. Then back at the boy. "If I have to, I'll consider it. How much is your rent?"
"Six hundred. All utilities included. It's a college student special." He grinned. "Including cable and internet. I've found some very nice and happy chat rooms recently."
"You need to date, son, not diddle in the dark," Gibbs said dryly.
"I haven't been. I can't read the monitor in the dark. It's not bright enough." His father moaned and got up to get some more water. "Sorry, dad."
"That's okay, son. Whenever DiNozzo's around your mind hits the gutter." He came back and had a glass for Tony too. "Would they let you do that?"
"Yeah, I already asked about the summers and they said I could continue to pay rent or sublet it to another student or someone for the summer. But if there was problems I was responsible and for getting them out when I came back."
"That's fair enough," Tony agreed. "Classes?"
"Physics again," he moaned. "I hate physics."
"It'll be fine," Tony assured him. "Call Speed to see if he'll help if you get stuck that badly again. What else?"
"My Econ mandatory. My last sociology. Two labs. And my last PE requirement for stress relief."
"Good. Sounds pretty well balanced," Gibbs offered. "Not too hard. Did you get your internship hours submitted?"
"Yup, which is why I won't have a last semester," he said proudly. "Those are usually all internship hours. Between all the time I spent at NCIS and down in Miami, I've got enough hours to donate." He looked at his father. "Can I still come in and help?"
"Of course. Sheppard is off that rant again." He smiled and his son grinned back. "We'll be fine, son. Don't forget to tell Horatio that you accept." Xander got up to do that before he forgot. He looked at Tony. "Storage shouldn't cost you that much for your furniture."
"No, not at all, and it'll mean I'll have the time to look for a place with more potential. My present one is tiny and a hole." Gibbs nodded. "I'm thinking a singles condo community." His boss looked amused. That told him all he wanted to know. Xander was babbling happily. "Let him eat, Xander."
"He said he's not. He's doing paperwork and I'm an enticing reason to quit for the night." He grinned and laughed. "Sure. Can I call Speed if I get stuck in physics this time?" He beamed. "Thanks, Horatio. Yeah. And on time even. Since I've got all my practical hours out of the way I can load up this semester and next semester to graduate on time and take it easy my last one with my two art electives and two forensic classes. Thanks." He hung up and bounced back. "He said I gave him a break so he's going to go home and eat. He said everything had been worked out and I'd be safe this year. Nothing was going to be said. He also said I could bug Speed all I wanted. He was being morose and grumpy again."
"Email him later," Tony suggested. "Warn him in advance."
"Bring the kilt this time," Gibbs offered. Xander giggled at that and kicked him under the table. "Eat." His son dug in again, eating even faster now. The two older men shared a look. Xander had been worried about that, it had shown over the last semester. That's probably why he had taken up with the Childhood Education teacher.
***
Frank Tripp, one of the detectives that worked with Horatio, paused when he saw the clunker pulling in. He smiled at the boy. "You haven't replaced that yet?"
"Dad hinted I'd get a new one for graduation so why bother? I can add more oil every few weeks and stuff so this clunker keeps running." He grinned and shook his hand. "Was Horatio right, it's going to be okay?" he asked quietly.
"It'll be fine. They used that to start a long discussion on sensitivity and how to respect the officers around you, and warned everyone that if they ever attacked another officer, he'd better be a bad guy with a badge." Xander relaxed and smiled. He looked the boy over. Jeans but not too tight. Nicer shirt. Shorter hair. "He's in the office, kid."
"Thanks, Frank. See you soon I'm sure." He walked inside and to the receptionist for the lab. "Hi, Intern Harris reporting for duty. Can you please tell the Lieutenant?"
"Of course," she said cheerfully, calling him. "Sir, there's an intern here reporting for duty?" She looked at him. "A day late?" she asked dryly.
"Car broke down in Georgia. It took a day to fix it. I called Eric."
She laughed. "Eric just now told him, sir. It'll be a few. He'll send someone down to get you." He smiled and nodded. She made a note in her log. She knew that name from somewhere. She looked the boy over, seeing how he was standing. That's when it clicked. She almost felt sorry for the boy. Things were better now but it'd be a rough summer for him.
Speed came off the elevator. "He said you were coming back." He looked Xander over. "Better than Eric today," he decided, nodding. "Let's go." Xander grinned and shook his hand, following him into the elevator. "How did physics turn out?"
"C, enough to pass."
"I had a few of those. You're still riding a three-something in GPA, right?" Xander nodded. "Then you're fine."
Xander looked at him and pouted some. "Dad said there's no room at NCIS until someone dies or he retires."
"Talk to the boss about that, Xander." They got off and he frowned, stopping him. "Kilt?"
"Kilt. Abby's idea." He beamed and snuck up behind Yelina to goose her, making her shriek. "Most women don't make that sort of noise on me," he teased, earning a hug. "Yes, it's me. I'm back. Horatio said so. He was very forceful and manly on me even."
She laughed. "Good. You need someone like that to make sure you behave this time and don't have too many candy bars for lunch." She smiled at Speed. "Horatio just went into Interrogation Two."
"Thanks. We can wait in the office." He walked Xander up there, looking at him. "She would've smacked anyone else."
"I know." He grinned. Then he squealed and pounced Alexx, making her smile and squeeze him. "I'm back."
"I can see that. It's about time. Haven't you replaced that car yet?"
"Dad hinted I might be getting one for graduation so why bother." He shrugged and smiled at Eric. "Hi."
"Hi, Xander." He patted him with a folder. "H will be done soon." He walked off smiling. He did bring some energy back into the lab on the bad days. "Calleigh, he's back!" he called when he walked past ballistics.
"Good, he can work with the new kid," she called, shoving someone out of her lab. "Go. Shoo!" He sighed but walked off, going to bug Speed. Speed just gave him a look and he scurried off.
Xander looked down at him. "Woose," he said dryly. "My dog scowls better than the one he gave him."
"Yup," Alexx said dryly. "Kilt?"
"Did Tony send down that picture?"
"Yup," she said, smirking at him. "You did look adorable." She pinched his cheek.
"All Abby's idea. It's still in my closet even." She walked off laughing. He turned and found Rick Stetler standing there. "Horatio invited me back."
"I still don't like that I can't prove you called for help."
"That's not my issue. I know I did and I don't need this shit. But the next time I get gay bashed, I'll call you first, okay?" The man growled and stomped off. "Thanks, dear." He waved and headed for interrogation two, giving Horatio a puppy eyed look through the window when he caught his eye. He saw him fight not to smile and winked, nodding back toward his office, getting a nod. So he headed back there. "He's breaking bad on someone and I have to find a motel to live in."
"You can have my couch," Eric offered.
"That would seriously crimp your dating for the next two days, Eric."
"Not like I bring them home," he noted dryly. "We go to her place or a motel. It's safer."
"Isn't that what backseats are for?" the new guy offered. They all glared at him and he scurried back to ballistics but she had locked him out. He knocked and she threw something at the door.
"That's the universal sign for 'go get me chocolate, probie'," Xander called. "Have fun." He went to do that with a huff. He shook his head. "New intern?" They all nodded. He rolled his eyes. "Can I have him?" Speed and Eric smirked and nodded. "Cool." He gave them his most insane look, turning around at the cough. "Hi, boss. Sorry about the car breaking down."
"It happens to the best of us, Xander. Where are you going to be staying?"
"I'm not sure yet. I have a few couch options until I can find a cheap motel." He shrugged. "I get the new probie, right?"
Horatio smiled. "Yes, Xander, you can help mold him as you were molded. Come on, let's get your ID and badge, then you can help someone with something." He walked him up there. "You can have my guest room for a few nights."
"That would get in the way of dating and I do have to catch up with someone," he said quietly. "It won't be more than a day. I'll check back into the same place as last time." That got a nod and Horatio pulled out the ID packet from his desk. Xander looked over everything and adjusted a few things, then signed them and handed them back.
"Your clearance got raised?"
"Yeah, I kinda got locked in a room I shouldn't have known about in the FBI building a few months back. For, like, twelve hours. They decided I probably read things so they upgraded me at Fornell's urging since he sent me down there. It let me help him on a case he'd been having problems with."
"Well played on his part. I'll have to remember that." He smiled. "Go help Calleigh. She's frustrated with the bullets she's got. They're magnetized." He nodded and bounced off, making Horatio shake his head. That boy was a breath of fresh air. Even when the new intern did scream and run off, babbling about them hugging in the labs.
"He's *gay* you idiot," Eric complained loudly. "I'm sure he's not having sex with her in ballistics." He walked that way. "When you're done, I could use some help."
"Mental?"
"Car."
"Okay." Xander got done hugging her and went to help her with the funny bullets.
***
Xander looked at the wreck of a car, frowning. "This was driven?"
"It was but I can't see how," Eric admitted. Xander wiggled into the front seat and into position. He was leaned back but you could see. "We can't find any prints of who had it. The VIN leads back to the fact it was a safety tester car and scrapped afterward. Looks like someone was buying it to fix back up."
Xander wiggled. "You can't find the ignition this way. You'd have to look. Did we print it?" Eric nodded. "Did we do skin and DNA swabs?" Eric looked at him. "How many times have you had to look down to see where the key goes?"
"About a third of the time I get in." He got him some swabs. "Here you go." Xander shifted to swab the areas. He even let him deliver the swabs to see if there was anything on them. Eric got in there to print the places Xander had touched with his gloved hands. He hadn't been able to figure out how to get into the car, much less out. Now he knew. You wiggled like you were dancing.
Xander came back an hour later. "There be DNA. Nothing else. Only one swab had anything." Eric smiled and he handed it over. "We have a heavy breather who had some mucus.
Eric cheered and smiled, looking it over. "It's a suspect. Let's go talk to him." Xander nodded and walked off with him. "No flirting either."
"Of course not. I'm looking for more serious than playmate but not permanent boyfriend material now."
"Good. I'll introduce you to some people I know." It would calm him down. He saw the new guy talking to a few patrol officers. "Are you coming or not?" he called. "You're Xander's intern and he's on my case now. Get your jacket." He ran to do that and came back. Xander grinned at him. "It'll be fine."
"I'd hope so." He smiled at Jessup when he ran into him. "Hi," he said quietly, giving him a hopeful look. The guy hugged him and he finished relaxing. "They're okay?"
"They understand it wasn't your doing. They know your daddy's a Marine and they expect you to open cans of whoop ass on people now if they attack you. We won't worry about you as much anymore." He let him go. "There, now go work. The new rookie's annoying."
"Calleigh locked him out," he muttered, getting a smile. "We're going to talk to someone. Be back later." He got into the back of the hummer. "So, what do we have on him? I printed without reading."
"We have one juvie arrest that's sealed. He was a pretty young kid. Probably shoplifting and he did community service. So let's see if he had a hit and run." He drove them off, glancing at the rookie. "You can ask questions to get up to date on the case, Parsons."
"The crashed car, right?"
"Right. That one."
"How would you drive that?"
"The wheels are clear, the engine ran," Eric offered. "Xander figured out how you'd sit."
"I'm guessing but I'd think he had bought it to fix it up again," Xander told him. "A lot of guys do that." They pulled into a nice driveway and he smiled. "Yeah, he's a car guy. Tony has that same toolchest." He got out and followed Eric to the door, getting a confused looking woman.
"Ma'am, is Neal home?" Eric asked politely. "We'd like to ask him about a car we think he's acquainted with."
"He's in the garage somewhere. If not, he's at the store. Is this about the one he reported stolen?"
"Quite possibly," Eric agreed. She nodded and pointed. They walked back to the garage, not finding him so they waited.
Parsons looked at Xander. "You're gay?"
"Yes. I am. Technically I'm bi. I've had women but I only dated deadly women who wanted to kill me." He shrugged. "I gave up since I liked men more anyway."
"Don't you know that's wrong?"
"Not by what I believe. If you do, then you can talk to Horatio so he can arrange it so you don't work with me very often."
"Hate to tell you this, kid, but a good eighth of the department is gay or bi," Eric told him. "You've worked with at least one other." He went pale at that. "Get over it and grow up. Your personal opinions are not part of the job. I don't like the guys Xander dates, I think he's got bad taste, but that doesn't mean I can't work with him and he's got a lot he can teach you if you'd listen." He looked at the kid coming up the driveway on a bike. "Neal?" He waved him in. "Delko, Harris, and Parons with the crime lab. We wanted to talk to you about a car."
"The one I reported stolen?"
Xander looked in the file. "I didn't find mention of that. Do you know the plate number?" A copy of the report was found in a drawer and handed over. "Thank you." He read it over while Eric took the lead.
"Do you know this car?" Eric asked, showing him a picture.
"Um. No. Not right off. Why?"
"Your DNA was found on the ignition," Xander told him, looking at him. "This is a Caddy, Eric." He handed it over. "That one was a junked safety tester model. During an examination of it, we found your DNA on it. Can you explain that?"
"Can I see the picture again?" It was handed over. "Um, maybe. My friend Rod went to the junkyard to get a new fixer car. You know, something to tinker with on the weekends? You can get them for like two hundred bucks there. I crawled all over it to see what he needed. Where was it?"
"Right around the key hole," Eric said, taking notes into the file. "Like you were bending closer while you put the key in."
"I've done that," he agreed, still frowning. "Like I said, I crawled all over it. How did you know it was mine?"
"Your juvie record. A swab was taken at the same time as your fingerprints," Xander told him.
"Oh." He nodded at that. "Um, well. You might check with Rod. He lives up the street. Was it abandoned or something? I knew it had a working engine but structural damage."
"It was abandoned, right next to a body that had been hit by it," Eric told him.
"Definitely not me. I shoplifted some candy," he said quietly. "I paid it off, guys."
"That's why we're doing this in the garage instead of downtown," Xander assured him, giving him a look. "Anyone else who might've had access to the keys?"
"Only Rod. He only got it a few days back."
"Thank you. Which house?"
"The peach hacienda." He pointed. "He ran over someone?"
"We're not sure yet," Xander said. "Do not call him when we leave." The boy nodded. "Thank you for your help and we'll check impound with the report later." That got a smile. "Parsons." He walked out after them. "Good lead," he said quietly. "We walking?"
"It's only four houses. We can," Eric decided, heading that way with him. Someone inside came running out of the house and took off up the street. "Hey!" The man looked at him and put on more speed. "Go get him, Parsons." He ran after the kid at a jog. Xander shook his head and took off as well, one hand on his gun to keep it in place while he ran. He pounced the guy, bringing him down. Eric caught up and Parsons did eventually. "You've got to do better, Parsons." He looked at the kid. "Are you Rod?" He shook his head, looking scared. "Did you do anything with this car?" he asked, holding up the picture."
"No, sir, I thought this was about the hacking stuff," he wailed.
"No, kid, that's the FBI," Xander told him. "I know a few I can call if you don't talk." He stood up him and dusted him off efficiently. "Now, you knew something about that car. Your eyes moved away from the picture when you were shown it. Give."
"I swear, I don't."
"If you're lying, you can be considered an accomplice," Xander noted coolly. "Last chance."
He swallowed and looked at them. "We wanted to see if the engine ran and took it out."
"Who's we?" Eric demanded.
"Rod and me. He's my big brother. We laid it down on a little country road. Then we hit a deer. Rod hustled me into a cab and away from there, we left the car and the deer there."
"Parsons, take him to the hummer and sit him in the back," Xander ordered, handing him over. "We'll verify his story downtown." That got a nod and he walked the kid off. They went to find Rod. Their mother was standing in the doorway. "Ma'am, your son just admitted to being at the scene of an accident and fleeing, plus hacking," Xander said grimly. "He said he hit a deer. There was a dead girl instead." She went pale. "We need to speak to Rod about this as well."
"He's in the bathroom. He's been there a lot," she said grimly.
"He probably shielded his brother, but we'll be taking him downtown to take his statement and see what happens," Eric said more gently. "Please?" She nodded, letting them inside. This was clearly stupid, panicking kids instead of malicious acts. They found the kid getting sick.
Xander squatted down beside him, moving his hair off his sweaty forehead. "My first kill I puked too," he said quietly. The kid gave him a horrified look. "Deer?" He shook his head, looking miserable. "Rinse and spit, brush your teeth. We're going to talk downtown. Your mother can follow us."
"She'll kill me."
"She already knows, kiddo," Eric told him. "We'll have to see what happens." The kid was helped up and brushed his teeth, gargling mouthwash as well. Then they led him out.
"What were you hacking?" Xander asked. The kid moaned. "I ask because I know a hacker. Virus, sites, games?"
"Games. Hacking games to make them free for whoever wants them. The game designers are already paid and the companies make too much off innocent kids. They're greedy. They're in it to suck the blood out of us."
"They are. That's the capitalist system," he agreed. He put him into the back. "Parsons?" He came back. "Into the back." He slid in to drive. Eric got shotgun. The rookie got the back with the two kids. "I will make you two a deal. We will go talk about the wreck. I will not ask anything about the hacking. I will not call my contacts in DC about you hacking those games. That is me though." That got a nod. "The rest is up to Eric. He's the guy beside me." He flipped on some music and grimaced. "Who was in here last?" he complained. "Polka?"
"I think Speed did it to frustrate Horatio," Eric said dryly. "He needed stress relief recently."
"Yay. I'm here." He pulled back onto the main road and headed back to the station. "Are we agreed, boys? You'll give us the truth and let us talk to the DA's for you? You can still have lawyers or your parents present if you want. Rod, you're how old?"
"Seventeen, sir. Chad's only fifteen."
"Then you'll need a parent or someone to act in your interests anyway. That should be a parent."
"She'll kill us," Chad moaned.
"I told her, she hasn't yet and she's right behind us," Eric offered. "We'll see what comes out." They nodded. "Do you three have a deal?" They nodded. "Good. Thank you. Lying makes us cranky." They pulled into the station and walked the two kids inside, past Horatio. "H, you're needed." He nodded and followed with the parent. Eric stopped them. "We made a deal with them," he told the parent and Horatio. "Xander and I will not ask a thing about their hacking as long as they tell us the truth and don't try to BS us. You're still going to be in there. They can still have a lawyer and everything. Right now, the truth will be better for both boys. Your younger son may not be in as much trouble."
The mother nodded. "That's reasonable. They're hacking?"
"They're very anti game corporation," Eric said with a small smirk. "They're hacking them to get free registry keys."
"That'll stop too," she assured them. "I can call them a lawyer?"
"Yes, before they say a word," Horatio agreed. "Eric?"
"Hit and run. The younger son said his brother told him it was a deer. They were out to try out the new tinkering project's engine."
"So they planned to rebuild it but they wanted to test out the engine, going for a joy ride. How old?"
"Seventeen and fifteen," the mother said. She pulled out her phone, calling their father. "It's me. We're at the police station. No, apparently that new junker you bought with them was taken for a ride already and they hit someone." Eric nodded. "It's bad. They're not going to mention the hacking at this moment that Chad admitted to before he realized what they were there for. I'm going in. That was the deal. They wouldn't lie and they wouldn't do anything with the hacking."
"It's possible that they could deal for a lighter sentence or simple probation," Horatio offered. "Depending on what they say and what the evidence shows." Eric handed over the folder. He nodded, it was pretty clear cut. "The DNA sample?"
"He admitted he crawled all over it for them to see if it was able to be rebuilt," Eric offered.
She hung up and nodded. "If you're talking about Neal? He did. He did it in our driveway. Is he in trouble?"
"We found his DNA in there. As long as he wasn't involved in the crash he has nothing to worry about."
"Good. He's a good kid. Tinkering with cars keeps him out of trouble." She sighed and looked at her sons. "How bad are we looking at?"
"At the worst?" Horatio offered. "Vehicular or involuntary manslaughter, ma'am. At the best, probation. At least for the driver. The passenger, if he didn't know and therefore couldn't help, probably just a warning."
She nodded. "The sad thing is, Chad was probably driving." She walked in there, sitting across from them. "Which one of you was driving?" Chad slowly raised his hand. "You didn't look at what you hit?"
"I looked out the window, momma," Rod said, starting to sniffle. "I was trying to protect him."
"Then we'll see what we can do, but you're both in very serious trouble. If I had known about this, I would've brought them your mutilated corpses, boys. You'll be honest, you'll do your punishments, and then we'll move on as a family somehow. Your father is coming down." Both boys blanched at that. "Being honest will probably keep him away from you at least for a few hours. We'll be making a deal." They nodded. "Thank you." She looked at Xander. "You're very young."
"I'm a last year intern," he said quietly. "This is my second summer interning here, ma'am."
"Then someone obviously raised you right."
"My father's a Marine."
"Military school. That's a good idea." She glared at her boys, both of who nodded at that and slunk down. "Hacking?"
"Not in here," Xander warned. "Anything they say in here can be used against them in a court of law. I've already read their rights to them once they were sitting in here."
"Thank you." He nodded and left them alone for a minute, letting Horatio have it since this case was going to take some skillful bargaining with one of the ADA's. She looked at him. "It's not ideal."
"It never is," he agreed. Someone knocked and Horatio opened the door, letting in an older man. "Their attorney or their other parent?"
"Both. Richard Haslet, I usually do estates." He glared at his boys. "They were read their rights?"
"The nice young CSI intern with the dark hair said he did it while we talked," she assured him. Both boys nodded. "They have a deal in place that we won't mention their computer gaming issues and they won't lie. The other one there will try to help us with the DA's office if they agree."
"Good." He looked at him. "You're a full CSI or a detective?"
"Lieutenant Caine. I run the lab. My people brought it to me because it does look like an accident so far and I can bargain better."
"It was, I swear it was," Chad said, looking at him. "I didn't want to hit anyone! Rod looked and told me it was a deer. If I had known it had been a person, I'd have helped. I didn't want to kill anyone, sir, really." He turned pale and Horatio helped him to the trash can.
"That explains why you've been sick, Rod," his father noted. He nodded slumping down more. "Sit up." His son sat up. "Thank you. May we have a moment?" Horatio nodded and let him talk to both boys about what had happened. He opened the door a minute later. "Can I see the evidence?"
It was handed over. "Only one thing pointed at someone else."
"Neal. He was helping us. It's not unusual to find DNA from that I'm sure." Horatio shook his head. "Is he in trouble?"
"As long as he wasn't in the car, no."
"No, they said he wasn't. Can you get us someone to talk deal with? Before they make a statement?"
"I can. Let me call. Wait in here and I'll send him some water." He went to do that, nodding at Eric. It had been a good sign that both boys had been sick about this and they were willing to cooperate. It meant this was the only time they'd be seeing them and with a nice ADA and judge, they could seal their juvenile records when they turned eighteen.
***
Xander walked outside later that afternoon, sighing and tipping his face up to enjoy the sun and wind. "Nice breeze. Good breeze." He heard a cough and looked over at the new rookie. "What's up, Probie?"
"You're a Fed?"
"No, my father's a Fed. I've interned with him." He lifted his face again. "NCIS is a lot more demanding than it is here. Horatio's downright understanding when things take time."
"They know you're gay?" he asked bitterly.
"He's known since he found me at sixteen."
"Oh." He considered it. "It's still wrong."
"And that's still an opinion and this job is not about opinions, hunches, or gut instinct. It's about facts. The fact is, I'm a damn good CSI. I had three summers plus many afternoons up there before I came down here last year to do my first official internship for my college courses. I came in very well trained from up there." He looked at him again. "A word of advice, probie. If you let your opinions and emotions cloud the job, you're going to find yourself a bitter person because people are human and they won't ever live up to your full expectations. You'll also get burned out very quickly because we deal with the scum of society and sometimes nicer people like earlier. They were two scared kids who had not a clue how serious what they did was. Eric and I agreed on that point. Calleigh might've read them the riot act and not gone as far as we did. She'd have talked to the DA's office but they'd probably be up on hacking charges too. Those are federal and the boys would be doing time for it. You'll learn to grow some instincts that'll tell you when it's a bad thing done by bad people or an accident or something like self defense. And then you'll start to trust them. Every now and then they're still wrong. Even Horatio has the wrong instinct now and then. You'll learn if you can keep your biases off the job. The more you bias things with your opinions and emotions, the more likely you are to end up being charged for tampering with evidence to make it fit your view of what happened instead of letting the evidence speak as it should."
"Last summer....."
"I know about last summer, I was there."
"You were in the labs when that guy was attacked?"
Xander stared at him for a minute. "No, I'm the guy they attacked." He went pale and backed off. "All I did was defend myself. That's the worst case scenario of what happens if you let your emotions and biases rule you during a case. I let mine rule me so I could get onto the gay bashing case. I knew very well some of the community wouldn't talk to the police for fear of being ignored or biased against, or even outed." He moved closer. "The one thing you will need on this job is the ability to deal with people. No matter who and what they are. I don't care if they're sleeping with their cat. If they're a victim, we speak for them, even if it does make us want to bathe in bleach to do so. If they're a suspect we act against them, even if they're the Pope and a saint. Understood?"
That got a nod. "Good. That's the most important lesson you will learn. It's a hard one. It's one we all struggle to deal with. The same as we all struggle to deal with child murder and abuse cases. The same as most of us struggle with rape cases because we want to hurt the person who did it. After your summer here, take the rest of the summer and think about whether or not you can do this every day for the next thirty years. Because that's what they want out of you. Every day, every year. No matter what the case is, you've got to go on. Even if it squicks you. Even if it makes you hurl. You've got to be there to speak for those who can't or won't. No matter if they're a saint or a predator."
"I understand. It's a hard thing."
"It is. We're more responsible for someone being arrested than anyone else on the force. If we say someone's guilty, even if the evidence is shown later on that they're not, they'll be guilty their whole life," he said quietly. "Just like doctors, we have a person's life in our hands and it's our job to see that the right ones get what they deserve. That's why you work carefully. That's why you work within protocols. That's why you listen to those who do this every day. I don't know how many afternoons I've subbed in for my father after class. Even back in high school I was helping around the office, if only making it more lively during a bad case," he said quietly. "Now it's your turn. If you want to be a CSI, this is what will tell you. This summer is going to be hard. You're going to cry. We'll have at least one child murdered, probably by their parents, statistically speaking. We'll have at least one person who was raped and then killed. We'll have a few people who were robbed and killed. We'll have some who were kidnaped. We'll have a very full summer. Take all this and figure that out. Also figure out if you can stand dealing with people. Narrow viewpoints are what can drive you nuts in this job."
"So keep my opinions in my diary and get some emotional distance?"
"If that helps. I still feel every single case. Horatio does too. So does Speed. Calleigh can do some distancing now and then. Eric can too. Some others can. Take the time to figure out your style. We all do things differently. I started out here being Speed's intern. We mesh very well on viewpoints and styles of work and dealing with things. Even if he does think I have crappy taste in men." He shrugged and grinned. "The world is a wider spot than you're used to. Let it go and focus on the crimes. By the end of the summer you'll know your style. Then you'll have your trainee year once you hit a lab. Pick a lab that works like you do. An intense guy, one who's all force, shove, and power, won't work here. He'll work well in New York. Their lab is great at that and their boss up there is a Marine so they work on his standards of inhuman perfection. Vegas is a bit more laid back but still a bit pushy, just a more subtle pushy. Miami is a lot of undercurrent. LA is probably a panic now and then with the amount of violence they have. DC's labs at the federal level are all very clinical and about perfection. If you sneeze in the FBI lab, you change your coat, your shirt, your gloves, and most people change their pants and shoes too." That got a nod. "So figure out your style. You're here to learn. Just like I am. We all learn new things every day. I taught Eric how to hotwire a hummer last year." He grinned and walked inside.
Parsons watched him go and thought about what he said. It was pretty wise for coming from a gay guy. He'd have to deal with him to learn from him but he could keep his opnion to himself for now. He headed to his car. His day was done. He frowned. Xander had gotten in only a half-hour after him. He should be done too. He'd have to check on that. Maybe higher level interns did more hours. His school only demanded one internship. He heard he went to Georgetown. They must be really hard! He was glad he went to UNLV. He headed back to his place, going to relax and think. He hadn't seen the things he had pointed out yet. It was good advice.
Xander walked back into the lab and Horatio caught his arm, turning him around. "But I've got to finish the tests I started in trace."
"Speed already did. Go home, Xander."
"But..."
"Home, Xander."
"But, Horatio!"
"Home, Xander," he said more firmly. "We don't pay you overtime."
"I've only just begun!"
"Yes, and if you stay you'll be working until ten. Like you did last summer. I got yelled at last year for you working too many hours and forgetting to call your father. Home. Now. Wherever that is tonight." Xander sighed and trudged off, making him smile for the act. "Go club or something when you've found a spot." Xander nodded and waved over his shoulder. "Good boy," he said quietly.
***
Xander watched the predators in front of him and his heart sank. He didn't want to do this. He really didn't. He gave the kid a look and shook his head subtly, getting a grin. "Hey, play catch with me?" he offered. The kid nodded and they went to do that on the sidewalk, with a few of the other neighborhood kids. Xander looked, there were at least ten in their age range and a few were giving him wary looks. He knew he had been willing, but some of these kids weren't. He left them with the game of catch and went back inside, kissing Jesse's mother on the cheek. "I've finally found a motel room. It's insane down here."
"You poor dear. Are you sure you don't need to wait until your first paycheck?"
He grinned. "No, I saved up some from my last internship," he promised. Plus all his other ones. "Thanks anyway."
"You're welcome to stay if you want," Jesse's father reminded him.
He grinned at him. "I know, but this way I can order the smutty movies tonight." They laughed and hugged him and he grabbed the bag he had brought in. He kissed them both on the cheek again and headed for his car. Miraculously, it started the first try. He drove off with a beep and a wave at the kids, and searched his soul. He called his dad. "I'm fine." He smiled. "Yeah, I did see Jesse's parents." He listened to him complain. "Dad. Well, who did you tell?" he asked. "Since I'm down here I can check and make sure they remember." Which would tell him who to talk to. He winced at the name. "Sure. No, I'm heading to my hotel." He winced and pulled over at the screaming going on. "Dad. Dad! Jethro!" he snapped. His father calmed down and Tony took the phone. "I spent the last two nights on Jesse's parents' couch," he admitted quietly. "They are." Tony gave him a direct order. "I like Eric...I'm just not sure.... But I don't want to look bad in front of Horatio." He nodded. "Sure. Thanks."
He hung up and swallowed, making a decision. He called Eric. Horatio would start to give him looks if he knew. "Meet me somewhere? Because we've got to talk, Eric. Because my father once gave you a case, they're still here, and they're in a neighborhood full of kids." He nodded and hung up, heading that way. It was a nice club. He parked and got out, looking down at himself when the bouncer did. "Let me change shirts. Speaking of, do you guys know a decent, cheap efficiency motel?" They all pointed up the street and he smiled. "Thanks." He changed his shirt and locked the car, then paid the cover and went inside. He found Eric at a table on the quieter side and slid in across from him. "Soda, no ice," he told the waitress. "I'm driving." She nodded and went to get that for him. He looked at Eric. "My father called you from Sunnydale?"
"He did. I worked with him once on a case." He sipped his beer. "I remember it very well. Why were you with them?"
"Because I'm originally from Sunnydale, Eric." Eric choked. "Jesse was my best friend. He was my sanity and my soul when he was alive," he said quietly. He took his soda and paid her, getting a smile and a wink before she walked off. He shifted to lean his back against the wall. "The last time I saw them, I was sixteen. I had just been kicked out. Jethro had barely gotten to town." He took a drink. "Hmm, truth serum." He put it aside and scanned the bar. "I hate spooks."
"Can you defeat it or should I watch for babbling?" Eric asked, looking a bit concerned.
"No, I'll be fine." He looked at him. "I learned that in interrogation class," he offered with a small grin. "They thought my dad was going to dose me some day." He shifted, crossing his feet. "They put me in touch with someone who paid me just over ten grand for a few hours of my time," he said quietly. "Now, I knew what I was doing. I was formulating survival strategies. It gave me enough to live off of until I graduated if I had to." Eric nodded at that and slid his beer over. "I don't need it. I knew what I was doing. I kinda knew what I was doing when I was thirteen and I paid off my father's poker debt. Well, he paid off my father's poker debt," he admitted. Eric shuddered. "Again, I wasn't that young. I know that's probably f-ed up in the extreme, but that's how I rationalized it. That and so I didn't have to hear him or help him after he got beaten up again for owing them something like sixty thousand dollars." Eric spluttered on his drink.
Xander nodded at the spook he knew and nodded at the other one, getting an eye roll. He grinned and looked at Eric again. Then the guy came over. "Clay, this is Eric Delko. He's one of the guys I work with in the lab. By the way, your trainee there dosed my soda with truth serum." He handed it over, letting him test it. To anyone else it'd seem like a friend sharing his drink. "I'd suggest spanking but I know the spook trainers like that option too much."
"They do. What's up?" He looked at him. "You don't look happy to be in Miami this year."
"Oh, I am. I just ran into a problem. Remember the report McGee had to file on the LA guy?" Clay nodded once. "I figured you had backgrounded me after we first met."
"You'd be right. You made your trainers have very good dreams for months on end. I wanted to know what was so special."
Xander beamed. "I'm gay." Clay laughed at that. "So anyway, the parents, the middlemen, are down here. In a neighborhood full of kids, and some of them didn't look real tolerant of them. They looked kinda scared in a few cases."
"Your father said you weren't pressing charges personally but that you had understood not everyone else had made that choice," Eric agreed. "You're sure?"
"Eric, a few of the kids looked scared because I walked out of their house, I was playing catch with their next target," Xander said quietly. "He also understood why I got him out of that house. Yeah, someone there knows." Eric nodded and got up. "Need their address?"
"I've got it. We've been watching over them." He looked at him. "You didn't go to Horatio?"
"I didn't want to have him look at me in that special, pitied way, Eric. I couldn't stand that," he admitted quietly.
"H doesn't do pity."
"Yeah, but he'd still start watching me harder. He knew it happened. He asked at my first week eval last year. I told him, bluntly, I had been a poker debt and then I formulated a survival strategy the second time."
"Sure. I'll cover for that," Eric decided. "How many kids?"
"There were ten or twelve out playing."
"I'll go tonight. I know the people who're over the case now and we'll talk to some of them." He patted Xander on the head. "Relax, let me handle it." Xander nodded so he nodded politely at Clay. "Nice meeting you. Don't let him get hurt. His father would scream at us." He walked off.
Clay took his seat. "That was brave."
"Had to be done." He gave him a long look. "Yeah, I knew what was going on. The second time I made the decision. Some of those kids clearly didn't."
"I understand, Xander. I've seen it before," he assured him. "How many of us are in here? I know at least two other trainees are."
Xander scanned then pointed at someone, who looked over, so he grinned and waved. "That's Tiffy and her trainee with Patrick mirroring our position. The waitress who gave me truth serum soda. A few at the bar. One or two on the floor are too stiff so I'd lump them in there just in case since they dance like they're Feebs." Clay laughed at that. "Ooh, your female JAG buddy is down here. She can't dance either." He grinned at him. "Too many. If I had known this was a meeting place for Feds, I'd have talked him into going somewhere else."
Clay shrugged. "Only temporarily. By the weekend it'll be back to normal. Go help her." Xander got up and went to dance with the female JAG officer he knew and had helped a few times, making her squeak when he moved behind her, but he gave her a look and she relaxed again and let it go. He smiled as he watched. They were adorable together. Xander clearly knew she was deadly, he only played like that with the deadly women. He saw a few giving the boy interested looks, so he moved them into his probable category as well. All but his target. He knew she was dangerous. She was an assassin. She walked out there to take Xander and he smiled and danced with her, winking at Clay. Yeah, the boy hadn't lost his touch. He went out to help his fellow officers. They'd let Xander do point since she liked him and had decided on him as a target.
***
Horatio woke up to a call from someone at a very loud place. "What do you want?" he complained. He listened to the drunken slurring. "Xander, are you that drunk that you can't call a cab?" The boy said something and he moaned. "Fine. Let me come get you." Someone took the phone from him. "And you would be?" he asked patiently, checking the clock. Four in the morning. "Mr. Webb. State Department? Why are you with my intern?" He listened to what he said. "Interesting. Would this have to do with his training? Yes, I do know. His father had a few on my team cleared so we knew if something came up and came after Xander." He listened to the humorous story of the assassin who tried to get the kid, and he had ended up taking her down with them, then one of the other trainees had drugged him. "They will be punished?" He smirked. "Wait on me. I'll be right there. I will expect you there with the boy when I get there." He hung up and got out of bed, going to put back on his clothes from yesterday and head out. Only Xander.
He pulled in and found them waiting in the parking lot, Xander curled up napping on his trunk. He slid out of the hummer and slammed the door but the boy didn't wake, only mumbled. "What happened?"
"He and Eric Delko were having a talk about an old case here earlier. One of our brilliant new trainees, not like he was but a regular one, decided he was a threat and gave him a soda laced with truth serum, which he identified during the first sip," he assured him, shrugging a bit. "The boy was always good at that and he can defeat most of them. After CSI Delko left, we talked and I had him spot who else was in the bar for me. He's very good at body language and finding hidden guns. He beat his trainers one year."
"He told me about Rome." Horatio moved closer, checking on Xander. "Then what happened?"
"One of the people he spotted was a JAG officer we both worked with in DC. She's a really great woman, very nice to him, one of the few women Xander trusts. She looked like Frankenstein on the floor so he went out to dance with her and help her fit in better." He grinned. "The assassin we were here after went out to dance with him."
"I've seen how only the truly dangerous women are drawn to him," he admitted, starting to have a headache. "She went after him in other ways?"
"Yeah, tried to get him into the bathroom to blow him. Xander gave me the sign, let her drag him off. We moved in to take her into custody in there since there were still non-agents in the bar. By the time we got in there, she was working on his neck. Little did we realize she's been using drugged lipstick. I wouldn't drug test him anytime soon. A preliminary swipe and test kit said it's an opiate of some sort. I'll get you an exact report in the morning if you want."
"Please." He shook his head. Only Xander. "He'll be fine?"
"He was lucid enough to turn and pin her against the wall and give us the chance to move in. Textbook for a seduction arrest or capture. He turned giggly about ten minutes later and now he's probably on his way down. I heard from the bouncer he was asking about motels so I didn't figure he had one. I don't want him back where he had been staying since that's why he was talking to CSI Delko." Horatio nodded once at that. "It's handled," he assured him. "Eric knew about it before and is talking with the people over the case again." He waved a hand. "So I did the nice thing and let him call you. He said he would've called Speed, pouted about it really, but he didn't want to hear the lecture in the morning about not going with another woman. It seems like he's always getting into woman-related trouble."
"They all want to mother him, sleep with him, and/or kill him," Horatio sighed. "I've got a guest room he can sleep in tonight." They got Xander into the hummer. He looked at the bouncers. "He'll come get his car by the afternoon."
"That's fine, sir. They've got the club for the next few days. We've got surveillance if anyone should break in." He looked at the heap. "Not that anyone would want to but you never know." Horatio nodded and got back into the hummer. He looked at Clay. "He's one of you guys?"
"Former trainee. He decided to go CSI," he said with a shrug. "He's a good one. He works very well up in DC when he's not in class." He went to get into his own car and head in to make more reports.
Horatio got the cuddly person inside and let him flop onto the bed, smiling when Xander snuffled the pillow before snuggling it and murmuring his name. "That's right, you're here. You sleep. You're safe." He watched him a few more minutes then went back to bed. He even got two whole more hours of sleep before his alarm woke him. He checked the bed behind him. Xander hadn't come to cuddle. He wasn't sure if he was disappointed or not. He went to shower and get ready for the day, checking on Xander. He was still fast asleep so he wrote him a note and left it beside him with a glass of juice. Then he went to work. He found Speed frowning at the parking lot. "He's in my guest room."
"Why?"
"Because he ran into a female assassin last night and she drugged him," he admitted. Speed groaned. "One of the agents in the bar to get her called. Drugged lipstick."
"Which would explain why Delko got emailed a report on an opiate. He wasn't sure."
"That would be what got him." Horatio walked inside. "I left him a note. I'll call at lunch to see if he's up yet."
"Sure," Speed agreed, nodding at that. Parsons walked up to them. "Get that DNA sample's results yet?"
"No, sir. Is Xander off today?"
"No, he ran into an assassin who drugged him last night," Speed offered dryly. "Dangerous women like Xander."
"They either want to mother him, have sex with him, or kill him," Horatio agreed.
"That should be and/or. You know most of the ones he's had sex with wanted to kill him, H," Speed noted blandly.
"So that's why he's gay," Parsons said. It suddenly made so much more sense to him.
"No, he was bi before then, he's given up on women," Speed said sarcastically. "Go get me the reports." He hurried off. "At least Xander's making him come off his high horse," he said once the kid was gone.
"Thankfully. Eric?" He came out of the lab he was in. "Report please?" It was handed over and he looked at it. "Good, this is fairly mind. We'll keep this in case someone wants to drug test the poor kid."
"Xander?" he asked.
"Female assassin," Speed agreed.
"With a bar full of operatives and agents there to get her," Horatio added, looking at him. "After you and he talked about a case?"
"It's an older one and I'm helping them question some kids. It's a pedophile," he said quietly, glancing around. "He was on their couch."
"He was on the couch of his former best friend's parents," Speed said, looking confused.
Eric drug him off a few steps. "They're the way he survived when he was kicked out," Eric offered. Speed stiffened at that. "He saw them hunting and a few haunted looking kids. He called." He glanced at Horatio then back at him. "He said he knew but he didn't want those looks."
"Agreed. He okay?"
"That's why he called. He saw the looks."
Speed nodded. "Good. That's reasonable." He walked back there. "You've got to make sure Xander knows he can come to you about his former life. He thought you'd give him looks for some of his past." He walked off, going to rant in private and calm himself down.
"The ones from the poker debt?" Horatio guessed.
"He didn't want you to start watching him or giving him looks, H," Eric pleaded.
"I understand. We'll leave it as you've never officially let me know, Eric. They were?"
"Both times. He said their son used to his soul and his sanity, H." He glanced around then moved closer again. "He said he saw the looks in some of the kids' eyes when he came out of the house. That's why he called."
"That's usually enough with their history. We have them under watch?"
"They were before. Xander said he knew who their next target was. He was playing ball with him to get him out of the way last night."
"Good enough. Find us proof, Eric. I want them off the streets and away from Xander."
"Agreed. SVU has it and they're not happy campers. Someone up there is talking to the kids in the neighborhood today with a few of the more reasonable parents included. A few of the parents they knew were going to throw fits again."
Horatio nodded. "Keep me informed subtly in case it comes back to haunt him."
"Of course. He said he justified his own."
"They often do," he said quietly, heading for his office. It did add depth to what he knew about Xander. He had known about the incidences, but nothing further than that had been offered. He would have to watch Xander the next time an abuse case came up, just in case he started to dive too deeply into it. He put the report into his desk and looked up when IAB came in. "What?"
"Why did I get a report from the State Department?"
"Xander ran into an old friend who was helping some agents apprehend a female assassin last night. He helped since she twigged to him and wanted him. She drugged him slightly. He's in my spare room."
Rick Stetler shook his head. "Does that boy never stay out of trouble?"
"It's only women that bring it, Rick. None of his playmates or his boyfriends seem to bring it."
"I'll try to set him up then. That way we have a quiet summer." He handed over the report and stomped off.
Horatio read it over, then filed it with the drug report. Just in case it became necessary.
***
Speed finally got his few days off and took off, leaving his lab well in hand with Xander. Xander whooped and hurried back to rearrange things for himself. Then he got back to work. Eric looked in a few hours later. "I'm fine."
"I noticed that. I was checking for beard growth."
"I suck at it, mine's patchy. Besides, I look dumb in stubble. I'm not Speed and I know I'm not Speed." He grinned at him and got back to work, moving around the table to start another test.
"Doing too many at once," Eric warned.
"I am not. I've only got one running, one in prep, and one pulled out to prep next. As long as we don't lose power, I'll be fine."
"Uh-huh." He walked off, going to talk to Calleigh and make sure she'd help him look over Xander's shoulder.
Xander rolled his eyes at the worrywarts. They were worse than his father sometimes. Even worse than Abby and Ducky combined at times since Horatio was coming in to hover. "I know what I'm doing."
"I know, I came in to help." He gloved and jacketed up, coming over to see what he was doing. "This one is your next sample?"
"Yeah, it's running out of time so I jumped it ahead of another one." He shrugged. "That way it won't be dead sperm."
"Shouldn't it be in DNA?"
"No, she's had her shot. She said there's something in the secretion portion of it and she couldn't identify it."
"All right. What were you hoping to do?"
"Small bits to test pH. One small bit to test in the mass spec?" He looked at him. "It came up negative when she ran a drug screen. She's hoping it's a lube or something."
"That would be reasonable," he agreed, going to help him with that while the printer spat out the last result. Xander ran the next sample. "You could become a full time lab tech, Xander."
"No I can't. I'd go insane." Horatio laughed at that. "I would. All day in the lab without getting out? Even Abby sent me to get her sodas to keep me from losing it." He got the report and put it with the last sample and the thing it went to. This new result came off and he looked at it. "Your case." He put them together. Then he came back to help. "Did dad hint that I should be a full-time tech?"
"No. I haven't heard from him today."
"Okay." He grinned and got back to work, bending down closer. "I hate the face shields. Can't I wear a surgical mask?"
"If you buy them."
"Good, then I'm buying an emergency pack for my kit too."
"For?"
"Field medicine. Bandaids, that stuff."
"Also reasonable," he decided. "How far up did you go?"
"I took the 'we need a medic and we're behind enemy lines' lessons. Non-surgical for the most part except for how to hold veins and things together so you can move someone safely and not let them bleed to death."
"Interesting. Did you know that before then?"
"Some. Giles taught us how to splint, bandage, and take care of things back in Sunnydale. Basic paramedic training really. I've never certified."
"Maybe you should. It could come in handy and look attractive if you're not going to be able to go to NCIS directly."
"Yeah, dad said there's probably not going to be an opening unless someone dies," he sighed. He put down things and looked at Horatio. "He said I should hint at you."
"He hinted the same to me last month." They shared a smile. "If we have an opening, I wouldn't care." Xander beamed and got back to work. "Be careful with that, that bottle splashes."
"I remember. It got me earlier today during soil sample tests."
Horatio smiled. The boy was good in here. More dramatic flair than Speed and happier usually too. Yes he'd make one hell of a hire for Miami.
***
Xander got out of his hummer at the jewelry store, finding Speed there. "Why are you here?"
"I got called back, dumbass. Why are you here?"
"Horatio said so."
"Huh? H?" Horatio looked over and he pointed at Xander. "You called Wonder Mouse here?" Xander rolled his eyes at that name and shook his head.
"I did. There's something very wrong about this case and I want his biased opinion."
"Sure," Xander agreed. They walked into the store together, him behind but between the two people.
"How can I help you gentlemen today?" a man behind a counter asked.
"We're with the crime lab," Speed offered.
Xander spaced out on the talking, looking around. Something was not right. His attention drew to a pad of jewels out in the open. Very not right. He saw movement and dropped his case, pulling his gun. "Gun!" Horatio drew, Speed drew. He heard Speed jam and he and Horatio shot. He saw Speed hit the floor too. He let Horatio cover them while he flipped open his case and pulled out his small medical kit. "Speed, talk to me?" he ordered, slipping into crisis mode. "Come on, talk to me or I'm kissing your stupid ass." That got a moan. "Horatio, I need an ambulance with a clamp! I don't have one." He pulled out a set of gloves and some scissors, cutting open the shirt. "Oh shit. Now! We need them now!" He squeezed the bleeding spot closed, getting another moan. His other hand was reaching for a small wrapped package. He put it on his chest and removed the clamping hand just enough to get it open. Then he bent closer.
"Speed, I love you but they had better get here soon. Or else I'm going to paddle your ass after I save your life." He put in a few retaining stitches. "Veins are not my strong suit," he complained as he worked. He got a few punctures but the two spots were connected for now. He felt a hand behind him and looked back at the paramedics. "I joined the two spots around the damage. It's temporary. Clamp?" One was handed over and he clamped the hole closed. "Move him carefully. If that rips, he'll finish bleeding out. Veins are not my speciality so be very delicate." They nodded and moved around him while Horatio helped him up. He looked at him and then at the store. "Can you?" That got a nod. "Then I'm heading with him. Hummers?"
"Ride along."
Xander nodded and reclosed his case, hopping into the ambulance. "His name is Tim Speedle. He's a CSI. Call ME Alexx Woods for his medical record. She's like his mom and his medical contact if Horatio isn't." They nodded, radioing ahead. He was drug into the room with him. "It's field medicine." The doctor looked at him. "I'm medic trained. My father's a Marine and a Fed. I did it around the damage." He unclamped him, letting him see. "That way he didn't finish bleeding out. It's temporary."
"Good job," he praised. "Now go wait and call." Xander nodded, hurrying out to make those calls. He looked at the paramedics. "How long did it take you to respond?"
"He was with them," one of them noted. "We got there when he was doing the last two. It was stopping the bleeding, we let him."
"Good enough. Note it with the nurse." They let her have their notes while they got a surgeon down there. He was almost stable. "Let's get him typed for blood. He's lost some." The nurse hurried off to see if they had his medical records and do that. The surgeon ran in. "We had a civie who had some medic training from his father, who's a Marine and a Fed. He stitched around the damage to shunt the blood."
He looked. "That'll hold until we can get his blood pressure up. Let's do that." They worked on that, watching the stitches. Once he was a bit more stable they ran him upstairs to remove the bullet and fix it right.
***
Xander looked up as Horatio walked in. "The kid?"
"Found him," he promised, patting him on the cheek. "Speed?"
"He'll be fine. They said I did the right thing."
"You did. Thank you." Xander nodded, swallowing. "Go get sick, I'll watch." Xander ran off. Horatio went to bother the nurse. "Tim Speedle?"
"ICU bed four, sir. Are you a relative?"
"His boss. One of his medical contacts. Horatio Caine." She checked and nodded, letting him in there with Alexx. "Alexx?" he asked quietly. "How is he?"
"He'll survive and heal." She looked at him. "What happened to his gun?"
"Calleigh's checking it now." He moved closer. "Did you hear?"
"I'm going to kiss that boy and make him the most chocolatey brownies I can," she assured him, taking his hand to hold. "He lost two pints at the scene but Xander kept him from dying." She sniffled. "I nearly lost him." He let her cry on him and watched their friend. She pulled back finally. "The poor kid?"
"Found," he assured her. She nodded at that, taking Speed's hand to hold again. "Let me tell the others. When do they think they'll downgrade him so he can have visitors?"
"Probably tomorrow if he stays stable," she offered.
He nodded, going to find Xander. He found him curled against Eric's side. "He'll be fine." Xander relaxed and nodded. "Even Alexx said so. They think he'll be able to have visitors tomorrow. Calleigh?" She looked over. "What happened?"
"Damp ammo and his pin isn't moving. It's not dirty, it's frozen. However he put it back in was wrong."
He nodded at that.
"I'm so teaching him how to clean his gun this time," Xander muttered, making Eric laugh. "I am!" He looked at him. "When do they think he'll wake up?"
"Alexx said he'd probably be downgraded by tomorrow and able to have visitors so probably sometime tonight."
"We can wait," Eric assured him, letting Calleigh have Xander for now. "It jammed?"
"There were people in the back. Speed and Horatio were talking, I was paying attention to the store. I saw someone come out with a gun. I shouted, I pulled, I fired. I heard Speed's click." Horatio nodded at that. "Then I saw him fall." Calleigh gave him a squeeze. "It's instinct."
"It's a good instinct," she assured him, patting his hair. "You should call your dad."
"No, he's got a bad case right now. Spies and dead wives. I'll call him tomorrow." She smiled at that and gave him another squeeze. "I'll be okay."
"I'd hope so. They'll give you an award for this," she teased.
"Then I guess you guys can meet Tony. It's tradition he picks up any awards for me or dad." Horatio cracked a smile. "He does, even in school. We run from them." He looked at her. "Don't make me leave Miami early this year. I'm not going to Paris until later this summer. I'd be bored." She smiled and patted him, kissing him on the forehead. Alexx came out. "Is he still okay?"
"He's fine, baby." She pulled him up to hold. "Thank you," she whispered. He nodded. She gave him an extra squeeze. "When he wakes up I'll call you directly. Horatio, I won't be in until he wakes up."
"I'll let your Chief know." She nodded at that and drug Xander back with her, making the others smile. "He deserves it."
"He does," Eric agreed. "We almost lost him." The other two nodded. "What would we do without him?"
"We'll know soon enough. It's going to be at least four months before he can come back," Calleigh pointed out. "He'll need rehab for his arm." She looked at Horatio. "Can we keep Xander?"
"We're keeping Xander through his internship. We'll see about a temporary replacement or possibly hiring a new tech." They smiled at that. "It'll probably be closer to six months and we can let Xander train him for Speed as well." Eric giggled at that. "Let me let the proper people know he'll be okay." He went outside to do that and to pray his thanks. His last call was to Gibbs, getting snapped at. "I was going to tell you your son saved a life today," he said quietly. "Speed's. His gun malfunctioned in a shooting. Shoulder wound. He did something temporary that lasted long enough to get him to the hospital and into surgery. He said he'd call in a few days and he wanted to know if he could borrow Tony if they gave him an award." He smiled at the smart answer. "Thank you, Jethro. No, we're keeping him. Maybe permanently after he graduates. Xander is a very special man and we appreciate the hell out of him. Thank you. Have a better case." He hung up.
***
Gibbs hung up. "DiNozzo, you may be heading to Miami to pick up Xander's award."
"What did he win?" McGee asked, looking confused.
"He saved Speed's life," he said quietly. "He was shot in the shoulder during a problem." Tony shuddered. "He did something at the scene since he was there and it gave them enough time to get him into surgery to fix it properly. So if he gets one, he said you can pick that one up too."
"It does seem to be family tradition. Does this mean if we both have grandkids, my grandkid can get your's awards too, boss?"
Gibbs shuddered at that image. "Xander's forbidden to breed, DiNozzo."
Tony grinned. "Sure, boss. Can I sit there when you tell him that?"
"Back to work," he complained, shaking his head. "Better yet, someone get him something to eat so he returns to sanity and sense." McGee hurried off to do that. That was just too scary. His grandkids and Tony's grandkids being friends?
***
Speed woke up to someone petting him. He made a grumbling noise.
"I'm going to teach you how to put your gun back together properly," Xander whispered in his ear. "Then I'm going to make you do it over and over again like you did me with the semen and vomit separating." Speed cracked a small grin at that. "Water?" That got a shallow nod. He let him sip while he pushed the call button, bringing a nurse. "He's responding to verbal cues."
"Good." She came in to check him over. "Mr. Speedle, you are one very lucky person. Whoever did the work on your shoulder at the scene saved your life." She checked the bandage. "That should be fine. The doctor will be in on rounds in a few hours. I'll let him know you've woken up." Speed grumbled something at her. "Huh?"
"We moved your bike to Horatio's garage. It's not sitting in the PD parking lot." Speed grumbled something else. "What? Try enunciation this time?" Speed grumbled it again. "If you had died, yeah I would've kissed you and done CPR. Next time don't try to get dead." Speed nodded slightly at that. "Could be worse. I could've offered to date you." Speed shuddered and shook his head more firmly. "Good. Then you'll get better and we'll figure out what to do. Okay?" Speed nodded. "Good boy. Now you rest."
"Water?" he mumbled more intelligently. Xander let him have more. "Alexx?"
"Home. It's nearly three in the morning." Speed gave Xander a look and the nurse laughed. "I'm sure he's got tomorrow off."
"That's right. Horatio said I can come in at noon." Speed grunted and nodded, closing his eyes again. Xander texted everyone to let them know he had woken up. Then he looked at the nurse. "Is he being moved?"
"It depends on the doctor, sir." She smiled and went to make her own notes and leave her own messages.
***
Calleigh walked in the next morning, smiling at the boy curled up in the chair beside the other sleeping person. "Aww," she whispered, sneaking over. Speed flinched and woke up. "Shh." She pointed and he snorted. "It's adorable."
"He'd complain," he said weakly. "Please feed me real food?"
"If they let me. If not, I can't help you with the pig slop." He let out a complaining noise and Xander popped awake at that. "Good morning. You're adorably rumpled. You should go home and rest. I can spend a few hours with him."
Xander yawned and stretched then stood up to look at him. "You more awake?"
"Hmm. If you had threatened to date me to get me to live, I'd have died of horror," he said sarcastically.
Xander gave him a careful hug and a kiss on the forehead. "I'll be back after shift." Speed nodded at that, watching him go.
"Aww," Calleigh said again, grinning at him. "He saved your life you know."
"The nurse said that," he agreed weakly. "Please feed me?"
"We'll see what the nurses say." She hit the button for the nurse. "He's begging for real food."
The nurse laughed. "Liquids today, dear. Only liquids today. Sorry. The doctor will be here in a few minutes, you can beg him." She checked his bandage and his output bag, taking notes on how much had been in there then changing it out. She sent a sample for testing and discarded the rest.
Calleigh looked at him. "He threatened to kiss you?"
"Yup, to keep me from dying. That was horrifying enough that I stayed." She pinched him on his good arm. "Thank you."
"You're welcome. It's a bad thought," she agreed, making him nod. The doctor came in with a brief knock. "He wants food."
"Tomorrow he can have oatmeal," he offered.
Speed looked at her. "Please save me."
"Next time, put your firing pin in correctly." He went limp and nodded. "Xander's vowed to go over that with you."
"He promised earlier he'd go over it like I did the semen and vomit sample we had to separate."
The doctor looked disgusted. "What do you do?"
"We're CSI," Calleigh said happily, smiling at him. "We do a lot of strange things for a job."
"Uh-huh. And the young man in here earlier?"
"He's our trainee," she assured him. "His father's a Marine."
"So I heard. His father trained him very well in field medicine." He looked at Speed. "He did save your life."
"He threatened to kiss me if I died."
"Ah. That'll do it," he agreed dryly. "Let's check the wound. If your perky friend could go get a cup of coffee?"
"No, caffeine is bad, but I will take a powder break." She looked at Speed. "Behave." She walked out, heading out to the waiting area.
"It's good to have caring friends."
"Can't I please have real food? She'll cook too."
"No. Sorry. Not yet. Liquids today to make sure your body is going correctly. Nothing that would strain your system. Then you can work back up." Speed grumbled but nodded. "Let's look at your wound. It's not pretty."
"How long?"
"Four, six months. If you're lucky and you don't infect." He looked, testing the edges of the incision. "It looks okay so far and the small drain I put in hasn't leaked anything unusual. It looks good." He taped it back down and made notes. "Tell us when that starts to itch."
"How long will I have to stay in here?"
"That depends, are you living with anyone?"
"No," he said slowly.
"You won't be able to move that arm. We're going to use a sling like we would if you had broken your shoulder. It'll be strapped to your chest and immobilize your arm."
"If I can get a minder?"
"Then we'll see in about a week." Speed nodded at that. "Once you heal, you're looking at some rehab for that injury. You could probably start work in another six months if you're lucky and nothing goes wrong."
"I have temporary disability insurance through work. I'll deal with it that way."
"Good. We also have a social worker here who can help you file any paperwork you need. Including getting help through the state to pay the medical bills and things."
"I've got regular insurance too."
"It's going to get expensive," he warned. "We'll send her up tomorrow so you have time to get the forms from work." Speed nodded and he made another note. "Anything else we can do for you?"
"Let me have bacon and coffee?"
"Caffeine in a week or so. Bacon in a few days." He smiled and walked out, letting Calleigh back in there. He handed that chart over and took his next one.
"Six months if I'm lucky. I'll need the disability forms."
"Horatio's already got them if I know him. Will that cover it?" He nodded. "Then it should be okay. I'm sure it'll be okay. Even if you are paying it off forever." Speed smiled at that. "So, what else did he say?"
"I can go home in a week if I have a minder. I'll be immobilized in that arm."
"Xander still needs a place to live."
"No. He'll bounce me to death worrying. No. I'll ask Horatio." She smiled at that. "He's good and calm, plus it'd give him a reason to come home. I love Xander, but I'd be cuddled to death." She nodded and giggled. "Good, you laugh. What'll you guys do?"
"Horatio was thinking about a new opening. We'd let Xander run them ragged for the first few weeks. Then he'll take over for Xander when he goes to Paris then home."
"Good. We could use some new blood. How is Parsons doing?"
"He's holding in his distaste for Xander's lifestyle and learning off him. The only problem we've got is the new rookie patrol under Jessup. He's been spouting crap and Xander's been ignoring it so far under penalty of Horatio locking him in a closet again. So we'll see."
"Yup, we'll see. Let me know who's my new trainee?" he asked through a yawn.
"Of course. We'll drag them here to introduce you so they know they can't replace you. You rest. Being shot is hard work."
"Hospitals suck."
"They do, but free cable." He cracked smirk at that. "I should get to work."
"Tell Horatio to bring me those forms?"
"Of course. He'll be by later I'm sure." s he kissed him on the forehead before leaving. She found Xander and Horatio staring at each other. "What?" she demanded.
"He should be in bed," Horatio said.
"I can't sleep anyway. I slept some last night. Let me go fuss and wear out the energy so I'll sleep tonight." He walked around him and headed to the lab. Frank turned him around and walked him back out. "Hey!"
"Go home and sleep, kid," Frank ordered. "Before I let Yelina spank you."
"I can't sleep, therefore I want to work."
"Tough. Do it anyway." Xander huffed and walked off, going in another door. He went to find Yelina. "Xander said he can't sleep. He wanted to come to work already."
She gave him a look. "Just because I'm a mother doesn't mean I know what to do with that boy. Call his father." She got back to work.
"Not a bad idea," Frank offered, going to find Horatio. "Yelina suggested we call his dad."
"I hadn't thought of that," he admitted, pulling out his phone to do that. "Tony. No, I was trying to get Gibbs. No, he can't sleep so he's working?" He listened to the common reasons and nodded slowly. "So this new bout of insomnia is probably temporary and then he'll go back to not sleeping like normal? How do we break this one?" He smiled. "If I must. Thank you. No, he napped for a few minutes in the chair beside him. Nothing further. He's fine, now. Six months. I know I can't borrow Xander that long but they're letting me add someone new to the lab." He smirked. "Thank you, Tony. Nothing's been said. If so, I'll call. He said it's a family tradition that you come get any awards for any Gibbs." He snickered lightly. "I'll let him know that as well." He hung up and walked into the Trace lab, pulling Xander away from where hew was gloving up and walking him up to his office. He sat the boy down and sat down next to him. "Nap." Xander shook his head. "Now. Before I have to call your father for real this time." Xander pouted. "Now. I'm more than comfortable enough to let you nap on me."
"I've got to work."
"You don't." He put a hand over his eyes and cuddled the boy, just like Tony suggested. He felt him go limp but didn't fall for that. He heard the quieter breathing, still not going there. He felt him fully drop off in a way that meant he wouldn't wake up and laid him on the couch, letting him sleep there for now. He went to look through the file he had been sent by Personnel about who could be qualified to join his staff. He came back to one name and called him in to talk to him. The young man was handsome, strong, uptight but they could fix that. His file looked good. "Mr. Wolfe."
"Lieutenant," he said, snapping to his feet when he saw him. "You wanted to see me, sir?"
"I do. I know scuttlebutt is all over the station by now."
"It is, sir. Will Speed be okay?"
"In a few months. For now, we're being allowed to add to the lab to cover the manpower shortage and later on to stay." Ryan smiled. "Your weapon?" Ryan handed it over and he looked. "How often do you clean it?"
"Every night. I'm a bit OCD."
Horatio handed it back with a knowing look. "That's more than a bit OCD, Mr. Wolfe." He shrugged at that. This one had the qualifications. He had the people skills by the file he had been sent. He had some ambition, which wasn't a bad thing. "If I do accept you, you will be training under our senior intern," he said quietly. "He was trained by Speed. You'll be training with the others but he'll be over you. Then Speed will get you while he's finishing rehab and only allowed to do lab work. He does my best training."
"That's fine. I've heard about your interns, especially Harris. He sounds competent and I'm sure I can learn a lot from him."
"What are they saying?"
"That he's pushy and slightly warped. That Speed's like his brother. A few claim he's got some training that's a bit further than 'his father's a Marine and a Fed'." He gave him a look. "I heard he's a hardass and a stickler on scenes. I can live up to that."
"Good. Very good. Go change." Ryan smiled and nodded, going to do that. "Come to my office," he called after him. He went back to check on Xander, finding Eric in there being held down. "Did he grab you? Tony said he used to do that when people try to wake him."
"He was snoring so loudly I heard him up the hall."
"That does happen, Eric. We have a new CSI coming in. Xander is going to be trainer." Eric smirked at that. "You and Calleigh will be working with him."
"Sure. Who?"
"Wolfe. Ryan Wolfe. He'll be here in a few minutes." Eric nodded at that and tried to get free but he was only squeezed harder. "That won't work, Eric."
"Let him relax fully again and he should let you go," Ryan offered. "Either that or if he's got a dog or something, make dog sounds." Eric growled in his ear, getting one arm being moved. He got free. Ryan smiled. "Hi. Ryan Wolfe."
"Eric Delko. Welcome to the lab. Listen to Xander but don't turn into Xander. We love the kid but he's horribly at fussing over people."
"I like it," Xander complained from the couch. He sat up with a yawn, looking at the new guy. "You are?"
"Ryan Wolfe."
"The new CSI?" he asked Horatio, who nodded. "Mine?"
"When you come in tomorrow. Today he can orient himself." Xander gave him a mild scowl. "Home, Xander. Now."
"They're not home yet and I don't have keys." He was renting a room from a couple Alexx knew.
"Then go to my house and use my spare bed," Horatio ordered, handing over his keys. "If you're up before I get home, make dinner to repay me." Xander sighed but nodded, sulking off to do that. Horatio shook his head. "He spent last night with Speed at the hospital."
"I heard they're as close as family. That doesn't bother me but I'll know not to get in grabbing range if he's sleeping."
"Cute," Eric taunted.
Ryan grinned. "Thanks but I'm not Xander's type either." Eric laughed at that and walked off shaking his head. He shrugged a bit. "A bit of levity goes a long way."
"It does," Horatio agreed. "Come on, we'll give you the tour and let you orient yourself and meet everyone." He led him off, letting him handle his first case, which was Calleigh's father's car. Xander came in the next day and looked over his shoulder. He was very much a perfectionist. It matched well with Xander's persnickety nature in the lab. The receptionist walked in a few hours later with a piece of folded paper, letting him have it. "Thank you. Where is this from?"
"DC, sir." She walked off blushing.
He looked then smiled at the picture of Xander in his kilt. He'd have to bring it to Speed later to lighten up his gloom.
***
Xander came off the plane from Paris, smiling at the guy meeting him. "Hi." He hugged Tony. "I'm back."
"I can see that. No one else gives me full body cuddles as a hug," he teased, letting him go. Xander beamed at him. "How was Paris?"
"Crowded but great. Ooh, I got Kate a present." He beamed at that. "You have one too but it's in the mail."
"Sure. It's easier to ship than to get things through customs." He walked him off. "How was Miami?"
"Ryan's a really uptight guy now and then. We get along but he'll drive Speed nuts. Or at least more than I did. Speed's healing well. They finally let him out of his brace thingy." He walked into the baggage claim and got his bags, frowning when one wasn't showing up. He went to talk to someone, having to fill out some forms. He came back shaking his head. "Ate one of them." He followed him. "Miami's just very Miami the last time I heard." He turned on his phone, looking at the note. "Dad wants us back at the office?"
"Yup, probably. We're in the middle of a case. Petty theft by petty officers."
"Charming. My stuff can sit in the trunk." They headed out to Tony's mustang and Xander did put his bags in the trunk and got in so they could head back to work.
***
Four More Years Later:
Xander settled into his new house in Miami, satisfied with how it had turned out. It was very nice. It was homey. He smelled the brownies so he went to rescue them from the oven, pulling out the pan to sniff. "Very nice." He put them on top of the stove to cool and turned, finding Horatio standing there. "Don't sneak up on me!"
"Sorry," he said with a small smile. "Brownies?"
"For the housewarming today."
"I remember." He took a gentle kiss. "Is everything else ready?"
"If not, we can order pizza."
Horatio laughed and nodded. "Let's make sure." He checked all the meats and drinks. Only a few beers and a few wine coolers. They all had to work tomorrow. He looked the front windows when he heard a car. "Calleigh's here. We forgot curtains."
"I have to hang them. I've been too sore to reach up that far."
"I'll help you later," he promised. Calleigh walked in and presented him with a bowl of fruit. "Thank you."
"Cool. Breakfast," Xander said happily, looking it over. He beamed and kissed her on the cheek. "No boy toys?"
"They're still working and having an argument."
He rolled his eyes. "Eric will flip him onto his back again and it'll be solved."
"That's the point of the argument. Speed's spending too much time there."
"Then let him find the handcuffs."
"Good idea," she agreed, texting to Speed that Xander suggested he try handcuffs to stop that argument. She got back a groan and a 'no, hell no. Thank you anyway'. "Hmm. Ryan must be near there. He finished off with a 'thank you anyway'."
"Ryan is nearly as polite as a mountie now and then," Xander agreed dryly, snuggling into Horatio's arms. "Did you want the grill?"
"I probably should. Calleigh, help me roll out the awning." She went out with him while Xander dug out an apple to nibble on while he made another pitcher of ice water. Xander had put the table in the open but the grill under cover with some benches against the wall and railing. There was even one beside the grill so he could sit down and be warm. She smiled at the small creature on the back lawn. "Xander?" He came to the door. "What is that?"
He looked then at Horatio. "It's a puppy. The wicked stepmother killed my last dog, therefore I needed a new one and the pound had him." He grinned. "His name's Red." He went back to work in the kitchen.
Calleigh went out, letting the puppy sniff her. It barked and wiggled, crouching down. "Aww, you want to play." She let it loose so she could play with him. "Aren't you so cute!"
"You don't spend enough time home to take care of one," Horatio said patiently. Neither did Xander but he wouldn't say that. His phone rang and he looked at the number, then sighed. "Caine." He listened to his boss. "Since when, sir? I hadn't asked." He nodded slowly. "What grade am I allowed to hire up to?" He smiled. "Really? Thank you, sir." He hung up. "I can either have two new level ones or a level three and another intern this year."
Calleigh came over to hug him. "We love you! I'm tired of working seventy hour weeks." She felt a lick and looked down, picking up the dog so he could pet him too.
"Hello, Red. I'm Horatio. That's Calleigh." The puppy barked and lunged to lick his face. He laughed and got free, petting it. "Good boy. Good boy, Red." The dog got put down and back onto his run line, and they watched him run back and forth a few times before settling in to watch them do whatever they were going to do. Calleigh tossed over the toy she had found. He sniffed but went back to watching them.
Xander came out with the meat for Horatio. "Go play." The dog went to play. He smiled at Horatio. "You're welcome."
"You knew?"
"I did know. It's a grant too. You're welcome." They shared a look. "This is to help you when I'm gone on a case for Tony. Speaking of, he's here."
"That's fine," he agreed mildly. "I like Tony."
Xander smiled and went to let him out back. "Look, a dog!" he said, pointing.
"I can see that. Who's going to take care of him when you're gone?" he asked, looking at his former helper and now second-in-command on his own NCIS team.
"Eric and Ryan said they'd babysit if it was going to be longer than a day. He's got a puppy door and I've already done the invisible fence thing. He's got an automatic feeder too."
"Good." He smiled and patted him. "Making sure you knew, Xander."
"I know." He grinned. "You're very good at that. Is Dad coming?"
"If he can." He smiled at Horatio. "If you don't mind."
"Why would I?"
"Good point." He went to snoop and be nosy, finding the toy building things in the basement then the master suite, which was comfortable feeling. He went down the stairs when heard the knock, letting in Speed. "Come on in. Everyone and the dog is in the backyard." He smiled when Ryan jogged over. "Come on. You too." He walked in with a smile. They all walked back there. "I like the toy stuff, Xander."
"Thanks, Tony. Guys, this is Tony. He's the team lead on the NCIS team some of us do double duty on." Tony waved and grinned. "My father may be here later unless he quits dealing with the paperwork bullshit in DC. At which time he may be here sooner." That got some laughs. "Look, puppy!" he said, pointing at his dog. "Bark, Red. Bark." The dog barked.
"Aww, you're adorable," Ryan offered, going over to let him sniff him and then pet him. "You're cute."
"He is." Calleigh smiled at him, then at her boys. "Are you two finished?"
Speed nodded. "He's done." He looked at Eric. "Isn't he?" Eric blushed and nodded.
"Do I have to worry about complaints from the other lab staff?" Horatio asked blandly.
"I used Alexx's office to spank him. She was highly amused. Oh, the lab techs, Xander?"
"Next weekend. They get their own." That got some nods and Ryan smiled. "I told them."
"I know you did but Natalia and Cooper wanted to make sure."
"They get their own day. That way they don't have to put up with you guys." They all laughed at that. "Okay, Horatio is barbequing. Drinks are in the fridge. If it rains I'm going to start swearing at the goddess. Horatio, for some reason Willow wanted a call?"
"Not a clue," he admitted. He went to call her. He liked Willow. She was infectious in her defense of Xander. "Willow, Horatio. What did you need?" He smiled. "I don't think we're ready for that yet. Who? Xander, the Initiative wanted you to spawn?"
"If they've reformed, Gibbs is going to be pissed. He hated Sunnydale," Tony called, coming in to take it. "Willow, it's Tony. Huh?" He listened to her babble. "Gibbs said he can't have kids. Ever." Horatio laughed at that. "He wasn't kidding, Horatio. The furry beasts are grandchildren enough for him." He went back to listening to Willow. "Who did that? Okay, I'll tell Gibbs. Thanks." He hung up. "Xander, they want your son to start off their new soldiers."
"Fat chance I won't go destroy them all," Xander said in a sing-song voice. "Parts of Sunnydale are going to go boom soon."
"They're in Texas."
"That's fine. They're big enough, they can spare the divot where their building is." He came in and went to his computer, smiling at the notes. "It's only a wild hair up someone's ass at the moment," he announced. "No baby Xander's!" He beamed at Horatio. "I'm not having hellions. Tony's vowed to turn them against me." Horatio gave him a gentle kiss and got a smile back. "Really, he has. He says it's payback for all the raves I made him go to when I was a teenager."
"We'll see," Horatio promised. "I already have a nephew and a niece." Xander beamed at that and they went back outside. "They're in the planning stages."
"Good, because if they come into the lab, I'm retiring from life at that point," Speed offered. "I trained Xander. One was enough."
"You did good with me," Ryan reminded him.
"I know, but you weren't was warped as Xander was when he came in. See, Xander, he's kinda got some special thoughts. First day I met him he admitted he had special skills and said I couldn't know until he cleared the background check. I had the instant thought of a really cranky Horatio bursting his bubble." Xander giggled at that. "Little did I know it was worse than we thought." He glared at Xander. "Didn't I teach you subtlety?"
"Yeah but they were going to blow up the hummer with Horatio in it. Bomb squad was being really slow and twats. Of course I undid it."
"Yes, but then you sent back a fake device to the person who sent it and we're lucky you're not in major trouble," Calleigh complained.
"No I didn't," Xander said. They all looked at him. He smirked and shook his head. "Not me, guys. It may've been Patrick. I trained with him and he's got a small crush now and then. It wasn't me. Really." They all rolled their eyes. He smiled at Horatio. He knew Horatio had sent it back. It made him happy. "Besides, if I wanted to send them something, it'd have been this neat semtex stuff that conditions your hands really well." Horatio burst out laughing at that, swatting him on the ass. "It would've been."
"I remember that day, Xander. Behave."
"Didn't it condition your hands?"
"Extemely well." He smirked at him. "You're so bad."
"I know, but I'm too cute to go fully evil. Then all I'd be is some temptation for others." He skipped off, going back into the house. He went outside at the knock, finding his father. "Did you quit?"
"Yup. I hate paperwork." He looked at him. "You look okay."
"Why wouldn't I be?"
"You haven't written in a week."
"No 'net connection and work's been hell." He gave him a hug. "I'm okay. I'm sorry you worried, dad." That got him a pat on the back. "We're all out back, including the new dog." Jethro smiled. "Tony thought it was very cute that I've got a toy workshop in the basement."
"It is. It's more practical than a boat too. It was hell getting that out of there." He walked out there, nodding at everyone and looking at the dog. "You weren't joking."
"No I wasn't. So if you quit, do we still get the grant?"
"Yes. You work too many hours and you're great at training, Xander. Look at Wolfe." He shrugged. He liked the kid, he had potential. He looked at Horatio. "Son-in-law."
"We're not that official yet. We've barely started dating, Jethro."
Gibbs snorted. "We're all stubborn. You'll get rid of him when you kill him and dump him in the harbor."
"That's okay, boss, the Initiative wants to give you a grandchild to take his place. I'll get to get his awards too," Tony called, waving a hand. "Did you quit for real or just walk out?"
"Walked out of the stupid budget meetings. Kate does those, not me. Who does?"
"The Initiative, dad," Xander sighed. "It's in the planning stages."
He looked at him. "I forbid you to give me grandchildren, son. Where are they?" Xander went to print off the information he had, giving it to him. "Hmm, looks like a good place for a weapons exercise." He went to call that in. There were still people around who owed him for turning his son so odd. He was a good boy, but very odd. He was proud of him but sometimes Xander was too much for anyone to bear sanely. He looked down when the dog trotted in, letting it sniff his hand. "Hey, dog. Guess you'll do the boy as good as the last one did." The dog hopped into his lap and lapped his face. "Eww. Get off." He put him down, making him sit. "Quit that." The dog barked and wagged his tail so he petted him. "Don't worry, you'll be insane soon too. He does it to others." The dog rolled over for belly scratches. "It's good you're loving. Your human could use more love." He petted him while he waited on confirmation of that group going down. He got it ten minutes later and walked out with the dog. "Done. No grandchildren. Ever. Understood?"
"Yes, daddy," he said with a sheepish grin. "Damn good thing I used to buy my own condoms, huh?" His father nodded so he went to tease Horatio into not scowling. "He never said you couldn't have one if you wanted one."
"I'm not ready for anything that serious yet."
"We've got time," he agreed, giving him a cuddle. It got him one of those special smiles that made his stomach tighten in the most perfect way. "Later, are you staying?" he asked quietly.
"Wouldn't miss it for the world," he assured him. Xander beamed and bounced off to get his dog and play with him some more.
The End.