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Note:
This GHS version is a what-if verse. What if Xander hadn't gone home to
Sunnydale because the girls didn't want him.  Same rules of GHS
apply.  Crossover with Buffy/Highlander and a lot of smut.


 



Xander
walked into his boss's office, sitting down.  He was nineteen, handsome, a
pure GHS slut, and nearing the end of his special six week contract at Devi's
brothel to find himself.  "I called home," he said dryly. 
His boss/pimp/head demon groaned.  "I was blatantly told I wasn't needed
ever again."  He pouted some, slumping down.  "All my plans
were to return to Sunnydale." 


"Well,
nothing says you have to go back.  You could go to LA." 


"Angel's
moved to LA and she had him call me to warn me off too.  He said it's too
dangerous.  That he'd send me off if he caught me in his city." 
He shrugged.  "So I have not a clue in hell of what I'm doing and
Adam suggested I find a spot here in the city and settle in for a year or two
so I can make those plans." 


"With
your problems...." 


"I
know, I'd be kidnaped within a week," Xander agreed dryly. 
"Adam also suggested that I have a protector.  He said not a keeper
because it'd be damn lucky of me to find one, but a protector, like prison
bitch protector was how he put it."  He looked at his boss. 
"Know anyone, preferably human?" 


Devi
considered the young man.  His pheromones made people, especially demons,
want the boy in extreme ways.  Everyone wanted the kid.  He was
nearly kidnaped ten times in one single day from the brothel itself, not even
counting the ones outside that day.  The kid was a nice guy, fully able to
take care of himself, but he was right, he'd need a fully human
protector.  A demon would be worn thin by his pheromones and be too
cloudy-headed to truly protect him.  A human though, they weren't as
affected.  "Let me check around."  Xander nodded, giving
him a slight smile.  "I know it's tough, kid, but it could be a lot
worse.  You could be some harem slave at the moment." 


"Adam
warned me about that.  That's why he said I needed a
protector."  He stood up.  "Okay, what'm I doing tonight,
Devi?  Stringing, performing, sitting around and looking cute while the
other guys work since you're not being affected?" 


"Go
sit and look cute for now.  We'll see what comes up.  If I have to,
I'll let you go down to the club and string for me."  Xander nodded,
heading out to the lounge area to find his book and settle in to read.  It
was the slowest night of the week and most of the guys were off and hanging out
in their rooms.  Devi pulled out his phonebook and called a number. 
"It's Devi.  My problem child just ran into a bitch for a
friend.  Told him not to come home.  He's thinking about staying
local but not working for me so he's looking for a protector.  Yeah, that
sort."  He smiled.  "That would be an ideal
situation," he admitted.  "I'll let the kid know and send him
out to meet with him.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "Riasu
knows someone, kid, and he'll talk to him for you."  Xander grinned
at him and he felt the hormones start to kick in.  Oooh, he'd be drawing
people up in a few minutes.  It'd soak down through the air circulation
system and demons would start coming up to pay him handsomely for some of
Xander's time. 


***



Xander
slid into the seat across from the man the bodyguard pointed at, then the
bodyguard Devi sent him with wandered to the bar.  "Hi." 


"Hi." 
The other guy was older, maybe thirty but he had pretty blue eyes that studied
him.  He was looked over and then the other guy shrugged.  "I
got a call about you." 


"Me?"
he asked with a grin.  "I asked Devi to talk to someone to see if he
could help me find a protective person." 


"Why?" 
He drank a bit of his beer.  "Want one?" 


"Underaged
and I don't drink." 


"Okay. 
Soda?"  Xander beamed and nodded so he nodded at the waitress,
getting another one for himself and a soda for the kid.  "You're how
old?" 


"Nineteen." 
The other guy nodded once.  "Do you have a name?" 


"Don. 
You?" 


"Xander." 
He grinned shyly.  "The reason I asked for a protector....  Do
you remember a few weeks back when a bunch of officers lost their mind and
tried to steal someone?" 


Don
put down his beer.  "That was you?" he asked flatly. 
Xander nodded.  "Why?" 


"Apparently
I've got a pheromone problem that makes people want to take me," he said
quietly.  "This was discovered while I came in to find myself." 


"Doing...?"



Xander
swallowed, taking his soda with a smile and paying for it.  The waitress
smiled and walked off with her ten dollars, which was a five dollar tip for
her.  He took a sip and looked at him.  "I came out on my
roadtrip to find myself," he said quietly.  "Including trying to
figure out which way my sexuality swung." 


"Ended
up with a pimp?" he guessed. 


"Devi's
okay.  I signed on for six weeks.  I fully planned on going home
before my bitter, bitchy friends decided I'm helpless and worthless
again."  He took another sip and looked at him.  "My six
weeks is up in another week, Don.  In the last five, I've been nearly
taken about forty times."  Don gaped.  "That's not counting
the ones that were stopped before someone actually snatched me.  This is
things like the bank's guards deciding they wanted to keep me for a fun
toy.  Things like the vampires who decided they wanted to keep me and play
with me before turning me."  He took another drink.  "Just
a question, you don't deal in that side, right?  The demon stuff?" 


"Nope. 
I had one case where it crossed into it at that brothel.  That's all I
needed or wanted to know. You?" 


"I'm
a born and raised hellmouth baby," he said quietly.  "I'm from
Sunnydale.  Out by LA."  Don moaned.  "Heard of
us?" 


"Enough
to know that's a bad place.  The only time I heard the name it was
whispered."  He looked at him.  "Can you defend
yourself?" 


"I'm
not bad.  I could use some training.  Probably a lot of training if
I'm being honest," he admitted quietly.  "I know I'm not the
best, but yeah, I've fought and survived."  Don nodded slowly at
that.  "I'm not wanted back by my supposed best friends." 
He finished his soda and leaned on the table, not looking at the person who
came up to the table's side. "So I was thinking about staying
locally.  That was what was suggested by my National Head." 


"National...." 
He looked at the guy there.  "You mind?"  The demon
strolled off again.  "At work?" 


"Nope,
but I can't shut the pheromones off either.  It's like I'm a bitch in
heat," he noted dryly, grimacing some.  "That's why I keep
getting stolen."  He shrugged and slumped back against the back of
the bench, getting comfortable.  "I'm a GHS member," he said
quietly.  "Adam said I'm a natural and a level 10, whatever that
means."  Don moaned at that.  "My first night, had no
experience with men and he said I was a natural there too.  Some of my
coworkers are really upset that I'm causing bidding wars."  Don
nodded once at that, sipping on his second beer.  "All I'm looking
for is to set up somewhere to live and to hide.  I need a protector in
case something happens.  You can have a room if you want, we can share an
apartment.  I'll pay all the bills.  You might get tired of the few
things I can cook, but we can figure that out later.  Whatever it takes to
get and keep a good protector, I'm willing to do," he offered. 


Don
considered it.  "How much did you make?" 


"I've
got six million in ready cash in the bank." 


Don
blinked. "Excuse me?" 


"I
make forty percent of what I bring in.  My first time went for fifteen
thousand and that's been one of my lower times.  I had one person pay me a
hundred grand as a tip for my time."  He shrugged slightly. 
"That's just ready cash, not what I've got stored or socked into
investments." 


"All
right," Don agreed slowly.  "How?" 


"Pheromone
problem.  That's why the other guys are mad at me," Xander said
dryly, staring him down.  "I'm a practical man, Don.  Devi's
contact said if you couldn't, you'd know someone who could." 


"I
know a few who could use you," he noted dryly, saluting him with his
beer.  "I'd get free room and board and all I have to do is beat them
off you with a stick?" 


"Possibly
some rescuing," he offered.  "Going out with me when I went
shopping.  Adam, our National Head, said I should find myself a prison
bitch protector," he noted with a dry grin.  Don snorted at that,
shaking his head.  "I'm honest, Don.  He's been fully honest
with me.  Guys like me usually end up kidnaped for their short lives and
put into a harem or bought by someone who wanted us a lot and then uses us
up.  While I might have a lounging jammie habit, I doubt I want to be a
harem girl for anyone." 


Don
considered it.  "What about during the daytime?  What're you
going to do?" 


"Not
a clue," Xander admitted.  "I'd be hiring a housekeeper to come
in and clean.  I might do some massages now and then.  Other than
that, I haven't gotten that far yet.  They decided to tell me I was
worthless just the other day." 


"Do
you have any self-esteem?" 


"Probably. 
Mostly built on the realization that someone wants me that way," he said
honestly.  "I'm not going to say growing up was *nice* for me. 
I slipped into hunting way too easily.  I could always take a martial arts
class during the day I guess.  Learn and train myself better.  I need
to do some gym time.  I'm still bulkier than I like." 


Don
looked at him.  "Maybe if you gain some weight it'd help." 


"If
I did that they'd be disgusted at liking a fat guy and then hurt me while they
had me," he noted sarcastically.  "I've already been warned on
that one." 


Don
nodded slowly.  "Well, you're realistic.  Give me a day?" 


"Sure." 
He wrote down the number. "I'm here.  We all live
upstairs.   I'll even let you have input into where I buy for us to
live.  You're a nice guy."  He got up and went over to his
bodyguard, turning and punching the person who tried to grab him. 
"Not for you."  The woman sniffled.  He glared.  "Don't
even."  She stomped off, getting her two male friends to come and
help take him.  "Not again," he whined. "I'm not being
kidnaped today."  He went up to the bar, touching his guard on the
arm.  "He's thinking." 


The
guard nodded behind him.  "Turn it up, kid."  Xander looked
and sighed, imagining himself a lot happier and hornier.  He started to
get hard and half the bar moaned and started getting a bit happier with each
other.  He and the guard fled to the car once Xander had paid for his
drinks, going back to the brothel.  With a quick stop in the park so
Xander could go throw a fit in some trees.  That way he could rant and
scream in peace. 


***



Don
walked into the brothel, looking around.  He saw Xander lounging and
smirked.  "Slow night?" 


"Yup." 
He put up his book and looked at him.  "Sorry about last night."



"Eeh,
worked out for me. I was off duty anyway."  He sat across from
him.  "You're done when?" 


"Tuesday. 
Adam comes Tuesday and I'm leaving that night.  I can go to a hotel for a
few nights and hide in there while I make real estate deals." 


"You're
staying in your room so we know you're not taken," Devi called, coming out
to look at him.  "He can stay upstairs and not work, Detective."



"Might
be a good idea.  Somehow he turned it on last night." 


"Yeah,
getting horny makes it worse," Xander said dryly.  "At least I
didn't get you." 


"No,
I felt some but I've got control, unlike some of those guys."  He
looked at him again.  "She was a fed by the way." 


"Ooh,
yay," he said flatly.  "I avoided being part of a lab experiment
in Arizona somewhere."  Don snickered at that.  "I know
about them. More than enough, thanks anyway."  He grinned at his
boss.  "Payday's Tuesday for me or Thursday like usual?" 


"Thursday. 
Since you'll be buying a house you could probably put that into it." 


"Houses
are too far out," Don told him.  "Though nice." 


"I
was thinking nice, smaller condo," Xander offered. "I got onto Devi's
computer earlier and found a few nice ones down by where he said you
worked." 


"Thanks,"
Don agreed, grinning at him.  "Anything reasonable?" 


"In
this city? I thought LA was expensive," he said bitterly.  "Then
again, I found a really nice four bedroom with den and living room, plus nice
kitchen for about a million.  Nice enough building fees and they liked me
when I talked to them.  It's about ten blocks from your station. 
It's in a decent area, which was why I was looking there.  I'd probably
want that one anyway.  I'm going to look at it tomorrow night." 


"Do
they know what you did?" 


"No,
I'm an ex living off my palimony payment," Xander said honestly. 
"I'm all for lying about that stuff if I have to.  It says it's got a
security system and they allow limited pets." 


"Sure.
No cats, I'm allergic."  Xander smiled and hugged him. "Kinda
clear you needed a good, strong influence last night, kid."  He
looked at Devi, then at him. "Anything you think you'll absolutely
want?" 


"A
leather couch.  A nice tv with cable.  Fudge ice cream because I've
had a craving all day," he said with a grimace.  Devi laughed at
that.  "I have," he said with a pout. 


"His
normal personality is fairly decent, detective.  He's a good kid, most of
the other guys like him.  He's fairly neat and clean." 


"I'm
hiring a housekeeper," Xander said firmly.  "I did enough
scrubbing while I worked fast food.  I never want to scrub another nasty
bathroom ever again." 


"One
less thing I gotta worry about, unless they try to take you," Don offered.



"I've
already talked with one agency.  They've got people who're bonded and been
doing this for years.  I told them I had a problem with people liking to
stare and try to take me.  They're sending over someone older who promised
to only look at me like her kids." 


"Decent
enough."  Don stood up.  "When tomorrow?" 


"One,
but I can have them take you later." 


"You
can show me when you sign.  That would probably be tomorrow." 


"Hopefully. 
The tenant's board can meet later that night."  He shrugged. 
"I'm going as a pretty rich boy who got paid when my former daddy/lover
wanted someone younger."  He gave him a wry grin, then let it morph
into his normal naughty one.  "Want to help me find a leather
couch?" 


"I'm
sending you with guards," Devi assured him.  "No way in hell I'm
letting you out without one, Xander." 


"Heard
what happened last night?" Don taunted. 


Devi
moaned.  "Not in detail."  He went back into his
office.  "The bank called for you earlier.  They need you to
find another investment since one of those funds is closed." 


"Tell
them to pick something. I don't want to walk back in there again." 
He looked at Don again.  "I earn pretty good interest.  I should
be able to live off it for the rest of my life." 


"Hopefully." 
He grinned at him.  "See you tomorrow night?" 


"Sure. 
I'll be here and the other guys would be really happy if I took a few hours
off."  Don nodded, heading out.  He got up and went into the
office.  "He is a nice guy, right?  I mean, my demony senses
aren't going off about him and he seems pretty nice." 


"He
is.  He's a very good detective.  Works homicide. Has a good solve
average.  He's from a long line of cops.  His family's local. 
He's got a strong network of friends." 


"I
don't care if he brings friends over." 


"To
help him if something else happens to you, kid.  You're going when
tomorrow?" 


"One." 
Devi nodded, making note of that.  "I figured I was off work then and
I could show him afterward if I liked it." 


"If
that doesn't work, I've got somewhere else for you to visit
afterward."  He looked at him. "Put on clothes and head down to
the club to bring people up."  Xander nodded, heading up to change
since it was a slow night. "No sending the club off," he called after
him. 


"I
didn't mean to last time," he promised. 


***



Xander
looked around his new loft.  The other one wasn't in that nice of a part
of town.  It was kind of grimy and he had seen two muggings from his
potential windows.  This one was nicer but further uptown.  "My
protector would have to drive further," he noted calmly.  The large
demon showing him the place was scaring him.  His bodyguard was outside. 
"Plus it'll be the two of us and he'll have friends over." 


The
demon looked at him and then rolled her eyes.  "I'm not going to harm
you." 


"Yeah,
I've heard that a lot when the handcuffs go around my wrists," he shot
back, looking at her.  "I thank you for the offer though." 
She smirked at that.  "He works at the twelfth." 


"Traffic
would be a bitch getting there in the mornings from here," she
agreed.  "I know of one closer but it's smaller." 


"I
looked at a really nice one but I saw two muggings out the windows." 


"Probably
not where you want to live," she agreed. "What's your budget?" 


"I've
got six mil in the bank.  I'd like to not have to work, but I can live on
two or three if I have to." 


She
smirked at him.  "You really are Devi's problem child, aren't
you?"  Xander nodded.  "Then I understand your earlier
worries.  I know of one. Let me call the agent.  It's smaller, a two
bedroom.  He might have something bigger in the building
however."  He grinned at that and she called over there, taking him
to introduce him.  That agent led him to a nice building in the same
neighborhood as the first one.  "He's a rich former playtoy,"
she warned her friend. 


"I
looked at one there," Xander said, pointing at one building a few blocks
off. "But there were two muggings and I need somewhere safe. 
Someone's tried to snatch me a few times." 


The
agent looked at him. "I can see why," he agreed happily.  He led
Xander into the condo.  "We've only got a two bedroom and a five
bedroom open." 


"How
much is the five?" 


"Three."



Xander
winced.  "I could probably swing that.  I've got six but I want
to live off it.  How much are fees?" 


"Fairly
decent.  Ten grand a year."  Xander looked at him. 
"That covers everything, including your utilities."  Xander
nodded, accepting that.  "Not from this coast?" 


"I'm
from near LA.  I thought it was expensive out there."  He looked
around the two bedroom first, it was nice.  Comfy.  The five bedroom
seemed to sprawl.  "It'll be me and a friend who's an officer living
here," he offered at the curious looks.  That got a smile. "He's
helping protect me in case the people who wanted to snatch me come back." 


"You'll
be his bitch?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "We never discussed that but hey, I repay rescues
with sex if he wants."  The agents both laughed. "Not
kidding.  I'm tired of people trying to kidnap me."  He went to
look around.  It had a great view.  He called Devi.  "How
much is my check this week?"  He smirked.  "Really? 
Why?"  He beamed.  "Even better.  I found a nice five
bedroom one.  There's a smaller, cozy two bedroom one."  He
looked at him.  "Did you really want a family up here?" 


"No,
I'm good with it being two friends sharing it and friends who stop by," he
admitted.  "There's only one family in the building. They had wanted
to trade up but couldn't get the funding.  I can check with them. 
They'll be moving out downstairs.  It's a four bedroom."  Xander
nodded, looking out the window while he went down to check with them.  He
came back a half-hour later.  "They do want this one and they're more
than willing to sell theirs to you for one and a half, which will cover the
difference between that place and this one." 


Xander
smiled.  "Can I look at that one?  When would it be ready? 
I was kinda hoping to move in within a week or two." 


"It's
not in bad shape."  He led him down there to look, leaving his very
obvious demon contact up there.  Xander smiled at the owners. 
"This is Xander.  He's the one who said he'd take yours.  He'll
be moving in with a friend on the police force to protect himself." 


"Are
you working locally?" the wife asked. 


"No,
I'm a former boytoy.  My former lover traded down for younger." 
She nodded knowingly.  "So I'm on palimony and someone's tried to
snatch me." 


"I
understand."  She let him in and walked him around. "There's two
holes.  Our kids were playing ball the other day and hit a home
run."  Xander grinned at that.  "Do you play sports?" 


"I
like sports.  I liked baseball in high school and I swam for a
season."  She smiled at that.  He nodded, then he looked at
her.  "I can write the check out today.  I would want to move
within a few weeks though.  I'm moving to the city." 


"I
understand.  We could handle that," she agreed.  "I did the
move to here within three days."  She looked at the agent. 
"Is he approved?" 


"I
don't see why he wouldn't be. He's got good financial standing.  How's
your credit?"  Xander looked clueless.  "Any credit
cards?"  He shook his head.  "At all?" 


"I'm
only nineteen.  The other reason Don's moving in, to keep me from going
wild." 


The
agent nodded.  "Then it shouldn't be an issue.  Officers are
usually pretty quiet folk.  We've got soundproofing everywhere but the
floor.  The last neighbor said she could tell when her daughter had
colic." 


Xander
shrugged. "It's a city, isn't it supposed to have some noise?" 


"It
is," he agreed happily. "Let's go fill out the forms,
Xander."  They went down to the office once the neighbors came over
to watch the kids.  He submitted his application, which went to the
owner.  "This building has an owner instead of a tenant's
committee."  He got back an answer and sighed.  "We might
have to call him." 


Xander
dialed the number. "Hi, Blair."  He grinned. "Yup, me and
my protector.  Because my friends are twats who said I'm worthless and
they didn't want me back.  Ever."  He listened.  "No,
she's switching up and I'm getting her place.  Please?" he
begged.  "No, I'm not.  Never again."  He considered
it.  "If it'll make it move faster," he offered dryly.  "Once. 
Only once."  He nodded and grinned. "Sure.  Tonight? 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "I've met Blair socially in the
past.  He knows where I'm staying and who's looking over my money for
me." 


The
email came back with an affirmative.  "He said it was fine. 
We'll need you to pay her for the condo and then the yearly fees.  Also,
let's go over the agreements."  Xander nodded, calling his bank to
have it transferred directly.  Less messy and expensive than writing that
big of a check. 


***



Xander
smiled as Don came in, handing over the keys and address.  "The
current owner's moving to the bigger one.  It's got a nice view, it's two
blocks from the other one I liked, which had muggers working outside
it.   It'll be mine within two weeks." 


"Great. 
What're you doing tonight?" 


"Sucking
up to the owner," he admitted dryly. "It's my night off and he said
it'd help since he's one of my regulars."  Blair strode in. 
"Blair, this is Don, who'll be my protector.  Don, this is Blair, the
owner of the building." 


"You'll
like it there and he'll be more than allowed to put in a security system." 
He pulled Xander up with a grin.  "You are very bad." 


"Yeah,"
he admitted, looking confused.  "But I'm trainable in whatever I'm
bad at." 


"Not
that sort, Xander."  He patted him on the head.  Then he looked
at Don. "It's part of the agreement to let him move there. It's a one time
only thing." 


"Good. 
I like that.  Don't need it from me too, right?" 


Blair
looked him over, then smirked at him.  "You're cute and all, but
Xander's got tricks that can make stronger beings than me beg for mercy." 


"Yeah,
he's coming back this weekend," Xander said dryly.   He hugged
Don.  "Give me an hour or did you want to go look on your own?" 


"I'll
look in a few days.  We'll decide on decorating your next day
off."  Xander grinned at that and nodded.  "You sure you
want leather?" 


"I
want a couch I can sink down in and get cuddled by." 


"He's
tacitly deprived," Blair assured him.  He walked Xander off. 
"I'll be done with him in a half-hour.  You can have him then. 
Go up to his room and wait, Don.  Devi won't mind." 


"No,
Devi won't mind," he called from the office.  He came out, looking at
Xander.  "I still don't like that." 


"Have
you seen this building?" Xander asked. 


"People
in New York would normally sleep with someone  for a place like
that," Don agreed dryly, smirking at Devi.  "Any new
problems?" 


"One
but Xander solved it.  He's good at solving problems."  He led
him into the office.  "So, what did he tell you about his
finances?" 


"Enough
to know that he's probably got it covered." 


"He
does.  He makes me a sinful amount of money.  His baseline rate is
four grand for an hour, detective."  Don gaped.  "He
*never* makes baseline.  He's only made it twice."  Don blinked
at that.  "I know he doesn't have much here, just some clothes. 
His things from Sunnydale can be here within a day or so.  I can have them
moved.  It's mostly what you'd find in a teenager's room.  Posters,
some books, some other clothes."  Don nodded at that, sitting down.
"I will miss Xander but he's very firm in never coming back here." 


"Good.
I like that, a lot." 


"I
thought you might."  Xander came strolling out. 
"What?  Done already?" 


"Blair's
napping.  I came to get him a drink."  He stole a bottle of
water and strolled back that way, going to let him have it. 


Devi
looked at the clock on the wall, then at Don. "If you take him as payment
for protecting him, make him slow down.  He's good at time constraints but
he's never had a lover who slowed down and took their time with him.  The
closest he had was when the National Head of GHS came in to break him in. 
Adam said he was touch-starved, needed better friends, and had a self-esteem
problem." 


"He
said it rests on the fact that people want him at the moment," Don agreed.



"Probably. 
Those girls were nearly evil to him, detective. I won't lie to you. 
Xander's a great guy and I love the guy.  He's one special guy. 
People like him are really rare.  I give him a forty percent cut and his
allure has made me enough to retire on or open a new branch on.  He makes
me more in one night than everyone else does in a week."  Don nodded
at that. "How much did he tell you he had in ready cash?" 


"Six
mil, the rest was in investments." 


"And
tips.  We have some demons here who tip in gems.  One of them has a
very severe fondness for Xander."  He looked at him. Blair wobbled
out and left, leaving one pouting Xander.  "What?" 


"He
didn't even give me a cuddle."  He came in to flop down in a
chair.  "He was more than happy with a blow for it.  He said
he'll have the manager put in the security system just as soon as she's out,
which should be within a few days.  She's already begun hefting stuff
upstairs.  The kids think it's a neat game."  He looked at
Don.  "She's got the only family in the building and they're switching
up to the five bedroom upstairs." 


"That's
fine," he agreed. "I have nothing against kids."  He
grinned.  "My friends?" 


"I
can hide in my bedroom." 


"Most
of my friends you wouldn't have to," he admitted.  "You and
Danny might get along okay."  He ruffled his hair.  "I'm
still going at this like you're a cousin from the country who needs a
leash." 


"Might
be a good idea," Xander agreed.  "I'll be good and keep any and
all sex toys out of the living room."  Don laughed at that. 
"Not like I'm going to be dating for a very long time," Xander
assured him." 


"As
long as you keep wearing it out, Xander," Devi reminded him. Xander nodded
firmly at that.  "We found that lesson out the hard way.  He
hadn't even jacked off for a night and when he came down the guys went
nuts.  Another bidding war." 


"I
hate those," Xander said, grimacing.  "Anything else or can I
take Don over there?" 


"Go
change clothes."  Xander went upstairs to do that.  "He'll
be fine and settle back into a normal life very easily." 


"How
much does he make?" Don asked. 


"I
winced at his last check, detective.  The bank winced at his last
check."  Don nodded wisely.  "Xander is very special to
me.  I will expect him to come to no harm." 


"That's
fine.  I'd hope the same.  Think he could help me move?" 


"Sure. 
He's a physical guy.  He's bouncy and hyper.  All the time," he
groaned.  "Oh, don't feed him too much chocolate." 


"Devi,"
Xander complained as he walked back in.  "Don't tell him that." 


"I'm
not the one who bounced two customers into traction." 


"They
asked for energetic sex," he said dryly, pulling Don up.  "Come
on.  We can go look.  You can pick out your bedroom and see if you
wanted another one for a home office."  Don nodded at Devi and
followed. "Did you drive?" 


"Yeah,
I try to do that."  He followed Xander out and downstairs, following
him through the club. 


"Night
off," he said, slapping one hand trying to grab his wrist. 
"It's my night off.  I'm going out to do something.  Leave me
and my guard alone."  He made it outside and sighed, tossing the
demon hand back in there.  He followed Don to his car and got in, smiling
at the niceness. "I'm debating a car or not." 


"A
car would probably be safer.  Have any cabbies tried to take you?" 


"One
tried to take me to his house, but no.  Usually they stink enough to cover
anything I put out."  Don snickered at that, heading for the new
building.  He showed him around.  He liked the gym and the pool in
the basement.  The apartment got happy looks when the mother let them in
to look around.  Don picked his room, Xander decided on which one he
wanted.  He looked at his new buddy.  "Want white or should I
worry about paint colors and decorating?" 


"Most
of my stuff's fairly old.  It'll go with this.  My other place is
white and pretty bare."  He touched a bookcase.  "We could
use an entertainment system." 


"Do
you have a tv?  I don't in my stuff.  My parents took my last
one." 


Don
looked at him.  "We can work on that once we've got everything
in.  Mine's not great." 


Xander
nodded. "Donate it to a friend, Don."  That got a good smile for
him. The mother gave him an odd look.  "It's my money," he told
her.  "That's why he's moving in." 


The
mother looked at Don.  "Need leash lessons?" 


"No,
I'm pretty good with leash laws," he admitted happily.  "He'll
be fine.  A bit of up- front splurging is good for him.  It'll mean
he'll settle in sooner."  She nodded, going back to her hefting and
toting.  He looked at the view.  "Not a bad neighborhood. 
What was the other one like?" 


"About
two blocks up. It had two muggings that I saw out of the kitchen window. 
Plus this kitchen is nicer." 


"It
is nice.  Can you cook?" 


"I
worked fast food.  I can kinda cook."  He shrugged. 
"I'll figure that part out."  Don nodded and they left, making
sure she knew they were gone and had locked the door.  They headed back
down to the car.  "I'm good with most takeouts." 


"That's
fine.  We can work on that after the first few days."  He let
him into the car and walked around to drive, seeing the person staring at
them.  "What?" 


"Boyfriend?"
the officer asked dryly. 


"No,
I'm protecting him."  He slid in and headed back toward the center of
town.  "Dinner?" 


"I
could eat," Xander agreed happily, turning to look at him. 
"Wherever's good. Would you have a strong aversion to my comics being on
the bookshelf?" 


"No. 
I liked comics when I was your age."  Xander beamed at that.
"You know I work a lot of hours, right?" 


"Not
like I'm really noisy.   I learned that lesson early on too." 


"Bad
parents?" 


"Drunk
parents." 


"Ah. 
Understood."  He pulled into his favorite chinese place, getting out
and letting the kid follow once he had locked the car.  He ran into one of
his favorite coworkers inside, giving her a hug.  "Hi, Stella." 


"Hi,
Don."  She grinned at him and pulled him out of the way. 
"Go ahead and order.  I'm picking up to head home."  She
grinned at Don.  "What're you still doing down here?" 


"Actually,
that's Xander.  I'm moving in with him to protect him."  She
looked at Xander, who was ordering.  Then back at him.  "He
needs it, Stella. It's a longish story and not for tonight.  Needless to
say, I'm playing big brother.  But I'm getting a nice room in his new
condo and free rent." 


"Hell,
he need a big sister?" she teased. 


Xander
looked at her.  "Some days," he agreed dryly.  "I've
only had one male and two female friends.  I'm more used to girly girls
than not."  Stella snickered and gave him a hug, noticing he
stiffened then relaxed.  "Sorry." 


"It's
okay.  Some people do that."  She watched him pay for the food,
noticing how thick his wallet was. "Payday?" 


"No,
trip to the bank so I could pay people to get my stuff from California and move
it out here."  He brought his tray over, handing Don his wallet.
"Here, eat.  You work hard all day and should eat.  Make sure
they'll deliver to us too." 


Don
grinned and went to do that, letting Stella bring her food over. 
"Thanks, kid." 


"Welcome. 
Can we maybe...." 


"Sorry,
Xander."  He settled into his seat, glancing around the fairly empty
restaurant.  Then back at Stella.  "So, headed home
finally?" 


"Yeah. 
Danny's still at work but I've maxed on overtime for the month already. Mac
made me go home."  She dug into her dinner.  "So, Xander,
considering becoming an officer?" 


"Nope,"
he said honestly.  "I have no idea what I want to do, but I don't
want to be an officer.  It's a dangerous job and even more dangerous for
me."  Don nodded at that, stuffing his mouth.  He looked over as
someone came in, judging him, then nudging Don.  "One of your buddies
since he's wearing a badge?" 


"He
is.  Mac?"  He came over.  "This is Xander.  I'm
going to be moving into his condo to protect him." 


"Hi." 
He smiled and shook his hand.  "Xander...." 


"Harris. 
Formerly of Sunnydale.  Don't ask, it's a bad place." 


"Okay. 
How bad?" 


Xander
nibbled on his eggroll.  "Thirty, forty percent missing persons and
homicide rate?" 


"Oh. 
Really bad place.  Okay.  Why do you need Don?" Stella asked
casually. 


"Because
people keep trying to steal my cute ass," he said dryly, making her choke
while trying to laugh. 


"He's
not kidding, he was beating guys off earlier," Don admitted dryly, eating
another bite. 


"Mac,
you can eat with us if you want," Xander offered.  "I don't mind
if Don brings his friends over.  I'm more than capable of hiding in my
room if he wants privacy." 


"It's
a big enough place that you could hide in the kitchen and I'd never see
you," Don told him. "How much was it?" 


"One
and a half," Xander said honestly, eating a bite.  "That made up
for the difference between her present one and the bigger one," he offered
when he swallowed, seeing the curious looks.  "I'm a rich boytoy who
had a boyfriend who traded down." 


Stella
looked at him. "Uh-huh." 


"Remember
that one brothel with the dead guy about two years ago?" Don asked. 
They both nodded. "He's temping there for the last few weeks while on his
road trip.  They want to snatch him.  He's leaving it next
week."  Xander blushed and ducked his head. "They'd figure it
out anyway, Xander.  They're CSI." 


"Huh?"



"They're
the science guys who figure out who did what." 


"I
thought you figured that out," he said, looking kind of confused. 


"A
lot of the time, they tell me who did it so I can make them beg." 


"Oh. 
Okay."  He nodded, stuffing his mouth again.  "Sorry but I
was trying to find myself.  I'm in week five of my six week
contract." 


"You
made that sort of money?" Stella demanded.  Xander nodded. 
"How?" 


Xander
put down his fork and wiped his mouth. "I've got a unique pheromone
condition that makes people want me.  A lot.  They want to steal me,
keep me, make me happy.  Occasionally tie me down and make me miserable
but most of them want to make me theirs.  That's why I need a
protector." 


Mac
looked at him. "You're GHS?" 


Xander
nodded, grinning at him.  "I am.  Adam said I was a natural when
he broke me in." 


"GHS?"
Stella asked. 


"While
you were on vacation a few years back, right after Danny got there, we got this
case of one guy who got kidnaped from his boyfriend," Mac reminded
her.  "It came out as part of that." 


"That
was a long time ago, Mac.  I've seen a few of those." 


"GHS
stands for Greedy, Hedonistic Sluts Society," Xander offered.  She
blushed at that.  "We're all pleasure finders.  So our freezer
will always have ice cream."  She kicked him under the table, shaking
her head.  "Not kidding." 


"He's
probably not," Don agreed. "Eat."  Xander dug in
again.  "That's why he needs me but he said I can have you guys over
all the time and we're getting cable and that stuff." 


"Good. 
Getting a home computer?" Stella teased. 


"Only
as long as it doesn't come with paperwork.  I have enough of that on my
one at work."  He nudged Xander and waved someone inside, getting a
grin from the youngish African American man.  "Hawkes, this is
Xander.  I'll be moving in with him to protect him and teach him how to
survive in the city." 


"Hi. 
Sheldon Hawkes, ME." 


"Xander
Harris," he said, shaking his hand with a grin. "You can pull up a
chair." 


"I'm
out to grab and go.  I've got two bodies waiting on me," he
admitted.  "Aiden's still at work too, Don.  When are you
moving?" 


"A
few weeks.  The woman he bought off of is moving up to a bigger place so
we're waiting on her to clean out and then the place to be readied." 


"The
manager said it'd be about two days after she left and he said if we wanted it
painted anything we could have it done then," Xander offered. 
"I was thinking a light blue?  Like cloud through the sky blue? 
Or will your stuff clash?" 


"Probably
not and that's what slipcovers are for," he admitted.  "He have
that on hand?" 


"Yup. 
It's a lighter version of what was in the gym.  He said he had about six
gallons of it left when he mentioned it.  That and light gray." 


"That
works for me," Don agreed.  "What's coming from
Sunnydale?"  Sheldon tensed at that name.  "You know his
former town?" 


"Only
by reputation and it's like our boogey men."  Xander nodded at that,
eating a bite.  "You escaped?" 


"No,
my friends are brats who said I'm worthless." 


"Oh. 
I'm sorry."  He took his order.  "I'll see you when he gets
settled in, Xander."  That got a grin and a nod.  He went back
to tell the others what was going on.  A few of their coworkers would be
fairly interested in that. 


Stella
looked at him.  "How can they say you're worthless?" 


"They're
girls who believe they're special by circumstances of birth," Xander said
honestly.  "I'm not."  She nodded, accepting that. 
"I'd rather not be depressed tonight." 


"Sure,"
Mac agreed.  "So, Xander, any plans for college or anything?" 


Xander
gave him a scared look. "I barely made it out of high school.  No
college.  Maybe a trade school if I get bored."  The door
slammed open and he groaned, looking at the guy with the gun. 
"Don?" 


"Freeze,"
he ordered quietly. "Do not even try."  He coughed and put his
gun on the table, glaring at the guy.  "You know cops eat here,
right?"  The guy fled.  "Good.  Patrol guys outside
coming in to pick up."  They watched as he was caught and drug
back.  He put his gun back.  "Xander, you are not to do anything
like that on purpose," he ordered. "Not unless it's the only way to
get free of someone."  Xander nodded, giving him a look. 
"Good."  He patted him on the back of the head. 
"That's why I carry the gun." 


"Yes,
Don." 


"Good
boy," Mac agreed.  "He could've shot you." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I recently learned how to think my hormones and
pheromones into surging," he admitted. "He'd have been on his knees
and begging."  Mac and Stella both gaped and Don nodded. 
"He's seen me use it when someone else tried to take me the night we
met." 


"He
can," Don agreed.  "Got half the bar."  He patted
Xander again. "Finish up.  We'll go look at furniture since you want
a leather couch."  Xander nodded, digging in again like nothing had
happened. "That's why he's got me and I'm getting free rent." 


"It's
a good tradeoff," Mac decided.  "I hope you two can live with
each other." 


Don
shrugged. "He's easy to get along with so far." 


Stella
nodded.  "Very.  Xander, have you lived with anyone
before?" 


"Parents." 
He shrugged.  "I stayed over a lot now and then.  The condo is
big enough that if there's a conflict I can hide out now and then while he does
his thing.  Or when you guys come over to watch tv and stuff." 


"Okay. 
If you need to talk, you can come talk to me when I'm not busy," she
assured him.  He smiled and nodded.  "Good boy."  He
grinned and finished up, going to get a refill on his drink.  She looked
at Don.  "Are you sure?" 


"Yeah. 
If anyone needs it, that kid does," he admitted quietly.  "The
person who advised him told him to treat it like being a bitch in prison. 
Protection for anything they want." 


Mac
nodded.  "I wouldn't be surprised if he did offer." 


"I'm
probably not going to be taking him up on it, Mac," Don said
patiently.  "I'm moving closer to work, Xander's not a hard guy to
like, it's a great place, and it's not going to be that hard to protect
him.  He's all for hiding most of the time." 


"Yup,
sure am," Xander agreed, wiggling back into his seat.  "So, am I
helping you move or are you hiring someone? I can move my clothes in a
cab.  The stuff from Sunnydale will be in a truck and they'll be carrying
it up since it's got my antique bed."  Don looked at him so he
blushed.  "My grandmother left it to me. It's a family
heirloom." 


"That's
pretty cool," he agreed happily.  "At least you've got
that." 


"I
do. It's a great old canopy bed."  He sipped and looked at Stella.
"You guys are welcome over anytime to check on him.  That way you can
make sure I'm not warping him oddly or anything." 


"Sure,
Xander."  She patted his hand.  "Well, I was going to go
soak in my tub tonight." 


"I
should get back and do paperwork," Mac admitted. 


Xander
looked at him.  "If you do that, how do you enjoy the rest of the
night?"  Mac looked stunned.  "Everyone needs some pleasure
now and then, Mac.  Otherwise they get worn out and grumpy."  He
took another sip and Mac smiled at him for it. 


"You're
right but I get yelled at if I don't do it on time.  I'll go home early
tonight."  He walked Stella out, parting ways. 


Don
looked at him.  "First thing you're doing is taking self defense for
newbies to the city, Xander.  Carrying around that sort of cash...." 


"It
was only for the day, Don." 


"If
you say so." 


"I
do. You want to hold it for me?" 


"No,
that's all right.  I'll trust you not to whip it out in front of others
again."  He took their trays off to toss out the trash, getting a
refill of his drink too.  "Come on, we'll go furniture looking. 
You'll need a dresser to go with the bed and my couch is staying at my old
place since it's junky."  They walked out together, heading to a
place he heard good things about. 


***



Xander
finished putting up the last book and heard a knock, going over to look out
with the chain on.  "Can I help you?" 


"I'm
Don's friend Danny." 


"He's
at the other place but okay."  He let him in and went back to his
fussing with the books.  "He'll be here in a few minutes
probably.  He only had to move a few last things." 


"That's
fine."  He looked around. "This is nice.  How are you
affording this?" 


"I've
got money in the bank."  He glanced around.  "Um, there's
soda and stuff in the fridge but Don's getting his dishes this trip so I'm not
sure if we've got more than plastic cups."  Danny grinned at
him.  "I'm Xander." 


"I
figured since you answered the door."  He shook his hand. 
"I'm Danny, I work with Mac."  Someone kicked the door so he opened
it. "If you had asked, I'd have helped." 


"Good,
you can help me move my recliner into my room here." 


"I
said you could use my moving crew," Xander reminded him, taking the top
box and heading into the kitchen with it.  He loaded it into the dishwasher
since it was dusty.  Don gave him an odd look so he blew one out, getting
an eyeroll.  "I like the dishwasher.  It's one of my favorite
inventions since I had to wash dishes at a few places."  He got them
all loaded then turned it on, checking it after a minute to make sure none of
the glasses had tipped.  It was shut and turned back on for him and he was
put out onto his couch. "Yes, Don." 


"You're
the fussiest man ever," he complained, putting up the food. 
"Did we line the shelves?" 


"You....do
what to shelves?" he asked, looking confused.  Danny laughed at
that.  "Hey!" he pouted. 


"Come
on, Don, we'll go get shelf liners," Danny promised, getting a nod and
they headed out.  "We'll be right back with everything else." 


"Okay. 
I'll be here."  They shut him in and he went to fuss his clothes into
place. The building had a laundry room, which was really nice, even though he
wasn't sure how one did laundry.  He'd learn that too he guessed.  He
went to the study area, going to look at the computer and make sure it was on
and hooked up correctly.  He knew enough to do that.  He heard the
knock and went to check, smiling at Stella and Mac.  "They're off to
get something called shelf liners and pick up Don's recliner," he offered
as he let them in.  He heard a jingle and groaned, going to switch styles
of cleaning.  "Sorry, I think it broke one." 


"It
happens now and then," Stella promised.  She gave him a hug and the
boy leaned against her, soaking it up.  "It's all right. I know it's
all new." 


"How
do you do laundry?" 


"Read
the labels on everything and do as ordered," she told him, patting him on
the back.  He let go and she smiled.  "Never done any?" 


"Not
real laundry.  I've done the 'toss it into the machine on soak for a day'
sort." 


"About
the same only with detergent and it's quicker," she assured him, going to
check the kitchen.  Danny and Don came back a few minutes later with the
old recliner and another few boxes, which Xander went down to help carry. 


"Xander,
you know better," Don called as he walked outside, glaring at the person
staring at Xander's ass.  "Not yours."  They hurried
off.  "No going out alone," he said more quietly. 


"Stella
was here," he offered quietly, giving him a look. 


"Yup,
and that's nice and all.  Upstairs.  I can do this."  He
pouted the whole way up. 


Stella
looked at him.  "You're awfully hard on him." 


"The
furniture guy wanted to make him test drive all the mattresses, Stella. 
Of course I am.  People want to take and keep him."  She nodded,
leaving it there as she carried up another box.  He got the last one and
closed the trunk, heading up behind her.  "Once he's better trained
in self defense I'll let him go out more on his own," he assured her in
the elevator. 


"Good. 
He's a young guy.  He's going to want to go out and party now and
then." 


"He
said he doesn't drink and I think he's had plenty of partying recently. 
Let's give him a chance to settle back into normal life." 


"Sure. 
I can agree with that."  They were let in by Mac, who went back to
talking to the young man.  "He okay?" 


"I'm
fine," Xander assured her.  "He's right, it's for my own
good.  I wouldn't want someone to try to take me for real
again."  Don gave him an odd look.  "I went to get sodas
last night and someone almost tried." 


"How
good is your hand-to-hand?" Mac asked.  Xander shrugged. "Can
you fight?" 


"Some.
It's not traditional or anything but some.  I was thinking about taking
more training after the self defense class Don is going to make me take." 


"That's
always a good idea," Stella agreed. She helped Danny with the
shelves.  "What's left, Don?" 


"The
bed and dresser.  I'm almost tempted to leave it there and let the
landlord there call it a furnished place."  He flopped down in the
new chair, smiling at the comfortable grip it had on him.  "I cleaned
it pretty good and Xander said he'd let me borrow our housekeeper to make
sure.  I'm not due out for the next week so it's all good." 
They smiled at that.  "It'll be fine, guys.  It's just an
adjustment period for both of us.  I haven't lived with anyone since
college." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Buffy and Willow are roommates.  They have a
really nice dorm room.  It's huge." 


"Is
it a suite?" 


"No,
it's like twenty by thirty and has built in closets, plus their beds and
desks.  Small windows and they've got a noisy neighbor but it's a huge
room for being a bedroom." 


"Better
than mine. Mine had pullout couches that turned into beds," Don offered
dryly.  "Our desks were bolted above them and the dresser was at the
foot with a small aisle between them."  Xander nodded. 
"Saw that sort?" 


"The
boys' dorm.  They're in the coed dorm.  They've got boys on the same
floor and everything." 


"Coed
dorms I could've appreciated in college," Danny agreed dryly. 
"How about you, Xander? Going to college?" 


"I
barely made it out with a D.  Not a chance," he said patiently. 
"Books and I don't get along that well." 


"Yet,
I see a few in Ancient Greek and Latin on the shelves," Mac said dryly. 


"They
were necessary at home," Xander defended.  "Those are my copies
in case I need them."  He got up to look them over.  "I
still need one other one but it's really expensive." 


"Define
really expensive," Don offered. 


"Like
three hundred dollars.  Really expensive." 


"We
paid more than that for the tv," Don noted dryly. 


"Yeah,
but I'd expect more than that for a tv unless it came from Walmart.  For a
book, three hundred is really expensive." 


"It
is," he agreed.  "Do you think it'd be necessary?" 


"No,
I hope not.  I'm trying to talk Giles into donating his old copy since he
got a new one.  The old one I spilled stirfry on once.  He yelled for
weeks." 


Mac
got up to look at them, then at him.  "That's on...." 


"Yup,"
Xander agreed dryly.  "That's why my former town had such a high
death rate."  He headed back to his room, going to look at his
tags.  A lot of them said dry clean only, which confused him.  What
was a dry cleaner?  He was sure Don could tell him that later.  He
finished fussing his clothes into place then went to fuss his bed curtains into
where he wanted them.  His room was a pretty medium gray and the bed
curtains were in a coordinating blue.  It made the room a bit dark with
the ancient dark wood but he didn't mind.  He was used to dark
things.  Dark was his friend. 


Danny
whistled from the doorway.  "That's one great bed." 


Xander
grinned. "It's a family heirloom."  He nodded him in and went
back to hitching up the new curtains where a few hooks had fallen out. 
"It's been in the family for a few generations now," he said
proudly.  "My grandmother left it to me because my mother would've
chopped it up for firewood.  I used to like to snuggle into it when I came
over to her place to visit."  He moved to get the bed curtain on the
foot of the bed.  "The mattress was replaced about a century ago.
It's been in storage since she died."  He got finished with that one
and moved onto the other side.  This one was next to the wall so he pulled
that curtain set nearly closed.  That way some of the gray would shine in
and offer a nice contrast. He came back and unpacked his pillows, tossing them
on there. All but one that got tossed out.  It smelled a lot like Spike
had gotten it.  Danny gave him an odd look.  "I'm guessing
someone broke into my stuff." 


"Probably,"
he agreed, pointing at the lipstick mark on one of them.  Xander groaned
and went to toss that one out too, then the rest of them.  He grabbed some
money and his sneakers.  "Going out?" 


"I
need new pillows and probably some new sheets.  All I've got is one set of
scratchy ones.  I figure Don'll have to go out again sometime soon." 


"I
can go with you, kid."  Danny led him out.  "We're heading
out to get him new sheets and pillows.  Need anything, Don?" 


"Go
armed," he said dryly.  He looked at Xander.  "What
happened to your pillows?" 


"There
was lipstick on one," he admitted.  "The other smelled like an
old enemy.  I think they got into my storage space there." 


"Sure. 
Pick up a pizza, Danny.  Maybe a few beers too."  That got a nod
and they headed out together.  "You forgot your gun." 


"I'm
good enough without it." 


Don
moaned.  "No he's not," he complained, starting to get up. 


Stella
pulled him back down.  "He can handle it, Don.  He's just as
trained as you are."  She went to snoop in the boy's room, giving the
bed an odd look.  That was certainly an antique.  His clothes got
looked over, making her smile.  "Does he wear anything besides
lounging pajamas?" 


"They
were his uniform at work. Most of the time I only see him in them," Don
called back, coming to look.  He called Danny.  "Make him get
real jeans too.  How much did he bring?"  He checked the wallet
and snorted.  "Check it, it's probably a few hundreds. 
Sure.  No, real clothes.  Not lounging pajamas, not suede, not
leather.  Real clothes.  Normal young guy clothes."  He
hung up and shook his head with a sigh.  "It came with the job."



"Probably,"
she agreed, patting him on the back.  "I didn't realize he was
goth." 


"Kinda. 
He's got this thing about being a night person," Don admitted. 
"Probably from home."  He went to call Sheldon over.  He
wanted to know about his former town.   Sheldon came over with
something that looked like a book but it was a graphic novel. "What's
that?" 


"The
truth about where he grew up.  I looked, he's in here.  It was from
his first year hunting."  He handed it to him.  "He's not
helpless." 


"I
didn't think he was," Don assured him.  "I think half the city
wants his ass for their own."  He sat down to flip through it, then
looked at him.  Sheldon nodded. "You're sure?" 


"Very. 
Sunnydale themselves made that."  Don moaned and handed it to Mac,
going to look at those very odd books. 


"Vampires
and demons," he said, flipping through it casually.  "I haven't
seen this many in years.  Not since the brothel case.  He was working
there?"  Don nodded.  "Yet he hunted?" 


"Yeah,"
Don admitted.  "That was solely to find himself."  He put
one back and looked at him.  "Someone's got to work on his
hand-to-hand.  We can't always follow him around.  I want him to take
self defense for newbies to the city.  He's thinking about training himself
and that's a good idea in my book.  Got any suggestions, Mac?" 
He handed over a card he had picked up.  "Thanks.  Wanna work
with the kid?" 


"No." 
He looked at him.  "Xander probably doesn't have any other style than
survival.  Which means he either goes all out or he doesn't know what he's
doing.  He moves like that.  With some training to fill in the gaps
he'll be fine." 


"Good. 
Because I'm not sure if I should be scared for him or not." 


"Be
scared," Sheldon offered.  "He was working with demons, they
love him from what you said." 


"Yeah,
his pheromone problem seems to draw them more than humans."  He sat
down again.  "I saw the kid defend himself but he's got this hint of
vulnerableness." 


"That's
probably because he's got no self esteem," Stella told him. 
"What were his friends like?  Or his family?" 


"His
family?  All he said was drunk.  He left it there.  His
friends?  All I've heard about them was what you have.  That they
don't want him back because they don't think he's capable enough of handling
it.  They could be trying to protect him for all I know.  Especially
if they had hints of this before."  Sheldon shook his head. 
"No?" 


"No. 
They're special due to circumstances of birth and from what I've heard, he's
being ridden by them for being normal." 


"Wonderful,"
Mac said bitterly.  "What supportive friends." 


"Yeah,
no wonder the kid's got low self esteem," Stella agreed. 


"He
said it's mostly based on how people want him now," Don offered. 
"We need to find him something that he's good at so he can go that
way.  A normal life would help him a lot more." 


"Has
he shown any skills?" 


"Shopping,
getting kidnaped and out of being kidnaped, and making some plans," Don
offered.  "He admitted he can't really cook.  Maybe I'll start
hyping our vo-tech system.  He said he and books don't get along." 


"Some
kids don't learn from books," Mac agreed.  "Maybe he's a hands
on guy."  The door opened and Danny dragged Xander back in with his
two bags, putting him onto the couch before going to get the rest.
"Problems?" 


"Yeah,
two of them came up to me," he said bitterly, hugging his new
pillows.  "Danny thought you were kidding, Don." 


"Fat
chance," he said, giving him a hug.  Xander relaxed against his
side.  "It'll be okay.  We'll figure out how to make it go
away."  Danny came back and kicked the door shut, going to drop most
of it in Xander's room, put the pizza and two bags went into the kitchen. 
"Bad time?" 


"No,
it only took him two minutes to nearly kill the guys who tried to jump him for
his cash," Danny offered dryly. 


Xander
looked at him.  "You mean they weren't my fanclub?" 


"No,
normal muggers.  One decided you were pretty enough ta be his bitch after
he saw you."  He flopped down with a sigh.  "Hey,
Doc." 


"Hey. 
You okay?" 


"Yeah,
they ran off after Xander nearly killed one."  He looked at him.
"Can't you do a bit less next time?"  Xander slowly shook his
head.  "Why not?" 


"Because
that's how I was trained." 


Danny
covered his face.  "You did what before?" 


"Just
recently?" he asked, glancing at Don, who shrugged and nodded. 
"I just got done with a six week stint in a brothel."  Danny
blinked at him, staring in shock.  "Yeah.  That's where we found
out my pheromones are going nuts.  That's why I draw trouble.  That's
why I'm giving Don free rent." 


"Sure,"
he agreed dryly, nodding slowly.  "So, this is like being his prison
bitch?" 


"Without
the sex," Don shot back, glaring at him.  "Xander's town was
pretty rough, that's where he learned how to fight, Danny.  Drop it."



"Fine. 
Where... how did you make enough to afford this place?" 


"My
first official time working, after I was broken in by the National Head of the
GHS society, went for fifteen grand and I made forty percent," he said
honestly but quietly.  "How do you think?"  Danny
gaped.  "My last one was a hundred grand."  Danny gaped
harder.  "Yeah.  That's not counting tips.  That's just
straight paycheck."  Danny nodded once at that and went to get a
beer.  Xander went to put his things up while they talked about him. 
Don had said he could trust everyone in that room.  So he would until one
of them turned on him for it.  Probably Stella in his experience but maybe
not.  Danny was looking like a good candidate too.  Or maybe
Mac.  He screamed 'tough, action person' to him.  They didn't usually
like him.  He shut his door and turned on his music quietly, going to make
his bed and settle in for a nap.  He was tired. He hadn't had to slay
anything for weeks.  He was almost getting out of practice.  He'd
have to use the gym later. Later tonight when everyone else would be
gone.  That way he wouldn't feel stupid in front of anyone. 


Don
glared at Danny.  "Ease off it." 


"I'm
amazed, that's it," he assured him, taking another drink.  "He
okay?" 


"He
went to hide in his room so we could talk about him," Stella told
him.  She looked at him, then at Don.  "Will he be able to
protect himself?" 


"Someday,"
Don agreed.  "After all, he can't stay nineteen and pretty
forever." 


"Point,"
she agreed.  "So, can we help you unpack?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, going to let them into his bedroom.  He heard the quiet music
and shook his head.  "We're definitely going to have a clashing music
system now and then."  He turned his clock radio on loud enough for
them but not loud enough to drown out Xander's stereo.  They'd find a game
on later, after he and Mac got back from getting his bed.  "Danny, go
check my place, see what's left," he ordered, handing over his keys.
"That's the only one, right?" 


"I've
only had half, Don, I can drive."  He went to do that.  That's
why they all showed up, to help him move.  Real friends did that. 


***



Xander
looked up from his practice, finding Don watching him, and groaned. "It's
after hours, no one's down here." 


"I
know that. I was wondering what you were doing."  He walked in. 
"That's not exactly street brawling." 


"No. 
I'm no good at that stuff."  He shrugged and leaned against a
stationary bike.  "Sorry." 


"No,
don't be.  You're honest about your skills.  Even if I did have to
find out this way.  You've got some form faults, it's clear you've lost
some mass recently." 


"I
was bulking up and I like being skinnier, like I was a few years back," he
defended.  "I hate the stocky look." 


"Not
a criticism, kid.  Just stating facts.  Mac suggested somewhere you
could start with self defense lessons and maybe move on from there." 
Xander smiled at that.  "Now, let's try the hitting thing
again." 


"I'm
used to hitting with something in my hand." 


"It's
about the same, Xander.  Try it again."  He waved him on and
Xander shrugged, throwing a punch at his hand.  "More weight behind
it, Xander."  He tried it again.  "No, don't slip into your
mind," he ordered firmly.  "You're dangerous that way.  You
need to be coldly calculating to survive in this city."  Xander
nodded, keeping himself from falling into the hunting mindset while he worked
with him.  One hit did slip and got Don on the chest, making him wince,
but apparently it wasn't very hard.  He didn't even rub it.  Xander
groaned and went to the treadmill to turn it on.  Don watched him. 
"It'll be fine.  Within a few months you'll be up to speed and then
we'll amend stuff since you won't need as much care or attention." 
He leaned on the front of the treadmill. "You could take up running."



"Running
is good for when you're saving your life," he agreed grimly. 
"I'll do it down here. It wasn't an every night thing at home." 


"Hey,"
he offered, tipping the boy's chin up. "This is home now.  Those
petty girls you dealt with before aren't here.  They won't be here. 
They're not coming here.  They're not the sort of friends who'd come this
far."  Xander nodded, stopping the treadmill and leaning on his
side.  "It sucks but sometimes the ones you consider friends
aren't.  Now, let's go to bed.  I've gotta be in at nine
tomorrow." 


"Sorry."



"Not
a problem.  We're going to keep a slightly different schedule." 
He walked the boy back upstairs, going to put him into his room.  Then he
sat down in his own room, getting comfortable once everything was laid out for
the morning.  He was seriously going to be doing some work with that
kid.  Looked like he now had a little brother.  He decided to get up
and watch some tv, finding Xander out there watching cooking shows looking
confused.  "Comedy Central," he ordered.  Xander flipped
over and smiled at that, relaxing.  "You can learn how to cook here
too." 


Xander
nodded, snuggling into his side. "I'll think about it."  He fell
asleep that way. 


Don
looked down at him then rolled his eyes.  He got the kid comfortable and
took the chair.  He wasn't going to go down that road yet. It would only
reinforce the mindset the kid had at his last job.  He took the remote and
flipped around, going back to the cooking shows.  Iron Chef was fun to
watch because they ate some really strange stuff. 


***



Don
walked into Mac's office a few weeks later, giving him a look.  "Got
a few?" 


"Xander
in trouble?" 


"No,
he's cuddly.  Very cuddly.  He's also mostly hiding in his
room.  I don't know what's wrong with him." 


Mac
looked at him.  "Has he been eating?"  Don looked
confused.  Mac motioned him over and opened the webpage he had found,
letting him read it.  "I remembered they had a society, an official
organization, and found their help pages online.  It's for what they call
keepers, which you're not because keepers are like harem lords." 


Don
sat down to read, going over the sections of the FAQ.  "Huh.  I
didn't know they could get lost in it," he said quietly.  "I
should stop him if he is."  He kept going, smirking at some of the
suggestions to make one of their members quit pouting.  "Yup,
definitely gotta get the boy outta the house again."  He waved as
Danny came in.  "Long night?" 


"No,
I stopped by to check on your boy since none of us had heard anything about
him.  Wondering if you killed him but he's in his room playing with
himself."  Don moaned and thumped his head on the desk then went back
to reading.  "By the way, he's having ice cream for breakfast?" 


"He's
an adult, Danny," Don reminded him. 


"Sure,
but he said that's what he had for dinner yesterday.  Is he eating anything
but ice cream?" 


"No. 
He's id-living," Mac admitted.  "Toys?" 


"Yup. 
I heard the hum, thought it was a vacuum for a minute.  Xander answered
the door and it was clear the housekeeper hadn't been in today."  He
came over to read over his shoulder, smirking some.  "At least
someone's got a clue." 


"Yeah,
a lot of a clue, but I'm not a keeper.  I'm his protector.  A keeper
would be his boyfriend." 


"You
won't let him date," Danny reminded him dryly, patting him on the
back.  "You said it was too dangerous right now."  Don
slumped.  "So yeah, have fun pulling him out of his room.  It
needs aired out." 


"I
noticed."  He got up and headed home, going to stop the boy for his
own good.  He was off now anyway.  He let himself in and headed back
there, blatantly walking in and pulling Xander off himself.  Then he
hauled him up and into the shower, turning it on pretty cold.  Xander
shrieked, but calmed down.  "You need to air out your
room."  Xander glared at him.  "You're not taking good care
of yourself, Xander.  If I have to protect you from yourself I will. 
Take it out."  Xander removed the toy and cleaned it then put it
down.  "Thank you.  Don't leave that in there.  Stella
teased me the last time she found one of those in here.  Shower, get
unsweaty, and come out to the kitchen so I can make sure you eat one real
meal."  He went to do that.  Then he came back and took the toy
before he could use it again, tossing it into his room.  He went to make
something simple and soothing, something the kid would like with how he was
behaving.  Xander pulled on some lounging pajamas and came out, sitting on
the bar stool so he could watch him.  "How long has this episode
lasted?" 


"Episode?"



"Yeah,
according to the website, you're going to have these episodes and if you had a
real keeper, like a boyfriend, they'd make you do other things so you'd get
pleasure from them instead."  He handed over the eggs and looked at
him.  "Eat."  Xander got a fork and slowly ate. 
"What did you have for lunch?" 


"The
fudge ripple." 


Don
shook his head.  "Dinner?" 


"Pistachio." 
He ate another bite and looked at him.  "We have a website?" 


"You
do.  Mac found it for me just in case I needed it."  He waved a
hand at the plate and Xander finished it.  "How many times did you
eat yesterday?" 


"I
had a candybar for lunch." 


"No,
I meant real meals, Xander." 


"I
had a candy bar for lunch," he repeated.  Don moaned and shook his
head, hanging it.  "Sorry."  He put his plate into the
dishwasher and slunk back to the living room.  "Can we log on?" 


"Sure. 
It looked like there was a spot for you members too.  Go get your card and
I'll get the webaddress from Mac."  Xander went to do that while Don
went into the office to turn on the computer and found it on.  He found it
on to porn and grimaced.  "Eww, Xander." 


"Is
it that bad?" he asked hesitantly. 


Don
blinked at him.  "You wrote that?"  He nodded, sliding back
into the hall some.  "I'll read it later.  Bookmark this site
for me."  Xander nodded, doing that for him.  He called
Mac.  "What's that webaddress?"  He typed it in slowly,
coming up on the page.  He had to backspace to the index page. 
"How did you get in?"  He smirked.  "The case's
membership ID was in the file?"  He snorted. "Thanks.  No,
I'm getting my hyper bunny onto it."  He hung up. "Log
in."  Xander typed in his membership ID and the general page came
up.  "Log in as a member too.  Let's see what other benefits you
can have."  Xander did that and it came up with a shopping area for
chocolates, sex toys, clothes, and other fine things.  Don shook his
head.  "No shopping online.  If you want to go shopping, we'll
go in the real world.  For now, read the FAQ page.  It's got some
info on how to stop these episodes." 


Xander
backed out and went there, finding it easily enough.  He read through the
help section. "We have conventions?" 


"Apparently.
You can call Adam and see if you can go this year as long as someone there will
watch you."  Xander nodded, going back to it.  Don went to air
out Xander's room.  It smelled like a cheap whorehouse in there. 
"I'm not touching these sheets of yours," he called. 


"I
wore condoms." 


"What?" 
He went back in there.  "Huh?" 


"Old
trick.  Keeps the sheets from being messy so your parents don't
know," he admitted as he read.  "Oh, I almost borrowed one of
yours when I ran out but all you had was latex." 


"Not
good enough?" he asked sarcastically. 


Xander
looked at him.  "No, I'm allergic.  I quit breathing." 


"Sorry,
Xander." 


Xander
shrugged. "I've heard worse."  He went back to reading. 


"How
did you get more?" Don asked.  Xander gave him a sheepish look. 
"Took a cab downtown?"  That got a nod. "That's fine. 
You can do that, just warn me.  That way I know where you are if you get
stolen again."  He went back to Xander's room, gathering up the used
toys once he found a pair of plastic gloves.  They all got put into a free
plastic basket and dumped in the sink in the bathroom.  "Clean those
later." 


"Yes,
Don."  He came out and hugged him. "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
We'll go for a walk in the park tonight or something.  Go back to
reading."  Xander nodded, going back to it.  Don went to watch
tv, shaking his head.  The housekeeper came in.  "Watch out for
the bathroom.  Xander's got to clean his sex toys." 


"That's
fine.  I'll do wherever they are next week."  She went to the
kitchen to start the cleaning in there.  She'd do the living room last
since he was home.  "Done already?" 


"Yup,"
he noted dryly.  "Ran out of hours for the week."  He
leaned back, watching Xander typing in something.  "Chatroom?" 
Xander nodded.  "Good.  Get more suggestions.  Helga's
here." 


"Hi,
Helga.  Give me ten to clean those and get them out of your way," he
called, typing in something and hurrying into the bathroom to do that. 


She
rolled her eyes. "Why can't he get a nice boyfriend?" 


Don
looked at her.  "Because nice boyfriends are hard to come by and it's
too dangerous for him to get a nice boyfriend at the moment.  They might
turn into stalkers."  He went back to the tv, looking at the door
when it was knocked on. "What?" he called. 


"Is
Xander all right, Don?" their neighbor called. "I heard the
shriek." 


"I
made him get up by putting him into a cold shower, Tiff.  Don't worry
about it."  She laughed and he heard her door shut.  He would
have to find something for Xander to do during the day.  He really
would.  He looked at the kitchen, then toward the bathroom. 
"Xander, did you look at the vo-techs?" 


"I
did and they don't like me either," Xander called quietly.  He came
out to lean on the back of the couch.  "They don't like me since I'm
not going for a degree." 


"You
could." 


"Don,
I'm not going to be working.  Working was nice but I'm way too confused at
the moment to work.  I don't need to work and I've got to wear this
out.  Can you imagine me going to work with how I am now?"  He
went back to his cleaning then went to change his sheets.  Then he went
back to the chatroom.  He groaned. "Shit.  Giles is on
here." 


"Is
that a bad thing?" Don called patiently. 


"My
mentor from high school?" 


"If
he's on there he already knows something about the group, Xander." 


"Still! 
I don't want to imagine him having sex.  Eww!" 


Don
rolled his eyes.  "It's no worse than the idea that Mac gets some now
and then." 


"No
he doesn't.  He's suppressed it to the point where he doesn't even yank
off." 


Don
leaned back further. "Do I want to know how you know this?" 


"Nope." 
He got back to typing.  "Think it'd be okay if I went to get a
massage?" 


"As
long as it wasn't sex in disguise." 


"Nope." 
He logged off and got up, heading to put his card back and then grab his wallet
and clean clothes so he could go.  "Maybe it'll help."  He
headed out with a wave at their housekeeper. "Make him quit fussing,
Helga." 


"Fat
chance," she said dryly once he was gone. "How long had it
been?  I notice you're out of ice cream." 


Don
moaned and held his head.  There had been ten gallons in there. 
"Probably a few days. I know that's all he ate yesterday."  He
looked at her.  Then he went to go read that site.  He needed that
site.  Someone there had to know what to do with Xander.  He found
Adam's email and wrote him one about his student.  Hopefully he would be
able to direct him in how to make the boy behave. 


***



Danny
answered the page, finding Xander sulking at a desk, looking at the patrol
officer who had found him.  "He was doing what?" 


"Having
a fight with someone who claimed he was his.  I thought it might be a
domestic but he said to call Don Flack."  He shrugged.  "Is
Flack his boyfriend?" 


"No,
he's protecting him.  People like to take the kid." 


"He
was out alone.  Is he stupid?" 


"Naive." 
He walked over there, smacking Xander on the head, getting a flinch. 
"You were doing what?" 


"I
went out to get someone to work on my back," he said miserably, looking at
him. "The first place I went said that they don't work on members because
of our extreme reactions.  They sent me somewhere else.  I got there
and someone there tried to pick me up.  I told him no, lied and said I was
taken, and walked off to catch a cab.  He grabbed me by the arm and demanded
I come with him.  I refused and the officers broke him from trying to take
me." 


"Why
did he try to take you?" Danny asked patiently.  Xander
shrugged.  "You know enough about this stuff.  Where are you
at?" 


"I'm
kinda on the low side," Xander admitted.  "I didn't recognize
him at all, Danny, I swear." 


"I
know you didn't, kid.  Okay.  He in trouble?"  The officer
shook his head.  "Then I'll get him home.  Thanks for saving
him." 


"Not
a problem.  I had to send my partner away because he decided the boy
needed a cuddle to make him quit sulking." 


Xander
stiffened up. "I'm sorry," he said as he stood up.  "I
don't mean to affect people this way." 


"It's
not a problem, sir.  Just go home and relax for the night.  Try it
again tomorrow."  He nodded, heading outside. 


"Hold
it," Danny said.  "No way in hell you're going out on your
own." 


"I
can't be babysat all the time," he complained. "It's not fair to you
guys or Don." 


"No,
it's not, but it's not that often and I'm nearly done anyway.  You can go
sit in Mac's office and talk to him about your martial arts classes."
Xander blushed.  "Decided not to go?" 


"Didn't
quite make today's."  Danny gave him a look.  "I was taking
a nap." 


"Good,
then he can chew you a new one."  He walked him off with a nod for
the officer.  He patted the kid on the back a few times in the
elevator.  "From the website, Mac said it happens, Xander," he
said calmly.  "Maybe it's time you did start dating."  He
walked him to Mac's office.  "Someone tried to take him outside his
massage.  I'm heading home after I finish two more things." 


"He
can sit in here with me."  Danny grinned and left.  "How
long have you been in the rut?" 


Xander
shrugged. "Maybe a week?  I, um, didn't make it to class today
because I was napping after one." 


"That
happens now and then, Xander.  You can't control some of those things.
With more experience it'll come easier.  You've only been diagnosed three
months with the pheromone problem." 


"I
don't consider it a medical condition." 


"It
is if you have to be rescued." 


"I'm
not some damsel," he said hotly, standing up. "Buffy thought the same
thing and I managed to rescue myself plenty of times."  He stomped
off. 


Mac
called Stella, she was heading out.  Maybe she could stop him.  He
called Don.  "It's me.  Xander said he's not some damsel and
said Buffy thought the same thing but he managed to rescue himself plenty of
times.  No, he stomped off.  Danny said an officer rescued him from
being taken by someone outside the massage parlor.  Not yet.  No,
Don.  I paged Stella because she was heading out.  I don't know
yet."  He hung up, deciding not to alert patrol.  They'd treat
the kid like an escaped convict if he put out a 'watch out for' warning in the
system.  Danny came back.  "He's fine but he stomped off,"
he admitted.  "He said he could handle it." 


Danny
glared at him.  "Yeah, sure he can, Mac.  Because no one else
wants to take him," he said bitterly, going to find the kid.  He
texted the rest of the lab and Don to see if they had seen him.  Adam,
their Trace tech, found him at an ice cream shop and said he was getting a cone
and leaving.  Danny headed that way, shadowing the kid in case.  He
was radiating cold, predatory feelings and most everyone was getting out of his
way.  "Apparently mad is good for him," he noted quietly. 
His phone rang and he smirked at the familiar voice on the other side. 
"Heading down to the bad parts of town.  Sure."  He hung up
and hurried up, going to stop Xander.  He moved in front of him and the
boy glared.  "This is bordering on the areas of the city no one
should go into unless they live here," he said gently. 


"I'm
fine!" 


"I
know you are, but I don't wanna make you have to defend yourself.  Let's
go somewhere safer and you can wander all you want." 


"I
don't need a babysitter." 


Danny
gave him a long stare.  "I doubt that.  You may be tough and all
but there's things in this city that will eat you, human things." 


Xander
stepped closer.  "What makes you think I won't stop them too?"
he asked patiently, staring into his eyes.  Danny took a step back. 
"I'm not in the mood for the coddling.  I'm going to go do
something.  Since everyone seems to think I need out of the house more
often." 


"You
could take cooking lessons.  They're used to the casual
learners."  Xander shook his head. "Why not?" 


"Because
they're expensive and they're teaching Japanese cuisine right now.  I'm
not fond of fish."  He walked around him and headed into a store,
going to browse while he finished his ice cream.  He glanced and Danny was
still shadowing him. "I'm fine." 


"As
soon as I make sure of that, I'll go home."  Xander rolled his eyes
and went to try something on, leaving his ice cream outside with the
salesgirl.  She looked at it and tossed it, making him shrug when he came
out.  "Sorry." 


"Not
a problem, sir.  Those are a bit tight." 


"I'm
going clubbing."  She nodded, accepting that.  "Too
tight?"  He looked at himself then shook his head, going to change
and coming out in something a bit less tight.  That got a nod from
Danny.  "Thanks, mom."  He paid for it and walked out in
it, letting Danny take the bag with his other stuff.  He disappeared in
the crowd, heading off and away.  He wasn't some damsel.  He knew he
wasn't.  He found a rave just starting and paid his way in, getting a
nod.  He headed in, getting lost in the crowd.  It was nice, no one
there thought he was incompetent, even if he couldn't dance very well. 


Danny
watched for a bit, then called Don.  "He's fine, Don. 
Dancing.  Not very well.  He might be safer here.  Yeah,
there."  He hung up and changed out with Don a few minutes
later.  They were near the condo at least.  Danny dropped off the
clothes in Don's car and headed home, going to think.  There was obviously
some damage in that boy's psyche.  He clearly wasn't a damsel.  Maybe
they were trying too hard to coddle him.  He sat down to watch some tv,
watching the breaking news story of the riot at one club.  Not the one
Xander had been at thankfully. 


***



Don
watched Xander, then headed out there, going to help him.  "Like this,"
he said, moving behind him to show him.  Xander stiffened.  "Not
like I'm not going to shadow you for a few more weeks, Xander.  Now, relax
and let it go."  Xander nodded, letting it go, doing what Don was
showing him.  "Better."  Xander relaxed in his arms. 
"No, this isn't a safe spot," he ordered.  Xander stiffened some
again.  "Good.  Remember, only home is totally safe. Everywhere
else is someone's hunting grounds," he reminded him.  Xander nodded,
moving away from him to dance with someone else.  Don backed out of the
crowd and watched him from a spot that the guards were watching from.  He
nodded at one. 


"Your
bitch?" 


"Not
quite.  People like to try to hurt him."  That got a nod and
they both watched the kid.  Any problems would be around him.  A few
people tried to get Xander off the floor with them but he ignored them. 
Don was proud, the kid was shaping up.  A new song came on, a remix of
something older and slower.  Xander was moving differently now.  Don
watched as the crowd gravitated toward his charge, groaning.  The song
ended and it got better.  Then one basically about bending your girl over
and taking it came on and he leaned on the railing to watch how he handled
it.  Xander was doing okay.  He was lost in the dancing it looked
like.  He was definitely radiating with the way one guy was trying to dry
hump him on the floor.  Don mentally snorted.  Xander would not be
going out with anyone he picked up in a club like this.  The guy got
shoved off by Xander and got given a glare, then he went to dancing with a
pretty young woman.  Huh, the boy was bi.  Interesting. 


She
was hot and panting.  He moved away from her, leaving her wanting
more.  She pulled him back and went back to rubbing against him but he
only gave her another look and slipped free, going to the bar.  Don
watched, a water.  Good choice.  Xander watched the crowd and left,
heading off again.  Don headed after him.  He nodded at the guard,
getting a point.  He followed, finding him going into another club. 
This one was nicer, but still hard, pounding, sex-like rhythms and a crowded
floor.  This one had more guys on it. So it had been the woman.  He
really needed to get the kid to talk about his friends.  Soon
hopefully.  That was the only way he'd begin to heal.  This one
wasn't as easy to watch him but he managed to find a perch on the wall,
watching his boy go at it.  Again, women started to gravitate toward him
and he backed away.  He walked down there, taking his boy back with a
glare at the current one.  Xander looked at him.  "Let's
drink." 


"I
don't drink." 


"Yes
you do."  He walked him to the bar to get him a beer then back to the
table, putting them both there.  It was fairly quiet and the boy could
easily hide in the darker corner.  "You okay?" 


"I'm
...."  He shoved the beer over. "I'm fine, Don.  I don't
need watched." 


"You
do.  You also need to talk about what they did to you."  Xander
shook his head.  "Yeah.  You do.  It's the only way to
heal." 


Xander
looked at him.  "The one ones who could possibly understand were
there, Don."  Don flinched at that.  "I went out and did
stupid shit every single night with the clear knowledge I was going to die. I
was usually surprised when I came home." 


"You
need drugs for the suicidal tendencies?" 


"It
was necessary," he said flatly.  "We brought the death rate down
by ten percent."  He stood up.  "I'm fine." 


"If
you were, you wouldn't have bad reactions to the women trying to get into your
pants," Don told him.  Xander sat down again, shaking his head.
"Tell me.  Not like I haven't been in life-threatening situations now
and then." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Being born in Sunnydale is a death sentence,
Don." 


"Being
born period is a death sentence.  We all die."  Xander
nodded.  "I'm sure you've seen plenty but you still need to start to
heal from it." 


"I'm
fine." 


"You're
not.  You're still shying away from people.  You're uptight and
tense.  If I had you interrogation I'd be worried about a surge of anger
that'd get a table thrown at me." 


Xander
shook his head. "I have more control than that." 


"Then
why can't you control the other stuff?" 


"Because
it's who I am.  That was what I did.  Big difference."  He
walked out, heading to a dark, shadowy place to get lost again.  This one
was playing heavy metal, had walls decorated in leather and whips. Half the
crowd looked like bad porn doms and dommes.  That was fine with him. 
They wouldn't make him try to remember.  He slid into the crowd and got
down with it, letting it go.  He was back into the hunting mindset and it
was comfortable for now.  A few guys tried him but he shook his head and
they backed off, respecting that.  That decided him, this was his new
favorite hiding place.  By the time he made it home it was the middle of
the night and he was worn out.  One of the guys there had bought him a
mixed drink but that was all.  He stumbled in and closed the door as
quietly as he could, heading to his room. He flopped down on his bed and
decided undressing was too much work.  Especially since the one guy he had
gifted with a grope in the bathroom had kept his underwear. 


Don
came in to check on him when he got up, covering Xander once he got his shoes
off him.  He shook his head.  The kid would learn.  At least he
didn't smell like he had gotten busy in the bathrooms or drank himself into a
stupor.  Either of those would be dangerous. He went to start his coffee,
sipping it while he thought.  Something was going to have to break and the
kid wasn't even trying to bend yet.  Maybe he'd have another talk with
Mac.  Mac was a vet, he had seen and been in combat.  The kid had
been in some sort of combat by his moves.  He'd probably understand
best.  He went to shower and get dressed, heading out to go to work. 
Mac was at his desk, like usual.  "Got a few?" 


"Sure. 
What's wrong?" 


"He's
fine but he's still got mental issues with those girls of his former town. He
said no one not there would understand." 


Mac
looked at him.  "You think a talk one combat veteran to another would
help?" he suggested.  Don nodded.  "Why?" 


"Because
the kid's got two modes.  Limp and pliable, cuddly Xander.  GHS
Xander basically.  And then there's tough, watching, predatory
Xander.  Danny said it best, the kid was radiating predator last night at
the clubs.  He only slipped a few times but it was still getting him
attention.  The only way I can see that he got that instinct was from
being predatory.  He also said that being born there was a death sentence
and he used to go out expecting not to make it home.  That's the way it
was there." 


"Then
he could probably use a hand," Mac agreed.  "I'm not sure I'm
the right person.  Yesterday I set him off with the protecting
problem." 


"No,
you were the last straw and then Danny stalked him for an hour or
so."  He leaned against a wall.  "I really think he's going
to snap.  He's not bending and he's not healing.  He's going to snap
like a branch when Stella's peeling them." 


"I'll
see but he might not want to talk to me, Don.  Did you offer?" 


"He
told me I couldn't understand.  That I wasn't there." 


"That
might be true.  I doubt mine and his were the same.  After all, I had
support behind me most of the time." 


"Point." 
He shrugged.  "I'm stuck, Mac.  He's hurtin', badly." 


"I'll
try to talk to him tonight, Don." 


"Thanks." 
He headed to his desk. 


Mac
considered it and did a search on Sunnydale, coming up with information on the
high school's graduation for some reason.  He read and then he
reread.  Xander was mentioned peripherally.  There were other
names.  He checked the date.  The anniversary wasn't soon.  He
did another newspaper search on Xander's name specifically, finding a few
things.  He sorted them by date and got to work.  He reformatted the
search to include far enough back for a birth announcement, hoping to find his
parents, but nothing.  He went forward, finding a lot about the boy's
activities.  Or at least what others were noticing. He was listed as a
witness in most of them.  Gangs on PCP?  Attacks on a few
buildings.  Major assaults at the high school and that was listed as a gas
main explosion and fleeing but some people had taken advantage to mug the
attendees.  He shook his head and called him.  "Xander, come see
me please?"  He smirked at the grunt.  "Because I'm sitting
here looking at something on your graduation.  No, not one of your
classmates.  Why?" He smirked.  "Because I'm interested,
Xander.  What really happened?"  He heard the click and mentally
groaned but hung up his phone. 


Xander
came trudging in an hour later and looked at him.  "Why did you want
to know, Mac?" 


Mac
took the minute to study him. He clearly wasn't the cuddly, GHS Xander that Don
usually saw and talked about.  "Because Don thought it might do you
some good to talk to someone else who's been in combat."  He got up
and closed the door, pointing at the chair across from him.  "Tell me
about it." 


"It
was something attacking and we defended ourselves," he said quietly. 


Mac
looked at him.  "The reports said you led a defensive
action."  Xander scowled.  "The newspaper said
so."  He let him see it.  Xander slumped and balled it up,
tossing the printout off to the side.  "Not the truth?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "Slightly." 


"Where
were you?" 


"The
lead.  As I should have been."  Mac nodded at that. 
"I planned it if you want me to be honest.  I put myself on the front
lines for a reason." 


"Sometimes
you've got to sacrifice so the others make it home," he said kindly. 
"It's a hard decision." 


Xander
shook his head.  "No it's not."  He stood up. 
"It's the only decision I've ever made.  Anything else or can you
please forget this conversation and that article?" 


"I
would but your parents filed you as missing." 


"Probably
because they think I'll give them money.  They're wrong.  Anything
else?"  Mac shook his head.  "Then forget about it,
Mac.  That's my old life."  He walked out, heading home
again.  He had to nip that one in the bud or else he'd be forced to leave
his comfortable safe spot to hide somewhere else.  Someone grabbed his
neck and he flipped them, then looked at Danny.  "Are you
stupid!" he demanded. 


"No. 
Seeing if you were okay."  He got up and dusted himself off. 
"Nice move.  Classes are paying off." 


Xander
glared at him. "Don't. Just don't!"  He stomped off, going to
find somewhere else to be.  Somewhere no one gave a damn if he sulked or
fought or anything else.  He found an open bar but he knew where that path
led and he didn't go in there, instead heading to the park.  He flopped
down on a bench, watching the mothers and kids walking.  That was going to
make him sad so he got up and headed deeper into the park, finding a wooded
section to sit in and stare at another tree.   At least there nothing
was going to hurt him.  Any demons would only want to lick him to death.
He relaxed, letting the anger out again.  He couldn't keep it, not and
enjoy anything.  Anger was bad.  He put his head on his knees and
thought.  Maybe it was time to make plans to move on.  Don could have
the condo. He could live off everything else he had.  Maybe some small
town in the midwest?  He'd have a better chance of finding a boyfriend
there.  His phone rang and he looked at it, then turned it off.  He
didn't want to talk to Willow today.  He had mailed her back her
retightening charm but he wasn't dealing with people well today.  He heard
a cough and looked at the officer looking at him.  "I'm sulking and
angry.  Go away." 


"I
shouldn't.  This isn't really a safe place, sir." 


"I'm
better trained than I look.  Nothing's going to kill me." 


"Are
you sure about that?" 


"Yup. 
Wouldn't be the first time something's tried."  He looked at him, giving
him an honest appraisal.  "I'm fine.  Really.  I'm letting
it go before I yell at a friend and his friends." 


That
got a nod.  "It's always a good thing not to yell at your
friends."  He moved closer carefully.  "Need to talk?"



"No. 
I need to go bomb my old town and most everyone in it."  The officer
smirked at that. "Honestly.  I do.  It'd make me feel
better."  He looked at him, noticing he wasn't quite solid. 
"How long have you been dead?" 


"Ten
years now. I got hit by a mugger out here."  He settled in across
from him.  "Where you from, kiddo?" 


"Sunnydale."



The
ghost blinked.  "You're kidding."  Xander shook his
head.  "What are you doing here?  None of you make it out of
there." 


Xander
snorted. "I left on my roadtrip.  Came here to help find myself. Now
I'm being guarded here and I don't need the ropes that tight." 


"You
probably need a different type of leash," he offered.  "You seem
like you need a good girlfriend or boyfriend, son." 


"I
could but it's not what I need most.  See, people like to kidnap me."



"I
noticed that.  It draws even my kind.  Quarth?"  Xander
shook his head.  "You sure?" 


"GHS."



"Oh. 
I've heard some about some of you.  Where's your keeper?" 


"I
have a protector and he's trying really hard but I can't relax and I can't be
myself and it's getting to the point where I'm ready to snap."  He
put his chin back down on his knees.  "It's like I'm one person when
he's not there and another when there's people around because I can't relax
around them.  I'm scared of hurting them and they're all older and have
careers and things.  None of them understand me." 


"I
hear you guys have conventions." 


"Yeah,
next month.  I'm going to that one with our National Head.  He's got
a boyfriend now and they're tight."  He shivered when a breeze
started.  "Quit!" he snapped.  The breeze stopped.
"Thank you."  The ghost laughed.  "Sorry.  I
worked for Devi for six weeks. I know very well what did that."  He
leaned back against the tree, stretching out.  "I'm not able to not
separate myself out anymore and it's getting to the point where I'm going to
snap.  I can't snap at them, they're trying to help, but the more I try to
push down what I am, the worse it becomes and the sicker it makes me
feel." 


"Son,
I'd become a flaming queen," he said dryly, standing up.  "Just
let it go no matter what they think.  You said they're his friends and not
yours.  What will it matter if they don't like you?"  He floated
off. 


Xander
considered that and nodded. "Maybe I should."  He let the
naturalness of the ground and trees soothe him for a bit longer then headed for
the condo, going to change clothes into what was comfortable for him. 
Because jeans were not it.  The comfortable silk jammies were
better.  He nodded at Helga when he came out.  "You're not on
today." 


"I
am so.  I didn't get it finished."  She pinched him on the
cheek.  "You should put on a shirt." 


"I'm
tired of pretending, Helga.  I'm going to go with my baser
instincts.  It'll make me quit feeling sick and giving me
headaches."  He went to get a candybar from the fridge and went back
to his computer to go back to the chatroom and see if Adam had written him
back.  Because he was going to the convention and he would be seeing him
then.  He could help him.  He knew he could. 


***



Don
came home and found Helga tucking Xander in on the couch.  "He make
it messy too?" 


"No,
he's collapsed after a few more hours writing smut," she told him
dryly.  "He said he's tired of hiding who he really is.  That it
was making him feel sick."  She handed him something.  "It
came in the mail today.  That's why Xander went to write smut." 
She gathered her jacket and left, heading home. 


Don
checked on him then went to get a bottle of water so he could go read what the
boy had been writing.  Maybe it was working like therapy for him. 
No, smut just like their housekeeper said.  Multi-partner smut.  He
saw the new email icon and clicked on it, reloading his inbox.  It was
from that guy Adam and he shamelessly read it for him, getting a better feel for
what was wrong with him. The suggestion to come earlier and cuddle up to him
and his boyfriend wasn't a welcome one in Don's mind, but he marked it as
unread for him.  Then he went back to reading the smut.  It was
boy-on-boy but it was pretty good.  Xander had a definite flair for what
was going on.  None of it was more than smut.  Xander wandered in and
he pulled him down to sit on him.  "Why don't you try writing stuff
with more characters than smut?" he suggested quietly.  "You've
got a good grasp of the sex scenes but the characters themselves could use some
fleshing out."  Xander looked at him. "I told you I was gonna
read it, Xander." 


"True." 
He looked at the email box, then at him.  "Adam okay?" 


"Yeah,
he's fine."  He clicked on it.  "I was hoping it had some
way to help you more." 


Xander
shook his head.  "What I need you can't be, Don."  He
smiled as he read the invitation, writing a note to the email address embedded,
talking to Ray to make sure it was an honest offer to come visit, which was all
he put in there in case it was a work email and someone was watching him read
it.  He got back a grumbling message but it agreed he could come
visit.  He grinned.  "I'm going to the convention next month and
going to see them a week early." 


"That's
fine.  I'll make sure your stuff is all right while you're
gone."  He patted him on the back.  "Seriously, the stuff
you wrote is good and it draws you in.  Gets you right in the gut, but you
need to work on the characters.  Make them longer."  Xander
looked back at him.  "You could write.  It's good.  Some
grammar things but otherwise okay."  Xander grinned at him, one he
hadn't seen before. It made his stomach clench. "Now, what're we doing for
dinner?" 


"Something
soothing and soft.  I'm in the mood for soothing and soft."  He
went to search the fridge.  "Why is there more beer than anything
else?" 


"Sorry."



Xander
pulled on a shirt and grabbed his wallet.  "I'm heading to get
groceries." 


"Change
first," Don ordered.  "You're clearly without
underwear."  Xander sighed and went to do that.  "You
wanted me to protect you.  I'm trying to do that, Xander." 


"I
know."  He came out in a pair of silk pants and a shirt
instead.  Don gave him an appraising look.  "What?" 


"You
look nice.  Very decent."  He grabbed his jacket and gun, following
him down the street to the store.  Xander picked out what he wanted. 
"Get tp too.  We're out."  Xander nodded, putting in a big
multipack.  Don smiled at that.  "Thanks."  They kept
going and he noticed how much stuff was salad stuff.  "Green, leafy
things?" 


"Are
good for me.  You may live on beer but I still don't drink and I'll be
damned if I'll grow a gut like that."  He nodded at someone up the
aisle.  He took another set of cucumbers, putting them into the cart. 


Don
shrugged.  "Salads are good for you and I could eat better now and
then to soak up the beer."  He looked at him.  "I don't
drink that often." 


"No,
you don't," Xander agreed.  "Otherwise I'd never come out of my
room."  He tossed in a few other things, then found some eclairs, loading
up on them too. They were carefully put into the cart. 


"That's
not dinner.  That's a dessert." 


Xander
sighed and looked at him.  "Mother." 


"I'm
not.  It's not a dinner.  You wanna see a mom?  Mine wants to
come over."  Xander shuddered and shook his head.  "I'll
let you know so you can run and hide."  He patted him on the
back.  "Calm down.  My mother's nice." 


"I'm
sure she is but I'm not meeting your parents in that special way." 
He kept going, finding some other things for dinner, including some cheese he'd
never had before.  "What's that taste like?" 


"I
don't know," Don admitted.  "Get a small chunk and we'll see
while I teach you how to cook tonight."  Xander sighed but nodded,
doing that.  "You're learning how to cook, Xander.  Before you
starve.  Not even cops can live on takeout."   Xander gave
a point at the salad stuff, making him laugh.  "Or salads.  Man
was meant to eat meat too."  He grabbed what he wanted out of the
meat department and followed him down the bread aisle.  "We've still got
bread."  Xander picked up a roll of bagels, making him smile. 
"Cream cheese?" 


"Of
course."  He found that in the dairy case and it was all good. They
headed home and Xander had to take out half the beer but it was easily stored
in a cabinet for later chilling.  Don didn't say anything while he started
to prep the steaks.  Xander finished and folded the bags up, putting them
in the recycling bin.  The he washed his hands and watched what Don was
doing. 


"C'mere." 
He moved closer.  "Change your shirt.  That'll never get clean
if this gets on it."  Xander went to change back into his lounging
jammie bottoms. "Shirt?" 


"Annoying." 
He came in to help, seeing what he was doing.  "What's this
called?" 


"Rubbing
the spices into the meat.  That way it's more than surface, if only a
bit."  Someone knocked.  "Who is it?" 


"Me,"
Stella called.  Xander went to let her in then came back to help again,
but Don made him wash his hands first.  She came over to watch.
"Finally teaching him to cook?"  Xander nodded, grinning at
her.  "You better?" 


"I've
decided to quit suppressing my GHS side to make you guys more comfy. You're his
friends and if you don't like me, yay."  He got back to work. 


Stella
blinked at him, then at Don, who gave her a look behind the boy's back.  
"You know, we like you too, Xander." 


Xander
looked at her.  "It's come through pretty clearly that you guys think
I'm flighty and slacking off since I'm not working or going toward some higher
goal at the moment.  I'm going to be happy with myself and if people don't
like me, I no longer care." 


She
considered it for a moment.  "We still like you, even though you're
an asshole." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Yup.  I freely admit to that now and then too."



"Good. 
At least you're not trying to hide the good parts," she said
sarcastically. 


He
looked at her.  "Stella, consider it.  Would you normally be
friends with me?"  She opened her mouth. 
"Seriously."  She shook her head.  "Didn't think
so.  So you're his friends and I can feel like a hanger on.  I'm good
at that.  I'm still not hiding my flaming queen side or the GHS cuddly
nature I have or any of it.  Though Don did say I write some pretty good
porn if you wanted to go read some of it."  He got back to work,
moving around Don.  "Is the pan hot?" 


"Flick
some of the juice at it.  Does it sizzle?"  Xander did that and
it did.  "Then drop it in carefully and don't move it for two
minutes.  Then we'll flip it over."  He did that and watched,
mentally counting.  He and Stella shared another look.  "You
know, they might like you too," he said cautiously. 


Xander
looked at him, then went to find a fork.  Don gave him some tongs. 
"We had these?" 


"I
had those because I've had exes that cooked.  Turn it."  Xander
turned the meat cubes onto an uncooked side.  Then he counted again and
turned it again.  He looked at Stella.  "They really do like you
for yourself, Xander." 


"Don,
I'm like a hanging on little brother.  I realize this.  I knew that
this was going to happen when I first talked to you.  I don't expect to
have friends here." 


Stella
leaned over and slapped him, hard, on the shoulder.  "Shut up,
Xander. You're digging yourself deeper.  I don't care how old you are or
how slacker you are." 


Xander
looked at her, and she shivered at his look.  "Really?" 
She nodded.  "Then you wouldn't nag, Stella."  She groaned
and slumped.  "You or the others.  Therefore, I know very well
I'm like his little brother and you guys tolerate me."  He got back
to the meat.  "What now?  I'm on the last side." 


"Pour
in some of the wine."  Xander did that and it steamed up.  Don
opened a window.  "Sorry, forgot to say lower the heat
slightly."  Xander looked at the knob.  "Down to
four."  It got turned down.  "Good.  Now, slice some
onions and stuff to put in there."  Xander nodded, moving to do
that.  Someone else knocked on the door.  "Who else was
coming?" 


"I
think Danny since Xander flipped him in the middle of hall when he grabbed him
by the neck."  She went to get it, letting Danny and Sheldon
in.  "Problems?" 


"Slight
one.  Xander, your parents have reported you missing?" 


"They
probably want money.  I've written an email to the officers out there
saying I'm fine, I was invited to leave the town by my friends." 


Danny
walked over and grabbed the kid by the back of the neck and walked him into the
spare storage room, slamming the door.  "What's your issue
today?" 


"Nothing."



"You've
been off all day." 


"No,
I was pissed earlier and moving back there now," he said firmly, glaring
back. "I know you guys tolerate me like I'm his little brother. I could
care less what you guys think about me.  I'm going to be myself." 


Danny
looked at him, then shook his head and burst out in soft laughs.  "I
don't talk to people like that, kid.  I ignore people I don't do more than
tolerate.  Don't believe me, ask Aiden."  Xander slumped
some.  "Now, you done being an asshole?" 


"You
know what, I'm going to be myself.  If you think I'm an asshole, then
yay."  He shrugged.  "If I'm not happy I'm only going to
get worse.  Hiding this side of me and the cuddly, fun side of me has made
me nothing but sick for the last few weeks.  I don't care if you don't
like it, if you can't accept it, none of it.  You're Don's
friends."  He got around him and went into his room to find something
and turn on some music. 


"You
hide you don't eat," Don called.  Xander came out and made a plate
then went back into his room, slamming the door again.  "Anyone got a
clue?" 


"He's
been sick?" Danny asked. 


"I
thought it was the ice cream he's eaten non-stop," Don admitted. 
"Never when I'm here but I've come home and smelled it a few times and
he's napping more than not for the last few days." 


"Okay,
first," Danny said, holding up a hand.  "The kid's as tough as I
am, Don, just less trained.  I got trained by my big brother. He got
trained by necessity.  He got conscripted.  Second, that's not
merging well with the fluffy, cuddly side.  It won't.  He's trying to
find his main personality.  Most kids find this when they're teenagers and
he is still one, just a bit behind." 


"All
that fighting would've kept it from fully happening," Sheldon offered.
"Kids in warzones often have later developmental stages because survival
necessitated them putting off finding the frivolous side in all of
us."  He leaned against the counter.  "Was he serious?"



"Yup,"
Stella told him.  "He thinks we think of him like Don's little
annoying brother." 


Sheldon
shook his head. "I don't but I'm kind of hoping he can help me with
something.  Xander, can I have some help?" 


"Sure. 
Why?"  He came to his door.  "What happened?" 


"I've
got one of you in the morgue and there's some strange marks I can't
identify." 


"GHS
members or otherwise?" 


"GHS
member." 


"I
can get you into the membership rolls with my logon.  Give me a
minute."  He went back into his room, finding his card.  He
brought his plate out and nudged Danny aside so it could go into the
dishwasher, then headed in there with him.  He logged him onto the
website, seeing the chatroom pop up with his name in it.  He typed in a
'not now'.  Giles ordered him to come home.  He typed in a 'why' and
got back an explanation that the girls missed him.  He pointed out that
they had ordered him not to come back since he was so worthless and depressing
to them, such a drag on their daily lives.  But to say hi to Oz if he was
there.  Then he logged out of that window and got into the membership
rolls.  "Name?" 


"Um,
Tyler.  Matt Tyler."  He found him and pulled up his profile,
typing at the admin that it was an officer needing it since he was dead. 
The full file was sent to them and he printed it down for Sheldon's use. 
"Thanks, Xander."  He gave him a gentle smile. "You know, I
like you for yourself.  Don and I don't hang." He got a shrug. 
"Really." 


"If
you say so."  Sheldon patted him and left to go back to the office. 
Xander went back to his room, locking the door when someone knocked. He put on
his headphones and got down to reading something. 


Don
looked at the door then went back to the kitchen.  "He's not in a
good mood." 


"Ya
think?" Danny asked sarcastically. 


"Yeah,
I do.  Any idea what it was?  This time anyway." 


"I
think he'll settle out in a few weeks," Stella offered.  "You
said he's going to some convention full of them." 


"They've
got conventions?" Danny asked. 


"Yeah
and he's been invited out to see the guy who broke him in and offered him
membership for the week before then," Don told them. 


"We'll
come over for the game so you're not bored," Danny offered with a grin. 


"Thanks
you're all heart.  Get something and let's eat."  They settled
at the table to eat.  Xander would come out eventually.  Then he'd
smack him around until he was normal again. 
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Xander came off
the plane happy and smiling, bouncy and relaxed.  He was calm and it
felt  nice.  He saw Don and almost tensed up but it wasn't really
worth it.  Adam had helped him see what was worth getting stressed
over.  He shrugged and hugged him.  "I'm back." 


"I can see
that."  He looked him over.  He was okay looking. 
"Any problems?" 


"No, Adam cut
off his head."  He walked off with him, ignoring the strange look he
got.  He grabbed his bag and headed out with him, finding the car in the
police only parking area.  "Did you make them let you park
here?" he teased. 


"I did. It's
a perk of the job," he admitted, sliding in to drive.  Xander slid
into his side and they headed back to the condo.  "You good?" 


"I'm
fine.  I'm happy.  Adam agreed with me.  I'm to make myself
happy so I don't keep getting sick.  Pushing it down means I get attacked
more.  So I'm to lounge tonight in a bubble bath and then eat some
chocolate for dinner.  Which is in my bag.  Then I'm to work myself
off before bed.  We set up everything at the convention so I'll get
everything working again."  He smiled at him.  "Then I'm
going to find my ass a boyfriend.  Someone who'll take the place of the
toys." 


"Sure. 
You need me to move?" 


"Nope." 
He hugged him around his free arm. "It'll be fine, Don.  I still need
you there."  He settled back into his seat and squealed when they ran
into a parade, getting out to watch from beside the car. 


Don got out and
leaned on his roof so he could study the kid.  "How did Adam get the
fighting stuff back under control?" 


"He did the
same thing for different reasons.  It'll come out when needed but not all
the time."  He beamed at him.  "Want to go to the
circus?  I've never been." 


"Sure. 
I've got today and tomorrow off.  We'll see if there's tickets.  Get
back into the car.  It's nearly done."  Xander slid back in and
Don looked at him.  He was much more relaxed and much more gay.  Xander
wasn't the normal boy by any means.  He was languid and calm, he was
almost graceful when he moved.  He was happy, that was a big improvement.
He eyed the traffic. "It's going to be an hour, maybe an hour and a half
before we get home.  Wanna hit dinner?" 


"If you want.
I can nibble."  Don nodded, pulling into somewhere closeby that he
had eaten at when he was younger.  "Is this a diner?" 


"Yup. 
They used to be all over the city back in the early days."  He got
out and Xander followed.  "Who's getting dinner?" 


"Up to
you." 


"I'll get it
this time. I figure you probably spent a lot on vacation."  Xander
shook his head.  "No?" 


"No.  I
got spoiled on vacation," he said with a happy grin as they walked inside.
He paused.  Don tugged on his sleeve, making him follow. 
"Okay."  He settled into the booth across from him. 
"Adam had a visitor in and he spoiled me." 


"Wonderful. 
Who?" 


"An old
friend who thought I was cute and he's local."  He smiled at the
waitress.  "Having a bad tips day?"  She nodded, grimacing
some.  "Well, I'll get the tip then."  She smiled at
that.  "Can I have a plate of onion rings and some ranch
dressing?" 


"Anything to
drink?" 


"Coke." 
She wrote that down and looked at Don, who was staring at him. 
"What? I'm having chocolate for my real dinner."  The waitress
giggled at that.  "I am.  From a bubble bath even." 
She smiled and patted him on the head.  "I deserve to spoil myself. I
was a good boy. I didn't even jump into the middle of the orgy room at the
convention." 


"I'm proud,"
Don assured him.  "Give me a burger, the works but mustard, and a
coke."  She nodded, taking it off. "I'm stealing a few of your
onion rings." 


"That's
fine."  He grinned and pulled out his phone to check for messages,
finding one.  "Oooh, Russell called."  He dialed in and
listened to the message, giggling. 


"Date?" 


"Tomorrow
night.  He thought I'd be tired tonight."  He called him
back.  "Can you tell Russell it's Xander?"  He looked at
Don. "You mind if I go out tomorrow night?" 


"As long as I
meet the guy." 


"Sure." 
He smiled. "Hi, Russell.  Yup, I'm back and my protector said we're
clear for tomorrow night if you wanted to go out.  Of
course."   He smiled at the waitress, pulling out a twenty for
her tip and handing it to her.  She beamed and Don's food was placed
nicely in front of him.  He paid the check ahead too.  "Yup, we
can go there but you'll have to explain some things to me.  Sure, if
you're up to explaining."  He grinned shyly.  "If you
want.  Yup, that's where I am and Don said he had to meet you first but
otherwise we're good.  That's fine.  See you then."  He
hung up.  "Seven.  He'll come pick me up and we're going to the
Masters' exhibit at the museum."  He dunked his first onion ring once
Don had a handful, nibbling contentedly.  He shifted to sit sideways,
watching the patrons.  A few were giving him odd looks.  "Yes,
we exist," he mouthed at one, getting a shudder.  He nibbled another
one and looked at Don again.  "So, how noisy was the group while I
was gone?" 


"Football
game got a bit noisy and the neighbors complained but otherwise we were good
the whole time, Xander.  No new holes in the walls or
anything."  Xander smiled at that. "What did you do while you
were in Chicago?" 


"Well, let's
see.  I staked something trying to eat Ray, Adam's boyfriend.  He's
nearly as high on the scale as I am.  I ran into Oz, who was very cool
with me," he said happily.  "He might be coming to visit soon
since the girls drove him off too.  Adam and I had a lot of long talks the
first few days so I could straighten out the inner tough guy that wanted to
kill you one morning when you woke me up."  He ate another onion
ring, making Don snicker.  "Seriously."  He looked at
him.  "Sneaking up on me, even at home, is bad."  He sipped
his coke and smiled at the waitress, then at him.  "Russell came up
Wednesday to talk to Adam about an antique.  He took me to dinner
Wednesday and Friday.  He has very good taste and obviously has a clue
about us and our nibbling habits.  The first night we went to a salad
place and he spoiled me with cheesecake."  Don smirked at that. 
"He did. He does antiques in town."  He nibbled on another one
once it was properly dunked.  "He's also a fantastic kisser." 


"Share those
details in private, Xander," he said quietly. 


"Yes, Don." 
He finished that one and took another drink.  "Eat.  You were
hungry."  He grinned.  "Russell and Oz went with us to the
convention.  Oz apparently used to be a keeper and he kept me from jumping
into the more fun activities.  There's a few in town that I can go hang
with for support when I need it.  Actually, there's a number of us in
town.  I arranged it so I've got spa time twice a week.  Full
treatment to ease the ache of being me.  I did a lot of smut trading at
the convention. A few others were trading and I printed some of mine off for
them.  They liked it," he said proudly.  Don grinned at
that.  "We had mass outings to the mall and the ice cream shop. 
It was a really cool convention.  None of us slept the whole time. There
was one room just to get cuddles in.  I spent half a day in
there."  Don nodded, taking a bite of his burger.  Xander took a
sip of his soda while he chewed.  "The other rooms were kinda fun
too."  Don choked.  "I waited." 


"Thanks,"
he said, wiping his mouth.  "Tell me you didn't....." 


"I did but
that's okay.  I met two very nice guys and Russell said that's just how we
are and he took me dancing that night, and then we had a good night
together."  He took another sip and shrugged at the inquisitive look
from the waitress.  "He's fine."  She wandered off to the
other end of the counter again.  "We had a great time.  Ray and
I are good friends.  We understand each other perfectly.  He's a cop
in Chicago."  Don looked amused at that.  "Adam's keeping
him sane at the moment. He's a level eight." 


"You guys
have ratings?" 


Xander
nodded.  "I found that out from Adam.  There's levels assigned
to how much of one of us you are and what attributes you push to the fore when
you're being yourself.  I'm the first level ten in nearly a decade. 
Natural one, not one pushed that way.  He told me in older times I'd have
been snatched from my home as a younger teenager and carried off by some harem
lord for someone's pleasure."  Don snickered at that. 
"Seriously.  That's how the group started, with a bunch that were
corresponding for support and ideas."  He grinned at him. 
"Ooh, Oz said he's coming up in a week.  So you'll get to meet the
Oz." 


"Maybe he'll
tell me what you won't about home?" Don suggested. 


"Only if he
wants my foot up his tail."  He stared him down.  "You
don't need to know, Don. It's not relevant and it's my past."  He ate
his last onion ring.  "Hurry up.  I need to see if we can get
tickets."  Don nodded, finishing up his lunch. "How was
work?"  Don shrugged.  "Same old same old?" 


"Yup. 
People died and I got to see why."  He grimaced. 


"You could
transfer to a nicer job," Xander offered. 


"I like
homicide.  I like the guys I work with.  I just wish there were less
bodies." 


"Ah! 
Never say the w-word."  He frowned.  "Bad things can happen
when you do." 


Don looked at him.
"Okay, that one you're explaining when we get home.  That's just
odd." 


Xander
nodded.  "Sure, but you'll have to hear about two of my exes." 


"Sure. 
Can't beat some of mine."  Xander gave him a long look. 
"Oh really?" 


"Really,"
he agreed.  Don finished and they cleaned up the table a bit, making the
waitress smile and wave at them as they walked off.  The traffic had
cleared up some but not too much, because the city was nothing if not crowded
with traffic.  They made it home and Xander looked at his room, then at
Don.  "Wanna talk while I soak?" 


"No. 
Sorry. I only go into the bathroom with another person if they're there to hold
my head as I puke or I'm their lover and showering with them for fun and games." 
Xander giggled at that.  "Get yourself some ice cream and come out
here."  Xander bounced that way and came back with bowls for each of
them, his with extra fudge sauce. "Now, give, what's this against wishing
things?" 


"Sunnydale
should've been named the town where the improbable came up to nibble on your
ass for shits and giggles.  My ex, Cordelia, made a wish to a wish demon
that Buffy had never come to town.  And wham, instant alternate reality
with vampire us and major darkness.  I was a mean and snarly vampire who
liked to torture.  Of course, getting out of it we smashed the wish
demon's power center and I ended up taking her to the prom," he admitted,
licking his spoon before digging it in again and taking another bite.  "She
told me all sorts of ways she had tortured men for women in the past." 


Don blinked. 
"Let me get a tape recorder."  Xander shrugged.  Adam had
told him to relax about this stuff and tell them. If they didn't believe, oh
well.  Don set up his tape recorder. "Okay, with more detail this
time?" 


Xander grinned and
took the tape recorder into the bathroom to narrate while he soaked. Adam had
told him to soak and have chocolate for dinner.  Ice cream counted since
it was indian summer. 


Don slowly ate his
ice cream, listening as the story unfolded from the bathroom.  He shook
his head a few times.  That was going to Mac first thing tomorrow. 


"I need a new
tape," Xander called.  "Please?" 


"Sure." 
He went to find one and handed it over, taking the old one, marking it for
Mac's benefit.  Because either Xander was insane, this Russell guy had
balled his brains out, or that was the truth and the world was more wrong than
he had thought. 


*** 


Mac looked up as
Don walked in.  "Aren't you off?" 


"Yeah, I'm
taking Xander to the circus for the first time ever."  He laid the
four tapes down on the desk. "He said you could have more whenever you
were ready."  He walked out, heading back to the car and the humming
Xander.  He was humming along with the radio.  Kind of off-key but he
was allowed. Don took off with him, taking him to enjoy something everyone else
got as a little kid.  It only made him want to beat the kid's parents
more.  He was definitely having big brother feelings today since he now
knew why Xander was so insane. 


Mac pulled out a
tape recorder and started the first one, listening to the story.  He got
some headphones after a few minutes.  This was personal things. He rewound
it fully and put it onto the other side, starting it over.  This one
started at the beginning, how he had met Buffy.  The boy told the story
very well.  It was engrossing.  Stella came in and he paused
it.  "What?" 


"What's
that?  New evidence?" 


"Xander on
Sunnydale." 


"Can I
hear?" 


"No. 
Not without his permission.  The tape said he knew Don was going to give
it to me."  He gave her a slight grin.  "Anything
new?" 


"Not
yet.  When did you get those?" 


"Just
now.  Don popped in on his way to the circus with Xander.  His first
ever." 


She smiled. 
"Good.  Anything else going on?" 


"Not that he
said."  He unpaused it and went back to listening.  At the very
least he'd know how Xander was trained so he could gauge what sort of threat
he'd be.  Because it was not sounding like a happy story.  He made
mental notes to ask him about things when he popped around tonight.  At
least until someone new walked into his office and closed the door.  He
clicked it off.  "Who're you?" he asked calmly. 


"Oz. You
haven't gotten to that tape yet probably."  He looked at Mac. 
"Xander's friend." 


"He never
mentions you." 


"We're not
that tight at the moment.  He and I had a falling out over my girlfriend
and him kissing a few times."  He crossed his arms and stared at him
some more.  "Xander is a precious and damaged soul, Detective. 
He is one we will protect.  No matter what those girls do." 


"You sound
like one of those who want to own him." 


Oz smirked. 
"I'd make a horrible keeper for Xander.  Much too
permissive."  That got a shrug.  "Then again, you'll never
get him to heal.  The pain's soul deep. It was before we got there. 
You didn't listen to what he told Don the first time they talked about
Sunnydale."  He tipped his head to the side.  "Now
then.  Where might Xander be?" 


"The
circus." 


"Good. 
That and Russell taking him out tonight are good things.  We'll see how
this experiment turns out, but do be aware those of us who also escaped are
watching the boy.  If necessary, we'll save him from you as well. 
Have a good listen. I know he wasn't fully honest.  He was minimizing his
own impact."  He left, heading out to stalk Xander for a while
longer.  He was very good at it.  He should be after so long hunting.



Mac went back to
his listening.  Not too many people would threaten someone like him for no
reason, especially if they had a recent falling out and he didn't want to own
the boy.  Something odd was going on there.  He came to the biology
teacher and blinked.  Never mind, odd was normal for this one.  He
rewound it to make sure he was hearing correctly. Yup, she had turned into a
giant bug who wanted to eat him.  Interesting.  Maybe he'd share it
with Sheldon too, just in case it was something dangerous since he seemed to
know more than the rest of them. 


*** 


Oz ran into one of
his own people, staring at him.  "Danny." 


"Oz." 
He looked at him, controlling his nervousness.  He was at work, him being
outed here would be a very bad thing.  Mac would climb all over his ass if
they ended up in a fight.  "Why are you in my city?" 


"Xander."



Danny
groaned.  "How did you know?" 


"Know
what?" 


"Don and I
are best friends." 


Oz smirked.
"Xander and I were classmates and friends.  I was dating
Willow."  Danny groaned at that.  "He's going out with
Connor tonight." 


"I'll ease up
on him with Don."  He rolled his eyes. "So, big problems?" 


"No, small
ones.  He will need one of us who can protect him.  Any idea if this
Don guy is?" 


"Pre. 
He's also a gunshot waiting ta happen."  He glanced around again then
moved closer.  "Why else are you here?" 


"Xander's
special," he told him simply.  "Besides, me being here means
those girls can't be."  Danny nodded once at that.  "I'd
like to meet this Don guy.  I met your boss, he was listening to the
Sunnydale Tales as narrated by Xander." 


Danny smirked at
that.  "Well....  Hold on, Adam.  Methos?" 


Oz nodded, looking
smug.  "Head of the National Chapter of GHS.  Devi called him on
my boy."  He looked him over.  Danny wasn't an old
immortal.  He was barely two hundred.  "You think you want him
if he and Connor can't make it?  He's not like Heather so it might be
temporary." 


"Yeah, and he's
got a huge target on his head," Danny agreed dryly.  "Xander
recently told us he didn't care if we didn't like him or not.  That we all
considered him like Don's little brother." 


Oz nodded. 
"Yeah.  His parents and I had a talk recently about his self esteem
and that stuff.  Look at his legs sometime."  He glanced around
again.  "You think?" he asked again. 


"Xander's a
preimmie and he's prone to being kidnaped, Oz.  How hard would it
be?" 


"Point. 
Adam said he was beautiful at the convention.  Piled into the cuddle
room.  Nearly got lost in the orgy room but Ray made him come out. 
Another pre who's one of them.  He's Adam's boy."  Danny
snickered at that, leaning on the nearby building.  "He's cute. 
Blond, perky, smartass.  Tough.  He and Xander both have the same
viewpoint about the world - fuck it and if you can't, kill it."  He
smirked even more evilly.  "I would consider it a personal favor if
you watched my boy, Danny.  You and he think alike.  Similar
backgrounds."  Danny nodded at that.  "Plus, he needs
someone to make the world go away and leave him alone now and then. 
Connor realizes the world comes knocking to him.   The world loves
him for the wrong reasons.  Xander needs better." 


"If he comes
to me.  I'm not going to jump in.  I'm a cop at the moment." 


"I'm in
college, wanna trade?"  Danny snorted and shook his head. 
"Adam got him back to his base personality, that flighty, happy, bouncy
kid.  You'll do him good."  He nodded politely and walked
off.  If the circus was in town, he wanted to see what Xander thought of
it.  He did like the kid. He was life and energy and determination. 
Plus really stubborn.  He liked that in his friends and possible lovers. 


Danny considered
it, then paged Don to let him know that Russell was an okay guy.  No
matter what he heard. 


*** 


Don looked at the
man Xander was letting in.  He was definitely older than he was.  His
eyes spoke of untold traumas.  His skin was lined and getting worse. 
He nodded from the couch.  "Hey.  You must be Russell?" 
This guy was making his nerves tingle, like static electricity going over him,
like putting on a sweater just out of the dryer in the middle of a
thunderstorm. 


"I am. 
Russell Nash," he said, shaking his hand. "You're Xander's
protector?" 


"The kid
needs one," he agreed.  "What do you do?  All Xander said
was antiques." 


"I do
appraisals and some selling."  He sat down, letting Xander go finish
changing.  "Xander, the blue silk?"  Xander beamed and went
to put that on.  "Sorry, I'm taking him out to a French restaurant
tonight." 


"He could use
the food.  He's basically nibbled on treats since he's gotten
back."  Russell smiled at that.  "I'm guessing he told you
I'm a detective?" 


"He
did.  He said many nice things about you."  He smiled at the boy
when he came back in midnight blue silk pants and a silk shirt. 
"Ready?" 


"Sure. 
If you two are done sizing each other up?" 


Don smirked at
him.  "I know I carry the bigger gun." 


"Guns aren't
always the answer," Russell reminded him.  "The world got on for
many centuries without one.  Swords are a particular favorite of
mine." 


"I
heard."  Nash gave him a look behind Xander's back. 
"Fortunately you've got someone to vouch for you."  Xander
looked confused.  "Danny knows him somehow." 


"Oh. 
How?" he asked, looking at his date. 


"I helped in
his education."  Xander grinned again.  "Shall
we?"  Xander nodded. "I'll have him home at a reasonable
hour." 


"That's
fine.  He never wakes me up when he comes in late."  He watched
them go, his feet still up on the couch.  There was something seriously
wrong with that guy.  Someone else knocked on the door.  He groaned
as he got up to answer it, finding a young redheaded guy standing there. 
"Boy Scouts?" he guessed. 


"No,
Sunnydale."  He walked in and Don looked then shut the door.  Oz
looked at him. "I'm Oz." 


"He's
mentioned you a few times," he admitted, sitting down again. 
"Want something?"  This was another one who was setting his
nerves off like his favorite sweater did.  Maybe he was getting sick or
something. 


"No, I'm
good.  I'm checking to make sure Xander is." 


"Tell me you
don't want to kidnap him," Don complained. 


"No.  Me
being here keeps Giles, Buffy, and Willow there." 


"Thanks. 
Much nicer.  I take as good care of him as I can." 


"Good. 
I like that."  He studied him for a few more minutes. 
"Things often go oddly around Xander.  Remember if that happens you
can talk to the rest of us.  Sometimes even Xander has to look things
up." 


"Such
as?" 


"Just a
general warning.  Demons are still attracted to Xander." 


"He said you
went furry and growled." 


"I do. 
That side of me wants to roll over for belly scratches from him.  Xander's
a uniter and a person that leads.  Others follow him because he's
charismatic.  Russell's the same way." 


"You know
him?" 


"I
do."  He smirked some.  "He's okay, no matter what you
heard.  It was a misunderstanding."  He moved closer. 
"I'm here to make sure you're not going to take Xander for your
own."  Though, he would definitely be protective of the boy.  He
already had that stubborn as a mule look about the kid. 


"I like the
kid but he doesn't need my traumas on top of his own." 


"True, but
that doesn't mean he can't handle it.  You might study the keeper's manual
a bit more closely, Don.  You're doing the job.  For now. 
Personally he needs someone with a lot more energy.  Someone who needs to
have fun and relax.  Someone who needs to be cheered up and on." 


"Mac?" 


"No.  I
met him earlier.  He was very...there.  Grief flows around him
still.  Besides, he won't last long enough for Xander.  Xander's
going to be going for a very long time." 


"You think
he'll be turned?" 


"It's
possible," he admitted.  Not likely with the way the boy was. 
"Some day you'll understand more but I have to be cryptic now.  It's
in the contract.  Just think about those who could use someone like Xander
in your circles.  Because the one I would choose with you is
there."  He let himself out and headed back to his hotel.  He
trusted Connor to watch over Xander.  Xander had the focus to be the next
Connor, the next standard bearer.  Both in GHS and among the immortals. 


Don considered it,
then got up to do some more searching like the detective he was.  Because
something really wrong was going on and it was making his hair stand on
end.  There was no way that boy was normal.  He was even worse than
Xander at not being normal.  That meant he'd be getting Xander in more
trouble. 


*** 


Xander came in
from his date smiling and happy but Don could tell he was thinking.  He
looked the boy over, not too rumpled.  Didn't look like he had redressed
in a hurry.  "Was it a good dinner and show?" 


"It
was."  He sat next to him and cuddled in, getting a weary sigh. 
"Sorry, cuddling is important to me, Don.  I won't if it bothers
you."  Don pulled him back when he started to move.  "Are
you sure?" 


"Yeah, it's
all right today."  He looked at him.  "I met Oz." 


"Really? 
I didn't think he'd be here already.  Where was he?" 


"Here. 
He popped in on Mac earlier too."  Xander let out a small grin at
that.  "Just walked in." 


"Oz is fairly
direct and calm.  What did he say?" 


"He said he
was checking up on me to make sure you were okay and that I wasn't planning on
stealing you."  Xander grinned at that.  "So, what went on
tonight?  Without sex details if there were any." 


"No, no
sex.  We went to dinner, we rode around in a carriage through the
park.  He said it's really pretty in winter so we might go again around
the holidays.  He took me to the art show.  We agreed that I'm not
really his type but that I'm fun and a good distraction because he just lost
his last wife."  He wrapped his arms around him.  "Don,
I've been thinking." 


"Should I run
for cover?" he teased. 


Xander gave him a
squeeze.  "Might help.  Do I want to keep solid assets or should
I change it all out to cash?" 


"Huh?" 


"Some of my
tips were in jewels." 


Don looked down at
him.  He hadn't listened very hard when Devi had said anything more than
he was financially secure.  He had thought the kid had already changed it
over for ready cash.  "Excuse me?"  Xander looked up at him. 
"Jewels, like jewelry?" 


"No, like
raw, cut gemstones.  My sarthna demon client, they're earth demons, paid
in them and tipped in them.  I've got a lot of them."  He
snuggled in again.  "Oh, Devi saw me and tried to get me to take on a
special request," he said quietly.  "Russ threatened to cut his
head off for me." 


"Good. 
I'll yell at Devi tomorrow for you."  He considered it.  What
was with this circle of friends that included Russell Nash and this Adam guy
and why did they have a thing with chopping off heads?  "I have no
idea what to tell you about those or what to do with them.  Would anyone
at the bank that's holding them know?  Because I haven't seen any laying
around here." 


"They're in
my bottom dresser drawer.  I'm using the demonic banking system at the
moment."  Don moaned at that.  "I get good interest and
Devi set up my account." 


"You're
switching.  Normal human ones, Xander.  Things that won't get funny
looks." 


"I have no
idea how to do that." 


Don patted him on
the head.  "When I go in tomorrow I'll drop you at my bank, see if
they can help you.  They're nice and I get pretty good interest. 
They've got my retirement fund too."  Xander nodded and snuggled in
better.  "You okay?" 


"Kinda
depressed.  I went from having a cuddly pair of people who think I'm neat
to coming back here to only Russell and you guys.  Russ is great, but he's
not going to stick around.  I need a real boyfriend." 


"You do,
kiddo."  He stroked over his head.  "I can't believe you're
hiding gemstones here." 


"They're in a
lock box.  It's built into the bottom drawer." 


"Let's go
look at these."  Xander nodded and he followed because he couldn't be
talking about *real* gems, right?  Xander found the keys and sat down,
pulling out the drawer all the way and opening the metal top.  Don
stared.  "Those are... rubies and diamonds?" 


"A few
sapphires.  He said I look great in them.  A few
emeralds."  He held one up.  "This one's got something in
it but I don't know what."  Don held it up to the light then handed
it back.  "I've got these, the money in the standard account, an
investment fund with them, and a few hidden things that I'm hiding from myself
so I don't have to think about it."  Don sat down next to him and
hugged him again.  It was keeping him from pinching the kid or himself at
the moment.  "I'm okay but there's things that happened that I don't
want to think about," he said quietly.  Don nodded against his
neck.  "Wanna help me plan what I'm doing next?" 


"I don't deal
with money that way, Xander.  I have no idea who could."  He
looked down in the box.  "Stella would love you forever and ever if
you let her play with them though."  Xander gave him a shy
grin.  "You know they actually like you for you, right?"  Xander
shook his head.  "They do, Xander." 


"They don't,
Don. It's pretty clear they tolerate me because I'm hanging around
you."  He gave him a nudge.  "As long as I treat you nice
and wear out my spoiling instincts on you, they'll continue to tolerate me and
treat me nicely.  If not, I'll get snarked and verbally bitten
at."  He closed the box's top and relocked it, then slid the drawer
back in, looking at him.  "There's another box of stuff I got given
under the bed."  Don let out a small moan so Xander found it and
handed it over.  "I have no idea why I was given female stuff." 


Don looked,
looking at the earrings, necklaces, and stuff.  Then he pulled over the
phone on the desk to call a friend.  "Aiden.  Come over. 
Yeah, I know what time it is and when we've got to be in tomorrow.  No,
Xander's going through the tips he got and he's wanting to get rid of it, but I
have *no* experience with pawning stuff and you worked with a few of them a few
times.  Please."  He grinned.  "No, I moved in to
protect Xander. Didn't you hear the gossip?"  He smiled. "That's
where we are.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "She's only up
about ten blocks, she said to give her enough time to put on
clothes."  He put the shoebox down and looked at him. 
"This is dangerous.  We could've been broken into." 


"You're the
only one who knows it's here," Xander offered.  "I bolted in the
lockbox myself after I got the drawer measurements.  I went to a safe
retailer to get it.  He did the holes for the mounting screws." 
Don nodded once at that.  "I told him it was for important pictures
and things." 


"That's
fine.  It's a good cover."  He pulled him over to hug. 
"You're right, you gotta do something.  This isn't safe and it's not
doing you any good here."  He pulled back.  "I trust Aiden
with my life. Understand?  She and Danny are my buds." 


"Okay,"
he agreed.  "I can put up with being treated like the annoying little
brother again." 


Don smiled.
"Good."  He went to answer the door at the quiet knock, letting
Aiden and Mac in.  "She brought you?" 


"She said
that Xander had some things that he should probably get rid of.  I was
hoping for evidence." 


"No, more
like jewelry and gems and shit."  Mac blinked.  "Yeah,
shocked the hell outta me."  He led them back to the kid's bedroom,
handing Aiden the shoebox.  "Let Mac and Aiden into the drawer, Xander." 
He handed over the key and pulled out the drawer, moving onto his bed. 


Aiden looked
around the room then at him.  "This is nice." 


"Thank
you.  I have good taste now and then," Xander offered with a small
grin.  "You can sit on the bed.  It was made back in the fifteen
hundreds.  It's a family heirloom." 


She settled on the
end, going through the box while Mac and Don got into the drawer.  She
looked then hissed and looked at the kid.  "Do I wanna know?" 


"He did a
special contract at a special brothel for six weeks," Don told her. 
"Those were tips.  Both boxes." 


"Tips?"
she demanded.  Xander nodded.  "You got a ten carat diamond as a
*tip*?" 


"No, that
drawer's four tips and an apology for trying to kidnap me put together,"
he admitted quietly.  She stared at him.  He shrugged.  "I
went really high priced. I was trying to figure myself out.  Sorry if it
freaks you out or anything." 


She swallowed then
shook her head.  "Sometimes we gotta do what we gotta do,
Xander."  She looked in her box again.  "Why girl
stuff?" 


"I'm not
sure," Xander admitted.  "All I know is that it was given to
me.  I'm not going to wear it and I started to think earlier about turning
some of them into colder assets, like cash.  Things that are easier to
live on and move around when necessary." 


She looked at
him.  "No way in hell you're escaping."  She went back to
looking.  "You want the truth?"  Xander nodded. 
"A pawn shop'll probably give you about a grand for the whole
thing."  He shrugged at that.  "But it'll probably be
broken up or sold to people who won't really appreciate it.  Or I can buy
it off you at the same price but have to make payments on it." 


Xander looked at
Don, who shrugged.  He looked at her.  "You'd wear it?" 


"Sure. 
I like jewelry.  I like it a lot.  Some of the more delicate things I
might sell at a later date, they're not really me, but it'd take care of a hell
of a lot of holiday presents for people like Stella."  He grinned at
that. "So?" 


"Okay. 
As long as it's fair."  She nodded.  "What about the other
ones?  Should I leave it this way or should I sell them?  Where do I
sell them?" 


She patted him on
the hand. "Stella and I have contacts from a few robbery/homicides. 
Give us a day.  Then we'll let Don escort us and you there to do
that.  You should keep some, just in case.  They're a good
investment."  He nodded eagerly.  "But you're a young guy
and you could probably do the IRA stuff easier at your age.  Hard
investments like houses and jewels and coins are for older folk.  Ones
with a lot more financial insight than any of us in here probably have." 


"So they
could probably tell him which pieces to keep as investment pieces and sell the
rest?" Don asked.  She nodded.  "Any idea where?" 


"Let Stella
and I talk to a few guys first," Aiden ordered.  "That way they
know we're coming, they know they're going to be shown some really pretty
things, and we're able to help him move them.  Then you're taking us all
to a bank to put the check into a new account so they can set things up." 


"He's got
stuff at an underground bank," Don told her. 


She hissed. 
"Is it insured?" 


"Under
penalty of death," Xander told her.  "No one's going to break
in." 


She sighed. 
"There's a good thing about insurance, Xander."  She patted him
on the hand.  "You'll probably want to move it."  He nodded
and shrugged again.  "Okay. At least you're not gonna be difficult to
work with on this stuff.  I should probably ask Danny if he knows anyone
too," she said thoughtfully. "He's got some gutter level contacts if
ours don't pan out.  Mac?" 


"Huh?" 
He looked back at her.  "Staring.  Xander?" 


"Tips." 


"From
what?" 


"An earth
demon.  A sarthna.  They're kinda like moles, they dig and collect
stuff.  He always paid in gems." 


Mac shook his head
quickly and locked the box again.  "More than I needed to
know."  He looked at him.  "I met you friend Oz
today." 


"Don said you
did.  Did you like the Oz?" 


"I did, when
he wasn't threatening me.  He seemed to have your best interests in
mind."  He coughed.  "How many more tapes would there be?"



"In my bag,
which is behind you, is the small stack.  I even marked them in order and
used the right sides this time.  Ray got onto me about that." 
Mac found the bag, digging out the tape stack.  He came up with a few
loose ones.  "One's my will in non-legal format.  Adam said I
should just in case something happened to me.  One's a message to be
played if I'm kidnaped and killed.  The other's probably the smut I was
working on." 


She looked at
him.  "Smut?  Like porn smut or like romance smut?" 


"Like gay sex
porn," he said happily, digging out something from the bag and letting her
have it.  "A lot of my GHS buddies at the convention said I did
really good.  Don said I need more work on my characters, but I kinda like
writing." 


She read through
the first one, fanning herself.  "Now I know why some women like gay
men," she said finally, looking at him.  "So, are you and
Flackie...." 


Don snorted and
shook his head. "I'm his protector, Aiden.  I refused to go
there.  Even though he did say it could happen if I protected him." 


Xander grinned at
him.  "At least you'd be a closer boyfriend.  Russell's going to
Moscow later tonight." 


"Why?" 


"He's got an
insane cousin who's there tormenting someone.  He's going to go cut off
his head." 


Don looked at
him.  "You're joking, right?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "I don't know.  That's what he said and Adam did
behead that one guy who was trying to rape me in the restaurant.  They
like swords as much as I do." 


"I'm not
surprised with your past," Mac admitted patiently.  "Did the
police out there give him any trouble?" 


"No. 
I'm not sure if it's because he's dating Ray, who's a cop, or not, but
no.  I know he called someone and they came to take the body
away.   He answered a few questions and that was about it as far as I
know.  We did it all from the couch that night.  Ray and I were
snuggled together on one end while he answered it over a phone
call."  They all looked stunned.  "Not good?" 


"Definitely a
different procedure than we use around here," Don told him. 
"Ray's a cop?"  Xander nodded.  "Which unit?" 


"Violent
crimes.  The twenty-seventh.  He's a really nice guy. 
Blond.  The other Ray's a bit more snarky and sullen now and then. 
He said the Mounties there keep ruining his things and he's still pouting at
their friend Benny for ruining his last Armani suit."  Mac blinked at
that.  "But Ray's really nice and he's kinda bouncy, like me, and he
cuddles so great.  The first night, we talked about our training and he
decided he wasn't jealous that Adam had trained me too.  Or how I was
trained.  He just snuggled in and said it made us like cousins or
something."  He bounced a bit on the bed.  "Oooh, and he's
nearly as good as I am at blowjobs but I got to teach him something.  Plus
he's *really* great at leg rubs." 


Don nodded at
that, mentally blocking out the blowjobs part.  "It's good you've got
a new friend," he agreed.  "He sounds like a stand-up
guy."  Xander beamed at that. 


Aiden looked at
him.  "You're gay, Xander?" 


"I'm probably
bi. I had women in the past but it wasn't the same.  Being on top just
doesn't do as much for me as being the one sank into and being held while I'm
being pounded and played with.  Then again, that's what makes me a GHS
slut." 


"It is,"
Mac agreed dryly.  "Quite a few of you are bi but mostly
bottoms."  He stood up.  "I'll let you ladies handle this,
Aiden.  Tell me if you need any of my contacts." 


"Sure,
Mac.  Thanks." 


"Not a
problem."  He took the tapes with him, leaving the three unbound ones
there for the kid.  He would go home and ignore anything sexual
again.  There were some things he did not want to know. 


Aiden giggled.
"I think you shocked him, Xander." 


"It
happens," he admitted, grinning at her.  "So, what else should I
do?" 


"For tonight,
sleep," Don told him, getting up. "Aiden?" 


"I'll pick
these up tomorrow, once I can hit the bank."  Xander nodded and put
them into her hands.  "You're sure?" 


"You're a cop
too and Don said you're one of his buds so it's good enough.  I'm assuming
you've got to be honest since he's such an honest cop and that's why I got sent
to him." 


"Sure. 
If I don't see you directly tomorrow I'll give Don the money."  She
kissed him on the cheek.  "You sleep tonight." 


"Yeah, after
I play," he admitted with a sly grin.  "I need some play
time." 


"Fine. 
Just don't keep me up," Don ordered. 


"Have I
been?" 


"No, not
usually.  A few times."  He looked at the younger man. 
"You're loud now and then." 


"I don't like
gags," he said, pouting at him. 


"Try to keep
the loud times for when I'm at work." 


"Then the
neighbor's kids are asleep.  Maybe I'll figure out how to do a
soundproofing spell.  Or something. I'll try really hard, Don." 


"Thanks,
Xander."  He walked Aiden out, giving her a sideways look before he
opened the door.  "This is a happy him." 


"Happy is
good.  He looks good bouncy and happy."  She smiled and kissed
him on the cheek. "Stella's gonna drool when I tell her."  She
skipped out, heading home then to call Stella and warn her.  Stella had
tomorrow off so it was fun to tease her. 


Don listened to
Xander as he got ready for bed, then settled into his little enclosure in
there.  There were a few moans but nothing too loud tonight.  He
grabbed a beer and went to his room to settle in and read.  The kid had
managed to shock him again, and spread way too much sexual information to
him.  He didn't want to have those thoughts.  Really. 


*** 


Danny walked up to
where Xander was having coffee, tapping him on the head. 
"Hey."  Xander waved at him.  "The girls came to me
about your hard asset problem.  Keep a third just in case something
happens.  Even if they're not very high value." 


"Why?" 


"Because
sometimes emergencies happen and you've got to act pretty fast,
Xander."  He looked at him.  "Emergencies like at home and
things."  Xander nodded at that.  "Oh, the missing person's
warrant wasn't canceled. Mac checked on it today and called out there. 
They're demanding contact information.  He gave them Don's desk
address."  Xander shrugged.  "You okay with that?" 


"They
probably want money." 


"Probably." 
He pulled out a chair and sat across from him.  "What's going on
today?" 


"I'm going to
yell at my old boss for wanting me back." 


"Need
help?" 


"Don's
supposed to come help me but he said he's presently beating someone with a hose
to get them to confess." 


"Probably not
literally but you never know," Danny said dryly, making the boy
grin.  "If not, I can be here."  That got a nod and he
sipped more coffee.  "Did Don take you to the bank?" 


"Yup, and I
transferred all but one account over.  My investment account is pretty
locked right now and I don't want to pay penalties.  I even got the hidden
accounts and the lockbox at the old bank transferred over.  They were
really nice and understanding.  Especially after they saw the hidden, emergency
accounts I had set up that about tripled my worth."  Not entirely
true but he wanted to have some things hidden from everyone just in case. 


"Tell them
the truth?" 


"That I'm a
trophy boyfriend who got traded in for a younger model."  He took
another sip.  His former pimp sat down with them.  "Hi,
Devi." 


"Hi,
Xander.  Are you sure?" 


"My protector
wouldn't like it very much and I really don't want to do it anyway, Devi. 
I'm happy now.  I don't need the money.  I only did it to find myself
and I'm through with that phase." 


"I
understand, kiddo, but I really could use you.  They're important clients
and they asked for someone like you."  Xander shook his head. 
"Please?" 


"Nope. 
Sorry." 


Danny looked at
him.  "Him doing that would upset his protector.  You know Don's
a great cop, that's why you sent Xander to him." 


"True,"
he agreed.  "Unfortunately I'm over a barrel here.  I wouldn't
say anything about it, kid, I promise." 


"No,
Devi." 


"Please? 
I'll give you sixty percent this time." 


Xander looked at
him.  "Nope.  Because that just made it clear I wouldn't be
coming home."  Devi flinched.  "I can help you eliminate
the threat if you want.  Blackmail?" 


"Higher ups
who are demanding a tribute." 


Xander
snorted.  "You need help solving that problem?" 


Devi considered it
then looked at him. "You're not her." 


"True, but
I'm better in many ways.  Including being a lot more creative." 
Devi opened his mouth.  "Before you even think about trying to take
me, everyone in Don's friends knew I was going to see you today," he
lied.  Danny nodded to back him up.  "This way nothing funny
could happen."  Devi moaned at that.  "I can help you fix
it." 


"I doubt even
your blonde friend could." 


"You'd be
surprised at what a bit of Sunnydale ingenuity can lead to," he said
blandly.  "I'll solve it for you but I'm not going to be a
sacrifice.  I'm over that phase too." 


Devi
swallowed.  "If I even tried, they could kill us all." 


Xander smirked at
him.  "Do you know how many times I played bait?"  Devi
moaned at that.  "Take it or leave it and I'd have to stop anyone new
being sent over.  It's a calling you know." 


Devi glanced
around then nodded.  "Okay but you won't do it." 


"I can. 
I have in the past."  He looked at him.  "When, where, and
how taken?" 


"Neck, I'll
send you an email for the meeting spot."  Xander nodded, getting up
and walking off with Danny behind him.  Devi called, making
arrangements.  If the kid won he'd be free.  If the kid didn't win,
his tithe would be paid and he wouldn't have to pay anyone anything. 


"I'm not so
sure this is a good idea," Danny told him. 


Xander looked at
him.  "This is what I did in my past life, Danny.  Just because
I'm a bouncy, happy slut now doesn't mean I can't still fight."  He
headed back into the condo with Danny behind him, finding the phone
ringing.  "Yup?" he asked, listening to Oz's quiet voice. 
"No, Devi, my former boss, just came to me about taking out someone who
was blackmailing him.  As far as I know I'm free for dinner. 
Sure.  Come by here since I heard you already know the place." 
He grinned.  "See you then, Oz."  He hung up and went into
his bedroom, coming out with the sword he had been given once to guard
someone's back during a blood debt fight with a demon.  His client may
have died but he had gotten the demon first.  Xander had to get him a few
times when he was possessed but he was happier and with his family now. He
checked the sharpness and went to find the whetstone, finding it in the
kitchen.  He and the sword sat on the couch to sharpen it while Danny
watched in horror.  "Yes, Xander likes swords." 


"Can you use
that thing?" he demanded, sounding authoritative. 


Xander looked at
him and nodded.  "Yeah, I've used other swords in the past.  I
prefer a lighter blade but this is the one I have." 


"Short sword
lighter blade?" 


"Single edged
or battle axe," he countered.  He went back to sharpening. 
Danny left and came back an hour later, tossing him a blade.  He looked it
over and cooed at it.  "Ooh, this is nice," he praised.  "Where
did you get this and do they have more?" 


"The owner
gave it to me, said I'd find someone worthy someday to use it since it's too
light for me."  Xander nodded, getting up to take a few practice
swings.  Danny watched, he was clearly untrained with it.  He picked
up the other sword.  "Let's make sure you can use it," he
ordered, lunging at him.  The kid blocked, mostly by instinct.  He
had field training not real training.  Danny backed off.  "You
shouldn't go alone." 


"Not like
they'll take a sacrifice with a bodyguard.  Remind Don my will's on my
dresser if I don't come back in a reasonable amount of time.  Thanks for
the loan."  He blew a kiss and headed out.  Devi met him at the
doorway and led him back to the room, sending him over. 


Danny called Don,
then Oz.  "The idiot went to stop someone who was blackmailing
Devi," he told his friend.  "No, I have him Parson's
blade.  It's too light for me.  The kid needs work, Oz." 
He listened to him being calm and reasonable.  "No!"  He calmed
himself.  "I don't care.  It's not that desperate." 
He listened to Oz's reasons, growling at a few.  "You're sure? 
He's just like that?  He's done this before?"  He sat down and
held his head.  The kid had done this sort of stunt before.  Don
should be protecting the kid from his own instincts.  Don slammed the door
and walked in.  "Thanks."  He hung up and looked at
him.  "He wouldn't let me go with him." 


"He went
where?" 


"Devi was
being blackmailed by a higher thing.  They wanted a sacrifice. 
Xander offered to solve the problem but not go as a sacrifice."  Don
moaned and sank into a chair.  "I gave him a lighter blade. 
This one's too heavy for him." 


"Where did
that one come from?" Don demanded. 


"His
room." 


Don got up and
went to check the boy's room for other surprises.  Danny followed, looking
at what the kid had.  Two magic books, one boot knife, and a pistol later,
they came out of the closet with an unhappy pair of cops.  "Think
it's registered?" Don asked, looking at the gun. 


"Go
check."  He went to do that from the phone.  Danny called
Oz.  "Anything yet?"  He listened, then sighed in
relief.  "You're sure?  Thanks, man."  He hung up.
"He's all right and back now."  He walked out to the living
room.  "He's on his way home.  Oz was watching his back for
us." 


Don looked at him,
hanging up.  "It's registered."  He put it down after
unloading it, then picked up the sword to look at.  "Is this
real?" 


"Very. 
He was sharpening it."  He sat down to look at the edges, then
grimaced.  "He needs to finish sharpening it before it hurts the
blade."  Don gave him an odd look. "I used to go nuts over these
things." 


"Is that why
you had a sword?" 


"Yup." 


Don moaned and
slumped in his chair.  "Would it be wrong to handcuff him to his
bed?" 


"Probably,"
Danny admitted, smirking when Xander came in. "You good?" 


"Really tired
and sweaty.  It was a bully."  He cleaned off the blade again
and handed it over properly.  "Thanks for the loan.  Hi,
Don.  Need the bathroom?" 


"Sit,"
he growled.  Xander gave him a cautious look but sat on the couch. 
"What were you thinking?" 


"This is what
I do, Don," he said calmly.  "This is what I have been doing and
what I'm trained to do."  Don glared at him and he wilted. 
"It is." 


"This is not
the hellhole you grew up in, Xander. You do not have to jump into that sort of
action here.  There's others who do those sort of things." 


"Yeah,
me."  He gave him a look.  "It's part of the calling,
Don.  Not like I wanted to jump in but if I didn't, no one else would've
stopped him and some other guy would've been taken and given over as that
sacrifice.  Now it's solved." 


Don thumped his
head against the back of the chair.  "Not the point." 


"It is the
point.  Maybe you should listen to those tapes."  He got
up.  "I'm sorry if you're disappointed, guys, but this is who I
am.  The same as I'm still this bouncy, happy guy.  Sometimes I've
had to hunt."  He shrugged and went to clean up, babying the few
scratches he had and the sore spot on his scalp.  The hair grabbing demon
had been the first to go. He hated things that grabbed his hair and tried to
make him suck them.  It really wasn't polite. 


Don called Mac
once he had calmed himself down.  "I want those tapes.  Xander
said I should listen to them before I have his ass committed for jumping in to
save others."  Mac told him where they were. "Thanks. 
Danny and I are heading there, then back here if you need us."  He
hung up and took a calming breath before he lost his temper. 


"I'll
go," Danny offered. 


"They're in
his bottom desk drawer, rubber banded and in order."  Danny nodded,
going to retrieve them while Don finished calming down.  Because he was
ready to go in there and spank the kid for doing stupid shit like this. 
Apparently he was still suicidal, just like when he was at home.  Someone
was going to have to talk to the kid and he was playing big brother so it
looked like it was going to be him.  Xander came out rubbing his scalp,
heading to get the ice pack.  "Hit?" 


"Yanked. 
Think I should grow my hair longer or cut it?"  Don gave him an odd
look.  "Never mind.  We'll talk when you've listened to
them."  He saw his gun then looked at him.  "I registered
it, it's legal." 


"Can you use
it?" 


"Yup. The guy
who did the paperwork for me made sure of it.  I told him to not sell it
to me unless I had a good grasp on what I needed to do with it."  He
reloaded it and went to put it back, then came out to finish sharpening his
sword.  Don gave him a glare after a few strokes.  "Sorry, I
find this calming.  It's a repetitive action and a comforting sound to me."



Don groaned,
getting up to go to his room before he screamed at him.  Danny came back
and handed over the tapes, letting him sit down to listen.  He put on his
headphones and put the adapter into his tapedeck since these were
micro-cassettes.  Then he laid down to listen and try to calm himself down
again. By the end of the first tape, he realized it wasn't Xander's
fault.  Whoever had control of the group hadn't given enough of a damn and
saw him as a handy sacrifice as well.  That's the only explanation he
could find.  A few hours later he heard a knock and prowled out there,
finding Oz.  "Good, you're here.  We're gonna talk." 


"I was going
to take Xander to dinner.  What did you want to talk about?" 


"That Giles
guy.  Did he actually see Xander as a pawn and something expendable or is
this just me?" 


Oz considered it
while Xander shook his head.  "It's possible.  His main concern
was Buffy.  Xander and Willow were secondary and he spent a lot of time
trying to stop Willow from overusing her magic.  Xander spent a lot of
time lost in the shuffle."  He sat on the back of the couch, reaching
over to pet Xander, calming him down again.  "Then again, a lot of it
was Xander's own doing.  He jumped in.  Giles thought he might've
been suicidal when he did that, but they did take his best friend.  It
made it personal to him."  Xander got free and he looked at
him.  "Nice work today." 


"Thank
you.  I hate things that are bullies and taking sacrificial victims. 
Of course I had to jump in.  Devi wanted me to be the victim. 
Again."  He and Oz shared a look.  "I played it like I have
the vamps in the clubs.  Draw, bait, and take control once they're hooked
on trying to make me beg and whimper." 


"Works for
you," Oz agreed.  "I can't do it."  He looked him
over. "You good?" 


"Sore spot
where one was a hair grabber.  He wanted me to blow him and I
refused.  The others laughed and chased but I won.  There was a safe
and the higher ones came when the injured one went running home to daddy. 
Daddy came and broke bad while I got the others free.  They had been
stealing pets and once they had the blocking things off their owners were found
and came running too.  Daddy was not a happy demon in the least. 
They sent me back once they got them all free and found out what had been going
on." 


"Good. 
Not a lot of work.  Any other injuries?" 


"A few minor
scratches. I took a shower and cleaned up already."  He stood
up.  "Where are we heading to for dinner?" 


Don glared at him.
"You're gonna be lucky if I let you outta this apartment." 


Xander sighed and
sat down again.  "It's what I do, Don.  I'm sorry you're upset
but this is what I do." 


"You said
that stuff was in your past." 


"Yeah, and
every now and then everyone's past comes to bite them on the ass," Xander
countered.  "I'm sure you've had a few of those too." 


Don
grimaced.  "Whatever.   Oz, you'll be bringing him right
home after dinner?" 


"He's
probably not up to much fun stuff tonight." 


"We can go
club," Xander assured, him standing up again. "I did after
graduation, I can do it now."  Don glared at him and shook his
head.  "You may be my protector but you're not my father, Don. 
I'm very safe with Oz." 


"I'm not so
sure Oz didn't bring it with him." 


"How could
he?  I was working with Devi before he got here and before I met
you."  Don gave him a horrified look.  "That's who started
this shit going.  So jump off."  He looked at Oz again. 
"Am I dressed okay or are we hitting fast food and then a club?" 


Oz looked him over
and shrugged.  "A bit too dressed.  Put on a
t-shirt."  Xander went to do that, coming out in leather pants and a
t-shirt.  "Um, no.  Real pants."  Xander sighed and
rolled his eyes but went to put on real pants.  Oz shivered and shook his
head.  "Those were some thoughts I should not have," he noted
patiently.  He looked at Don again, seeing the smirk. 
"Supposedly Willow and I are still dating." 


"Supposedly?"



"Yeah. 
I had to get away but I told her I'd be back.  She promised to wait on
me."  Xander came out in a pair of jeans.  "Better,"
he decided.  "Keys, wallet?"  Xander held them up. 
"Shoes?"  Xander sat down to put them on then walked out with
him.  "He's safe with me, Don." 


"I'm sure he
is," he said bitterly, watching him go.  He went back to the
tapes.  Oz wasn't a normal guy, he could tell by the look in his
eyes.  These friends of the kids were nearly as bad as the demons. 
Chopping heads, being not real normal, humoring the suicidal instincts. 


*** 


Don was on the
last tape when Xander came in. He gave him a hug.  "You did good
getting the jocks involved."  Xander gave him an odd look. 
"Going over graduation." 


"Where are
you?" 


"You're all
just lining up with weapons under your gowns." 


Xander
nodded.  "It's going to get messy and nasty. You might want to lay
down while listening.  And possibly have a bucket."  He got free. 
"I'm going to bed." 


"You could
talk to me."  He watched him stiffen then keep walking. 
"Not like I don't know a bit about the world and danger, Xander." 


Xander looked at
him.  "True, you do know a bit about that.  And so do I. 
So try to trust my instincts now and then, Don." 


"Nope. 
Sorry.  We're gonna start having some house rules if this shit
continues.  No more going out to save people.  You're one guy, not a
team." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Sometimes one guy can make a difference." 


"Yeah, and
usually it's because they died doing it." 


"My life gets
what, Don?  The world's chocolate supply being bought faster?" 
He went into his room and settled in for the night, pulling the drapes around
his bed. 


Don growled and
went back to the tape.  He'd pounce Xander in the morning. 
Apparently it was going to get worse.  By the end of that tape, he wanted
a drink.  A real drink.  Tequila came to mind.  He paged Danny,
knowing he was working late tonight.  He got back a complaining text but
got agreed to meet him at the usual bar.  "I'm headed out to check on
Danny," he said from the doorway. 


"Tell him
hi." 


"Sure." 
He went to do that, finding Danny waiting on him.  He sat down and
slumped, ordering a round and paying for it.  "You should listen to
those." 


"I've heard
Oz's version."  He looked at him.  "You all right?" 


"Nope." 
He took a drink when they came.  "The tapes ended on
graduation." 


"There's two
more.  Mac had them in the SUV to listen to them on the way home last
night."  He put them on the table in front of him the looked at
him.  "It doesn't get better," he said quietly. 
"Right before he left, there was a special ops group there.  Xander
didn't include that, Oz told me." 


"Why didn't
he let Mac know?" 


"Because they
took down the special ops group," Danny said dryly. "Xander knows
Mac's former military.  He either doesn't want him to worry about his
general attitude or he's worried that sometime someone's going to call Mac back
to being a sniper to hit him.  Take your pick."  He took a
sip.  "There was a good reason for the action though.  They were
torturing people and things. Including Oz." 


Don groaned,
sliding those two tapes into his pocket.  "I'm not sure what I'm
doing now, Danny.  He's tough, he's trying so hard to act like it's all
normal."  His phone went off and he answered it. "Yeah,
Stella?  Why did the security company call you?"  He held his
head, rubbing his forehead just a bit.  "He good?  Any idea
where he is?"  Danny pulled out his phone and called someone, writing
down an address.  "Yeah, I've got a way to track him.  Thanks
for handling it.  No, I'm with Danny.  We'll go get him. 
Thanks."  He hung up and looked at the address. "Who's
this?" 


"The guy who
took him."  He pushed it over.  "They saw him out with
C...Russell and wanted him." 


"Who?"  
He stared at him.  "Something's going on with him too?" 


Danny
nodded.  "Yeah, but I can't tell you yet."  He grinned
sweetly.  "Let's go get the annoying little brother." 


"Yeah, and
then you're gonna let the rest of this story slip." 


"Can't. 
Not yet.  It's a major secret and until something else happens, one of a
few very specific things, I can't tell anyone anything."  He stood up
and paid their tab then went to get in to drive.  Don climbed into the other
side.  "I figured you had another one already," he offered as he
took the keys to start the car. 


"Beers on and
off while I listened but I'm nowhere near impaired."  Namely because
he had puked them back up a few times.  He wasn't going to tell him that
though.  That'd make him look weaker.  "Is this guy a demon
too?" 


"Nope." 
He turned a corner and sped up.  "Regular human. Oh, talked to the
kid earlier about his tip situation.  I advised him to keep a third of it
in the hard assets.  That'll be a good investment and an emergency source
of cash if something happens to him." 


"Sure. 
When do we deal with the rest?" 


"Two
days.  You can go as a tough guy.  One of the ladies can back you
up."  He turned another corner and pointed.  "See the club,
we're going just past it.  The store there is Russell's and he's broken in
to take Xander there.  Nash is gonna be majorly pissed when he gets home
from Leningrad." 


"You know him
real well?"  Danny nodded. "Then why does he feel odd to
me?  He makes my head hurt." 


Danny glanced at
him.  "Within a few years, you'll have all those answers,
Don."  He parked and got out, heading that way cautiously. 
Don's growl preceded them both.  It almost made him smirk.  He wasn't
going to lose Don to time for quite a while.  Even if he had to bring him
across himself some day soon.  They made it to the door, which had been
kicked in.  Danny saw another patrol unit parking and opened his coat to
show his badge, getting a nod.  They drew their weapons so they could
follow the pair of detectives in. 


"If you think
you're keeping me, you've got to be crazier than I thought you were for wearing
that tie!" Xander was complaining.  "Coming after me to get
Russell?  Like he won't kill your ass!"  He snorted then
sneezed.  "Eww, what *are* you wearing?  Dust?"  The
sound of a thump then a slap.  "Ooooh, big man can hit the tied up
person.  Let me go, let's see how bad you are when I kill your ass
myself!"  More thumps.  "Eww!  I did *not* need to see
that much of you!  Oh, yay, a tiny little prick. I've seen bigger ones on
Ken dolls.  Please!" 


Don snickered at
that.  The kid talked good game.  He and Danny shared a look, Danny
leading the way around the building.  Apparently he had been here
before.  Danny nodded at a set of double doors and the officers moved into
position.  Danny kicked one in.  "Freeze!  NYPD." 


"Hmm. 
See, that's what *real* men look like.  Not pitiful, short dicked, no
talented, no taste in clothing bitches like yourself.  Why don't you have
someone implant a tail?" Xander complained. "Can I have his
head?  I like Adam's ideas about cutting off everyone's heads.  Can I
get free now?"  Don moved to cut the ropes, letting him off the chair
he had been tied to.  He stood up rubbing his wrists, then lunged for the
semi-naked person, making him shriek, flail, and back away.  "I told
you I'd show you what a *real* bitch could do," he said, hitting him in
the jaw.  "Now, how did you want to go on your knees and beg to suck
my cock?" 


"More than we
wanted to know," one officer offered.  "Are you the registered
owner of this store, sir?" 


"No, I was
out on a date with him earlier," Xander said, kicking the guy in the
side.  "You're so worthless.  Guys like me, you can't even dream
high enough to get us."  He went with Don's guiding hand yanking on
his arm.  "Sorry.  He came and took me out of my nice, comfy
bed." 


"He's Flack's
bitch," Danny told them, nodding at Don.  "Don's protecting the
kid from guys like him.  You need to see someone?" 


"No, I'm
fine," Xander said more calmly, glaring at the man.  "I will have
you eaten," he hissed as the guy was led past him.  He walked over to
the phone and called a number.  "Adam, it's Xander.   I
know I'm calling from Russell's place.  Someone took me from Don's place
and brought me here.  No, he's in custody but he kicked in a door
downstairs.  I know he's got an assistant but I don't know how to get in
touch with her or Russ.  I thought you might."  He smiled.
"I'm fine.  I got to hit him back a few times and I let loose my
inner Cordy tendencies.  No, I told him he couldn't even dream high enough
to get a guy like me.  Ooooh, he decided since Russ and I had sex, I'd
service him too.  He's without pants but the PD guys here are laughing at
him too.  Sure."  He handed the phone to Danny.  "Adam."



"Hey, old
fart," Danny said dryly.  "Yeah, it is.  No, actually I'm
one of Don's best friends.  Yeah," he said with a smirk for
Don.  "No, he looks okay.  Semi dressed.  He's in pajama
bottoms.  About what he wears at home."  He nodded once.
"Sure. You call Russell or his assistant, I'll wait while Don debriefs,
gets the statement, and takes Xander home.  Thanks."  He hung
up.  "He'll do that.  Don, go get the statement stuff." 


"I wanna know
what's going on," Don ordered, glancing around then at Danny. 
"Nash isn't the sort of guy you'd usually hang with.  This Adam guy
went to the brothel Xander used to work at.  Again, not your style. 
Plus, you knew his friend Oz, who is the same age Xander is.  What is
going on, Messer?" 


Danny grimaced
then looked at him.  "I can't tell you yet, Don." 


"You can or
you're gonna be telling Mac." 


"I can't tell
him at all," he admitted.  "Some day you'll know.  I
promise you it won't be that long but it's not my secret to tell until
something else has happened first.  Someone's got to make the right
decisions to bring you into the group.  At that time, I'll come clean with
everything about all this stuff."  Don growled and he shrugged. 
"Not my fault.  There's things I can't tell." 


"Fine,"
he said, stomping off, dragging Xander behind him.  "Come on. Let's
get you looked over." 


"I'm
fine," he argued patiently.  "I'm not going to the ER for rope
burns.  I've treated them in the past."  Don looked at
him.  "How many times do you think I've been taken, Don.  Not
like it didn't happen when I was at home too." 


Don groaned and
got him into the car, walking around to drive.  No way was anyone getting
near Xander anytime soon.  Not even Mac probably.  Then again, maybe
he and Mac should go over the security at the condo to make sure it couldn't be
breached again.  Just in case. 
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Don
woke up to a poke in the side, looking at the man next to him. 
"What?" he asked quietly, shifting so Xander could sit down.  He
always wanted to cuddle and Don didn't mind cuddling when he was half-asleep. 


"Aiden
just called, she said they'd be over in about thirty minutes.  That way
you had time to put on a suit that made you look tough and
dangerous."   He snuggled in since it was being offered, sighing
in pleasure. "You cuddle nice." 


"Thanks,
kid."  He gave him a squeeze, giving him a few minutes before getting
up to take a shower.  He came out. "Go put on better clothes. 
These people won't respect you and they'll cheat you if they think you don't
have a clue." 


"Danny
told them I was the guy's concubine."  He got up and went to find
clothes, pulling out his lone suit to put on.  He even remembered to put
on underwear, he was proud of himself.  Even if he was going
plugged.  He was sitting on the bed to tie his shoes when Don walked in
wearing his mauve suit.  "She said tough and dangerous, Don." 


"I
do look tough.  It takes a real man to wear this color and look
good."  He looked him over, then shook his head. 
"Armani?" 


"Work
clothes," he said plainly.  "Devi made me go to get clothes for
out-sourced dates."  He stood up and smoothed down his shirt.
"I'm still not wearing a tie." 


"That's
fine. You look more than good enough."  He walked them out to the
living room.  "Get the bag ready with the stuff so we don't make the
girls wait too long." 


"Girls
make us wait," he complained, going to pick up the briefcase Stella and
Aiden had decided on after getting an independent appraisal somewhere they
didn't intend on going to sell most of them.  He came out and put it on
the table, looking Don over. "You've got wrinkles." 


"Ehh,
I was in a pursuit after I picked them up from the cleaner.  The perp sat
on the bag," he admitted as he fixed his coffee.  He looked Xander
over again, then at his face.  "You going to be okay with this?"



"I'll
be fine with this," Xander said with a small shrug.  "I might
even flirt to get a bit higher of a price."  Don glared at him. 
"What?" he complained.  "He won't try to take me. I won't
say anything about the other stones." 


"Good. 
I like that idea.  How did things go at the bank?" 


"They
moved my accounts over, all but the one investment one."  Don moaned
at that.  "Sorry, it's pretty locked at the moment.  They even
moved my hidden accounts that I had put in for emergencies."  Don
gave him an odd look.  "Mostly tips and things I didn't want to think
about." 


Don
came out to give him a one-armed hug.  "No one said you had to think
about those things ever again, Xander."  He went to answer the door,
letting in the ladies.  "Whoa, look at you two," he teased. 


Aiden
looked him over and took his cup.  "I said dangerous and tough,
Don.  Go change into your blue one."  He sighed and went to do
that, stealing his coffee back before walking away.  "Xander." 


"I
told him, he said it takes a real man to wear that color.  I know I
can't." 


"You
probably shouldn't, it'd look bad on you," Stella offered, kissing him on
the cheek.  "Ready for this?  After today you'll be a wealthy
little boy." 


Xander
looked at her, then went into the bedroom and came back with his paperwork from
the new bank, letting her look and blink.  "I was more worried about
security stuff and those things.  Plus, keeping stones like this is a pain
in the ass.  I want that drawer back so I can go shopping.  One of
you want to go shopping with me today?" 


Aiden
looked him over.  "You look good in that." 


"The
salesman picked it out with Lyle, the driver and bodyguard I had for the
day," Xander admitted with a sheepish grin.  "I wear hawaiian
shirts when I decide what I'm wearing." 


Aiden
nodded once.  "Sure, we'll go shopping, Xander."  She
kissed him on the cheek.  "That the bag?"  He nodded. 
Don came out in a baby blue suit, making her shake her head. "Don!" 


"I
haven't worn it in years.  Quit."  He took the bag, hefting
it.  "We sure it's in here?"  Xander looked then nodded, letting
him see.  He moaned at the pretty things down in there.  "Okay,
cab or my car?" 


"Your
car," Aiden said, taking his arm to walk him out.  Stella got to
guard Xander once he took the papers from her stiff, stunned hands. 
"Stella?" she called. 


"Yeah." 
She followed after Xander, letting him lock the doors.  "How?"
she asked him.  "I know you went for a higher price but...." 


"Tips,"
he said dryly.  "A few payoffs for me not to kill the person who took
me that time." 


She
shook her head.  "If you ever figure out how to stop that stuff, I
want the chemical formula of whatever it is that draws them to you." 


"It's
a pheromone problem of some sort.  You're more than welcome to take
samples as long as you don't drain me of blood."  He grinned. 
"You don't look like a vampire but you never know." 


She
smirked at him. "I'm not quite that goth, Xander."  She got into
the car after him, glancing around.  "Don, you know where we're
going, right?" 


"Yup.
We all in, the bag's here?  All that good stuff?" 


"We're
all good," Aiden agreed, checking the bag again.  She pulled out one
sapphire to look at it.  "I still love these." 


"Well,
I've got someone who sent me a sapphire tennis bracelet," Xander offered
dryly.  "I inspired him at the convention and he's painting
again.  My writing gave him great inspiration with the guy he keeps
for." 


Don
looked back at the mirror at him.  "When did you get this one?" 


"Last
night.  While you were at Sullivan's." 


"Courier? 
Or did he drop it off?" 


"Courier
demon. He's out in LA.  He found out who I was through Angel." 


"Another
person I wanna meet and greet the old fashioned way," Don complained as he
pulled out of the parking garage.  "Are we expecting more from
him?" 


"No
but can you make the one guy who bankrupted his family to send me a ring
stop?  I'd rather it went to his wife and kids."  He handed it
over at a redlight.  "He's out of the thirty-first."  Then
he leaned back again. 


Stella
and Don both moaned.  "I will, Xander," Stella promised. 
Don tossed the ring at her.  "This is pretty.  Which
officer?"  Xander whispered it in her ear.  "I've seen him
around.  I'll talk with him later today.  How did you know he had a
family?" 


"I
did a 'net search on him.  Came up with newspaper articles like birth
announcements.  Tell him I'm flattered and all but I don't go for married
or taken people.  That's wrong and I've got a fairly strong ethical code
in that area." 


"Sure." 
She reached over to smooth down some hair, smiling when he leaned over so she
could pet him. 


"Awww,
did you need to cuddle?" Aiden teased.  Xander nodded. 
"That's so cute!" 


"All
GHS are cuddlesome.  The higher we are, the more we need cuddles and
pleasure to live," Xander told her seriously.  "Otherwise we can
die without it.  There've bene documented cases," he defended at
Don's snort of amusement. 


"Really?"
Stella asked.  Xander nodded.  "What was the cause of
death?" 


"In
two cases it wasn't mentioned more than natural causes.  One's keeper died
and he ate and all that but he slowly faded when he didn't let anyone else
touch him.  There's case files on the website.  I can show you
later."  Don groaned as lights came on behind them.  "They
actually stop their fellow officers?" 


"We're
not in a marked car," Don reminded him, pulling over.  The officer
walked up, hand on his gun.  "What did I do wrong?" he asked. 


"Hands
where I can see them," the officer ordered coldly.  Aiden pulled out
her badge and he flinched but didn't do anything else.  "I mean
it." 


"Sure,"
she agreed.  "What did he do wrong?  Forget to signal
again?"  She bopped Don on the arm. "You do that now and
then." 


"Out
of the car please.  We're going to search it," the officer ordered. 


"Um,
no," Stella said.  "You have no probable cause." 


"You
look like you're in the mafia, of course I do." 


Xander
glared at him and then gave him an innocent look.  "Officer, why are
you wearing your vest backwards?"  The man flinched again and backed
off.  "I thought so.  You're not getting what's in the bag. I
can promise you it's not drugs, not illegal, and not even immoral.  We're
going to deal with some of my trust fund.  That's why the nice officer is
escorting me." 


"I
don't care.  We're still searching the car and we can and will impound
anything we damn well please.  Out of the car or I'm having you all
arrested." 


Don
got out and slammed his door. "Then I'd get your commander down here,
little boy." 


"I've
had enough of you," he sneered back, pulling out his cuffs. 
"Turn and assume the position." 


Don
opened his jacket to show his badge.  "Commander, now.  I
outrank you by eons.  Or else I'm callin' mine and IAB."  The
man went pale.  Don looked at Stella.  "Detective Bonasera,
would you mind?" 


"Already
on his way," she agreed happily. "Mac's coming to deal with this with
Hillborne."  Don smirked back.  "Xander, back in the
car." 


"I
shouldn't." 


"In
the car," Don ordered.  Xander slid back in and buckled up, letting
Aiden watch him.  "Thank you.  Now, why are you really
here?" Don asked, glaring at the officer.  One of the official SUV's
of the crime lab pulled up and parked.  "Hey, Mac.  They decided
to pull us over for no reason and said they're going to search the car and
confiscate the bag." 


"What
bag?" 


"We're
going to the store, Mac." 


"Oh,
that bag."  He nodded as another car pulled up.  "Tell him,
Don.  Xander all right?" 


"He's
fine so far.  Fuming probably."  He got out of the way so Mac
could check on them.  He nodded at the thorn in his side, Captain
Hillborne of the Internal Affairs Bureau.  "Hey.  Pretty
morning, huh?" 


"Very. 
What contraband are you carrying?" 


"Bag?"
he requested.  Mac let the other officer look inside, making him gasp,
which made Don smirk.  "They're my boy's.  I'm protecting Xander
from those who want to hurt him." 


"Then
you're together?" 


"No,"
Don clarified.  "I'm his bodyguard, he's not my bitch in that
manner."  Hillborne just nodded at that.  "He's got a
boyfriend, he's out of the country at the moment." 


"I
see.  Where might he be?" 


"Taking
care of an insane cousin who drug someone to Leningrad to torture them,"
Xander said as he got out, smiling at the other man.  "Captain
Hillborne, these men gave us no reason when asked why they pulled us
over," he said calmly.  "They stated they could confiscate
whatever they wanted, even if it was legal." 


"How
did a guy your age get that sort of bag?" he demanded. 


"I
worked my ass off for it," he said dryly, staring him down. 
"Since I retired, people want to bring me back for private command
performances so they keep trying to take me.  That's why I'm giving Don
free rent and run of my condo and my life." 


The
captain looked from Don to Mac.  "Is that the truth?" 


"Yes,"
Mac said patiently.  "We all know how he got the money,
Hillborne.  He had a rich ex.  Anything else before you take this
officer in to talk with him?"  The bag was handed back and Hillborne
walked the officer off, going to make his life miserable.  Mac looked at
Xander.  "Cute." 


"Truth."



"Probably,"
he agreed, handing Don the bag.  "Have fun, kids.  Stella, call
me later.  We got the results on our mystery woman.  We may have an
ID." 


"Sure,
Mac.  After lunch.  Xander's buying," she said with a grin for
him. 


"Sure,"
he agreed, getting back into the car. 


Don
looked in the bag, then at Aiden, who had the greater majority of the stones in
her lap.  "Cute."  He handed the bag back and he and Stella
got back in, going back to their appointed task. 


***



Xander
looked up as Don flopped down next to him, handing over the extra soda he had
pulled out at the grimace.  Don gave him a look.  "What?" 


"You
*flirted*." 


"I
know I did.  He was a nice guy.  It's not like he was going to steal
me." 


"You
don't know that." 


"Don,
I'm a flirt, it's who I am." 


"No,
it's what you are and it's drawing more attention to you." 


"He's
married." 


"I
realize that, I saw the pictures in his office."  He looked the kid
over again, then grimaced.  "You know, guys hate it when girls do
those sort of things." 


Xander
sipped his soda.  "Not really.  I liked it when I got flirted
with by some girls." 


Don
rolled his eyes.  "It makes you seem manipulative, Xander." 


"It
doesn't."  He leaned back, Danny was in the office. 
"Danny, Don said I'm manipulative." 


"Only
a little bit but it saves your life most of the time," he called
back.  He came out, looking at him.  "Now and then it's a good
thing.  Girls who live on their looks and flirting guys don't like but
flirting now and then is nice.  There's a fine line there.  You don't
cross it most of the time unless it's a survival thing or it's to do with
something serious, like today, that we've seen."  Xander slumped
some.  "I know, it's an instinct with what you are 
probably."  Xander stiffened at that.  "You said yourself,
you're a natural born concubine.  That's what being so high in the GHS
stuff means, right?"  Xander nodded slowly. 


Danny
laid out his reasons more easily now.  Not that he had personal experience
with the subject but he had listened to the older immortals for a while. 
"Most harems, from what I understand, were political hellholes pushing for
position and favoritism, but also somewhat of a sense of shared status. 
If you were in one, you'd be flirting and manipulating yourself into a
comfortable position and that's probably the way you'd fight if attacked by
someone who stole you from your rightful owner, go all helpless and find
someone to stick up for you and make sure you weren't raped and shared. 
Like being in prison."  Don gaped at that.  "Think about
it, Don.  You get ten pushy women, women who have to live off their looks
and what their bodies can push out in the way of babies, especially in the hunt
for sons.  There's got to be a hierarchy." 


"I
never thought about it that way," Don admitted.  "Okay, I can
accept that," he decided finally.  "But it doesn't mean you've
got to flirt with everyone." 


"No,
nor do I.  Half the city is very safe from me.  I'm not flirting with
a woman unless it's really necessary for my survival." 


"Point." 
He shrugged, he could live with that.  As long as the kid didn't do it to
him.  He saw the hint of a pout and popped him on the back of the head.
"Not on me, kid." 


"Sorry,
Don." 


"Better." 
He stood up.  "Now, I'm gonna go back to my research and you're gonna
do what tonight?  Or do you have more big secrets you wanna
share?"  Xander looked at him oddly.  "Seriously." 


"No,"
he said quietly. 


"No
more major investments hanging around?"  Xander pointed at a
wall.  "Besides this condo and what Aiden and Danny sorted out for
you?" he asked patiently. 


"I've
got an IRA and a few other things."  He shrugged.  "I've
got someone who's trying to court me.  I got a nice card today from
someone asking if they could court me and asking if I'd meet them at a certain
place in Central Park." 


"I
thought you were dating Nash," Danny said dryly. 


"No,
at the museum, we discussed that stuff.  I'm not really his sort but I'm
fun and a good diversion from his late wife." 


Danny
nodded.  "You are that and he did need one.  Before he turned
into the moping bastard his cousin was before he went off the deep end.  I
know he had one like you way back before his first wife." 


Don
looked at him.  "My bullshit meter just broke with a snap and a twang
from that statement.  We should talk now instead of when you want." 


Danny
looked at him.  "Not until one of three things happen, Don.  I'm
not allowed."  Don put an arm around his shoulders and Danny sighed,
looking at him. "I'm still not allowed."  His neck got
squeezed.  "No matter how much you torture me I'm not allowed. 
All I can tell you is that it's a group membership and you're being looked at
for inclusion." 


"And
another twang, this time more subtle," Don noted dryly, walking Danny back
to the office. 


Xander
giggled.  "That's so cute!" 


Don
came back out, glaring at his young charge. "Mind outta the gutter. 
I'm not into Danny like that." 


"No,
if you were, he'd probably never twitch and bounce all day," Xander said
with a shit- eating grin. Danny laughed at that.  "See, he agrees
with me." 


"It
takes a man who's a lot stronger than Don to make me quit bouncin',
kiddo," Danny noted with a smirk, grabbing his jacket.  "I'm
heading home if we've got it."  He slid out the door before Don could
grab him, jogging down to the elevator.  He'd have to thank the kid for
giving him a quick exit. It was a strategic withdrawal that'd only buy him a
few days of Don simmering and thinking but maybe it'd be enough. 


"Not
cute, kid," Don complained.  He went into the kitchen. 
"You need anything?" 


"No,
I'm a happy Xander.  Well, if my pseudo-boyfriend were in town I'd be a
happier Xander but he's still probably in Russia taking his cousin's head
off."  He sipped his soda and went back to flipping channels. 
"Why do we have over two hundred stations and there's nothing on?" 


"It's
a rerun night right before sweeps.  Put a movie in," Don suggested. 


Xander
got up to look at the movies, then at him.  "I've seen all
these.  Wanna go see a movie?" 


"Nothing
decent's playing this week," Don complained.  "It's all kiddy
stuff and dramas."  Xander grimaced, not his movies of choice. 
"I mean, unless you wanted ta go to a chick flick?" 


"I
may be gay but I'm not that gay, thanks anyway," Xander said dryly. 
"I guess I could write some more porn.  Oooh, and I need to go buy
more condoms too." 


"No
shopping online," Don said firmly. "You'd get into real trouble with
that pretty fast." 


"Does
that mean you're going to drive me down to the porn store and watch me
browse?" 


Don
raised an eyebrow.  "I probably should.  That way no one takes
you into a backroom and makes you their bitch."  He sipped his coffee
as he headed back to the office.  "With Nash gone for a few days, you
can wait." 


"If
I do that it's harder to clean the toys off," he complained. 


Don
shuddered. "Didn't need to know that either, Xander." 


"It's
the truth." 


"Yay. 
Not a thought I needed.  I'll figure out how to let you go safely." 


"I
went by myself twice." 


Don
came out of the office, staring at him.  "You did what?" 


"You
knew about one time." 


"I
thought you took a cab down, had it wait while you ran inside, then came
back." 


"No,
not really.  I took a cab down and back.  I didn't have it
wait.  I'd never been inside one before."  He grinned. 
"They've got some really weird stuff in there." 


Don
nodded.  "All depends on your kink. How did you get all your other
toys?" 


"Some
I ordered online, some I stole off the brothel.  I thought about stealing
one of the little portal demons but I decided I might not be able to feed it
enough." 


"Portal
demons?" Don asked, not sure he wanted to know. 


"They're
these little portals we all wore while we were working.  They ate sperm so
they were like a diaphragm inside us. I had the *worst* time with mine flipping
around and sideways.  It was a bitch to get those things out. But they
protected us from diseases.  Not that everyone wasn't tested compulsively
but it was extra security.  The only thing they didn't test for was a
fungus thingy that I got on my back that cleared up."  Don shuddered.
"The demon was kinda like that," he said with a small shrug. 
"Some foot cream and it was all better after a week.  It was like
having athlete's foot only on my lower back." 


Don
went back into the office.  He was going to ignore that whole
conversation.  He really was. 


"Can
I go if I talk Aiden into it?" Xander called.  "Please?" 


"Call
and ask her, Xander," he said patiently. "Before you ask, you may not
borrow the car." 


"Yes,
Don."  He grabbed the phone and dialed Aiden.  "Hi, it's
me.  Would you go to the porn store with me?  Don doesn't want to go
and doesn't want to let me out alone tonight.  No, I need
condoms."  He listened to her suggestion of the local corner
store.  "I need the non-latex ones, Aiden.  I'm
allergic."  He frowned.  "They do? Are they the good kind
that don't break in the middle of good toy sex?  Because when they do it's
just nasty to clean up."  He listened to her choke.  "Sorry,
didn't realize you were eating.  Tonight or tomorrow night if you're out
on a date?" he offered.  He groaned.  "Sorry, I'm more used
to having girls around.  I haven't had a male friend I could do things
with since tenth grade.  The girls were all I had.  Since you're
better than Buffy and Willow together...."  He beamed. 
"Yes, that was a compliment.  You don't put me down or ignore
me."  He grinned. 


"Oh,
come on, it'll be fun.  I might even get ideas.  Plus, my place has
strange stuff."  He grinned. "Don said we couldn't take his car
but I'll pay for the cab.  Please?"  He beamed. 
"Sure.  As long as I can get my condoms there and some more lube,
because I need that and to replace one I kinda broke.  No, it was a gel
one and the outer skin wore out so it went sploosh."  He
giggled.  "Fortunately in the shower.  Please?"  He
wiggled.  "Sure. I don't mean to take you away from your date. I can
wait until tomorrow night if you need me to.  Oh.  Okay. 
Sure."  He hung up.  "Her date said I'm wrong and should be
spanked so we're going out tonight," he called, heading for his bedroom. 


"Hand
over the credit cards," Don ordered, holding out a hand without
looking.  "That way you don't spend yourself poor." 


Xander
sighed and put all but one in his hand, even though he had cash it might be
nice to have the card with him.  "Yes, daddy."  He skipped
out, going to get a cab and head to pick up Aiden downtown.  "I'm
going to pick up my shopping buddy at Westwood's and then we're going wherever
she wants."  The driver nodded, heading that way.  Xander hummed
along with the radio.  It was a pretty night with all the lights
out.  They paused and Xander rolled down a window. "Pretty lady, give
you a lift?" he called.  Two of them glared at him but Aiden laughed
and got in.  "Hi, Aiden." 


"Hi,
Xander."  She leaned forward once she was in, giving the cabbie an
address, getting a shocked look.  "I'm his shopping buddy. 
Otherwise someone would have to carry home the whole store."  The
cabbie just nodded once and headed out while she got comfortable. 
"What else did Don do?" 


"I
helped Danny escape the questions of doom about how he knew Russ.  I was
kinda bored as well.  I would've went to write more smut but I needed the
condoms.  Just in case I got too messy tonight."  She patted him
on the arm.  "So, was he really uptight or did he have a spanking
thing?" 


"Really
uptight.  Couldn't have gotten sex outta him at all."  Xander
grinned at that.  "Where's Oz?" 


"He
had to see Adam suddenly yesterday but he'll be back in a week." 


"That's
cool I guess."  They pulled up in front of the store and Xander paid,
then got them out and inside. A few of the guys gave her very appreciative
looks but Xander just grinned at them and went to find what he needed, basket
over his arm.  "Are you that bored?" she asked, watching him
pick up the *big* box of condoms.  Like brothel sized box. 


"I
use them with my toys too, that way I don't have as much mess to clean
up.  Plus I wear one when I masturbate, that way less nasty sheets and Don
doesn't have to complain so much." 


She
looked at him.  "Let me guess, he refuses to touch your sheets or
your trash now?" 


"He
always has," he agreed, grinning at her. "He said I shouldn't have
flirted earlier." 


"Don
needs laid, Xander.  We've gotta find him someone to do that." 
The boy blushed and she patted him on the back.  "I know, but he
won't.  He's honorable that way."  She led him to the lubes,
watching as he picked up a few bottles, making her smirk and hand him one. 
"Here, try this.  I liked it when it was used on me."  He
read it over, then put it into the basket, moving onto the toys.  She went
to look at the tapes.  She could use a good fantasy tonight.  Xander
came back with a pretty full basket, making her blink in shock.  "Did
you need that many?" 


"Yeah." 
He pointed at one.  "I've got that one if you wanted to borrow
it."  She bopped him on the arm and shook her head, moving to the
straight people section of the tapes instead.  Xander bounced up to the
counter, putting his basket down, then went to look at the other side of the
store, coming back with a few magazines, a new t-shirt, and a pair of joke
handcuffs, plus he picked up one of the small wind-up penises off the novelty
rack, pushing the basket over.  "These please," he said with a
smile. 


The
clerk looked at the basket, then at him.  "Bored?" 


"My
boyfriend's out of the country."  That got a nod and he rang him up,
making Aiden gasp in awe.  Xander looked in his wallet and sighed. 
"I grabbed the wrong one."  He handed over four larger bills. 


"I
can't change those, sir," the clerk said, sounding apologetic. 


Xander
looked.  "I don't have anything smaller. Sorry, I went to the bank
today.  Aiden, is this my good card?" he called, bringing her over to
check. 


"No,
that's the one Don made you quit using and had you cancel."  She
looked at him.  "Where's the nearest ATM?" 


"I
can run a debit card," he offered.  Xander smiled and handed it over,
getting the cash back.  He ran it, letting the kid punch in his pin
number.  It came up approved so apparently the twelve hundred dollars
meant not a lot to him.  He bagged everything up, taking Aiden's two tapes
and rung her up too, giving her her bag once she had paid.  He watched
them go, then grinned.  "Gotta love the sluts." 


Aiden
took Xander's wallet to look in, then looked at him.  "You shouldn't
carry it around like that either, Xander." 


"Thinner
is better according to the guy at the self-defense class."  He
flagged down a cab and got her in first, then followed.  "Wanna drop
these off and go do something fun?  Don can't complain if I'm with you and
maybe there's hope of you finding a cute guy tonight." 


"Sure. 
We can do that."  They headed for her place to drop the bags off
there for now, letting her change.  Then they went out again, going for a
bit of browsing while they figured out what sort of club they wanted to go to. 


***



Aiden
used the desk sergeant's phone to dial Don's cell.  "It's me. 
Come pick us up and take us to my place then the kid home?" she asked
quietly.  "Please."  She looked at where Xander was trying
to nap on a bench and was being petted by some guy she didn't know. 
"Hey, hands off my little brother." 


"He
needed petted," the guy defended. "Not like I'm gonna mug him too,
lady." 


Aiden
listened.  "The fourteenth.  Please?"  She
smiled.  "No, he's half asleep.  No, no troubles at all. 
He found me a nice guy to go out with tomorrow night and everything, Don. 
Thanks.  We'll be here."  She hung up and grinned at the guy. 
"Thanks." 


"Welcome,
Detective. Who's the kid?" 


"That
is the guy Flack's protecting.  He gets into major trouble." 
She went to watch for Don knowing that the desk sergeant would watch Xander for
her.  Besides, the mugging candidate didn't seem like he'd hurt the kid
since he was petting him like a cat.  She smiled as Flack pulled up.
"Thanks. We couldn't find a cab for anything and people were starting to
notice Xander a lot," she said quietly. "I wanted him out of there
since he's so tired he's napping on a mugger." 


Don
headed inside, going to take the kid from his petter.  "Thanks."



"Not
a problem.  He seems like a really nice guy, plus he smells good. 
Like cookies."  He beamed.  "And hey, he purrs nicely
too.  Maybe he should be petted more often." 


"Yeah,
sure, kid, thanks for that advice."  He hefted Xander up with the
desk sergeant's help.  "Drug testing him?" he offered once they
were headed toward the car. 


"Oh,
yeah."  He nodded, letting Aiden help guide the boy into the
backseat.  "Have fun, detectives." 


"You
too and thanks for watching out for the kid," Don offered, getting in to
drive, Aiden trapped in the back by Xander's head in her lap.  "Your
place?" 


"Yeah,
we dropped the bags back there."  He nodded, taking them to her
place.  He reached back and poked Xander, making him shift and flip over,
which made Aiden blush and move his head out of her lap.  "Sorry.
Just meant for him to move." 


"That's
okay," she said, stopping her blush.  "Come on, he's got like
eight bags." 


"Eight?"



"Yeah,
he apparently needed stuff, including a new t-shirt."  Don moaned but
followed, leaving Xander in the locked car.  He'd be safe, right?  He
found the kid's bags and brought them down, watching the two guys trying to get
into the back.  "What are you doing?" he called loudly.  He
pulled out his badge and they ran.  "Thank you."  He put
the bags into the trunk and unlocked the door, getting in to drive.
"Xander?" he called.  It was only ten blocks and he wasn't going
to carry the kid to bed. "Xander?" he called more loudly. "Come
on, you gotta wake up enough to carry your shit upstairs."  Xander
mumbled and he smirked, parking in their garage.  "Come on,
Xander."  Xander grumbled but got out.  Don steered him to the
back, letting him take all the bags with him.  He relocked the car and
steered the young man to the elevator so they could put him to bed. 
"Have fun?"  Xander nodded and yawned, resting against his
shoulder. "I know, come on.  We'll let you nap in your own
bed."  Xander shook his head.  "No?  Want the
couch?" 


"Cuddle?"
he mumbled. 


"No,
no cuddles tonight. Sleep tonight and I'll let you cuddle in the
morning."  Xander nodded, following him off the elevator.  Don
heard a thump and went back to get the bag he had dropped, going to let Xander
into the apartment. He was resting against the door so he had to hold him up
but it was okay.  He had walked a drunk Danny home many a night and Xander
was more pliable, plus he smelled better.  Xander dropped the bags in the
living room and stumbled into his room, pulling off his shirt on the way. 
Don followed, getting him down to his thong, which made him blush.  The
kid needed real underwear. That was his next goal with the kid, real
underwear.  He walked out after closing the door, going to confiscate the
wallet again. He looked inside.  It was thin, only having larger
bills.  He groaned, putting it into the freezer.  The boy would find
it eventually but he'd have a few days of not wearing out his funds.  He
looked at the bags from the store and decided he didn't want to know, going to
bed himself. 


***



Don
woke up to a clicking sound, looking down at the side of his bed.  There
was a small walking penis with swinging balls 'walking' his way, making him
smirk.  "Did you change yourself into that?" 


"Not
funny," Xander complained from the doorway.  "I thought it was
cute." 


"It
is cute."  Xander came in and laid beside him but on top of the
covers.  Don checked the clock, he still had ten minutes so the kid could
get in a cuddle. "Did you and Aiden have fun last night?" 


"Yup,
lots of fun.  Plus I found her two guys who wanted to go to their knees in
the club to lick her right there so she's got dates too." 


Don
gave him a squeeze.  "Only you, Xander." 


"Don...."



"What?"
he asked patiently when he didn't go on. 


"Um,
I...."  He looked at him.  "You know I offered,
right?" 


"I
know what you offered me but it's not necessary." 


"No
but it'd make me happier and help wear me out," he said finally, blushing
really hard.  "I wouldn't be pushy or anything but it would help wear
me out.  I realized I was emanating last night.  Kinda." 


"A
lot," Don agreed dryly.  "Aiden had to save you by taking you to
a nearby station and calling me to come pick you guys up.  You were being
petted by a suspect when I got there."  He patted him on the
back.  "I'm not really into guys, Xander." 


"Oh. 
Even just giving you a blow job?  I mean, it'd help me a lot because I
could wear that stuff out a bit more.  Adam suggested that I come to you
about this before I got too heavily undersexed and had to go do stupid stuff in
the bathrooms." 


Don
considered it.  "How would giving someone else a blowjob help
you?" 


"I
don't know," Xander admitted.  "Science is not my thing." 


"Okay,
well, it's Danny's thing," he offered.  "We'll let Danny and
this Adam guy talk.  See why it works, see if he can figure out if it'd
really work.  Because if not, I don't want you outta the house this
morning.  All right?"  Xander nodded.  "Good
boy."  He gave him another squeeze and hit the snooze button on his
alarm, letting the boy cuddle in again.  He'd have to consider that one
for a while before he let it happen.  Because that was just odd. Receiving
one he could see.  But giving one?  His alarm went off again and
Xander got up, heading back to his room.  Don smiled at him. 
"Go have some chocolate for breakfast.  Start the coffeemaker while I
shower." 


"Yes,
Don."  Xander bounced in to do that while Don got ready for the day,
coming out in a nice suit. "I couldn't wear a suit every day." 


"You
learn to get on with them," Don offered, pouring a cup of his morning god. 
"Plenty of places have dress codes."  He looked the boy
over.  He wasn't as happy as he had been when he had gotten back. 
"Don't you have spa time today?"  Xander grinned and nodded,
finishing with his chocolate sauce over his eggs dish.  Don had normal
eggs.  It was better for him.  Xander curled up in his chair, one
knee drawn up and his free arm around it.  "What else were you going
to do today?" 


"Order
movies since I need new stuff.  Want anything in particular?" 


Don
shook his head.  "Not really.  Action stuff is good for
me." 


"Cool. 
I like action and comedies."  Don smiled at that and nodded. 
"Do you do horror movies?" 


"Now
and then.  We can do that together." 


Xander
looked at him.  "By the time you get home tonight you're going to be
tired and cranky.  Just like you are on most mondays because you've had a
day off."  Don smirked at that and shrugged. "I won't impose
your post-work grumpiness on a poor, underpaid clerk so send me a list to my
email before you come back and I'll have them shipped." 


"I
don't like you shopping online, it's dangerous.  People can steal your
identity." 


"Then
I get to chop off their heads." 


"What's
with the head chopping?" he demanded.  "You, Danny, Nash, this
Adam guy?  Something you wanna share?" 


"I
picked it up off Adam." 


"Do
you know about their little group?" 


"Just
that Russell helped train Danny in something and Oz knew him somehow." 


"That's
what I know but it's not making sense. How does a guy your age, like Oz is,
learn stuff from Danny from across the US?" 


"Oz
is a hacker." 


"Yeah,
but Danny's not," Don pointed out, using his fork for emphasis. 


"How
would you know?  You were complaining that Danny never told you anything
about his past the other day," Xander reminded him. Don looked
stunned.  "Danny could have any number of skills he's not using at
work that he's never told anyone about.  I can't see Russell being a
hacker, unless he was one of the earlier ones and doesn't anymore.  He
doesn't even like to use his computer at work. He was swearing at it when I
called about our date."  He ate another bite, looking at him. 
"Maybe Mac knows?" 


"No,
if it's anyone, it'd be Aiden or Stella.  Danny confides in Aiden and
Stella's a sharp cookie.  Mac's not watching Danny like she
would."  He finished up and got up, giving Xander a pat on the
head.  "That's a good point, Xander.  Very observant.  You
sure you don't wanna think about joining the PD?" 


Xander
shuddered.  "Scratchy uniforms, eww.  Plus running and working
out and other nastiness."  He shuddered again. 


Don
smirked at him.  "You already work out.  The uniforms aren't
*that* bad, and in patrol it's not always running.  Usually it's
driving." 


"No
thanks."  He stopped Don from moving.  "Can we talk about
me and the car thing?  I spend tons on cabs.  It might even be safer
if I drove." 


"I'll
consider it.  Having a car in the city is a pain in the ass, Xander. 
Use the bus." 


"You
said I couldn't use the bus or the subway, too many people packed together in
one small, semi-airtight container." 


"Oooooh,"
he said, considering it.  "Yeah, that could be bad if your pheromones
spike.  Speaking of, I want Danny to see if yours can be diluted or
whatever.  You mind?"  Xander shook his head. 
"Good.  I'm gonna jump on him about that later."  He gave
him another fond pat.  "I'll think about it."  He headed
out once he had his gun, going to work to think, do paperwork, and eventually
threaten a few people into confessing. Then he got to talk to Danny at
lunch.  He walked down to where he was lounging on the station's stairs,
plopping down behind him and stealing a chip.  "Why would it help
Xander to *give* blowjobs?" he asked quietly.  Danny gave him an odd
look.  "That's what he said Adam said.  That it'd help keep him
under control." 


"I
don't know."  He ate one of his chips and thought.  "Not a
clue. I can call and ask." 


"Good,
and can you look at his pheromone problem?  See if we can maybe dilute
it?  Aiden let him be petted by a perp last night while waiting on
me."  Danny snickered at that.  "Seriously.  They were
at the fourteenth.  Some guys were starting to take interest in Xander at
the club so she brought them there to call me.  He was on a bench being
petted by the guy handcuffed next to him.  Just like a big cat." 


Danny
smirked at him.  "Did it help?" 


"The
guy said he smelled like cookies.  They're drug testing him," he said
dryly.  "This is sciencey stuff and you'd be better at it. Mac might
even let the lab do the analysis for you." 


"Doubt
it, but maybe," Danny agreed. "I'll talk with him after lunch." 
He ate another bite.  "How did it go?  Aiden bragged that he
found her two body slaves to try out." 


Don
nodded. "He said he found her two guys who wanted to go to their knees and
do her right there in the club."  Danny choked at that, getting
patted on the back.  "I guess he really does like her." 


"Yeah,
she said he compared her to both his best friends."  He cleared his
throat and sipped his water.  "Okay," he said, shifting to look
at him.  "You sure you don't want her to do 'em?" 


"No,
you two are close too.  Stella's busy mothering him at the moment. She's
sending him carrot cake." 


"Hers
are really nice," Danny agreed, grinning at him.  "He gonna
share?" 


"Not
a clue," he admitted, shrugging a bit.  "I'll probably get
some," he said with a smirk. 


"I'm
coming for dinner that night," Danny told him, getting up and heading
inside.  "Let me call him, Don." 


"Sure." 
Don watched him go, then groaned and got up, heading to go back to work. 
He got a sandwich out of the vending machine but that was all right. He could
eat at his desk while he typed in new reports for the people he had made beg
and confess. 


***



Danny
walked up to where Xander was lounging in the sun the next day, flopping down
beside him.  "Aren't you supposed to not be out alone?" 


"Stella
dropped me off and I'm calling Don every hour to tell him where I am," he
said, looking at him.  "Why?" 


"Because
you've got three guys staring at you and it's dangerous."  He patted
his shoulder.  "I talked to Adam about the hormone thing.  He
said I should look at yours, see why it's set so high.  He also explained
the whole giving thing to me so I could explain it to Don."  Xander
grinned at that.  "You like him?" 


"I
think he's a great guy but I'd probably never date him.  He's real
uptight." 


"He
can be," Danny agreed dryly.  "Then again, he's got a stressful
job." 


"Which
means I'd be helping him," Xander pointed out, looking at him. 
"Plus getting what I need.  Why does it work?" 


"He
said the GHS scientists, the guys who work on the group's research, think one
of the chemicals in jizz helps cut some of the pheromone production.  They
think it happens in everyone but more so in you guys." 


"Oh. 
Is that why most of the female members are straight and most of the male
members are bi?" 


"They
think so." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Okay. I guess.  I have not a clue about the sciencey
stuff."  Danny smirked at that.  "I don't.  I barely
passed biology.  That was with tutoring from Willow."  He
flipped onto his stomach, his feet up in the air, waving slowly.  "I
was thinking about joining a cooking class that's coming open for
beginners," he said, tracing designs on the grass.  "That would
get me out of the house and make sure I didn't make Don eat more chocolate for
breakfast.  He complained when I splashed some on his bagel this
morning." 


"I
think that's a good idea and something everyone could use," Danny agreed,
patting him on the shoulder.  Xander leaned into the touch.  "No
massage today?" 


"I
did.  I'm relaxed and happy but in a 'pet me' mood."  He grinned
slightly at him.  "You think it'll be okay?  I mean with the
hormones and everything?" 


"Should
be.  You'll be sweating some.  Try it and see, Xander.  If you
have to drop out after the first class, they should refund most of the
price."  Xander nodded.  "Anything else on your mind?"



"The
sensei said I was a smartass.  Again."  He looked at him. 
"He said he hates to teach me. My trained reflexes and responses aren't
good for his methods." 


"So
switch styles." 


"He
said none of them would take advantages of what my body does naturally. 
He said I'm too stretchy and limber for anything but yoga and that's not a
fighting style.  Plus I've got the languid movement problem, his words,
unless my life's in danger.  He asked me the first day if I had ever
fought and I told him I had helped protect some people back in high school but
I was more a weapon's person.  He had two of his top students jump me in a
street method instead of formal martial arts and I got free of one then the
other one I kinda snapped and went all Sunnydale on him.  The sensei had
seen it before at least, he knew what staking was, but he said that none of the
formal styles would help me any. That I needed to totally retrain my body and
to forget being a happy, slutty person." 


Danny
nodded slowly.  "That sounds like a question to ask Mac." 


"Mac
doesn't like me.  I scared him with what he found out about
Sunnydale." 


"Not
really.  He even understood why you didn't tell him about the
Initiative.  He said it's reasonable to not want to upset him by having to
defend yourself from military groups.  He did say that you should probably
stay in during Fleet Week, just in case."  Xander shrugged at
that.  "That way you wouldn't have to worry about reprisals this
year." 


"Might
be a good idea, yeah," Xander admitted quietly.  "Does he think
it's probable?" 


"You'd
have to ask him.  He doesn't tell me that stuff."  He smirked
some and spanked Xander, making him yelp.  "Come on, Mac's in his
office and he's between cases so maybe he'll be able to talk about that
stuff."  Xander nodded and got up, but he balked at the subway. 
Danny looked at him.  "It's not dangerous." 


"Don
said it could be with my hormones." 


Danny
looked at him.  "It'll be fine this time and if it's not we'll get
off at the next stop and take a cab."  Xander nodded, going down with
him.  "You've got to get a pass."  Xander went to the
machine to do that.  Danny hit the right code for him and Xander fed in a
larger bill, making him sigh.  "Desperate?" 


"Hadn't
broken it yet," Xander said sheepishly, taking the really expensive
card.  They walked through the turnstile and down to the waiting
area.  He noticed some people glancing at them and moved closer to Danny,
who gave him a look.  "Sorry." 


"Just
relax," he ordered quietly.  "It'll be okay. You might get
groped or mugged but nothing else."  Xander stuck his wallet down his
pants, tucking it around his thong's side strap.  Danny rolled his
eyes.  "More than I needed to see." 


"I
know.  Sorry.  Harder for them to take." 


"It
is," he decided.  The train pulled up and he got Xander onto it,
letting him sit down while he stood next to him.  He glanced around, his
badge openly worn this time.  Most everyone backed off but two punks were
staring at his gun.  "Don't," he said quietly.  One sneered.



Xander
coughed and glared, tapping his fingers on his thighs.  "He's my
bodyguard.  Do you mind?" he mouthed.  The kids backed
off.  "Thank you."  He grinned at Danny.  "This
is nearly as fun as a roller coaster." 


"I've
got to get him to take you to Coney Island," Danny said fondly, grinning
at him.  Xander wiggled and beamed back.  "Never been to an
amusement park?" 


"County
fairs every once in a while when Willow could get her parents to bring me
too.  Seventh grade class trip to a water park." 


Danny
just nodded.  "Can I go beat your parents?" 


"You
might ask Oz.  He said he had a talk with them. Since he doesn't talk all
that much, I'm not sure it wasn't a physical discussion with the drunk." 


"Ah." 
He put a hand on his gun to keep the hand trying to move it from
succeeding.  "I will shoot you," he warned.  He glared at
the punk kid.  He sat back down quickly when Xander stood up. 
"Behave." 


"I
am."  He stared that one down now.  "Do we have problems
with my bodyguard, little boys?"  They nodded.  "Then go
get fucked and get over it.  After all, I'm gay and I'm tougher than
you.  Maybe you should try it."  Danny got them off when the
doors opened. "Hey!  I haven't gotten to verbally bitchslap anyone in
days," he complained.  "I deserve them.  I've been a good
boy all day." 


Danny
stopped pulling and looked at him.  "No you haven't.  You don't
behave unless Don makes you."  Xander grimaced at that. 
"That was a challenge, Xander.  They would've jumped you.  You
may get away with it in LA but not here." 


"My
ex Cordy could've had them crying in minutes.  All while doing her
nails." 


"Yeah,
but you're not a girl."  He continued to drag him up and out of the
subway.  Xander put his pass into his pocket.  "Thanks. 
It'll save me money for the next month."  He walked him up the
street, taking him to the station.  Aiden stopped to look at him. 
"He shot back at the kids who tried to lift my piece," he
admitted.  "Told 'em to start taking it up the butt so they could be
tougher."  She snickered and hugged Xander.  "I figured the
four block walk was better than the fight." 


"Probably,"
she agreed, walking with them.  "Why are we in?" 


"He
needs to talk ta Mac about his martial arts." 


"Ah. 
He's in his office on the phone.  He's got that resigned, there's a formal
event coming look."  Danny smirked at that and tapped on the door,
walking Xander inside and putting him into a chair. 


"Of
course, Chief.  I'll be there.  I've got to go. A problem just popped
up in a test result."  He hung up.  "Please let this not be
serious.  We're getting him down here touring in a few minutes." 


"No,
I needed to talk to someone about what the sensai said," Xander admitted. 


Mac
leaned back.  "What did he say?" 


"That
I was a smartass who needed to retrain everything about myself, including
giving up being happy and slutty." 


Mac
blinked at that.  "Well...."  He coughed.  "What
else did he say, Xander?" 


"That
I had this slow and languid movements unless I was in mortal jeopardy.  He
had me tested by two of the higher students and I nearly staked one.  The
other I got past okay.  He said there's no form that could help with the
way I'm stretchy and bendy.  Except yoga and that's not a fighting
style." 


"No,
I'm impressed by some of those positions when people can hold them," Aiden
agreed, "not scared of them."  Xander grinned at her and gave
her a hug. 


"There's
one style and it's a fighting style not a kata style," Mac offered. 
"It's more swords and weapons though." 


"I
like weapons," Xander pointed out.  "I have my own sword but I need
a different one, mine's too heavy." 


"You
can have that katana I let you borrow if you get serious about it," Danny
offered.  Mac blinked at him and he grinned. "I like swords. 
They're pretty." 


"They
are," he agreed, looking at Xander again.  That had been an
interesting note.  "I'll see if I can get you to them.  You
still have some lesser gaps in your fighting abilities from what the guy told
me.  That's why I suggested you start with something lesser." 


"Let
him box, Mac," Aiden suggested.  "Or learn how to street
brawl.  That'd do him better anyway." 


"It
would," Mac agreed, nodding at that.  "How about that,
Xander?" 


"Okay. 
Would I come home with a split lip again?" 


"Hopefully
you'd learn how to duck and block," Danny said, patting through his hair. 
"Don wanted me to look at his hormones too, Mac.  They're a bit
high."  Xander groaned and leaned forward.  "Yeah, I
realized that's why people wanted to pet you."  He shrugged at the
amused looks.  "He's good to pet.  Anyway, he wants me to look
at the stuff the science people in GHS are doing and see if I can find a way to
dilute Xander's natural power of protection."  Xander looked at
him.  "It does protect you.  Anyone who wants to pet you won't
want to kill you." 


"Oh." 
He hadn't considered that.  "I guess that's better but then they take
me to pet me." 


"Yup,
Don would like to cut that down," Danny agreed. "That'll mean sweat
analysis and stuff, Mac." 


"Use
it as private research.  Don't interfere with cases." 


"Of
course not."  Danny smirked at Xander.  "We should let
Hawkes take them for us." 


"What
sort of samples?" Xander asked hesitantly.  "Like skin and
muscle samples?  Like blood?" 


"Maybe
a small skin scraping, sweat, and probably a bit of blood," Danny offered.
"Nothing too bad." 


"Oh. 
As long as it won't hurt." 


"Shouldn't,"
Aiden assured him, taking over the petting duties.  "Anything else
good going on?" 


"There's
a cooking class coming open for beginners but I'm not sure if it's safe with
the way I'm broadcasting," Xander said, looking at her. "I need to
condition my hair." 


"I
don't mind."  He grinned at her again.  "Mac, can I help
him?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed dryly.  They smirked at him.  "Don't let it interfere
with cases. Let Sheldon help if you want.  He likes research.  I'll
talk to my friend, Xander."  The boy smiled and nodded. 
"Anything else?" 


"I'm
sorry I didn't tell you directly about the Initiative, Mac.  I didn't want
to put you into a position to have bad orders sent by your former bosses,"
Xander said quietly. 


"I
understand, Xander, it's a concern when you had to protect yourself from
torturing bastards in uniforms.  The real military is nothing like
that." 


"If
you say so." 


Mac
nodded.  "I do."  The boy nodded at that, Aiden's hand not
moving.  "Then we're good.  I would caution Don to keep you
inside during Fleet Week this year.  Just in case someone does try
that.  It's a valid worry.  There's people higher up who want to
cover that particular operation up now that it was brought down by four
teenagers and a librarian from Britain."  Xander grinned at
that.  "They had no business doing that.  Most of the regular
troops would've balked serving beside the demons and the torturing they were
doing to find information and do experiments using wasn't right or
proper.  That's not how we all are." 


"I
trust you." 


"Good." 
He smirked.  "I heard rumors about a group out there and looked it
up.  When someone asked me why I wanted to know I said I had met you but
that you had moved on to live somewhere safer than the city.  You kids did
good work, but you don't have to do it here.  There's plenty of people
around here who do the work."  Xander nodded at that. 
"Good.  Now, go home."  Xander got up.  "Danny, I
thought you were done for the day." 


"I
am.  I escorted him in.  He told the two kids on the subway who were
trying to lift my gun to start taking it like he did to get
tougher."  He walked Xander out and got them into a cab.  It was
safer. 


"Can
you talk to Don about me getting my own car?" Xander begged. 
"Please?" 


"I'll
try but cars in the city are expensive." 


"I've
got parking with the building," Xander reminded him.  "Insurance
is atrocious for me anyway because of my age.  I'd get a calmer car, not
something flashy that would make me want to speed through traffic." 
The cabbie laughed at that.  "I would.  You can't make out
comfortably in a sports car."   He looked at Danny again.
"I'd even let him or you or someone go with me to look at cars." 


"We'll
see, Xander.  I'll talk to him."  He looked around. 
"Last time I knew, the address he gave you was in the other
direction," Danny noted, holding up his badge.  "And you'd
better reset the meter too."  The cabbie grumbled but did that. 
"Thank you."  He looked at him. "I'm definitely seeing the
benefit now." 


"I
had another one who tired to take me the other night," Xander admitted
sheepishly. "He wanted me to blow him." 


"Uh-huh. 
That's still against the law.  That's kidnaping with intent to rape,
Xander."  Xander shivered and curled up against his side. 
"We'll talk to Don.  It's probably safer for you.  Go car
looking online to see what models you want to look at."  Xander
nodded, giving him a faint smile.  "Then you can show me what Don was
talking about, the mini you." 


"Okay." 
He paid the fare and got them up into the condo, grabbing the little wind-up
penis and starting it off on the table, making Danny laugh.  "He
asked if I had turned myself into one."  He went into the kitchen to
get a soda then went back to the computer to look at cars.  "Sedan or
coupe?" he called. 


"What
did you want?" Danny countered, going back to help him.  "This
your first one?" 


"Nope,
third.  I had one that I was forced to buy off my Uncle Rory, it was a
boat.  A convertible boat but still a boat.  It blew up on my first
road trip.  I ended up working at the Fabulous Ladies Nite Club in Oxnard
for about two months so I could afford to get home. Then I had another jumker
that I have in storage at the moment.  It doesn't run either.  I was
going to sell it for scrap since it doesn't run."  He looked
up.  "I wouldn't wish that car on anyone but it held stuff." 


"Get
something that talks to you, Xander.  Two or four doors." 
Xander nodded, going to look at the classifieds first.  Then through the
GHS classifieds.  He squealed at something, making Danny look. 
"Velvet interior SUV, lavender.  Runs good," he read, then shook
his head.  "Well, that's definitely something.  I'm not sure
what. Where is it?" 


"Rhode
Island."  He looked at him.  "Is that too far to go
look?"  Danny nodded.  "Even with a weekend trip?" 


"That
you could do," he admitted. "There's one in Boston, look at that
one."  Xander clicked on that ad, looking it over.  Soft leather
seats, runs great, good engine, also an SUV.  "Do you guys usually
need something that big?" 


"Part
protection and part rolling sex shop," Xander said with a shrug. 
"It's the same make and model as the other one." 


"I
know a guy in Boston. I could have him go look at it for you," Danny
offered.  Xander beamed.  "Once you get Don's permission. 
Does it have a radio?" 


"I
can have one put in." 


"Sure." 
Don walked in and slammed the door.  "Bad day?" 


"No,
fairly good day."  He came back, looking at the ad, the shook his
head quickly.  "Impractical." 


"It's
safer," Xander reminded him.  "It's harder to get into a Range
Rover." 


"It
may be but it's still a gas hog and it's impractical in this city." 
Xander pouted at him and clicked on the other end.  "Okay, how did
they recover the seats with black velvet?" he demanded.  "It
doesn't seem like it'd hold up." 


"Bet
they drove naked," Xander teased.  Both older men blushed at
that.  "Well, we are like that." 


"Find
something more practical," Don ordered, heading for the kitchen. 


"He's
got one in storage but he said it doesn't run," Danny offered. "If we
could...." 


"I'm
going to drive it into a bad neighborhood, park it, leave the keys in it, and
then walk away," Xander said dryly, clicking on one.  "Don,
they're all sports cars." 


"That
would get you carjacked," Don called, coming back to look. 
"That's a Mustang." 


"Yeah
but it's their baby.  I know them, I met them at the convention.  She
carries around pictures of her mustangs in her wallet like they're her children
or pets." 


Don
shrugged.  "Then why is she selling one?" 


"Her
keeper hates the color on that one."  He pouted at him. 
"Danny said he's got a friend in Boston who can check that one out for
me." 


"You'd
spend more in gas than you do in cab fare right now," Don pointed out
patiently.  "It's not practical, Xander.  Even if it's an
armored tank." 


"No,
the hummer's in Miami," he said, clicking on that link. 


"Butter
soft leather seats, much love in the car in the past, runs good, can get away
from shooting kidnapers, F-1 engine booster installed for when necessary,"
he read.  "Interesting."  He took another drink and
sighed.  "The one in Boston is more practical than that.  What
sort is it?" 


"Range
Rover," Danny offered.  "Look up their stats on the car site,
Xander."  Xander went back to get the make and model, then typed it
in to find the ratings and the MGP and all that stuff.   "Not
too terrible," he offered.  "Nearly twenty-five MPG." 


"Oooh,"
Xander said, looking at something.  "This person is doing a chemical
engine.  No gas."  He pulled that one up, looking at it. 
"Runs on chemical obsidian mix?" he read, looking at Danny. 
"Huh?  I know what obsidian is." 


"Interesting
but I'd want to see it in action," Danny told him.  Xander
nodded.  "Are they in the city?"  Xander nodded. 
"Then maybe we'll see on my next day off."  He patted him on the
hand.  "Don, that Range Rover isn't that bad." 


"It's
still a big gas hog.  He should have something more modest. 
Something that doesn't scream 'I'm loaded' and 'carjack me'."  He
took another sip and sat down to get onto another site.  "What did
Adam say about driving stuff when you asked him?"  Xander gave him an
odd look.  "I figured you talked to him first.  You seem
to." 


"He
suggested I hire a driver and buy a modest Beamer or something in that
class.  Understated old money but safe since it'd be a true bodyguard. 
He suggested Mac find me the driver among his buddies." 


"That's
not a bad idea," Don admitted. "But you're not quite rich enough to
need that treatment.  Plus you'd have to find him another place. I don't
think I could live with another person." 


"Sure." 
He got back to looking.  "They're trendy cars," he said,
grimacing.  "I'm not really the trendy sort," he said at the odd
looks.  "Cordy was trendy.  Not me.  I was anti- trendy really." 
He settled in to keep looking.  "Eww."  He flipped off that
picture quickly. 


"Look
at the classic muscle cars," Danny suggested. 


Xander
looked at him for a minute. "I'm not compensating, I'm not a high school
football star, and I'm not going bald." 


Danny
snickered at that.  "Other guys like them too," he offered. 


"Yeah,
because that's what the cool kids in their generation drove.  Which were
usually jocks," Xander said dryly, going back to it. He backed out of that
site, going to something more modest and less sporty and trendy.  He
looked at Don and pouted.  "Please?" 


"Fine,
let his friend look at the Range Rover," he sighed, getting up and heading
to change. "At least you'll be safe in it." 


"It
said it's got bulletproof panels," Xander called after him. Don just
moaned at that.  "Sorry." 


"No,
that's probably a good thing," Don decided, ignoring the mental flash of
Xander explaining to the first cop that pulled him over how this was a better
car for him because it was kidnaping proof, showing all the various
features.  He came out. "I've got to do range time tonight, kid. You
coming?"  Xander looked at him and blinked.  "Yes, you. You
need it.  Before you start carrying your gun, I want to make sure you do
know how to use it properly." 


"Yes,
Don."  He looked at Danny.  "Want to come with us?" 


"No,
I'm good without going," Danny offered. 


"Grab
your gear and let's go," Don ordered.  "You too, Danny. 
You could use the practice."  Xander grinned and went to change
clothes, handing Danny a t-shirt then going back into his room. 


Danny
looked at the shirt, then shook his head.  "Not my thing, sorry,
Xander."  He handed back the 'I'm bigger and better, wanna try me and
find out' shirt.  Xander just grinned and handed over a plain one. 
"Thanks."  He changed shirts, ignoring Don's teasing
smirk.  "I know it's true, I don't have ta state it on a shirt,"
he defended. "After all, I've had girls who refused ta do me because I'm
so good." 


Xander
came out.  "I put two guys in traction, let's not start
comparing."  He found his gun from where Don had hidden it, making
sure it was loaded and ready.  It went into the carrying case and was
clipped onto his waist.  "Okay, I'm ready." 


"Unload
it.  You can't bring it loaded onto the range," Don ordered. 


Xander
unloaded it and put the clip into his pocket.  "Okay, now I'm ready."



"Let's
go," Don said, taking them down to the car. 


"You
know, that SUV is lavender," Danny teased. "It'll go with some of
your suits." 


"Unless
you want to be a target, lay off my suits," Don said firmly. 


"Sure,
twinkle toes," Danny teased. 


"You
dance, Don?" 


"Not
often."  He pulled out of the parking spot and headed to the
range.  Before Xander started to help Danny.  "So, the thing
Adam said?" 


"It's
true.  The GHS scientists working on stuff said that there's some chemical
in jizz that helps hold down the pheromone production."  Don gaped at
him.  "Yeah."  He grinned.  "So it could keep him
safer to blow you and you'd have a happier day most days." 


"With
the way his hormones run, it might take a hockey team for that," Don
complained. 


Xander
blushed.  "Not really.  I know not wearing it out daily is a bad
thing.  Even if I do have to do myself." 


Danny
patted him on the back.  "If I wasn't dating, I'd let you do me too,
Xander."  Xander blushed brighter.  "Just between
friends."  Xander slunk down. 


Don
glared at him. "Don't embarrass the kid for having urges." 


"You
two sound married sometimes," Xander complained. 


"If
we were, you'd be the maid we'd be sharing," Don countered with a smirk
for him. 


"Can
we change subjects?" Xander squeaked. 


"Sure,
Xander.  So, Danny, why were you two at the station?" 


"Xander
needed ta talk about his training with Mac.  The sensei guy said he wasn't
going to be able to keep going.  He's too stretchy." 


"Too
stretchy?" 


"I'm
too languid and smooth in the wrong ways.  He said I'd have to retrain
everything about myself and quit being a GHS member," Xander said
bitterly.  "I'm not willing to give up who and what I am so he said
he can't teach me anything."  He shrugged a bit.  "It sucks
but it happens." 


"Mac
said he knew someone who taught a weapons style that might work better for
him," Danny offered.  "He'll get in touch with him for
Xander." 


"That'd
help," Don agreed.  "It'd also be good exercise."  He
parked and looked at Xander.  "If they ask, you're my little brother." 
Xander nodded at that.  "Good."  He got out and the others
followed, heading after him.  Don and Danny flashed their badges at the
door guard, getting a nod.  "My little brother.  I'm making sure
he can use the one he just bought." 


"Sure. 
Though I heard he was your bitch."  The guard looked at Xander, then
at Flack.  "Good taste." 


"Thanks,"
he said dryly.  "Who told you that?" 


"Aiden,
Stella, and Danny have all called me that," Xander noted quietly. 
Don rolled his eyes and punched Danny on the arm. 


"Ow! 
It's the truth. You're his protector." 


"Yeah,
but he's still not my bitch."  The guard snickered but he let them
in.  "Thanks." 


"Not
a problem, Flack."  He nodded at Xander. "Can you use
it?"  He nodded. "You sure?" 


Xander
nodded again.  "Scored in the eightieth percentile when the guy at
the shop tested me."  He followed Don, taking the ear protectors and
glasses he got handed.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He looked at him.  "Where did you buy that?" 


"The
same place most of the PD goes.  I went to the most legal place I could
find."  He followed them onto the range itself, which was mostly
deserted.  There were a few officers at the other end.  Don set them
up at this end, letting Danny get his own cubicle.  Xander still flinched
at the first shot. 


"Good
instincts," Don praised.  "Put on the ear
protectors."  Xander did that and Don waved a hand.  Xander
sighed and took the front position, pulling his gun out to check it again and
reload it.  He calmly flicked the safety off and took aim, squinting
some.  Then he shook his head and changed glasses with Don.  Don
chuckled but that pair didn't have scratches.  Xander took aim again and
had to squint again but that was all right.  He shot, and then tilted his
head to the side and banged the gun on the counter, adjusting the sight
again.  He did it again and this time he was much closer to the
center.  The rest of the clip went into the same spot.  Xander got
out of the way and took off his ear protectors. 


"Did
you just bang the gun to adjust the sight?" Danny asked him.  Xander
nodded, looking sheepish.  "Those things have screws." 


"I
can't get it to tighten.  Even the guy at the shop couldn't get it to
tighten."  He shrugged.  "He tried really hard and
threatened to superglue it on me too. I said I'd rather dent the gun." 


Don
took it to look over, then pulled his pocket knife and opened it, using it to
tighten the screw.  He checked it then adjusted it slightly with a tap
before finishing it and handing it back.  "There.  That is part
of proper gun maintenance, Xander." 


"I
know but I couldn't find that one on this one.  I trained on a Glock, this
one's different." 


"Then
why didn't you get what you trained on?" Danny asked patiently. 


"He
said I'm too limp wristed for something that powerful." 


Don
shook his head.  "We'll see."  He walked down to the other
end, taking something out of the cabinet and bringing it back, loading bullets
in.  "Here, prove it."  Xander checked it, then loaded the
clip and cocked it, putting back on his hearing protectors and glasses. 
This time the target was much better.  Don nodded, bringing it in to
look.  "Okay, so heavier is better in guns."  Xander
nodded, handing it back along with the glasses. "We'll fix that one later." 
He took the glasses and did his own round, getting pretty much spot on the
center of the target. 


Danny
pointed for Xander's benefit.  "They wanted us all ta do that but I'm
not that great."  He pointed at his own target, earning a
smile.  It looked a lot like Xander's first one.  "I'm a geek,
not a gun guy.  I keep in practice in case I have to, but I don't like
it." 


"I
like weapons."  Xander shrugged and looked at Don's target. 
"I'm probably not going to get that good." 


"You
were also squinting," Don reminded him. "Therefore you will talk to
someone about glasses today as well."  He went to put the other gun
back, marking it as dirty so the people on punishment could clean it
later.  Then he came back.  "Okay.  Danny, you suck." 


"Yeah,
well, some of us are geeks," he noted dryly. 


Don
looked at him.  "Your bad shooting could endanger my life." 


"I
make qualifications." 


Xander
handed over everything and walked off, going back to the car so those two could
fight in peace.  He held up his target for the front guard. 
"That's not bad, right?" 


"No,
that's pretty good.  That's qualification inside the second
ring."  Xander grinned at that.  "Did you remember to bring
a reload?" 


"Nope,
but I have the feeling I'm going to be cleaning it and reloading it at home
while those two argue some more."  He walked off at the laugh, going
to break into the car so he could sit in there. 


Danny
came out, giving the guard a questioning look.  "He said he's giving
you two the chance to fight in peace." 


"Yeah,"
he snorted, heading to get the boy out of the car.  "How did you get
in there?" 


"I
picked the lock.  It comes in handy.  My old piece of junk had one I
had to pick because a key broke in it once." 


Danny
drug him inside again, shaking his head the whole way.  "He picked
the lock on your car, Flack." 


Don
looked at him.  "Good, then I won't worry about him forgetting his
keys some night."  He handed him his own gun. 
"Again.  I want to make sure you're proficient with everything in the
house." 


"Does
that mean you want to lunge at me with a sword like Danny did?"  He
took the glasses and ear protectors back, taking his spot and checking the
gun.  "Where's the safety on this one?" 


"Other
side," Danny said patiently.  Xander looked then made sure it was
off.  He took aim and squinted, then got down to do this target
too.   "It's fairly consistent." 


"Mine's
weighted differently," Don pointed out.  "His barretta is way
too light.  It's a purse gun."  Xander got finished and handed
it back, waving his bracing wrist.  "Too heavy?" 


"Too
much recoil," he complained. 


"You
still did okay," Don admitted, pulling in that target to look at it
closer.  "Good enough."  He clapped him on the back. 
"Okay, let's go.  Is the car locked again?"  Xander
nodded.  "Good, show me how you did it."  Xander sighed and
they put everything up, letting Don get a reload from the stores.  Then
they went out to watch Xander pick open the car door again.  They got in,
Don and Xander in the front, Danny leaning on the back of the front seat. 
"Not too bad, Xander."  He glanced at him.  "Where's
your piece of crap?" 


"Devi's
garage."  That got a nod and they headed that way first.  Xander
got out to let them see it, not really having to point it out.  It was the
only POS in the garage. 


Danny
looked at it, then shook his head.  "I don't think anyone would even
steal it, Xander." 


Xander
shrugged. "It only cost me three hundred."  He checked it for
stuff, finding his CD and a few other things in the back and trunk. 
Including a sex toy he didn't realize he had.  He got underneath, finding
the hidden bag he had put inside a hole in the frame.  He came out,
tossing it at Don.  "Pictures."  He checked under the hood,
then the trunk again, finding the hidden spot for cash back there. 
"My last girlfriend was a money hoover," he explained with a sheepish
grin.  "It kept her from eating it all."  He put that into
his pocket and moved closer.  "That's Willow.  That's
Buffy."  He flipped.  "That's Cordy and Anya.  They
understand each other all too well for my peace of mind."  He
flipped.  "That's us right after graduation.  The night before I
left for my first road trip, the one that got me stranded in
Oxnard."  He flipped again.  "That's Buffy's mom. 
Love the woman most of the time."  He flipped again.  "That's
all us and Giles.  There's Oz against Willow's side." 


Danny
smirked at that one.  "Well, Oz had good taste." 


Don
looked at him.  "Think you can finish setting up the computer so he's
got his bookmarks and I've got mine?" 


"Why
can't you?  Not like I'm some computer guy," he complained, frowning
at him. 


"I
think he thinks that you know Oz, who is a hacker," Xander explained,
"so therefore you might know something about them." 


Danny
just nodded once, then smirked and shook his head. "It's more of an
exclusive club. Sorry, Don."  He clapped him on the back and took the
next picture to look at.  "Huh.  Bathing suits." 


Xander
groaned and took that one.  "Anya found the stash."  He
pulled out the other to count it.  "She stole six hundred from here
too."  He rolled his eyes but put it up.  They looked at him.
"I worked construction my last nine months in Sunnydale."  He
flipped to the last one.  "That's Jesse," he said quietly,
tapping the picture.  Don gave him a hug.  "Thanks.  So,
can we drive this somewhere and let it be stolen?" 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed.  "I'll do that.  Meet you guys where in an
hour?" 


"Which
way you heading?" Don asked. 


"Staten. 
Gotta support the old neighborhood." 


Don
nodded.  "The mall out that way.  They had one of those one hour
eyeglass places."  Danny nodded, taking the keys from Xander. 
They watched as it took six times and Xander pushing on something in the engine
for it to start.  It drove off once the hood was down.  Don shook his
head.  "Really crappy car."  He got Xander back into his,
handing him back the pictures.  "Come on, let's go fix the
squint." 


"I
only squint when I'm doing targets." 


"Which
means you'll do it when you drive," Don said patiently, heading off for
that mall.  "It'll be about an hour if you wanted to nap." 


"No,
I'm okay," he said, but he did yawn.  "How do you do that?"



Don
gave him his favorite shit-eating, I'm getting into trouble now smirk. 
"I'm adorable, yet forceful, and people want to follow my commands so
they'll please me and make me give them special looks and shoulder
squeezes.  Nap."  Xander sighed but settled in to nap while he
drove.  Don smiled at the cute picture, shaking his head.  Xander
grew on people.  A year ago he'd never have imagined having someone like
Xander living in the same building as him, much less in the same place and
being under his protection.  Now, he needed to talk to the boy about not
spoiling him anymore.  He had seen the new suit in his closet and it was
nice, but he didn't need boyfriend presents.  They finally got in and
parked, him letting Xander sleep for a few more.  After all, he didn't see
Danny yet. 


***



Danny
parked in the worst neighborhood he could, getting out.  He blatantly left
the keys in the ignition, the window down, and looked at the guys watching from
a stoop a few doors down.  "The owner's getting a better
one."  He held up his badge. "It runs crappy, he had to push on
something in the engine to get it started, but it's fixable and runs once you
get it started.  Let someone who needs it have it." 


The
guys came over to look at the car.  "POS, man," one complained. 


Danny
smirked from the bus stop.  "That's why he's getting a new one. 
He's a former construction worker who hit the lottery recently.  It goes
well once it's started."  The bus came and he got on, leaving it with
them.  If they didn't know someone who could use it, they'd find someone
and sell it for scrap.  He had to change busses to get to the mall, but he
found Don's car in the parking lot.  He also saw a more familiar car and
mentally groaned.  This was not making him happy.  He headed inside,
glancing at the map.  There were two eyeglass places.  He went for
the closest one, finding them waiting in there.  "We good?" 


"Ten
more minutes and they've got an opening," Don offered, handing him a
magazine.  "I'm wondering if we'll have to strap him down.  This
is his first ever.  After this, we're going to do a complete physical this
week too." 


"I
don't need one," Xander whined. 


"Shut
up, Xander." 


"But,
Don!  Danny, make him see sense," he begged at the head shake. 


"When
was your last one?" Danny asked. 


"Aww,
what do we have here?" a male voice taunted.  "Two cops and a
geek?" 


Xander
glared at him.  "Do you fucking well mind, you piss drinking
moron?"  The man looked startled. "Having a whining and begging
session here, and no, the two cops were right but I'm nowhere near a
geek.  Thanks anyway though.  At least you admire me for
something."  He grinned sweetly.  The man ran off. 
"Piss off," he said when Danny opened his mouth.  "Already
not in a good mood." 


Don
handed Danny a buck.  "Go get him a candy bar and stay away from the
gang kids.  Before I have to let the whining one go after them this
time."  Danny went to do that.  "Xander," he started
patiently.  "Your mouth is going to get you in trouble.  Around
here, that's a reason to kick your ass.  You can't fight that well." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I can if I'm in danger." 


"He'd
be bringing his friends.  Let me speak, you be cute and cuddly,
okay?"  Xander sighed and nodded.  "Good."  He
patted him on the back. "We'll get you glasses that make you look cute and
cuddly too.   That way you don't go blind."  The nurse
coughed and Xander followed her.  Don took the candy bar when Danny came
back. "You go to the store?" he demanded. 


"No,
I apologized to the poor confused Crypt who was nearly vibrating in
agitation," he said dryly, flopping back down.  "I tried to warn
him on the subway when he tried the two who were going after my gun." 


Don
nodded.  "He'll learn.  Though, that wasn't too bad.  I'll
have to remember that."  Danny swatted him and shook his head. 
"You need yours changed too?" 


"Nah,
I'm good.  I could use mine adjusted but I can do that while they fit
him."  He settled in to wait, only smirking when Xander's voice
floated out, still complaining.  "When was his last physical?" 


"When
got checked for pheromones.  Before that, when he was in the ER for a
broken arm."  Danny groaned.  "His parents weren't big on
that.  So, did Oz have a talk or a *talk* with his parents?" 


"I
think he had a *talk* with them.  Something about his father's gambling
debts being the least of his problems if he came near Xander again." 
He shrugged and looked over as the door opened and a nice looking woman walked
in.  "So, we're taking your little brother where after this?" he
asked dryly. 


"Getting
him glasses.  Dinner.  He needs to eat tonight and the best way is to
make him eat somewhere other than home.  Though, Aiden got him to eat
bagels with her."  He went back to his magazine.   Xander
whined again.  He got up and walked back there, glaring at him.
"Quit."  Xander quit.  "Thank you! It's not killing
you." 


"The
drops can burn," the tech offered gently.  "We hear plenty of
it.  You could stay and hold his hand." 


"He's
not mine, lady, I protect him.  I don't coddle him that much." 
Xander nodded at that.  "See?"  She smiled and nodded,
going back to the tests.  "Don't make me handcuff you, Xander." 


"Yes,
Don," he complained mildly.  He did what was told of him and
behaved.  He didn't like making Don upset.  It meant he got less cuddles
at home.  Even if he did have to have dorky glasses to drive. 


***



Don
came home two days later to find two large boxes in the middle of the living
room and the bookshelves full of books and tapes.  "Uh-huh. 
Didn't I say no online shopping?" he called.  No answer. 
"Xander?" he tried again.  He walked around the boxes, heading
to check the office and the boy's bedroom, finding him curled up and
asleep.  "Aww," he said quietly, coming in to cover him. 
Xander kicked it off immediately.  "Fine, be that way."  He
went to look at the titles, smiling at some of them but baffled by some. 
A few were even in some odd Japanese characters.  He looked at the
front.  "Anime?" he guessed.  He put it down and went to
change clothes.  He came out and Xander was still asleep. He went to start
dinner, not hearing anything from the bedroom.  It was almost
unnatural.  Xander snored quietly but he did make noise.  He went
back in there, checking for a pulse.  The boy was cold but alive, he had a
pulse.  He was also flushed.  He was sweating.  Don tried to
wake him, no go.  He tried a bit harder, remembering that Mac woke hard
sometimes too when he crashed in his office after a really hard case.  He
tried a third time, then called an ambulance.  He went to let them in, nodding
back toward the bedroom.  "First door on the right.  He won't
wake up.  He's not snoring." 


The
paramedics checked him over, one getting a weak swat.  "Does he take
any medicine, sir?" 


"Detective
and no.  No drugs, no meds, nothing like it.  His version of drugs is
chocolate and sex." 


"It
looks like he may be chemically suppressed," the other one noted quietly. 


Don
stiffened when he heard the door open.  He glanced in the hallway and
snuck across to his room, grabbing his gun.  He came out and found someone
in the hallway.  "Freeze.  Who are you?" 


"I
own the building," he said placidly, hands up.  "You are?" 


"I
met the owner of the building, buddy.  Try again.  ID, now." 


"All
right, if you tell me who you are and why there's paramedics here." 


"My
roommate, Xander, if you must know.  And I'm Detective Flack." 
The man swallowed.  "No, I'm not going to ask you again.  ID,
now!"  He pulled out his wallet and tossed it over.  Don caught
it one handed, glancing inside.  "Sherman.  Well, Sherman, the
owner of the building's name is Blair.  He's a really pale guy and you're
not."  The man tried to back up.  "Ah!  Don't
move."  He reached in blindly, dropping the wallet to find his
cuffs.  He pounced the guy when he tried to move, slamming him against the
wall to cuff him.  "I said don't move. You should know better. 
Now, answer in a simple, short sentence.  Who are you, why are you in my
apartment, and what did you do to Xander?" 


"De..Devi
sent me to gather Xander.  He heard someone was after him, a cop this
time.  I only sedated him." 


"With
what?" one of the paramedics demanded. 


"Don!"
Aiden yelled. 


"Get
in here, go with Xander," he ordered.  She nodded, coming to
help.  "With what?" 


"Pain
killers.  Percocet!" 


"Damn
it, the kid has no tolerance," Aiden shouted.  He flinched
again.  "You kill his ass, Don.  I'll make sure it's ruled a
good shoot.  These guys won't mind, will you, guys?" 


"No,
detective," they agreed, loading Xander.  Xander swatted at one and
kicked at the other. 


"Xander,
baby, it's Aiden," she said, stroking his cheek.  "We're taking
you to the ER.  Someone gave you drugs, baby.  Just relax and let us
go with you.  I'm going to be right beside you and damn if some nurse will
move my ass."  He settled down with a mumble.  "I know, Don'll
be right with us once he's got the guy booked and in a cell with a few guys
who'll want to rape him."  She followed, going with him. 


"That's
not a bad idea," Don agreed.  He drug him to the living room, calling
his boss.  "Send me someone at home to pick up the burglar who
sedated Xander.  Now please.  Yeah, he's in cuffs.  No, not
yet.   Because he broke into my house, boss.  Please.  No,
Aiden went with him.  Thanks."  He hung up and looked at him. 
"How bad does Devi not understand the word 'no'?" he demanded. 
"Xander told him no repeatedly.  He's not coming back.  If
there's another cop after him, we'll handle that one too."  The man
went really pale.  "So yeah, you're in deep shit and Devi and I are
gonna have a talk."  Someone tapped on the door. 
"What!"  Oz walked in.  "They just took Xander to the
ER." 


"I
saw that."  He looked at the demon, then smirked.  "You
know what I am."  The man started to cry.  "Xander is my
pack.  Do we understand each other?"  The man nodded
frantically. "Good, pass that back to Devi when you call him to bail you
out.  Because the boy will not be hurt, not without me and the others who
love him coming for him.  He's out of the business.  For
good."  The man nodded.  Oz moved out of the way of the people
coming up the hall, opening the door.  "Ah, officers." 


"Him,
Flack?" one asked, nodding at Oz. 


"No,
he's one of the kid's friends from home.  This one," he said,
pointing at the guy in cuffs.  They looked.  He slapped him and he
became visible again. "Don't do that again."  The man started to
cry for real. 


"His
back," Oz told him, coming over to hit in the right spot. 
"There, once a day," he said, instructing one of the cops. "That
freezes that skill for a day."  That got a nod and they walked him
off.  He looked at Don again.  "You're a good protector for
Xander.  We could've used you in Sunnydale." 


"Thanks,
I think.  I probably would've died though." 


"No,
our cops never came out of the station unless it was shoplifting or a
domestic."  He looked him over.  "Go, I can wait until
Xander's back." 


"No
offense...." 


"I'll
call Danny over." 


"Fine." 
He grabbed his keys and phone, leaving.  Danny trusted him and he was
Xander's friend.  He wouldn't be touching anything. 


Oz
looked at the boxes.  "A bored Xander is a dangerous thing on the
world.  He'll learn soon enough," he said, calling Danny. 
"I'm here at Xander's and he's at the ER.  Sedated from what they
were saying.  No, the guy got arrested.  Devi wanted him back
again.  Want to go destroy and maim with me?"  He smirked. 
"Good idea, Danny.  Meet you there.  You know the addy? 
It's around the corner from there.  Yeah, that club, then upstairs. 
See you there."  He hung up and walked out, locking the door behind
him. He had made an impression of Xander's key - just in case the kid needed
him. 


Some
pimps never learned. 


Well,
now they would. 


On
the way he was even nice enough to call Methos and let him know.  That way
he could pop around for a visit soon too.  After all, Meth loved the kid
almost as much as he loved Ray. 


***



Xander
woke up and stared at the very bland ceiling.  "Hospital. 
Yuck," he mumbled.  He looked around the room then at himself. 
He wiggled the one cuff on his IV arm.  The other was still free so he
took the other cuff off and sat up.  He looked at the IV.  Then
around.  He ripped a piece of sheet off with his teeth and free hand, then
bound his arm before taking out the IV.  It got tossed on top of a monitor
that was off.  He tied off the bandage and slid out of the bed, listening
at the curtain.  He glanced down at himself, grimacing. 
"Hospital gowns are evil.  I should know."  He glanced
through a crack in the curtain.  He was in the 'waiting' side of the
ER.  The nurses were all busy.  He opened the curtain a bit
wider.  One looked at his way but he had ducked.  He looked down, his
feet were sticking out.  He shrugged and walked out nonchalantly, heading
for the nearby bathroom.  On the way he took an extra gown off the back of
a cart.  He didn't care if it was infected with smallpox, he was not
staying in the hospital a moment longer than he absolutely had to. 


He
ducked into the bathroom, finding a guy in there.  He looked easy
enough.  The guy was a bit taller and heavier.  He nodded politely
then suddenly knocked him out.  He wiggled his pants off him, emptying the
pockets back into the guy's stomach and using the spare robe to cover
him.  He put on the pants and turned the gown around, letting it hang open
in the front.  He tucked the ties in so they didn't show.  He checked
himself.  He looked strange, but he didn't really care.  There was
another door so he went out that way, slipping unnoticed into the hustle of the
busier side of the ER, the trauma side.  He snuck down a wall and outside,
breathing a sigh of relief.   He knew he didn't have any cash but he
knew where his bank was.  "What time is it?" he asked the
orderly out there smoking. 


"Six-fifty." 
He looked at him. "Should you be out here?" 


"Nope. 
Needed fresh air before I hurled from the antiseptic."  That got a
knowing nod and the guy went back inside.  Xander snuck off, looking at
the signs.  This one was way far away from the house and he wasn't wearing
shoes.  The bank was closed.  He pouted and thought, then sighed and
smiled at a nearby officer.  "Can I get a lift home?  I live
with Detective Flack.  Please?  I got mugged."  The guy
nodded, letting him in to take him back to his place.  "Thanks."



"Welcome. 
How does Flack afford this neighborhood?" 


"I
used to be a rich guy's boyfriend, but he traded down."  The cop gave
him an odd look.  "I got too old at nineteen.  I paid for it
with the palimony."  That got an evil smirk.  "Don's
protecting me from the guys who want to kidnap me." 


"I
can understand that. We heard he had a kid he was watching out for." 
He dropped him off.  "Need help upstairs?" 


"No,
I'm good, thank you."  He gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
"You're incredibly nice."  He got out and headed inside, looking
at the doorman.  "Let me into my place?" 


"Sure,
Mr. Harris.  Are you okay?  You got drug out of here by the
paramedics."  He waved the cop off, getting a nod and he left, going
back toward the hospital.  "So, are you okay?" 


"I
feel fine.  What happened?" 


"We
know someone broke in, that's all I know.  I just got here." 


"I'm
sure Don will tell me later.  Thanks."  He walked in and looked
around, getting back to his shelving project.  Then he looked at himself
and went to change clothes.  He used one of the boxes to mail the clothes
to the hospital with a courier the doorman summoned.  It was only fair
after all.  He didn't want to keep them and the guy probably needed
them.  Then he got back to work on his shelving project. 


***



Don
looked up as someone coughed, taking the box.  "What's this?" 


"From
your doorman, sir.  I have no idea.  Sign please?"  Don
sighed and the guy left. 


Don
looked, finding a quick note from the doorman.  "I'll be
damned!" he said, getting up and going to see one of the nurses. 
"Can you check on Harris and give the guy he mugged in the bathroom his
pants back?" he asked, handing her the box.  She moaned and went to
find the guy in there.  He checked Xander's room.  The IV was
unplugged and stopped.  The sheet was ripped.  There was no
boy.  He rolled his eyes and went to find Aiden.  "He's at
home.  He mugged someone for their pants and left."  Mac
snickered at that.  "It's not funny." 


"Yes
it is," Aiden assured him, patting him on the arm.  "Come on,
let's go see your bitch, Don."  She walked off with him, taking him
home. 


"How
did you get home!" Don shouted as he walked in.  Xander 'eeped' and
went to hide.  "Xander!"  He came out, looking
sheepish.  "How did you get here from the hospital?" 


"A
very nice patrol officer who wanted to know how you afforded this building. I
told him you were protecting me from my rich ex-boyfriend's
assholes."  He gave him a sheepish grin.  "I hate
hospitals." 


"You
needed a hospital, you wouldn't wake up," Aiden said patiently, checking
him over.  "Let's see your arm."  He let her see it. 
"Cute.  Field bandaging?"  Xander nodded, hanging his
head.  "Sit."  He sat down and curled up on the end of a
couch.  "Thank you."  She got to work on the last few
books, looking at the shelves.  "Where do these go?" 


"Last
shelf.  I don't have them in any order."  She put them there
then went to get a drink, dragging Mac with her. 


Don
walked over and stared at the boy.  "You mugged someone to get his
pants?  You snuck out of the hospital?  One of the patrol guys gave
you a ride home?"  Xander nodded, still giving him a sheepish
look.  "Why do I put up with you?" 


"You'd
be bored?" Xander offered.  Don glared and he shrank in on
himself.  "I sent his pants back to him and I know he wasn't going to
be really injured.  Just a sore jaw.  I promise he's fine.  And
I sent them back." 


Don
groaned and stomped off to his room, slamming the door.  Then he let out a
nice, long scream. 


The
neighbor knocked and leaned in.  "Is Don okay?" she asked
patiently.  "He's a bit loud for sex." 


Xander
nodded.  "I snuck out of the ER.  He's frustrated and doesn't
know why he puts up with me." 


"Ah. 
That makes more sense."  She smiled and came over to give him a
hug.  "Are you all right?  I saw the paramedics." 


"What
did happen to me?" he called. 


"Some
guy broke in to bring you back to Devi.  He said that there was a cop after
you," Aiden offered, bringing him some juice. "He's fine, the guy
sedated him with pain killers.  They were letting him sleep it
off."  The neighbor smiled and nodded, going to tell the
others.  Aiden nudged him with the glass, making him take it. 
"You're eating tonight.  Real food.  Don, pizza or
chinese?" 


"I
don't care," he called back.  He came out of his room and found
Xander being babied.  "Nope, if he's not sick, he doesn't get
babied." 


"I'm
not," Aiden protested. "I got him juice.  His arm's still
seeping." 


"I
need to tie it tighter," Xander admitted, using his teeth to do
that.  "The really fun ones are up by your armpit because you can't
get it with your teeth," he said at Mac's odd look.  "I'm
fine.  A bit dizzy but I'm good.  You were there?"  Mac
smirked and nodded.  "Oops." 


"Yup,"
Don said, smacking him hard on the head.  "Bad, Xander!" 


"Yes,
Don."  He sighed and slumped down more. "I'm sorry.  Next
time I'll be more open and scream to be let out." 


"That'd
get you put in under psych admission," Aiden assured him, sitting next to
him. "What did you want for dinner tonight?" 


"That
tuna and filo dough that we had the other night?  My treat if you'll go
pick it up?" 


She
shrugged.  "Mac, want real food?" 


"Sure. 
Call it in.  Don?"  Don stomped off again.  "Xander,
try to calm it down.  They're not going to hurt you.  Even if
Sunnydale's hospital is a horrible place here is nicer." 


"Sorry." 
He looked in his glass and finished it, getting up to put it in the dishwasher,
then he went to talk to Don.  He tapped gently before walking in at the
grunt, cuddling up next to him since he was stretched out on his bed. 
"I'm sorry.  I don't like hospitals and I snuck out all the time
before.  It's a bad habit I'll fight next time."  Don snorted
but didn't look at him.  "I really am sorry."  Don looked
at him.  "It was wrong of me to mug the guy for his pants, even
though I sent them back." 


"Are
you just saying that or do you mean it?" he asked quietly. 


"I
knew it was wrong when I did it but I can't stand hospitals.  Hospitals
are where people go to die." 


Don
sighed and hugged him.  "Never again, Xander.  I mean
it."  Xander nodded, curling up on his shoulder.  "I'm not
cuddling you.  You don't deserve the treat."  Xander backed off,
nodding.  "Thank you.  Next time, at least have the nurse come
get me.  You could've went home as soon as they checked you over
again."  Xander lifted his shirt, showing the phone number on his
side.  "Okay, that was just tacky.  Which patrol
officer?"  Xander shrugged.  "Car number?" 


"Five-twelve."



"Thanks." 
He got up and went to make a note of that so he could find the guy tomorrow and
chew him a new one. It would get back through the PD network to call him if
they found Xander in trouble.  Xander slunk out and back to his corner of
the couch but Mac let him cuddle.  "No, he doesn't deserve the
treat," he ordered. 


"Don,
he nearly got taken again," Aiden reminded him.  "Just because
he escaped from the hospital before the nurses could do more than write their
numbers on him doesn't mean he wasn't knocked out and almost taken again."



"They
did?" Mac asked.  Xander showed him.  "Huh.  Well, the
blonde one was cute."  Xander groaned and shuddered. 
"That's fine.  Relax, Xander.  Danny said he went to have a talk
with Devi with Oz." 


"Oz
is apparently good at those talks," Don said dryly.  "What's for
food?" 


"I
called in an order and I'm going to pick it up in a few," Aiden offered,
getting up. "Keys?"  Don gave her a look.  "Now. 
If you wanna eat."  He handed them over.  "Xander,
wallet?"  He pointed and she went to dig into the drawer that had the
roll of cash in it.  He always kept the emergency and ordering stash in
his sock drawer inside his black argyle socks. She came out with enough for
that and to put gas in Don's car, then headed out to pick up dinner. 


Don
called his mother.  "It's me, Ma.  I got the message you called
me earlier but my phone was staticky.  What's going on?"  He
listened, leaning on the counter.  Then he grabbed a soda.  He didn't
want a beer tonight.  Drinking tonight would be bad.  "No, we're
home after Xander escaped from the hospital.  Yup, escaped," he said,
taking a drink.  "No, he's fine. Someone broke in here to take
him.  They sedated him. He's fine.  He pulled his own IV so his arm's
got to quit bleeding but otherwise he's fine."  He took another drink
and listened, smiling.  "No, we ordered from a real restaurant
tonight.  Sure, you can have half of mine.  Come on over,
Ma."  He hung up.  "Xander, put on a shirt." 
Xander went to do that, locking himself in his bedroom.  Don pulled out a
canceled card of Xander's and went to get him out.  "I said put on a
shirt.  My mother won't beat you for being that stupid."  Xander
gave him a look.  "Out.  Now."  Xander trudged back
out there.  Don grabbed him a shirt and stopped to look in the open
drawer.  He saw one single sock that was a ball and glanced inside, then
shook his head.  "I don't need to know."  He walked out,
tossing the shirt over Xander's head.  "Put it on.  Put that
money in the bank." 


"It's
for when we order out," Xander defended. 


Don
looked at him.  "Even if that was all in ones it's well over five
hundred dollars.  Put it in the bank tomorrow. You don't need more than
two hundred here." 


"Yes
I do.  In case someone breaks in and I have to run." 


Don
stared at him then shook his head.  "I doubt you would.  Put
most of it in the bank."  Aiden came back and handed over the
keys.  "What did you get us?" 


"Depends
on if you want ravioli stuffed with cheese or vegetarian rice
pilaf?"  He took the ravioli, like she had thought he would. 
She handed Xander his tuna, Mac his rice pilaf, then sat down with her dinner.
"Thanks, Xander.  Don, can you bring us some drinks?" 


"Sure. 
Sodas, juice, water, milk?" 


"Juice
and Xander could use some more too," Mac offered quietly.  He glanced
at Xander.  "How did you get out?" 


"I
went to the bathroom.  I knocked him out, took off his pants, put
everything in the pockets back under his shirt, then snuck out the other door
to the smoking area.  Out there I asked an orderly or someone the time,
found out it was after the banks were closed, then saw an officer doing
paperwork on his hood.  I asked him for a ride.  I told him Don was
my protector and he brought me back before going back there I
guess."  He ate a bite of his dinner and ducked his head when Don
glared at him. "Sorry, Don." 


"At
least he can sneak," Aiden offered.  "That's always a good
thing."  Danny walked in after a quick knock.  "Eww, you
stink, go bathe or something!" she complained, swatting him. 


"Sorry,
demon goo.  Xander, Devi is very sorry. He's never doing it again. 
Can I borrow some clothes and shower here?  You guys have better water
pressure."  Xander nodded.  "Thanks."  He headed
back that way, going to clean up with the special soap Xander had for demon
ickiness.  Xander's own words when he had showed it off. 


"I
should yell that you stunk up my place," Don called after him.  He
ate another bite.  "So, no one stopped you?" 


"The
other door led into Trauma and I snuck down the walls, carefully out of the
way.  They're all too busy to notice me.  Plus, I had the gown on
like a shirt, open in front.  The only thing they would've noticed is the
pattern and the lack of shoes.  That's why I didn't walk.  Don't get
the poor officer in trouble, Don," he pleaded.  "He was a really
nice guy to me.  Please?  I'll try to do the laundry tomorrow." 


"No
thanks.  Last time you put in a tie."  He ate another bite and
picked up the phone when it rang.  "Flack," he said through the
food.  He listened, then smirked and swallowed.  "Yeah, he's
here.  Thanks for letting me know.  Next time, call me when you're
bringing him back or on the way in, okay?  Yeah, well, he was sedated by
someone who broke in here and tried to take him again.  Sure.  That's
why I'm here, man. Thank you."  He hung up and looked at Mac. 
"The sergeant at that unit decided it'd be a good idea to let me know
since Xander told the officer I was his protector."  He ate another
bite, noticing Xander was now hidden from view he had slid so far down. 
"Sit up and eat," he ordered once he swallowed.  Xander did
that, eating quickly. "Good. Thank you."  Someone knocked on the
door.  "Who is it?" 


"Blair."



"He's
fine," Don called. "I got him back and I'm upping the security
system." 


"That's
fine."  He let himself in, then smiled at the others. 
"Greetings. I own the building." 


"Yeah,
the Sherman guy said he did," Don said dryly, eating another bite. 
He pointed at Xander, getting a smile.  "We're fine, Blair, but thank
you." 


"You're
welcome.  I'm glad I wasn't there tonight."  He looked at Danny
when he came out.  "You were quite insistent." 


"Of
course.  Had ta happen to get the point across.  After all, Devi
didn't take 'no' for an answer," he noted dryly. 


"No,
he often doesn't.  Xander, are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine, Blair.  Thank you for coming to check on me," he said quietly,
looking at him.  "I'm okay now.  The asshole gave me pain
killers."  He finished his dinner and curled up in  a smaller
ball again.  "I snuck out of the hospital even." 


"Well,
at least it wasn't serious.  Riasu and I are going to send you a new
security system.  I'll expect it to be on even when you're home,
Xander.  That way we don't have to worry about you again." 
Xander nodded at that.  "Good boy.  Don, they heard
screaming?" 


"Me
in frustration," he agreed dryly.  He finished his dinner. 
"Nice choice, Xander and Aiden. I like this place." 


Blair
looked at the cover, then at him.  "They're fairly higher class but
very good food. I thought about taking Xander there once but it's too open and
too many wanted him at that time."  He smiled at the young man in
question.  "I'll make sure the manager and the doorman both know to
limit anyone they don't know coming up." 


"We
expect officers now and then and my parents," Don offered. 
"Have him call first."  That got a nod from the vampire. 
"Anything else?"  Blair walked over and whispered in his
ear.  He blinked.  "Excuse me?  Is that like a reward?"



"More
like the others didn't want it, their pets refused it, and Xander wasn't there
to protest," he offered quietly.  "We'll need someone to deal
with it.  Plus I do believe Devi was hiding some things of his. 
They'll be sent over later tonight.  The first needs a storage area."



"We've
got one here." 


"More
like a warehouse.  It was a villa's worth, Donald." 


Don
considered it then sighed.  "Okay.  Xander, do you have a
storage area?"  Xander slowly shook his head.  He glanced at
Aiden then back at the kid.  "When you rescued those people, the
daddy, as you put it, said that the stuff there could go to whoever wanted
it.  You weren't there to say no.  No one else wanted it." 
Xander groaned and slumped over, hiding his face on Mac's arm.  "Got
anywhere you want it to go?" 


"Salvation
Army?" 


"I
doubt they want the gold oil lamps but the couches they might like," Blair
offered, smiling at him. "Should I make it go to a storage area?" 


"Can
you make it disappear?"  Blair shook his head, giving him a
look.  "Please?" Xander begged. "I'll be a good boy." 


Blair
came over to hug him.  "I'm sorry, Xander. I know this vexes
you.  The same as Devi was hiding some of your tips from you. 
They'll be over later tonight."  He stroked over the dark hair. 
"I do wish you would grow that out.  Maybe waist length." 
He whispered something and the boy's hair grew down his back to just below his
shoulder blades, making everyone else stare.  "A bit of magic is good
for a being."  He kissed Xander gently.  "You will always
be my favorite.  I'll let Riasu do some soundproofing as well when he
brings up the new security system." 


"I'm
sorry I make Don be so loud." 


"I'm
sure it's not all your fault," he soothed, stroking over his hair. 
Danny coughed.  "Sorry.  Old habits and all that."  He
smiled at Xander, getting a knowing look back. "I'll be a good vampire if
you be a good boy."  He smirked.  "I'll have those things
sent to a storage area.  I'm sure you can make it up to me by paying me
back." 


"Take
some of the gaudy crap," Don offered dryly, staring at the vampire's back.



"Of
course I can," he agreed, smiling at him. "I would never touch Xander
without his permission again," he said calmly. 


"Yay.
He's still outta the business," Danny reminded him. 


"I
know, such a shame as well.  He nearly bankrupted a few Masters in
town.  Gave me great ability to come in and take over so I could expand
and make my childe go somewhere else."  He smiled and walked out,
letting in the woman who was coming up the hall and looked like Flack. 
"Ma'am." 


"Thank
you, dear.  A friend of Xander's?" 


"The
building's owner.  We were talking about a new security system for this
apartment."  He smiled and walked off, going to give orders to the
doormen and the manager. Or possibly eat him since he had to let the demon in. 


Don's
mother walked in and closed the door.  "He seems like he's very
concerned about his tenants.  It's a nice change," she said
happily.  "Donny."  She walked over to hug him. "How
are you?" 


"Fine,
Ma, just a bit frustrated with Xander.  He mugged someone for their pants
so he could escape the ER." 


"I
sent them back at least," Xander offered sheepishly, sinking down again. 


Danny
snorted.  "You're a man now, Xander, take it like a man." 
He patted him on the head.  "Aiden, anything left?"  Mac
handed over the rest of his rice. "Thanks, Mac, you sure?" 


"I'm
sure. I had the vegetables that came with it and half the rice."  He
smiled at Don's mother.  "Mrs. Flack," he said, getting up to
shake her hand. "I'm Mac Taylor, this is Aiden Burns, one of my CSI, and
Danny Messer, another of my CSI.  They help Don watch out for
Xander." 


"Now
all we need is Stella," Danny said with a smirk. 


"She'd
start swearing in Greek again," Don noted dryly.  "Loudly. 
For hours on end.  I'm sparing her blood pressure.  We can call her
later."  They all nodded at that. "Ma, want something to
drink?" 


"No,
dear, I'm fine."  She looked at Xander.  Then she moved
closer.  He squeaked and ran.  "Does the boy have a
mother?" 


"Not
anymore," Danny said dryly.  "She and the dirtbag ran to Mexico
to get away from his dad's gambling debts and his friends.  After Oz got
done, Willow took a turn," he told Don.  "She is worse than
anyone.  Ever."  Don shuddered at that.  "Her crap
slipped and the house went 'whoosh'."  He waved his fork and smirked.
"Fortunately they were already gone.  Oz told them Xander got taken
by a powerful man who was going to be taking care of him.  Made it seem
like the Godfather had him.  They don't want to mess with his
boyfriend," he finished with a smirk. 


"Yeah,
because if someone like that found out, they'd be dead," Aiden agreed
dryly.  "Where in Mexico?"  Someone knocked and she got up
to answer it, nodding at the guys carrying the chest.  "In front of
the couch, guys.  That the stuff that the asshole was keeping from him or
the other stuff?" 


"This
is the stuff Devi sent over," one said respectfully.  "There is
another box, ma'am.  If you'll sign?"  She picked up the pen. 


"No,"
Danny said, glaring at him.  "I know that trick."  The
delivery guy looked nervous.  "No, she don't need to sign. 
Xander?"  He came out and the guys all gaped.  "Now, box
and go."  They handed it over then left at a dead run. 
"Get the door," he ordered.  Aiden kicked it shut and sat down
to look at the box. 


Mac
glanced back at him.  "We should talk sometime soon." 


Danny
gave him a goofy grin.  "What?  Devi's a bad guy. I wouldn't put
it past him to put a soul clause or even an 'I own you' clause in
that."  He ate another bite.  "Xander, this is the stuff
Devi was hiding on you." 


"What's
in the box?"  Aiden shrugged and tossed it over.  Xander looked
it over before sitting down to open it. 


"Maybe
we should x-ray it," Don noted. Xander gave him an odd look but he
disappeared when the box was opened.  "Or not.  Anyone got a
clue?"  Xander reappeared and his hair was a bit longer, plus he
looked really pissed. "You good?" 


"Nope,
but I'm going to kill someone."  He looked at Danny then down in the
box, handing the dolls inside to him.  "Those are from Willow. 
She said hi."  He looked at Don.  "They decided I needed to
come home the hard way." 


"You
okay?" Don asked again, sounding patient. 


"Going
down to the weight room," Xander offered, standing up and heading down
there. 


Don
looked at his mother. "Don't worry, it doesn't happen often. Those two
will pay as well." 


Danny
typed in a text message to someone and put the box down, then walked over to
whisper in Don's ear, getting a nod.  "Handled.  Buffy went off
the deep end because her life is unraveling.  Oh, and expect a visit from
what Oz said."  He punched him on the arm and went to get a
soda.  "Don's Ma, you need anything?" 


"No,
I'm fine," she said calmly, looking at the larger footlocker. 
"What's that?" 


"We'll
let Xander open it later," Aiden assured her.  "Come sit, tell
us embarrassing stories about Flackie."  She giggled and came over to
hug her. "Thanks.  I like Don, he's neat to pick on." 


"I'm
sure he is.  You two would look so adorable together." 


"Dating
someone unfortunately," Aiden lied seamlessly.  "I'll keep him
in mind though." 


"We'd
drive each other insane in that bad way," Don said dryly, smirking at her.
"Would that be one of the boys Xander found you?  The body
slaves?" 


"Well,
yeah," she admitted with a shit-eating grin.  "He's very nice
too."  Mac blushed at that.  "He is.  He brushed my
hair and helped me put it up this morning." 


"I'll
keep that in mind if he brings you food sometime soon at work," Mac
offered.  "Let's put this in the storage room."  He and
Danny hefted it with Aiden directing. 


"Never
a dull moment," Don told his mother.  "So, what's going on and
dad did what?" 


"Complained
that you took up with this young man," she said honestly. 


"Ma,
I'm protecting him and taking him back when he gets stolen.  I'm not
*with* him.  Xander's the gay one.  He offered, he was advised to
become someone's prison bitch, but otherwise he's fine." 


Aiden
came out.  "The boy would turn the whole prison into his
protectors," she said dryly.  "He'd cheer them on." 
She sat down.  "Xander's got an unfortunate hormone condition that
makes him a bit needy in that area and draws people to him.  We had a
mugger saying he smelled like cookies the other night."  Don's mother
blushed at that.  "So we're all good with Xander.  We just gotta
be careful who gets near him." 


"I'll
go check on him," Mac promised, heading down to do that. 


"He's
extra cuddly," Danny offered.  "Give him some time to get used
to the idea of a mother. I'm sure he'll be better next time."  She
nodded, leaving it there.  "So, need us to leave so you can tell your
son stuff?  We like Xander's tv." 


"The
other reason I moved here," Don said dryly.  "Free rent, free
cable, decent enough food once I finish teaching the kid to cook.  He's
like having a little brother." 


She
rolled her eyes and swatted him gently. "Isn't a sister enough?" 


"No,
I don't want her anywhere near Xander," he said honestly. 
"She'll go gooey over him."  He finished his soda. 
"So, Ma, what else is going on at home?" 


She
sighed and sat down to talk with him while the other two went to check that
trunk. 


"Holy
shit!" Aiden called.  "Don, we've got to go back." 


"Call
first, he said to," Don reminded her.  He shook his head. 
"Someone gave him jewelry," he explained.  "Last time he
got sent girl's stuff and let Aiden buy it off him."  Aiden walked
out and put money in front of him.  "I'll make sure he knows it's for
that."  She smiled and went back to go back to playing.  Stella
tapped and walked in a few minutes later, going right back there. 
Swearing came out but in English.  She was impressed too.
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Xander looked up
as someone knocked on the door.  "Who is it?" he called as he
got up off the couch. 


"Mac." 
Xander let him in.  "Are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine.  I've been here all morning.  Why wouldn't I be?" 


"Some guy
with your description was taken hostage at a coffee shop up the street." 


"I heard that
on the radio. I called Don to tell him it wasn't me. He hadn't heard yet but
said it was a good thing."  Mac grinned at that.  "Why else
for the visit?  Normally you'd have called." 


Mac sat the young
man down.  "There is someone military who wants to erase that
failure.  I ended up talking to him when he tried to recruit me to do it
for him."  Xander went pale. "You're safe so far.  I've let
it be known that I'm protecting you just as much as Don is.  That the
action in Sunnydale was heinous and evil.  Mostly it's wounded pride that
four teenagers and one stuffy librarian beat a covert special ops
group."  Xander groaned and held his head.  "So, we need
you to be extra careful, Xander.  No going out without an escort, no going
out when Fleet Week comes up in a month.  Just take some extra
precautions." 


"I've got a
date with Russell tonight to take him to dinner since he's back," he said
quietly, looking up at him.  "I can't crimp Don's life like that,
Mac.  It'd drive him insane to be my driver." 


"I
agree."  He smiled at him.  "That's why I'm going to let
Danny help him when he can.  As well as Stella and Aiden.  We're all
going to pitch in until they get this out of their system.  It shouldn't
take too long.  I pointed out shooting you didn't erase the blot, it made
it worse."  He sat down and pulled Xander over for a hug.  He
always liked hugs.  The boy relaxed against him.  "It'll be
okay, Xander. Just be careful." 


"My new car's
here," he said quietly.  "It's bulletproof in some areas." 


"Let's go
look at it. I can tell you if the glass is."  Xander nodded, grabbing
his keys to go down with him.  He saw only one car that could belong to
Xander.  "A lavender Range Rover?"  Xander grinned and
nodded.  "Okay then."  He came over to look at the glass.
"The side window is bulletproof and so's the front," he offered
finally.  He got down to look at the frame.  "You've also got
shielding all around the passenger cage and the gas tank."  Xander
relaxed at that. "It'll be okay, Xander.  We'll watch out for
you.  Even Hawkes said he could but he wanted to do another set of samples
this weekend if you'd let him."  Xander nodded. "How does it
run?"  Xander let him into it and handed him the keys.  The
engine purred to life and revved nicely.  "This'll do very well in
traffic or in case you get chased." 


"It came from
another of us," Xander admitted with a naughty grin.  "That's
why there's very soft leather seats."  Mac ran a hand over the
passenger seat, nodding in appreciation.  "Plus I got a David
Arkenstone CD as well.  She said she's bought a new copy so I could have
this one."  He grinned.  "Don said I've got to do winter
stuff?" 


Mac looked at
him.  "That's right, you're from the desert part of California. 
We get snow here, Xander."  Xander frowned at that.  "Had
any there?" 


"Once and I
turned invisible." 


Mac shook his
head.  "You won't here.  Let the ladies or Danny help you
shop."  He turned off the engine and slid out, locking the door
again.  He handed back the keys with a smile.  "I might come
borrow that some weekends if you wouldn't mind." 


"I teased Don
and told him he could borrow it one day since it matched one of his
suits."  He led him back to the front door of the building. 
"Are you sure I'll be okay? They'll stop the order?"  Mac
nodded.  "Thanks, Mac."  He gave him a hug.  "Be
safe and growl more if they come back."  Mac walked off
laughing.  He looked at the doorman.  "The military doesn't like
it when you humiliate them apparently," he said bitterly, heading back
upstairs. 


The doorman sent
that to his boss, who sent back the fact that Xander had helped take down a few
bad people in uniform, but he'd be watching for retaliation from that quarter.
He shrugged and put his blackberry away.  Xander probably had it well in
hand. 


*** 


It only took a
week for Xander to be so bored he felt like he was going to split his skull and
burst out of it.  It was a record for him considering he hadn't had
anything to do all week.  Don still had his credit cards.  Danny had
confiscated the money in his room when he had mentioned thinking about a movie,
just sneaking down there.  He was *so* bored.  He groaned and got up
to glance in the trunk of crap Devi had sent him, then grimaced and shoved a
few of the jewels aside to see what was under them.  He finally got down
to a few boxes that weren't jewels.  He opened one and blinked at the
cash.  "Whoa," he said, blinking harder.  The other two
boxes had other stuff but there was a lap-sized box with cash.  He heard a
door slam and closed the box, going over the jewels instead by the time Don got
in there.  "Hey, home for lunch?"  From the look on Don's
face, he looked guilty of something. 


"My internal
trouble alarm went off," he said dryly, leaning on the door jamb. 


"I'm
bored," he said pitifully, looking at him.  "I'm going insane
and I'm going to take you with me.  Can't I go out with guards?" 


"No." 
He shook his head.  "No guard can keep a sniper from hitting
you."  He walked over to look down in the trunk and groaned. 
"Same guy?" 


"Not a
clue," he admitted.  He shrugged and shifted to look at him. 
"Don, I'm going insane.  I can't take much more of this. 
Please?  I'll sneak.  I'll hire thugs as bodyguards, whatever I need
to do, just please let me out of the house?" 


Don sighed. 
"Xander, none of that will keep a sniper from taking you out." 


"None of it
would keep them from stealing me by magic either, and neither did you. 
Willow proved that when she wanted to have her little talk with me about how
wrong I was now."  Don groaned at that.  "Please? 
Just an afternoon?  There's nothing to do.  I can't even masturbate
I'm so bored." 


Don sighed. 
"No one's off today." 


"So?  I
can sneak.  I do it very well. Or hey, I'll go hire a few thugs to take
care of me."  Don gave him a look.  "Or a few off-duty
officers if you want.  Hell, your father hates me and I'd almost take him.
Or your mom even though she's really scary."  He hugged him around
the legs. "Please?  I'm even begging cutely.  Pretty
please?" 


"Fine. 
Let me talk to Mac, see how he thinks it'd be best to send you out." 
He went to get his sandwich and bring it back, sitting down to look inside the
trunk.  "Is it full of those?" he asked before taking a bite. 


"No, there's
a few boxes."  He pulled out the first one to show him, making him
smirk at the girl jewelry.  "Think Stella would like this one?" 


"Probably.
It's a bit too chunky for Aiden."  He ate another bite and reached
over to lift out one necklace so he could look at the pendant. 
"That's cute." 


"It is,"
Xander agreed dryly, smiling at him.  "Still not a guy's piece."



"It's
not.  Can I give this to my ma?" 


"Sure. 
Take something to bribe your sister with too."  Don smirked, shaking
his head as he chewed.  "Won't work?"  He shook his head
again.  "Oh."  He shrugged and dropped the box back into
the trunk, plucking out a nice sized ruby.  "I like this color, but
what would I do with it?" 


"I have no
idea," Don admitted.  He finished his lunch and sipped his juice,
looking at the kid.  "We've still got to arrange for you to do some
winter shopping." 


"How cold
will it get?" 


"Depends. 
Some years it's pretty mild.  Some years, we've had blizzards." 
Xander looked confused.  "You came from near LA, don't they have snow
somewhere around there?" 


"Yeah, but I
came from closer to the desert.  The only time we saw snow it was a
hellmouth event and I went invisible." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "Okay.  I'll make sure you can drive on snow before
I let you out the first time."  He gave him a stroke over the cheek.
"It'll be fine, Xander.  Let me talk with Mac, okay?" 
Xander nodded.  "Good boy." 


"Why did you
come home?" 


"You didn't
answer your cell." 


"It's off and
in the bedroom."  He got up to check it, sighing when he saw the
messages.  He sat down to listen to them, groaning at one. 
"Why?" he moaned, looking at Don.  "Why is it my fault that
I left and things went to hell back on the hellmouth?" 


"From what
you said, it wasn't your job to begin with," Don noted dryly. 
"What happened?" 


"Buffy got
picked up for being drunk."  He replayed the message, letting him
hear it.  Don snorted and shook his head, handing it back. 
"That's what I thought but apparently her mother and Willow blame me for
not going home because they told me I wasn't going to be welcome." 


"Calm
down.  It's denial of their own badness," he offered more gently,
letting the kid hug him.  "It'll be fine.  It'll all be
straightened out soon enough."  He patted him on the back. 
"Okay, let me call Mac. Then we'll work out a winter shopping trip for
you." 


"It's August."



"I know but
colder stuff starts in late September.  See, the rest of the country,
baring the southern border and Cali, have this stuff called *seasons*. 
It'll be fall then."  He got up and went to call Mac. 
"He's going insane," he said in greeting.  "Begging,
clutching my knees, pouting.  Insane.  Yeah, that stuff, Mac. 
Is there any safe way we can let him out for a few hours to play in the
sun?  I don't know, a leash?"  He heard the growl and looked at Xander. 
"Figurative." 


"I could go
out with Oz." 


"No you
can't." 


"Yes I
can." 


"No you
can't, he's out of the city," Don reminded him. 


"Oh,
yeah.  He had to go for the full moon."  He grimaced and sat
down.  "Mac, please?  Before I lose what's left of my
mind?  I'm so bored I can't even toss off now." 


Don smirked.
"He's spluttering so he heard you."  He listened to Mac's
advice. "He offered to pay for protection, Mac.  He even offered to
hire some thugs."  He smirked.   "Sure, that's just
what I really want," he noted dryly.  "Yup, I can do that." 
He hung up and called the patrol desk.  "Hey, it's Flack.  Do
you know anyone who wants to guard my boy here while he goes shopping? 
No, winter shopping.  Leather, cashmere, that stuff."  He
smirked.  "He's willing to pay.  Xan, what sort of cash are you
talking about for paying protection?" 


"A grand
each?" he offered with a shrug.  "For the whole afternoon?"



"That's not
bad.  He was thinking an easy grand following him around.  No, people
wanna snatch and/or kill him.  That's why I got him."  He smirked. 
"Sure.  Home.  Or my cell, I've got it on me.  Thanks,
man."  He hung up.  "He'll call a few sources." 
He sat down and Xander gravitated toward him.  "Have you taken the
Range Rover out yet?"  Xander shook his head.  "Okay, then
you can take it today and I'll take it to work with me tomorrow." 


"We could
change now." 


"We
could," he agreed, looking down at his suit.  "I won't match
though."  Xander grinned at that.  He went back to petting the
young man.  He was easy to cuddle.  The phone in his pocket rang so
he had to wiggle to get it. "Flack?"  He listened and rolled his
eyes.  "I'd hope not.  Then again, I was hoping one or two
bodyguards would deter that," he noted dryly. 


"I could go
out with a few of the other GHS members," Xander offered quietly. 


"No, Xander,
that multiplies the risk.  Yeah, he is," Don admitted. 
"You heard of 'em?  I hadn't until I met this one.  Xan? 
Level ten."  He smirked.  "Which is why he's not allowed
out alone," he noted dryly.  "No, that guy in motorcycles wouldn't
be a good choice.  He'd make Xander go leather shopping again and he's
evil in his leathers already."  Xander giggled at that. 
"Plus he'd probably want a bike of his own by the time they were
done.  Unless you could get him to agree to driving my car and I'll drive
Xander's...."  He smirked.  "That'll work but warn him
Xander is *gay*.  Like one of the gayest of the gay, one of the ones on
Broadway gay."  Xander giggled again and gave him a hug. 
"And pouty."  He got put on hold and looked down at him. 
"He's calling him personally.  It's not so bad.  He's a nice
guy, just big, tough, strong, and dangerous."  He listened to the
laugh.  "You sure?  Thanks, man.  No, I'm at home. 
Landsburg building.  Ten blocks from my native precinct.  Yeah,
that's us.  Oh, have us on special watch.  Okay then. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "He'll be here in about an
hour.  Do you need to hit the bank first?"  Xander shook his
head.  "Why not?  I know Danny took all the cash." 


"Because you
hid my cards in your underwear drawer.  The two replacements I ordered are
coming today and if I got up the energy I could go free them from the mail
probably.  Plus I had some hidden Danny didn't see.  The bed's got a
few hidden spots."  He'd tell him about the box later. A lot later. 


"Fine. 
Behave while you're out.  Try to stay safe.  Listen to the officer
unless he tries to take you with him."  He handed over his car
keys.  "Where's yours?"  Xander pointed where they were
hanging.  "Good."  He gave him a squeeze.  "Gotta
go threaten more bad guys." 


"Be
safe."  Don smirked and headed to get the keys, and Xander's
cards.  He had checked them to see which was still working after
confiscating them.  He handed them over and one of the unlimited
ones.   "I'll be a good boy." 


"Good. 
No chocolate for lunch."  He headed out, going to try out the Range
Rover. It was a sweet ride.  Maybe it'd hold up in a high speed chase
too.  He started the engine, smirking because it ran very pretty.  He
closed the door and drove off, speeding up some when he could do so.  That
hit a bit of roughness but not too much.  Yeah, he could chase in
this.  He got out at work and the officers all looked at the car for a
very long time before he got out.  A few laughed.  "It
matches," he offered with a humorous smirk before heading inside. 
They just shook their heads.  Flack wore some girly colored suits, but to
drive a lavender SUV?  It was going to start rumors for sure this time. 


Aiden came out and
looked at it, then snorted.  "Is Xander here or did Don decide to
coordinate to his suit?" she asked one of them. 


"Flack,"
he assured her.  "Who's Xander?" 


"The kid he's
protecting," another officer said.  "I heard he was
GHS."  Aiden nodded at that.  "Really highly rated?" 


"Ten. 
Highest.  That's why Don's protecting the kid.  People like to take
him." 


They all nodded
wisely.  They had thought it was for the sex and free rent in a great
building. 


"Plus, hey,
the kid *spoils* horribly.  Spent three hundred on dinner the other night
for us."  That got a few whistles.  "Is Xander
here?"  They shook their heads.  "Huh, must've talked Don
into letting him out for the afternoon."  She shrugged and went to
find Flack to talk to him. 


*** 


Xander looked out
the peephole then answered the door with the chain on.  "Yes?" 


"Mr. Harris?" 
He nodded.  "Detective Flack asked for bodyguards for you?" 


"Oh,
okay."  He let him in, checking the hall before closing it behind
him.  "I don't care what we do.  Just get me out of the
house.  I can go shopping if you're willing to follow behind me.  I
could go play in the park, just let me out of the house?  Please?" 


"Is he
keeping you hostage?" 


"No, people
want to take me.  It's for my own good but I'm going nuts." 


The officer
nodded, smirking at him.  "I can see how it's better that way. Are
you ready?" 


"I need to
change my shirt, I just spilled soda on me."  He went to do that,
coming out in a pair of looser jeans and a t-shirt, plus his sneakers.  He
went into the storage area and got into the box, taking out a bundle of cash. 
Most of that and the cards went into his wallet.  He came out and handed
him his fees.  "Want a soda to go with?"  He got a shrug
and Xander got him one, taking one himself.  He handed over Don's car
keys.  "Don's car. He's got my SUV." 


"I
heard.  Are you going shopping in that?" 


"I figured
I'd dress down." 


"Go put on
something that won't get you sneered at.  I'll hold the
wallet."  Xander nodded, going to change into his favorite dress
pants, silk, and a silk shirt. He came out and the cop stared, mouth slightly open. 
"No wonder they want you. Let's head."  Xander nodded, going
after him, stopping to put on his gun.  "You're licensed?" 
Xander nodded.  "That's fine."  He followed him down,
letting him lock the door.  Flack's car was in his spot and he checked it
over first before letting the kid inside.  He knew what was coming after
the kid.  Taylor had called him too.  "So, Military?" 


"In my former
town there was a group that was trying some torture and mind control
experiments.  We objected, strongly," Xander said dryly, buckling up
as they backed out. "We kinda drove them out of our town.  Mac said
four teenagers and a stuffy British librarian doing so wounded their
pride." 


"I bet. 
Where were you going to go shopping?" 


"Not a clue.
Don said I needed winter stuff.  I still say it's too hot for that. 
I'm open to anywhere reasonable as long as it's out of the house." 


The guard nodded
and turned the car in one direction.  "We'll go somewhere modest and
upscale, starting from there."  His pager went off and he called
in.  "I'm busy.  Special assignment for a detective. 
Protecting his boy.  An easy grand, boss. Of course I did. 
Flack's."  Xander snickered at that.  "Yeah, we all
know." 


"I needed a
protector and they said Flack was one of the best cops in the city.  Plus
I get to spoil him horribly." 


The cop laughed at
that.  "I'm sure you do."  He listened to his boss. 
"Thanks, man.  Sure."  He hung up.  "The guy's
married to my sister-in-law.  I could care less about him really." 
He headed further uptown, taking him somewhere modest but nice.  He let
Xander out and inside, nodding politely at a saleswoman.  "He was
ordered to start shopping now for winter things." 


"I'm from
near the desert outside LA," Xander said sheepishly.  "Is it
supposed to be a bad winter?" 


"Fairly
so," she offered, leading him to what they had.  "We don't have
a lot of winter stuff in yet but we're starting to get some.  This'll do
you for the first part of winter, the easier, nicer parts. Closer to
Thanksgiving the real, thick sweaters will come out."  She looked him
over.  "Let me guess, you'll want soft stuff?"  Xander
beamed and nodded.  "Any particular colors?" 


"I look good
in pastels or goth colors." 


"That
works."  She helped him pick out a few things and some new
pants.  Then through the rest of the store.  She took his card to run
it, frowning at it.  "Someone blocked it." 


"I'll kill
Don."  He got handed cash. "Fortunately I came
prepared."  She laughed and took it, giving him the change back and
the bags.  "Thank you."  She nodded and they walked
out.  He looked at the card then sighed.  "Don got the stacks
mixed up.  This went to my old bank.  Can we hit the house for
two-point-three minutes?"  That got a nod and Xander slid back in. 
Once there he carried up his bags, searched Don's underwear drawer for the
others, confiscating them, and then grabbed three things from the trunk. 
"Okay, have to hit March's jewelers or somewhere like that." 


"Why?" 


"So I can
cash out some of what I've been given.  I'm tired of looking at them
anyway." 


"Like
jewelry?" 


"Like
jewels.  It was a tip."  That got an odd look.  "I
found myself for six weeks." 


"Oh. 
Was it fun?" 


"Some
days.  Then again it was also frustrating, occasionally scary, and
downright strange at others.  I'm never going back.  It answered a
lot of questions about how I swung and things, plus my GHS levels, but not my
thing." 


"Understood." 
He pulled in front of one.  "Go in there, ask for Randy.  I know
him." 


Xander
smiled.  "Thanks."  He got out and walked inside. 
"Hi, is Randy here?" 


"He's in the
office, can I tell him who's asking," the shopboy asked. 


"My bodyguard
said I should talk to him about a present I got given." 


"We're not
really a pawn shop, sir."  Xander held up one of them, getting a
blink.  "I'll get him for you."  He hurried to the back,
coming out with a very old Orthodox Jewish man, complete with yalmika. 
"Him, sir." 


"You
are?" 


"Xander
Harris.  GHS member."  The man nodded wisely and smiled. 
He put the three stones in front of him.  "Someone gave them to me.
Not someone I want but they gave them to me." 


"You couldn't
send them back?  That would be more honorable." 


"Someone else
was handling it for me.  They're all in a box without notes.  I have
no idea who sent it to me." 


"Ah.  So
you're selling them?" 


"Not like I
want them.  I prefer tasteful, small decorations.  That one ruby
could probably make three bracelets like I'd wear." 


"Good
point.  Come back to my office."  He glanced outside and
smiled.  "He brought you?" 


"He's my
bodyguard for the day.  The detective who's my protector got him for me
for a modest fee to watch my back."  That got a nod and he let him
handle the stones all the way back to the office.  "To be truthful
I've got a few more sitting at home but I'm probably going to keep those for
emergencies.  It's just that my protector decided to trash my credit cards
after I went online shopping and bought about a thousand movies." 
The older man laughed and nodded.   "I'll take about anything
fair on them." 


"I
understand.  Do sit.  Would you like some tea?" 


"No thank
you.  I've been drinking coke.  Please excuse my soda
breath."  The man outright laughed at that.  He grinned
self-consciously.  "He said you're a good guy." 


"I am. 
Usually we require ownership papers but I know they weren't stolen?" 


"Not as far
as I know." 


"I've heard
of you, you know."  Xander sighed and slumped.  "It was a
..tip?"  Xander nodded.  "Then it's probably not
stolen."  He looked at them through his monocle magnifying glass then
at him.  "These are very fine.  Do you have any diamonds?" 


"Ten, twelve,
probably more but I wasn't really paying attention.  I just grabbed the
first few on top." 


"I
understand.  I can definitely use these.  They're of very fine
quality."  He smiled and pulled out his checkbook, going to write him
a check. 


*** 


Xander was drug
back into Don's station and put in front of him by his bodyguard. 
"You put the wrong cards into his hands, the bank loves him, they wanted
to keep him, I made sure he got a starter set of sweaters plus a leather coat
for winter, and he was mobbed by two girls who would *not* let him
go."  Xander groaned and sank down into the free chair beside Don's
desk.  "Also," he said, holding up something. 
"Someone tried to kill him for making their mate want him.  Not to
mention the two people who wanted to mug him.  Fortunately I had his
wallet.  He deserves ice cream and he needs a new gun.  His jammed on
me for a reason I can't figure out."  He handed over the car
keys.  "I did promise him ice cream for not screaming at the girls
when he visibly flinched but he didn't want to come inside past the
prostitutes." 


"Yeah, his
former friends were girls and bad folk," Don said dryly.  "He
good for you?" 


"He was just
fine, detective.  He was a good boy.  He deserves ice cream and a new
gun."  He handed over the wallet.  "There you go. I took
him to a jeweler I know when we figured out you had given him the wrong
cards."  He nodded politely and patted Xander on the head. 
"He's a good kid.  You're doing a good job with him." 


"Thanks. 
He pay you?"  That got a nod. "He spoil you too?" Don asked
with a fond smirk. 


"Of
course.  I deserve the treat."  He smirked and walked out, very
happy with his afternoon.  The boy had been very good for him. 


Don looked at
him.  "The pros scared you?" 


"One looked
just like Buffy.  I wasn't sure it wasn't." 


"Huh. 
Fine."  He put the wallet in his own pocket.  "Did you get
the others?" 


"Yeah and the
bank's got me in a freeze thanks to someone accessing my accounts." 


"Told you not
to shop online." 


"It was one
of the bank's own people, Don.  He was trying to siphon some of my funds
off."  He shrugged. "That's why I grabbed cash and a few
stones.  I've got ten sweaters, a few new pairs of pants, and a
coat.  Almost nowhere has winter stuff yet." 


"That's
fine.  We'll go closer to school shopping."  He looked at his
watch then at him.  "It's only four." 


"I can head
home but all the bags are in your trunk."  He shifted some. 
"Or I could go get some ice cream.  I was a good boy." 


"So I heard."



"Aren't you
supposed to be home?" Danny asked as he walked up to Don's desk with a
folder.  "You're gonna hate me, Don." 


"Excluded my
suspect?"  Danny nodded, handing over the test results. 
"Xander was going insane so I let him pay an off-duty guy to take him
shopping for winter stuff." 


"Aiden is
gonna pout." 


"I only got
ten sweaters," Xander assured him.  "I'm sure she can help me
when more stuff comes out." 


"Probably,"
Danny agreed, patting him on the head.  "Mac said you two took a ride
on the guy's bike." 


"He offered
and he said I have a crappy balance on one but it was fun."  He
grinned shyly.  "I've never been on one and we talked while he helped
me shop.  Oh, Don, you're still getting spoiled.  Ask me if I give a
damn." 


"Fine,
Xander.  I'll accept it but I don't need it.  I definitely don't need
boyfriend presents." 


"Fine, then I
won't replace the socks the dryer ate."  He looked at Danny
again.  "I was a good boy." 


"Good. 
I'm heading out for lunch.  You wanna come with?" 


"I earned ice
cream," Xander said happily, holding out a hand. 
"Wallet."  Don pulled out Xander's wallet and handed him a
hundred - that's all that were in there. "Thanks.  I'll stay right
with Danny."  They walked out together, chatting and laughing over
the people who had come up to the boy this time. 


Don shook his
head, putting the wallet back in his pocket. 


"Hey, Flack,
wasn't that your bitch with Messer?" one of the guys called as he walked
in.  "He's out without you?" 


"I'm not
sleeping with him, just protecting him, and Danny can do that just as well
while he goes to get ice cream," he noted blandly. 


"He replaces
your worn out socks and you're not letting him have it at least once a
week?" another one demanded, giving him an odd look.  "Are you
sure you work?" 


Don glared at
him.  "He's nineteen and this is the most normal relationship he's
ever had, okay?  I don't need to have him that way to protect him. 
Besides, unlike you and Xander, I still like women.  Until he grows boobs
like Bonasera, he's safe from me that way."  That got a laugh. 
"She said the same thing," he called when he saw someone picking up
their phone. "Hell, she taught the kid how to make kabobs the other
day."  That got an awed look.  "So drop it.  I'm his
protector, he's not my bitch." 


"Fine. 
So is that *your* car you were driving or his?" one officer asked smugly. 


"His. 
It's got really great leather seats," Don said with a smirk.  "I
didn't think the guy I had him with wanted ta drive it." 


"It would
take a really secure man to drive a lavender SUV," another one
agreed.  Xander bounced back in, handing Don his ice cream cone and sat
down again, licking over his.  They all stared.  "Hey, kid, you
bring back more?" 


"Ask
Danny.  He went to the real store, he just let me pop in for ice cream." 
He took another lick and looked at him, then gave him a long stare.  The
guy coughed and got back to work. 


"No
staring," Don ordered. "One of you might wanna take him too. 
Then I'd get to have fun shooting you."  They all quit staring and
got back to work.  Don ate another bite, looking at Xander. "At least
you're all right." 


"So far. I
tried to be very good."  He ate another lick, smiling and waving at
Don's boss.  "Hi.  Want some?" 


"No, thank
you.  I don't share mouth germs with anyone but my husband." 
That got a few snickers and she swatted one of the guys.  "Why are
you in today, Harris?" 


"Because I
just got done shopping and my bodyguard for the day drug me here." 


"Ah.  I
heard you needed one.  How much you pay him?" 


"Enough,"
Don told her, staring her down.  "He only had a few kidnaping
attempts today." 


"Wonderful." 
She came over to pat the boy on the head, getting in a pet of her own. 
"Did you have fun?" 


"I did,"
he said proudly.  "I did some shopping for winter since Don told me
I'd need to.  I got to ride around on the back of my guard's bike for a
few minutes.  I got scared outside because one of the pros looked just
like one of my former friends and I wasn't sure it wasn't her."  He
looked at her.  "You're petting me and your husband is going to pout
at me." 


She laughed and
nodded. "Probably."  She let him go.  "Finish up and
head home.  Don can head home when he's done." 


"I am
done.  Danny just ruled out my suspect." 


"How?" 


"DNA." 


"Got
another?" 


"Nope. 
She was agoraphobic, boss.  She never came outside." 


"Did she chat
with others or was she part of a support group?  You said there's support
groups for everyone," Xander reminded him. 


"I did,"
Don agreed.  "She didn't have a home computer but maybe.  She
had a husband." 


"Was he
having an affair?" Xander suggested. 


"That's...." 
He looked at the report again.  "It is female.  Huh." 
He smiled at the kid.  "Thanks, Xander.  You wanna drive
home?"  Xander nodded. "Okay, take my car home so you can empty
the trunk."  He handed back the keys.  "I'll see you in a
few hours."  That got a nod.  "No spilling sticky
stuff." 


"I'll be done
by the time I get in," he promised, eating his ice cream faster and
licking off his fingers when he switched hands.  He headed out, leaning
against Don's car for the last few bites, noticing someone staring at him.
"What?" 


"Doing it on
purpose?" 


"Ice
cream."  He licked off his last fingers and got in, locking the doors
and heading out.  Before the scary person tried anything. 


Don came out and
found the guy watching his car, clearing his throat. 
"Mine."  The man backed off and nodded quickly. 
"Thanks. Unless you've got business here, shoo."  The man ran
off.  Don went to get into the SUV after checking it over.  He found
a flower on the windshield and smiled, putting it inside.  Xander would
appreciate that. 


*** 


Russell heard the
quiet voice and looked down, watching Xander ask for him.  Somehow the boy
had heard he'd been home for three whole days after his trip to visit Oz back
in Sunnydale.  He had heard the boy went out with a different bodyguard
the day before but he hadn't called him. "Up here," he called. 
Xander beamed and jogged up the stairs to give him a hug.  "Why did
you visit today?" 


"I wanted to
see if you'd take me to lunch since Don said I'm not allowed out without a
bodyguard, and to get you to look at some of the gaudy older jewelry someone
decided belonged to me because it appeared in the basement.  Oh, and
because when I went to rescue some people I got given the gaudy crap around
them too.  They said no and I wasn't there to protest.  There's
things like gold oil lamps and stuff." 


Russell looked at
him, leading him into his office.  "Start again, slower this
time." 


"Okay." 
He sat down and looked at him.  "Devi was being blackmailed by one of
the higher demons," he said dryly.  "I had to go save them
because they wanted me to be this time's payment."  Russell
moaned.  "So I went to save them and not be the sacrifice.  I
got them free, their keepers came since they were the pets of other
demons.  The guys over the bullies decided the pets could have the gaudy
crap but they didn't want it.  Their owners didn't want it.  I wasn't
there to say no thanks so it got dumped on me.  Blair's got it in storage
for me." 


"I saw it
already.  Oz and I had it moved for you, Xander."  That got a
smile.  "You're right, it was mostly things done in very bad taste
and very gaudily, but very few true antiques." 


"Yeah but I
figured you'd know what was real and what wasn't and might know someone who could
take one piece and make it look better than all of them together." 


"Actually, I
know someone who could use the whole set.  I'll call her if you want. I
know Oz already talked to her.  He's known her for longer and he hinted
that you might not want it." 


"No, I hate
it.  The same as I hate he so-called tips that got sent to me. 
Including ten thousand in loose cash."  Russell moaned and leaned
back. "So yeah, not a happy Xander with all the pretty loose
jewels."  That got another moan.  "I'll probably store them
somewhere as a hard asset in case something emergency-like happens but
otherwise I don't want it.  Do we know if more is coming?  Something
about that box hinted that it might not be the last." 


"I don't
know.  You might ask Danny or Oz." 


"Is Oz back
in town?" 


"He just got
back last night. He's sleeping in my guestroom upstairs."  That got a
grin. "Why won't Don let you out?" 


"Sunnydale
humiliated the military.  They want their pride back." 


"Ah." 
He nodded, understanding that.  "So you've been told that they're
after you?" 


"They tried
to get Don's friend Mac to do it.  He used to be a sniper for the Marines.
That's why Don's so much worse about my safety than before." 


"All right,
I'll call our friend in Vegas, see if she could use it or not.  Do you
have a firm set price?"  Xander shrugged.  "Whatever it's
worth?" 


"I don't
care.   I don't need the money at the moment." 


"Good
point.  I'll tell her you said that and give her a discount for
friends."  Xander grinned at that.  "What else is going
on?" 


"Aiden's
taking me winter clothes shopping next week.  I'm slowly going insane at
home.  I haven't had sex in weeks and it's seriously starting to make me
hallucinate at the moment.  I was wondering if you'd like lunch for that
reason too," he admitted. 


"Dinner,"
he promised. Xander beamed. "Will Don mind?" 


"There's a
major hockey game or something on tonight.  He's already warned me he's
getting beer, chicken wings, and planting his butt on the couch." 


"That's
fine.  Anywhere you'd like to have dinner?" 


"I don't
care.  Hell, I'll even pay since I'm asking you."  Russell
chuckled at that.  He handed over his cellphone number.  "I had
to get a new one.  Someone got my last number and was calling to ask me
out about every two hours.  Don even yelled at him and he didn't
stop.  He was using payphones so they can't find him so I got a new
one." 


"That's fine,
Xander.  I'll put it into my phone in a few minutes."  Xander
gave him a gentle smile.  "Who brought you over?" 


"I bought a
car.  I snuck out.  Don's going to be pissed so I should probably go
hide at home again.  Pop around and pick me up?  Whenever's
good." 


"I
will.  Be safe on the way home."  Xander leaned over to kiss him
then bounced out.  He smiled and put the number into his personal phone
book before going up to see Oz.  "The military is after Xander,"
he offered quietly from the doorway.  "Your group humiliated
them." 


"Pity,"
Oz said dryly.  "Any other good news?" 


"He's going
insane without sex.  Don's keeping him inside for his own good.  I'm
taking him out tonight.  He said Jace could have the stuff at whatever
price you wanted to set." 


"Decent. I'll
let her know."  He looked at his former student.  "It'll be
fine.  Just make him a happy boy tonight, Connor.  He could use
it."  That got a smirk.  "I know, he's probably very
good." 


"He is. 
He wanted to know if more crap was coming, his words." 


"Not sure.
Devi was pouting and injured when we left.  He didn't want to see Xander
again, much less take him back.  Any other good news?" 


"He's got a
stalker who was calling every few hours to ask him out." 


"Interesting. 
New phone number?"  It got handed over.  "I'll put it into
my phone in a few."  He put it under his phone so he'd
remember.  "How's Don?" 


"Fine so
far."  He shrugged and went back to the office, smiling at his
assistant.  "Xander needed a stress break." 


"I'm not
surprised.  I heard what he said."  She handed him over an
invoice.  "For the plumbing that broke." 


"Of
course."  He checked it then wrote out the check, handing it
over.  She smiled and went to send it and put a copy in the file with the
invoice. 


*** 


Don suddenly
started to scratch his arms, making Danny look at him oddly.  "Sorry,
static charge or something."  Someone knocked on the door. 
"Who is it?" he called as he got up. 


"Oz." 
Don opened the door.  "Russ is busy tonight so I thought I'd take
Xander out with me instead."  Xander peeked out of his bedroom. 
"He got called to an emergency with an auction."  Well, a challenge
but you couldn't tell the kid that yet.  "Wanna go have pizza and
dance?" 


"I could
dance," Xander agreed, coming out in his more nice clothes.  Oz
looked him over, giving him an appreciative look.  "Think we could
find someone nice?" 


"We can
try."  He looked him over again.  "Wallet, keys?  I'll
protect him and won't bring him home too late, Don." 


"Good, do
that.  Do they want you too?" 


"No, they had
me.  One of the raids was to free me.  The other was to kill their
monster.  I was out of town during that one."  Xander gave him a
hug.  "I'm fine now.  Let's go.  No more moping." 


"Later,
guys."  They headed out together.  "We should take my
car." 


"Xan, your
car is really gay," Oz reminded him.  Xander pouted. 
"Fine, we'll take your car but you're driving.  No way am I letting
people think that's my ride."  Xander giggled and gave him a
hug.  They walked into the garage and the lights went out. 
"Hmm," Oz said, pulling out his sword.  "Xander, behind
me," he commanded, pulling him back.  He could feel another immortal
close by.  He just couldn't see him yet. 


"Oz, that's a
sword.  That's more my weapon." 


"I've got
this one. You get the next one."  He heard something and
coughed.  "Gas.  Go."  Xander turned and passed
out.  Oz didn't last much longer.  He knew what sleeping gas was. 


*** 


Xander woke up
with a groan of pain.  This was the second time he had woken up.  The
first he had been shot.  He felt his chest, then looked down at
himself.  Bloody shirt.  No hole in his skin.  He unbuttoned his
shirt.  No scar, no hole, nothing but the remains of the blood.  He
stood up and held his head as a feeling came over him.  Someone walked
into the room he was in.  "Who are you and what the fuck is going
on!" he demanded. 


"Just stand
still.  This'll be over very shortly."  He pulled out a sword. 


"Yeah, like
I'm going to stand here and let you kill me," he said bitterly, lunging
and knocking him back into a wall.  He wrestled with him for the
sword.  "Are you demonic?" he demanded.  "If not, who
the fuck are you so I can have your tombstone engraved?"  The man
kicked him off.  Xander fell back then went after him again, getting in a
lucky blow.  He grabbed the sword and moved back, going into a defensive
position.  "Who are you?" he demanded again.  "What
the fuck is going on?  I was dead!" 


"You're still
dead," he panted, standing up. "Give me the sword, boy. You don't
know what you're doing with it." 


"Actually, I
kinda do," he said dryly.  "You don't hunt with a slayer and not
know how to use one."  The man looked horrified.  "That's
right.  Where's Oz?"  The man turned and ran.  Xander
followed, pouncing him to knock him down.  He got him onto his back, the
sword on his neck, held down by both hands on the back of the blade.
"Answer me!  Where is Oz!" 


"Out,"
he groaned.  "You ...can't...."  Xander pushed. 
"Kill me!" 


"Name?" 


"Hers." 


"Is that a
title?" he sneered.  "First?" 


"Peter."



"Thank
you.  Demonic?"  He almost shook his head.  "What is
going on?  I was dead. You shot me.  I know damn well you shot
me."  The man stayed silent and he pushed harder.  The neck
split down to the bone and Xander moved back but the sword got between the
vertebras and finished the job before he could remove the pressure. 
"Shit!"  He noticed the guy wasn't bleeding.  He backed
off, staring at the body.  He hadn't killed in cold blood before. 
Hunting yes but not like that.  He watched in horror as a ball of light
came out of his neck and floated up, then suddenly lunged at him and hit him,
driving him to his knees as it went through him, wrapping itself around his
nerves.  He passed out on top of the guy's foot. 


Oz was woken when
a touch of the quickening in the main room hit him.  The guy had kept him
bound but that was over with now.  The guy had Xander.  Xander was a
pre-immie.  Xander wasn't skilled with a sword.  He finally got free
and headed out, finding Xander passed out but with his head.  The other
guy...not so much.  He let out a quiet 'huh' then called for a clean-up
from Connor.  "It's me.  Some *idiot* jumped us in a garage and
got Xander and me.  He's fine.  The idiot is dead.  I think he
took a quickening. I could feel it."  He nodded.  "Not a
clue.  Can you GPS my phone?  Call Danny, he can."  He put
it down and went to check on Xander, dragging him away from the body and onto
his back.  "Well, you died," he said, noticing the blood all
over his chest.  "Stupid hunters."  Xander moaned and Oz
did the merciful thing, knocking him out again.  He looked over as someone
came in.  "You are?" he demanded. 


"NYPD, sir,
checking on the lightening?" 


Oz pointed at the
headless guy.  "He had me and Xander hostage.  It was his light
show.  I've got a friend coming for us." 


The officer nodded
and came over, then looked at him.  "You're one of us." 


"I thought I
felt someone else," he noted dryly.  "Listen, Xander's
new.  He just came across.  Must we fight?  I'm not a
hunter." 


"Then how did
this one die?" 


Oz shrugged.
"I was tied up." 


"Ah." 
He pulled out a sword.  "You know the rules." 


"Doesn't mean
I've got to fight right now," he complained, picking up the one Xander had
used.  It was balanced funny and of poor quality but it'd do for
now.  Danny rushed in. "Get Xander."  That got a nod and
Danny came over to move Xander.  "If you want it, come on.  I'm
Oz by the way."  The man blinked. "Yeah, that Oz." 
The man turned and ran.  "Even better."  He hung up his
phone and came back.  "He good? I knocked him back out." 


"Not
really," Danny admitted, taking off the ruined shirt.  "We
should clean him up." 


"Let me
scout.  We'll see if there's a shower or something."  He went to
do that.  Danny should have a sword on him.  He came back nodding.
"Shower."  They got Xander into it, watching him wake up under
the warm water.  "Wash, Xander.  We'll get you home afterward."



"Oz?" he
asked weakly.  He looked at him.  "What the hell, man? 
What possessed me?  Did I pick this up at the brothel?" 


"No, this is
a circumstance of birth," Oz said calmly.  "There's good news
though, it means you're adopted.  All of us are orphans." 
Xander just stared at him. "Want help?  Danny's here." 


"Um...." 
Danny came in and took the direct route, getting in to help clean him up. 
"Danny?"  He got a cuddle.  "What's going on?  I
killed someone in cold blood and you're covering it up?" 


"He's gone
and there's no report needed," he said quietly. "We'll tell you
everything once you finish cleaning up."  Xander nodded, moving to
get the blood off him.  Danny got his back for him. "It'll be all
right, Xander." 


"Are you
sure?" 


"I'm
sure.  We're the same.  All three of us."  Xander turned to
look at him.  He grinned.  "We are." 


"That club,
the one you taunt Don about." 


Danny
nodded.  "If he gets killed violently he'll join us."  He
stroked his cheek. "It's going to be a hard adjustment in thinking,
Xander," he said gently.  "Let's just worry about the
generalities and you for right now, okay?"  Xander nodded and got
back to cleaning himself up. "Good boy."  Xander shivered and
let himself be petted.  "Need it that badly?"  Xander
nodded more frantically.  "Let me do this this once and we'll see if
it'll help you later."  He slowly stroked him, letting Xander get off
with a sigh of pleasure.  "Good boy."  He cuddled him and
Xander relaxed against him.  They got him rinsed off and out of the
shower, letting Oz help him towel the boy dry while he drifted mentally. 
"I've got to get Don to step up and help you more," he said
quietly.  Xander looked at them.  "Come on.  Let's go talk
on the guy's bed."  Xander shuddered.  "There's no clothes
and it doesn't look like he slept in it, Xander."  That got a nod and
they went to sit on the end of it and talk. 


*** 


Oz walked Xander
back inside, Danny behind him.  Don jumped up since Xander was wearing a
sheet wrapped around him.  "He's fine, Don," Oz said
patiently.  "Someone got us both for a while and Xander got us
free.  He was just a bit dirty so we let him leave the clothes
there.  Danny's handled it."  He let Xander go, watching as he
went into his bedroom. 


"What
happened?" 


"Some guy
grabbed 'em from the garage.  Looked like sleeping gas," Danny
offered, flopping down again.  "He's safe, Don. I promise.  Oz
called, that's why I ran off." 


"That's
fine."  He sat down but he was still stiff.  That staticky
feeling was back and worse now.  "Did you guys walk past magnets or
something?" 


Oz shook his
head.  "It's what I am, Don.  It does that now and then." 


"Then does
Danny turn furry too?  Because I get it off him and Nash now and then
too."  Xander came out to cuddle him and he pushed him away. 
"From you too." 


Danny sighed and
pulled his gun, putting a silencer on it.  "Don, we love you. 
You know that right?"  He gave him a scared look.  "It'll
be explained in an hour.  Just remember we love you and this'll mean that
you'll be safer instead of it happening when you're older."  He shot
him.  Then he unscrewed the silencer, letting Xander hold him as he
died.  He looked at Oz.  "You might wanna head." 


"Going. 
Xander, call me tomorrow?  We'll go over more information." 


Xander looked up
and nodded.  "Yes, Oz."  That got a smile and Oz left,
closing the door behind him.  Xander nodded at the door. 
"Locks?"  Danny got up to do that and get him a soda. 
"So, what else changes?" 


"You'll have
to work on your stamina, Xander.  Sword fights are hardly ever under ten
minutes." 


"Um.... 
Don hates it when I..., um, flirt my way out of things." 


"Flirting to
save your own ass is a good thing," Danny assured him patiently. 
"I want you to flirt your ass off if you're taken until you can get their
heads.  Understand?"  That got a nod.  "Good. I've
already told Connor and Adam." 


"Connor?"



"Russ's real
name.  Connor Macleod.  We change with our lives."  He
flopped down again, watching as Don woke up.  "Morning,
princess." 


"You shot
me!"  Danny nodded, letting Don have his soda.  Don growled and
started to move.  "Hold on.  I'm alive?"  He looked
down at his chest, then at him.  "I'm alive how?" 


"Welcome to
the special club," Xander said dryly.  "You and me both. 
The guy earlier wanted my head." 


"Huh?"
Don demanded, getting up.  He took off his shirt, looking at his
chest.  No hole.  Blood but no hole.  He looked at Danny. 
"You've got a second to start explaining before I rip you into tiny little
chunks." 


"Okay. 
You're immortal.  You can only die if someone takes your head.  I can
shoot you again if you want proof."  He sipped his soda.  Don
opened his mouth.  "Earlier tonight, someone took Xander and Oz to
take their heads, therefore getting their energy, their quickenings. 
Xander was brought across then.  He got the guy who did it and
freaked.  We got him settled down but that staticky feeling?  That's
us.  That's how you tell one of us."  Don sat down, staring at
him.  "Now, there's some rules.  We all fight in this big thing
someone ingeniously named The Game.  We fight to take each other's heads
and their quickenings.  There's some bad guys and plenty of good
guys.  You don't have to fight.  You can hide on holy ground. 
That's sanctuary.  Most of us use swords but some do have battle axes and
one guy's got a chainsaw."  Xander snorted at that.  "At
least you've got a bit of beginning on the training. You both need to learn how
to fight with a sword now." 


"You're
not...  You're not a Messer?" Don asked. 


"I am. 
I was born over two hundred years ago."  He shrugged and
grinned.  "The family protects me to this day but the current
generation hates me.  I'm not a bad guy and they are.  All that stuff
was true.  Okay?"  Don shook his head.  "Okay. 
Now, there's a small twist. I don't know how you look like your daddy. 
We're all orphans and foundlings, Don. I used ta wonder about Stella." 


"But...." 
He stopped himself and thought.  "Dad said something a few times when
he was drunk," he said quietly, looking at him. "Nash?" 


"Yup, Nash,
better known as Connor to those of us in the know.  His cousin, Duncan, who's
a bit insane.  Adam, his mentor."  Don slumped.  "Me,
Oz as well."  Don slumped more.  "It's got good points and
bad points, Don.  It really does."  He leaned forward. 
"I'm gonna help you two train.  The same as Oz and Connor are. 
Connor's a really good fighter and I learned from both him and Oz," he
said quietly.  "For now, you need to think and so does Xander. 
You've got questions that you'll want to ask.  We're getting with Xander
tomorrow to work on his training.  We'll have to start finding time to
train you too." 


"My old life
is over with." 


"Only if they
see you die or when you're too old to look that pretty," Danny offered
with a small grin.  Don glared at him.  "What you knew before is
still real, Don.  It's just more complicated.  Now people want you
for more than your blue eyes and your big hands. We're starting on your
training tomorrow.  Take tomorrow off."  Don shook his
head.  "You'll be scattered brained all day." 


"It doesn't
matter. I've gotta go to work. I've got Drummond to pick up tomorrow." 


"Okay. 
Then stay inside as much as you can.  If anyone feels like us, you come
running to wherever I am.  Got it?"  Xander and Don both nodded.
"Xander, you're not getting out of the house," Danny assured him. 


"That one cop
is taking me out to the movies," he said, shrugging a bit. "He said
he was going anyway and he could use the cash. This weekly thing has worked
really well for us for the past month." 


"That's
fine.  I'll trust him.  Remember that tingly, shocky feeling is
us.  You run from us unless it's one of us you know." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed, sighing some.  "What do I tell my mother?" 


"Let her
bring it up, Don.  Don't do it tomorrow. I went and screamed at my Ma when
I found out and she nearly killed me for calling her a liar.  My father
broke first and made her tell me.  So for now, just relax and let it
happen." 


"Sure." 
He looked at Xander, then at him.  "We'll be okay?" 


"You'll be
fine. Just keep your head on your shoulders." 


"Would
something like an iron collar help?" Xander asked. 


"Nope. 
That's kinda cheating, dear."  He grinned at him. "Good idea
though.  Adam regularly uses a pistol in his fights when he needs to get
away.  Our whole group of students and teachers has morals and ethics, but
it's damn it all when we're in the middle of a challenge."  He looked
at Don again.  "Just don't die for a while.  Okay?" 
Don nodded and relaxed.  "Good.  Now, Xander and you could both
use cuddles.  Go do that tonight.  I'll be back after work tomorrow,
somewhere near five.  Just trust us, the ones you know." 


"Aiden?"



"Won't like
it," Danny agreed patiently, standing up to look at them. "Go cuddle
the kid.  This means he's got centuries like this, Don," he said
quietly.  Don nodded so he left. 


Don looked at
Xander.  "Are you okay?"  He shook his head. 
"Why not?" 


"He killed me
then I ...I fought back when he came to take my head and I got him
instead," he admitted, looking at his hands. 


"That's self
defense, Xander," he soothed, pulling him closer.  "Come on,
he's right, you could use a cuddle and a shoulder."  Xander nodded,
letting himself be led to Don's bed so they could talk and cuddle.  
Don had killed his own first person a few years back so he knew how to help
him. 


*** 


Danny walked in
the next morning and found Mac in his way.  "What?  You fired me
and didn't tell me?" 


"No, I wanted
to see how Don was.  I heard he called off." 


"He's
exhausted," he said patiently.  Mac gave him a look. "He is.
Xander had some major trauma last night and I'm sure they talked about it for
quite a while." 


"I
heard." 


"Heard about
the kidnaping?  It's solved."  He walked around him. 


"Danny. My
office."  Danny groaned but headed that way.  Mac watched him
go, making a decision.  He headed after him, after a quick stop in the
bathroom to clean off a bit of makeup.  He walked in and pulled the
blinds, then took off his jacket and put it aside. 


"Nice
tattoo," Danny said, glaring at him. "You're my Watcher?" 


"Yes."  
He sat down.  "Now, what happened?  I heard we had to clean up
Xander's first body," he said quietly. 


"There was a
hunter named Peter Hers." 


"I've heard
of him. He's really big in taking on newbies." 


"He killed
Xander then came after his head.  We're lucky the kid can fight,
Mac.  He took his head by accident.  It took me hours to calm him
down." 


"And Don? I
know you know he's a pre." 


"He freaked
when Xander came home. He could feel quickenings.  I brought him over last
night as well.  They spent last night talking Xander down from his panic
and pain and talking about what Oz and I told 'em." 


"That's fine,
Danny.  The person I sent him to for training can definitely teach Xander
sword work.  Someone figured he would be." 


"We know a
few others of you.  Someone else figured out he was a pre and sent it
over," Danny assured him. 


"Also
fine.  Anything else I should know?" 


"We know
anything about Stella?" 


"We do. 
She's not.  Though I am going to bring her into my side." 


"Aiden?"



"Not that I'm
aware of," he admitted.  "She would make a fantastic watcher but
she'd tell everyone and nag you all the time." 


"She
would," he agreed with a grin.  "Then we're good?" 


"We're fine
but you can do better in here." 


"No I
can't.  This is my first time in the labs."  He stood up with a
smirk.  "By the way, Hawkes is one of us too."  He strolled
out, letting him make his own notes.  "Hey, Stella, big man wanted
you," he called when he saw her. "He's in his office." 


"Sure,
thanks."  She smiled. "Did you sleep okay?" 


"Few
nightmares."  He went to get his things from his locker.  He
felt Don come in and smiled, looking over at him.  "You good so
far?"  If Flack wanted to be that stubborn, it spoke well for his
later longevity. 


"Henders is
one of us?" 


"Yeah, and
probably running scared.  Can't fight really well.  Like I said,
you'd know when one of three things happened.  Either it happened in front
of you, a challenge did, or it happened to you."  He patted him on
the arm.  "Be careful and check in with me today." 


"Sure." 
He went to his desk, going to get back to work.  He was scatterbrained but
he expected it really.  This was a lot to take in for a simple catholic
boy and a cop. 


*** 


Mac looked up as
Stella came in.  "I heard Danny summon you." 


"Is that a
tattoo?  I never saw that one before."  She closed the door and
came in.  "What's going on?  Don looks odd this morning
too.  Danny looks like he didn't sleep.  I didn't think those two
were together at the moment." 


"They're
not.  Something happened to Xander last night.  Danny handled it and
Don stayed up with him for a few hours.  The kid had to defend
himself."  He looked at her.  "You're coming for dinner
tonight." 


"Um, Mac,
you're still my superior." 


"Not that
way, Stella.  You're a beautiful woman but not for me.  I've got
something you need to see and we can't talk about it here.  Dinner, after
shift, my place." 


"Fine,"
she decided. "It's going to be a weird day, isn't it?" 


"Probably." 
She sighed but left it there and went to work some more while she tried to
figure out what was going on. 


Mac groaned. 
Danny was a pushy brat.  Xander would be worse though.  Damn it, now
he had three immortals to watch over.  Watching over Danny was hard enough
but with all the small kidnapings in Xander's life, he'd never get anything
done. 


*** 


Xander looked up
as the door was knocked on, letting the officer in.  "Hi." 


"Hi
again.  You all right?  You look like hell, kid." 


"I had to
defend myself last night and ended up killing the guy," he admitted. 


"Been there,
done that.  You still need out of the house?"  Xander nodded
quickly.  "Go get ready.  Movies start in an hour and there's
hellish traffic today.  The guys must be on their coffee
break."  Xander let out a small smile but went to get dressed. 
"Be comfortable.  I've got your back today." 


"Yes,
sir."  He came out in jeans and a t-shirt, putting on his
sneakers.  "This okay?" 


"That's
fine.  Which car is here?" 


"Mine. 
It's bulletproof," he offered at the wince and shudder. 


"It's light
purple." 


"I'll
drive." 


"You
shouldn't." 


"You can put
on a tag saying 'bodyguard'," he joked lightly. 


"Maybe I
should."  He took the keys off the wall and Xander got his wallet,
following him out.  He locked the door.  "Did Flack let you cry
last night?" 


"He let me
cuddle and we talked most of the night," he admitted quietly as they
headed for the elevator.  "The guy used some sleeping gas in the
garage.  Got my friend Oz too."  He pushed the button and looked
at the really large cop.  "I'll be fine.  I've hunted in the
past but this is my first human kill." 


"Hopefully
your last." 


"Hopefully,"
he agreed, getting onto the elevator. 
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Don dropped his
sword, staring at Danny.  "How do you do this?" he demanded,
panting hard.  "This is *hard*!" 


"It is, but
it'll save your ass," Danny countered, backing off.  "You're not
doing too bad for only being a few weeks old." 


"Gee, thanks.
I feel like I should die now." 


"Go ahead,
you'll wake back up," Danny said dryly, tossing him a towel then a bottle
of juice.  He wiped his own face and sword grip off. 
"Xander?" he called. 


"Working with
Connor in the other room," Don reminded him.  He went to check on
them, seeing how Connor was teaching him. "That's different than I
get," he noted when Danny came up behind him. 


"Xander's got
a different fighting style than you do because he's lighter and less of a
brawler," Danny pointed out. "We'll use his flexibility and
bounciness to his advantage.  Connor's training him like he did
me."  Don looked at him. "Seriously."  They looked in
there as Connor lunged and Xander shifted, then blocked, then ducked under and
behind him, taking a swing at the older guy's back.  Connor said
something, making Xander laugh, dropping his sword in the process.  Connor
lunged and Xander kissed him, making him go numb and slack-jawed.  "That
is Xander's best weapon," Danny said quietly.  "That attraction
of his and the ability to make people lose focus with his body.  It'll
stand him well for generations."  He patted Don on the
back.   "We can let you two work together for a bit.  Go
get your sword."  Don went to do that while he walked in.
"Connor, Don's about done for the day stamina wise.  Wanna let these
two work together?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, wiping off his own face.  "Xander's getting there. 
His former teachings aren't excellent but they're enough to start
from."  Don came in with his sword.  "You two face off
while we watch.  Then I'll take Don next time to correct any
faults."  Don nodded, facing off with Xander.  "Xander
doesn't attack first," Connor offered.  Don snorted and attacked,
Xander blocked, rolled under then behind him, getting him from the side when he
turned.  Don hissed at the new cut, but attacked again, then had to block
a few offensive moves from the kid.  Xander finally got him pinned and
rubbed against him, making Don moan. 


"Admit it,
you wanna give it up for me," he teased. 


"Only the
first shower, you stink worse."  He shoved him off and went after him
again.  Xander smirked and got him down, sword against his neck. 
"Xander," he said quietly. 


"Off,"
Connor called.  "No pressure on it, Xander." 


"I
know."  He got off him and helped Don up. "Sorry." 


"No, this is
one you play to win," he agreed.  "You should do
that."  He patted him on the back.  "I need more
work." 


"You're not
bad for only being a few weeks in the game," Connor promised. 
"You're a week ahead of what Danny was when he came over. We'll get you to
the point where you can defend yourself if challenged within the next few
months."  That got a nod.  "Good.  Now, let's get you
two home and rested.  We'll do it again tomorrow night." 


"Tomorrow
I've got a late night," Don admitted. "No one wanted the seven to
nine so it's mine." 


Connor nodded.
"I can deal with that. Danny, what's yours tomorrow?" 


"Four ta
twelve." 


"Midnight?"
Connor demanded, looking at him.  Danny nodded.  "Why?" 


"Crime
doesn't stop when the sun goes down," he snorted.  "I'm one of
the few field guys, we go out until the overnight shift comes on.  Oh, did
I tell you I found my Watcher?" 


"No, you
hadn't.  Who?" 


"Mac,"
he said quietly, making Connor laugh.  "Yeah."  He looked
at Don.  "By the way, guys, Mac and probably Stella too, know as
well." 


"Mac's one of
those Watcher guys?" Don asked.  Connor nodded, smirking some. 
"Okay.  Can they help us?" 


"They're not
supposed to," Connor told him.  "They're supposed to write it
down and watch it happen.  Not interfere." 


"Which is
probably why Mac rides you so much, so he doesn't get too close," Xander
told Danny. 


"Yeah,
probably.  Some day soon though I'll make him break and growl
again."  He grinned at them.  "Go home and eat, guys."



"Yes,
Danny."  They headed out together, going home.  Where Aiden was
pacing in front of the door.  "Sorry, we were at the gym." 


"I can tell,
you're sweaty."  Xander let them in and paused to look at the present
on the couch.  "The doorman called me when he couldn't reach
you.  Someone broke in again." 


"I thought we
had the better security system," Xander said, coming over to look. 
"Huh.  Don, it's case related.  It says it's a present to the
detective."  He went for the bathroom first.  Don could shower
later. 


Don looked at
it.  "Aiden, you wanna do the honors?" 


"Let me get
my kit," she said, hurrying to do that.  She came back and took
pictures of it before slipping on some gloves.  "I should probably
have this scanned for explosives." 


Xander came out
and sniffed it then shook his head.  "Flowers."  He went
back to the bathroom.  He came out in a towel this time, noticing Aiden
was blushing.  "Sorry.  Shower's free, Don."  He went
to put on jammie bottoms to spare her modesty and came back out. 
"You can borrow my little camera and punch a hole in the side so you can
look in it," he offered once Don was in the bathroom. 


She looked at
him.  "You have a pinhole camera?" 


"Yeah. 
It came with a note suggesting I could spy on him like he did on me.  Don
growled him into moving to New Jersey a few weeks ago." 


She shook her head
quickly.  "Okay then.  Where is it?" 


"My closet in
the blue shoe box with the other stuff." 


"Thanks." 
She went to get that, coming back out with the box.  "This is an
explosives tester," she noted, holding something up.  "It sniffs
out certain chemicals."  She ran it over the box, not getting
anything.  A quick puncture and she inserted the camera, looking in the
eyehole.  She pulled back and unscrewed it, removing the picture that had
been between the viewing portal and the eye cup, handing that to Don when he
came out in a pair of pajama pants.  She went back to looking it
over.  "Flowers, flat vase.  Fake."  She pulled it out
and slit around the top to lift it off, handing him the card. 


"Hmm." 
Don looked at it, then at her.  "Remember Gretchen?" 


"Psycho slut
who bragged she could suck the dents out of a golf ball?"  Don nodded
at that.  "Her?  Really?"  She took it back to look
over.  "Yup, guess it was.  Didn't know you were banging him
now, Flackie." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I offered but he said that was too high of a payment for
protecting me," he joked.  Aiden swatted him but laughed. 
"Hey, I have the *right* to brag.  Seventeen people paid a hundred
grand or more for an hour of my time."  He shrugged and gave her an
impish grin.  "I'm entitled to it."  Someone knocked on the
door.  "Who is it?" 


"It's
momma," she called.   Xander got up to let her in. 
"What happened?" she asked, staring at him. 


"I was
finding myself for six weeks.  It's how we found out about my incredible
kidnaping skills."  He shrugged and sat down again. "Maybe she'd
like the flowers." 


"Ma, you want
some flowers my two-dates ex sent?" Don asked, checking it over before handing
it to her. 


"They're very
pretty, Don.  Who sent them?" 


"Gretchen. 
She thinks I'm sleeping with Xander too."  He looked at his
mother.  "He's out of the business, has been since before I got him
as a protectee, Ma.  I promise.  It hardly ever comes back to haunt
him." 


"That's good
at least.  They're not the ones trying to take him?" 


"Nope. 
It's others who want him.  They're mostly satisfied to dream and desire,
but go with less pricey people at the specialty place he used ta work. 
Xander broke off all his ties with them and when one tried to reestablish it he
kicked his ass." 


"Good." 
She patted Xander on the head.  "That's a very good boy,
Xander." 


"Thank
you.  Hey, Don, you know how you said we'd talk about pets?" 


"No cats. I'm
allergic to cats." 


"Yes,
Don.  A dog?" 


"We'll
see."  Xander beamed and nodded. "Go play in your
room."  Xander went to do that.  "He's a good kid, Ma. He
was on a road trip to find himself and made a crappy decision.  But it is
how he afforded this place." 


"I had wondered." 
She patted him on the cheek.  "Would you like to come to dinner
tonight?" 


"Sure. 
I've gotta get dressed. I'm just out of the shower.  Aiden, can you watch
Xander for me?" 


"Sure. 
I'll give him another cooking lesson."   Don grinned and went to
change into jeans and a shirt, heading home with his mother for a bit. 
"Xander, wanna go have some fun?" she called once they were
alone.  He peeked his head out, looking at her, giving her a wary, but
gleeful grin.  "Come on.  Get dressed, we'll go hit a club and
find me more body slaves."  Xander cackled and came out in a pair of
suede pants and a muscle shirt, making her drool.  "That's
hot."  He nodded, putting on some biker boots and grabbing his
keys.  His wallet went down the front of his pants, making her stare at
that part of him.  "That's not natural," she said in awe. 


He looked down at
himself, then at her.  "Yes it is.  I'm average." 


"I doubt it,
baby."  She looked in his eyes again.  "No wonder you make
men scream." 


"Men, women,
both at the same time, multiple of either," he offered with a smirk,
taking her arm.  "We should let you change too.  Wanna borrow a
tighter t-shirt?"  She took off her jacket and outer shirt, leaving
herself in a tank top and her pants.  "Okay, good enough.  Let's
go."  He led her out, locking the door behind them. 
"Cab?" 


"Would
probably be wiser," she agreed, taking his arm to stroll off with
him.  He only enhanced her hotness.  She would not be going home
alone tonight. 


*** 


Don walked in and
found Aiden's jacket thrown on the couch.  "Guys?" he
called.  No answer.  He groaned and called Aiden's phone, hearing it
ring from the couch.  "No!" he moaned, going down to talk to the
doorman.  "Xander and Aiden went where?" he asked. 


"She told the
driver of the cab to take her to Inferno, Mr. Flack." 


Don sighed and
shook his head.  "What was he wearing?" 


"Suede. 
Very nice suede.  It made me wanna pet him.  She was in a tank top as
well." 


Don trudged off,
going to look up the club's number and have Aiden paged.  Who he got was
the officer in charge of the scene.  "This is Detective Flack. 
CSI Burns and my protectee were there together.  Are they in
trouble?  No, they snuck out while I went home to have dinner with my
parents."  He listened to the rundown of the scene. 
"Xander's a brunette, tallish, thin, apparently wearing suede and a tank
top?  CSI Burns is Aiden.  Yeah, her."  He leaned back,
still holding his head.  "Should I call Taylor?"  The
doorknob jiggled.  "Hold on.  It's open!" he snapped. 
Aiden walked in looking dizzy.  "They're here. 
Thanks."  He nodded. "I'll bring 'em in tomorrow.  My desk,
yeah."  He hung up and glared at them.  "What were you
thinking!  You didn't have your phone, you weren't armed!  Why are
you wearing turquoise?" 


"Because the
person who wanted Xander gave it to me if I'd quit nagging him for ten minutes
so he could molest the boy's mouth.  Xander made him cry and we walked out
together.  He got onyx and obsidian with his turquoise."  She
flopped down on top of her jacket, jumping when it buzzed. 
"Hey!  No vibrators!" 


Xander shrugged a
bit.  "It was her idea, Don, I was being good.  I got us away
from the big meany with the tiny prick who thought four inches made him a
man."  He started to move and Don growled.  He sat down, he knew
that sound all too well.  "Sorry." 


"You're gonna
be!  The cops are still at that club." 


"It was a
robbery," Xander defended. "They wanted us just as much as the
till." 


Don squeezed his
eyes shut then opened them and looked at them.  "Gee, I wonder why,"
he said bitterly.  "Go change, Xander."  He scurried to do
that.  "Aiden!"  She whimpered but he wasn't taking pity on
her.  "You can't take Xander without being armed and ready to take
him back.  I can't go out with him unless I'm armed and ready to take him
back.  That is the rule, right?"  She nodded slowly, pouting at
him.  "Tough, woman!  You both nearly died this
time."  She got up and gave him a hug.  "Thank you, but
you're still in trouble. I don't wanna lose you," he said more quietly.
"I should spank you both." 


"Only if I
get to be in silk panties and squeal," she said, making him groan and sit
down, which meant she followed since she hadn't let him go.  "I'm
sorry. I thought it'd be harmless.  I didn't know the club was going to be
robbed." 


"Yeah, well,
they're still looking for the guy." 


"He was
stringing himself up when we left, Xander cut him brutally."  Don
sighed and handed her the phone.  "Redial?"  He
nodded.  She hit redial. "This is CSI Burns."  She smiled
at the cop.  "No, we're fine.  They decided they wanted us as
much as the till.  No, Xander laid into him verbally to keep himself
unmolested.  He went on and on about how a four inch tool didn't make you
a man, it made you undeveloped and prepubescent, if not an actual child. 
He was stringing up a rope when I slammed the door behind us.  Um,
Tallhook.  His two partners dropped us off with him and didn't give him a
share of the money either. One was a Brit of some sort or another, I can't tell
the difference in accents." 


"He was Welsh,"
Xander called before coming out in his jammie bottoms.  "One guy was
Welsh, the other was Canadian, like the guy who had us.  The other guys
called the driver, the Canadian guy, Reed.  Not sure if that was his first
or last.  He did apologize for taking us as well.  Said he thought
we'd be a bad idea but you couldn't tell Lindsey anything.  I'm guessing
Lindsey was the other guy." 


"Yeah,"
Don snorted.  "Anything else?"  Xander considered it then
nodded. "What?" 


"The
apartment had things that were way high rent for a guy like him.  He
sounded like a street thug, like Spike used to only with a different
accent.  I know one of the statues in there, the one I threw at him, was
over ten grand.  I looked at it because I liked it so much." 


"What was it
and where did you see it?" 


"It was a
black and red basalt statue of Isis.  I saw the one I did at the
Emporium."  He sat down and curled up to look at them. 
"The place I go to get candles and strange stuff.  Amy's are
sandstone and a few basalt.  The black basalt one there was less carved
and highlighted and it was ten grand." 


Don blinked. 
"Good memory, Xander.  Anything else come to mind?" 


Xander thought
then shook his head. "Not really.  He wasn't terribly impolite. 
He even requested Aiden turn around so he could molest my mouth for a
bit.  Politely even.  He dug into a big box of stuff to pay her to
quit nagging him for a few.  Asked politely then too." 


"Hey, at
least this one had manners," Aiden said dryly.  She listened to the
officer.  "Sure, I can make him come in tomorrow with me. 
Thanks."  She hung up.  "We're both to be there when Don
goes in so we can go over the statement."  Xander nodded. 
"You okay?" 


"Not the
first one who tried to force it," Xander pointed out.  "Even
when I was working there were a few who tried.  One I took the right of
refusal seriously because he smelled off, like he was sick.  He tried for
twenty minutes and when he figured out he wasn't going to win short of knocking
me out, he went to complain to Devi and have him punish me.  I told Devi
why I wouldn't and he had him tested, he was sick and carrying something
transmittable.  Two of the other guys had to retire suddenly because they
had been with him in the last few weeks." 


"At least
someone caught it before you got sick too," she reminded him, coming over
to cuddle with him.  "What do I do about this jewelry?" 


"I consider
it a reparation for having the audacity to take me," he said
honestly.  "Only my eventual boyfriend won't have to pay for my
time."  She giggled and swatted him.  "Seriously.  He
stole me, he can pay for it."  He snuggled into her shoulder, getting
comfortable.  "Are you heading home tonight?" he asked with a
yawn.  "If not, I'm going to nap." 


"Sure, you
nap.  If I have to I'll help put you to bed."  He nodded and
closed his eyes, drifting off like that.  She yawned too. 
"Sorry, Flackie, I tried." 


"Uh-huh. 
Next time you go armed, you tell me where you're taking him, and you fight back
before he gets taken, especially since they wanted you too." 


"Xander said
he couldn't leave me behind. I was his bitch and I'd pout and sulk the PD into
finding him.  They took me to make him cooperate."  She yawned
again and snuggled in a bit.  "This is a really nice couch." 


"Nap, Aiden.
You deserve it for getting free."  She nodded, settling in to nap
with him.  Don rolled his eyes, getting up to grab a pillow for them and a
blanket in case they wanted it later on.  Then he went to his room to read
and think.  That one had been too close.  He was going to have to start
enforcing the protection rules. 


*** 


Xander got up with
a groan of complaint to open the door, the uniforms on the gentlemen waiting on
him making him forget his latest book.  "You're a long way from
Sunnydale, gentlemen."  He waved them inside but didn't offer, just
in case.  Even with cops you never knew.... 


"Mr. Harris,
we're here about a report we have to follow up on."  They watched as
he sat.  "Someone reported you as being responsible for a rape
recently." 


"Excuse me? I
haven't been back to Sunnydale since my so-called friends told me I wasn't
needed and to never come home.  I've been in New York now for four
months.  You can verify with my roommate, who is a local cop, if you
want."  He stared at them.  "Who was I supposedly
responsible for hurting?" 


"Buffy
Summers."  The other officer cleared his throat and sat across from
him.  "Apparently she was at a frat party, got very drunk, and ended
up underneath a pile of men.  Her mother said you were responsible." 


"I haven't
been home in five months and *I'm* responsible for her bad habits!" he
demanded, hopping up.  "Why the hell am I responsible?" 


"I'm hoping
it's just a mother overreacting, sir, but we had to follow-up on it.  It's
procedure."  He looked at him.  "You can prove you weren't
home eight days ago?" 


"I
can."  Xander dialed Danny's number, knowing Don was probably hard at
work since he was on a stakeout today.  "Danny, I'm sorry to bother
you," he said, his voice tight and higher pitched than normal. "Can
you please talk to the Sunnydale cops who're here and tell them I haven't been
home?  No, no, it's important."  He handed over the phone and
went to grab his cellphone from his room, dialing Joyce's number.  "I
haven't been home in four months because your daughter and Willow told me I was
worthless and they didn't want me to come back, that they were tired of saving
my worthless and unskilled ass.  Why is this my fault?" he demanded
calmly.  "Yes, Joyce, this is Xander.  I'm still in New
York.  Like I've been for the last four months!  Ever since *your*
daughter told me I can't come home to my own hometown."  She ranted.
"That's not my fault!" he yelled, starting to pace. 


"You know
what, if she's drinking, that's *Rupert's* problem.  Buffy and Willow made
it very clear that I wasn't welcome in my own hometown by my
friends."  She went further.  "You know what, I wouldn't
have been there anyway, Joyce, I don't drink. I never would've been at that
frat party to stop her."  He snorted at the next bit of logic. 
"That's Rupert's job to make her go hunting, not mine.  I did plenty
of her hunting for her when she wanted to go out on dates and be a normal
girl.  Guess this is the thanks I get.  Oh, don't worry, I'm never
coming home again thanks to this."  He hung up and threw his phone
into the wall as hard as he could.  Then he let out a scream of
rage.  They had soundproofing spells on the condo now, but he didn't
care.  He let out another one, letting it go before it ate him. 


One of the
officers tapped gently on the door.  "Sir, if you'd like to bring us
down to the station, we can get a sworn statement from him and it'll get you
off the hook," he said gently.  Xander glared at him, panting. 
"Are you all right?" 


"She decided
that if I had been there, I would've pulled her out of the frat party and made
her go hunting," he said in a deadly calm voice.  "That's not my
job and I don't drink so I wouldn't have been there anyway." 


"I know, sir.
I wouldn't drink with how your father was either.  Can we go there to get
that statement?  Some real friends might help you calm down." 


"Yeah,"
Xander said, running a hand through his hair.  He grabbed his keys. 
"Come on."  He led them out, turning to lock the door.  He
led them down to his SUV, ignoring the looks.  "It's bulletproof. 
I get kidnaped a lot."  He slid in to drive and they climbed in
quickly. 


*** 


Danny hung up and
looked at Mac.  "Xander was just incoherently screaming in
rage.  I gotta get back to talk to the Sunnydale cops he put me on
with." 


"Why?" 


"One of his
friend's mothers accused him of raping her back in Sunnydale because he wasn't
there to pull her out of a frat party," he said honestly, gathering things
up and heading back to the SUV.  They had two there, Mac could still get
back but he was needed.  On the way he called Don.  "Xander's in
a rage," he warned.  "Buffy's mom went illogical and said he
raped her because he wasn't there to pull her out of the frat
party."  He nodded.  "Heading there now, Don.  He was
screaming in rage in the background.  Wordless rage.  Yeah, they're
here.  Going to meet them now."  He hung up and hurried back,
mentally berating people.  Mothers he could understand being hysterical
but to push it after the initial crisis was over with was too much.  He
parked and got out, finding Xander pounding a fist into the wall under one
officer's careful watch.  "He good enough for now?" 


"Nope. 
He's going to hurt the building soon.  What happened?  I saw the two
out-of-town cops." 


"Family
crisis back there he's being blamed for since he wasn't there." 


"Gotta love
your family since you can't kill 'em and get away with it," he noted
dryly.  Xander glared at him and he backed off.  "Let's get your
hand wrapped, kid." 


"I'm
fine.  I've had worse.  Danny, please.  I wasn't even there
then!" 


"I know,
Xander.  Calm down."  He went to straighten this out.  He
felt Don coming in and let him handle the kid; he did it better and could get
away with holding him while he cried or raged some more.  He passed by
Aiden.  "Go bandage Xander's hand for him? He was damaging the
building." 


"If you'll
tell me what's going on." 


"Get him to
vent," he ordered.  He got a subtle point from one of the techs in
his lab, nodding at them for it.  He walked in and shut the breakroom
door.  "What can I do to stop this shit?" 


"We need a
signed and dated statement saying he was here during the critical times,"
one of them offered.  "We know it wasn't the kid.  He'd never
have been in that frat house.  Harris never drank and his father was a
drunk so I doubt he ever will.  Her mother's being irrational." 


"The two
girls really said he couldn't come back?" the other asked quietly. 


"Said he was
worthless, not wanted, that stuff," Danny assured him, sitting down to
write out the statement for them.  "Told him to never come back
because they were tired of taking care of him." 


"He took care
of them," the first officer noted dryly.  "We always knew the
trio were hunting and it made our jobs a lot easier.  The Harris boy was
the one we bet on first to die.  He's nothing special, we all knew that
thanks to his family.  The kid could've done a lot but he chose not to
because he couldn't get around his family."  Danny looked at
him.  "His father was arrested for gambling, underaged sex while
drunk, giving alcohol to minors, and assault on an officer when he resisted
arrest.  They held that kid down."  Danny nodded at that. 
"That his friends helped is wrong.  Especially since he's the one who
saved them a few times." 


"It's
convenient blinders," Danny assured him, handing it over. 
"There's no way he was out of our sights for long enough to even get a
flight one way.  Unless you think he magiced himself back, that should be
enough.  If not, let me know." 


"Thank you,
Detective.  Is he all right?  We told him up front we know he didn't
do it.  He called her mother though.  That's when he started to
scream." 


"Xander's got
a protector out here, someone to watch his back and make sure no one steals
him.  He's got him well in hand." 


"Why is he
kidnaped?  He said he was when we gave his SUV a funny look." 


"Ever hear of
GHS?"  One of them nodded. "He's a member.  They want him
to be theirs.  Another detective is watching him and living with him to
protect him.  I can get him to give you another one if it'd help." 


"Please."



"Sure. 
He's probably outside."  They headed back out, finding Don hitting
the building now.  "The kid?" 


"Aiden's got
him.  I'm wearing out some anger so I can help him more." 


Danny took his
hand to look over, then the tape and gauze Aiden had left on the stairs to wrap
it.  Don gave him an odd look. "Just until you get home," he
said quietly.  "It'll help if you write a statement too." 


"Sure. 
Anything."  He looked at the two cops.  "You know it wasn't
him, right?" 


"We
know," the second cop assured him.  "It's procedure to follow up
on any clues given in a case.  Especially like this one.  To us, this
is a short vacation.  He called her mother earlier, Detective." 


Don nodded
once.  "I'm gonna be the next one to talk ta her," he
promised.  He took the pad of paper and sat on the stairs to write out a
statement, reading it before signing it and handing it over.  That got a
smile.  "Have a good vacation." 


"Thank you,
Detective.  Tell him his father's made a deal for
ten-to-fifteen."  That got a nod and they left, going to their
hotel.   They could fax the statements back there and then go out and
see some sights tonight. 


Don looked at
Danny.  "How could anyone think that?" 


"She's a
mother," Danny pointed out, sitting beside him.  "We should go
find Xander." 


"Burns has
him in our breakroom, cuddling him while he sobs," the lieutenant offered
as she came out.  "What the hell happened, Flack?  And what's up
with your hand?" 


"I was
killing the building instead of his friend's mother."  He looked back
at her.  "His friend's mother decided that since he wasn't there to
drag her daughter out of a frat party, where she ended up in a dog pile, it was
his fault she was attacked."  His boss groaned at that. 
"Told the cops that.  They had to follow up.  Then apparently
Xander talked to her mother himself.  She was like his own mother at
times, boss."  He got up, going to get his boy from Aiden. 
Xander saw him and sniffled, drying it up.  "Crying in frustration
and rage is still good, so is grief, Xander."  He let himself be held
and cried on.  "It'll be okay.  You're here now and you've got
good friends who give a damn."  Stella walked in.  "Not
now." 


"Sure. 
Aiden?" 


"Going home
with him, Stella.  Tell Mac okay?" 


"What
happened?"  Aiden got up and came over to whisper in her ear. 
Stella stiffened.  "Can we go out there?" she asked calmly. 


Xander pulled
back, wiping off his face.  "She said if I had been there, I'd have
been at the party, even though I don't drink and I wasn't in college so
wouldn't have had any reason to be at a frat party, and that I'd have made
Buffy go do her damn job.  Something she and her Watcher couldn't. 
Something I was doing for her a lot of nights so she could go be a girl
again," he said bitterly. 


"Well,"
Stella offered, unable to figure out what to say.  She came in and gave
him a hug.  "It's all right, Xander.  She's a hysterical
mother." 


"It's been
two weeks.  When I called earlier she's still blaming me.  Said it
was my fault since I didn't come home.  That things are going to hell
because I didn't come home. Blamed me for Buffy's drinking and partying
habits.  For Willow going off worse.  All of it's my fault that they
told me not to come home because I'm so worthless." 


"You're a
better man than any of them," she soothed.  Xander shrugged and got
free, stomping out.  "Don, follow him, make him calm
down."  He nodded, going to take the keys and drive the kid anywhere
he wanted to go.  "Aiden, how long would a flight out there be?"



"Ten, eleven
hours," Danny offered from his spot.  "Each way.  By the
way, Aiden, his daddy took a deal when they arrested him after Willow and Oz
got down with the family." 


"For?"
Stella asked. 


"Gambling,
underaged sex, giving alcohol to a minor, assault while resisting
arrest."  He smirked.  "Ten-to-fifteen." 


"If there's
any sort of God, he'll die inside," Aiden assured him.  "We
should make sure they both eat tonight and baby Don's hand." 


"Don only had
some scraped knuckles.  He'll be fine by tomorrow.  Probably not even
any scabs."  He looked behind him then at the women.  "Damage
control?" 


"Fixed,"
Aiden assured him.  "One of the female patrol officers wanted to know
who died.  I told her he was being blamed for it since he wasn't home,
hadn't been home thanks to the person who got attacked.  If some stupid rumor
pops up, I'm going to brain someone." 


"Sure. 
At least we know how to hide the bodies properly."  The ladies
laughed at that and he let them out, going to see if they were outside
again.  He ran into Mac. "Sorry." 


"No, that's
understandable.  Is it fixed?" 


"They knew he
didn't do it, Mac.  They needed statements to prove it.  Don and I
both wrote one."  That got a smile.  "They're considering
this a short vacation." 


"You've got
to follow-up on information when you get it," he agreed.  "If
they need another one, have them come to me."  He patted Danny on the
back.  "Aiden's fuming." 


"The kid was
crying on her when Don let her bring him inside."  He went to check
on the ladies.  They were prone to doing stupid shit when they were this
pissed.  Not that he wasn't, but he'd only call Oz.  Which he
did.  "Hey, me.  Did you know Buffy's mom blamed Xander? 
No, they showed up here today."  He smirked.  "Yeah, full
breakdown, dented the building then cried on Aiden and Don.  Not tonight
I'm not.  Not with how pissed the kid is.  Sure."  He hung
up and called Don.  "Tell him Oz went to talk to Joyce and make her
see sense.  No, no practice tonight, Don.  You're both too pissed not
to hurt yourselves," he said quietly.  "Sure."  He
hung up and looked at Aiden, then at Mac.  "Don went home with him.
He'll be back in the morning." 


"That's fine,
I'll let his supervisor know," Mac promised.  "Is Xander all
right now?" 


"Nope, but I
didn't hear him screaming or crying.  He's heading there."  He
went back to the lab to work it out while he worked.  This called for a
totally evil plan.  He called Methos.  "Hey, it's Danny. 
Yeah, and?" he snorted.  "No, your boy isn't all right. 
Wrong boy, old fart.  Yeah, that one.  No, he's not all right. 
You might wanna ask Oz.  Xander was just tryin' ta kill a
building."  He smirked.  "Sure.  Have fun with
that."  He hung up.  That would get a good evil plan
going.  The kid would see that he had a better family now. 


*** 


Don woke up to the
feeling of handcuffs on his wrists.  He took stock of his position. He was
still dressed, all but his shoes.  He was on his side. There was a pillow
under his head and a sheet over him.  He remembered coming home and
groaned.  He had tried to cash in on Xander's promise of paying him orally
last night while he had been really drunk.  He looked up at his captor.
"I'm sorry, Xander. I was really drunk.  The guys at the bar were
harassing me and I was stupidly drunk." 


"The only
rule I ever made about you being drunk was either tell me so I could go hide,
or stay away from me," Xander said quietly, looking down at him. He was
sitting up looking through a catalog.  "This is why, Don." 


"I
know.  I'm so sorry.  I didn't mean it, Xander, I'm sorry." 


"You know, if
you had *asked* I would've done it," he said bitterly.  "Instead
you tried to go the hair grabbing route and force it."  Don blanched
at that.  He put the catalog down and shifted down, facing him. 
"Is that what you want, Don?  Because if it is, all you have to do is
ask.  It'll help both of us." 


"I..." 


"Don,
listen.  We're going to be hundreds of years old.  You're going to
know me next to forever." 


"Point,"
he agreed.  He considered it.  It had been a while since he had
dated.  "I, um, I'm still straight." 


"Who
cares?" Xander asked.  He shrugged and smirked.  "I don't
care." 


"Point,"
he said, seeing some humor now.  "If you want, it might do me some
good.  Get my head back on straight.  Can I be uncuffed?" 


"Where are
your keys?" 


"How did you
get my cuffs on me?" 


"I told you
to let me go and I'd make it even better and you could have anything you wanted
from me. You let me go and rolled onto your back, wiggling happily like a
puppy's tail.  I grabbed them and put them on you, then I ignored you for
the ten minutes it took you to pass out." 


"I'm really sorry,
kid." 


"I know and
I'm going to beat some of your coworkers.  Where are the keys?" 


"My right
pocket."  Xander patted them down then stuck his hand in, wiggling it
since Don was laying on that side.  Don blushed at that.  "Um,
they're against my thigh, I can feel the metal." 


"That's
because you've got a hole."  He pulled them out eventually, ignoring
the brushing his knuckles had done against the hardening cock.  He got Don
undone.  "In here or your room?" 


"My
room.  I like your room and all but it creeps me out being in here. 
I feel like you're going to try to take what I don't need right now." 


"I'm not like
that but I think the original owner of the bed was like that." He let Don
up and followed him back to his room, letting im pick a position.  Just a
quick blowjob today. 


Don looked at the
clock.  "It's nearly six-thirty.  I've got to be in by
eight." 


"I can do it
really quick and then you can take a short nap, get up and shower at seven. You
can make it in."  Don shrugged and undid his pants, letting him fall
to his knees to help him get off.  Don tasted good, kind of sweaty and a
bit saltier than the other humans he had worked on before.  But it was an
okay taste.  He gave him one of his best efforts, making Don groan. 
Fingers were slid through his hair but his head wasn't forced or his hair
yanked on. It was a nice feeling.  Don got off and he swallowed, then
licked him clean.  He helped Don back into his bed and set his alarm,
going back to his room to play with himself for a while longer.  It had
been good to do that again.  It had been too long.  He needed more
practice before he lost his skills.  He heard Don's alarm going off and
smiled, pausing until he got into the shower, then he could go back to
it.  That way he wouldn't creep Don out and he'd get to do it again later.



*** 


Don looked around
the scene they were at.  They were off by themselves in this corner of the
park.  There had been two bodies so Stella had the other one and it was
around some bushes and a bit away.  "Can we talk?" 


"Sure,
later.  Mac's mad enough at me and I don't wanna make him madder by
slacking off on a scene."  He looked at him.  "Big
questions or little ones?" 


"Something
the kid said.  He said we'd know each other nearly forever." 


"Forever
lasts however long your head stays attached," Danny noted patiently. 
"Just because we'll grow really old and know each other for a very long
time doesn't mean we can't go any minute." 


"Point. 
I get that.  It's just the reasoning he was using to talk me into
stuff." 


Danny smirked at
him.  "I noticed you looked more relaxed than you did when you went
home last night." 


"Yeah, well,
I woke up in my handcuffs this morning because I was an annoying drunk last
night," he said bitterly.  He glanced around again then moved closer. 
"Do we often...try things?" 


"Often,"
he agreed, smirking at him.  "Gotta have something to do, or else you
get bored." 


"What's
average?" 


"About two
centuries.  You lose your first family and friends, then you spend some
time guarding your heart.  Then you finally let someone in and lose them
so you give up."  He gave him a knowing look.  "We've all
gotta have things to cling to and things we can do with our lives, Don. 
Some have more than others.  Some have less.  Some just get depressed
and quit tryin' ta live." 


"Okay. 
I can understand that.  It's gonna suck losing them all." 


"Not
all.  The most stable of us make friends among us.  There's some
friendship groups that're as tight as family.  Usually you meet as
students or you meet over a job. Sometimes it's a teacher and his
students.  Connor's got that.  Connor's like a huge banner-holder in
one of the ancient battles at times.  Xander could become one." 
Don shook his head.  "He's got it in him." 


"He might but
no.  He doesn't want to be well-known." 


"Which is
probably a good idea."  He got back to work.  "But you
won't lose us all." 


"Are any of
the others...." 


Danny grinned and
nodded.  "One other.  Not who you'd think, you should be able to
feel them really weakly when you're in the same room." 


"Hawkes?"
Don mouthed.  Danny nodded, smirking as he got back to work. 
"That's surprising.  I'd have thought...." 


"Yeah, but
she's not.  We checked.  It'll be fine, Don.  We'll be
fine.  We support each other when the going gets tough.  For now, all
you've got to worry about is living and saving money for the thin
times."  Don nodded at that, going to check on Stella. 
"And get Xander to quit spending all his," Danny muttered. "He
might need it more than most to steal himself back." 


*** 


Xander tapped on
Don's door that night, coming in to cuddle him and help him over. 
"This way you don't have to worry about being late to work," he
whispered, making Don smirk in the dark.  "Is that okay?" 


"Sure, it was
okay. Just slower this time, Xander."  He felt him nod and relaxed,
letting Xander have access to anything he wanted.  He didn't try any
romantic BS or try to cuddle him, just went right for the goal, which was
appreciated.  He closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of the warm, wet
mouth and the tight throat.  Xander was very good.  He put a hand
down to pet through his hair, still not pulling.  He wasn't going to guide
him any, just let him show him how good he was.  It was very good, very
soothing.  Don felt himself drifting off nearly as soon as he came. 
Xander curled up on his shoulder, one arm over his stomach.  "Sure,
you deserve a cuddle for that," he agreed sleepily.  Xander kissed
him on the shoulder and snuggled in.  Don liked cuddling, cuddling after a
good blowjob was nice.  Even if Xander did snore a bit it was still
okay.  He could definitely get used to doing this every night and some
lunches.  As long as Xander didn't start getting clingy, boyfriend
thoughts about him.
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Don looked up,
feeling another immortal nearby.  He tensed and got up, going to go
searching.  It could be that it was someone in trouble.  This was
still a police station after all.  He found a tired looking redhead at the
desk.  "What's up?" 


The redhead looked
at him.  "I'm looking for an old friend, Danny Messer?" 


"He's in CSI
but they're out on a call," he offered, holding out a hand. 
"Don Flack." 


"Richie
Ryan."  He shook it.  "He called me to help Russell train
someone?"  Don stiffened at that.  "It's all good," he
said quietly.  "I'm at a higher skill level."  That got a
small smile.  "So, how long do you think?  I was going to pop in
on the locals I know and then come back if it was going to be longer than
standard waiting time." 


"Let me text
him," he offered, pulling out his phone to do that.  He got back
'he's a good guy, send him to Connor for now'.  Don smiled and showed him
the message. 


"Sure, I'll
do that.  Later tonight?" 


"It's my late
night. I don't get off until nine. You'll definitely see him and probably my
protectee tonight." 


"Sure. 
See you eventually then, Detective."  He grinned and headed out to
his bike. 


The desk sergeant
looked at him.  "I haven't seen your protectee for a few days. 
He okay?" 


"Tired,
nothing new," Don offered.  "He's planning a shopping trip with
Aiden this weekend."  That got a chuckle.  "It'll be
okay.  I'll have him bring me lunch later."  He went back to his
desk. 


*** 


Connor looked up
when he felt another immortal, coming to his office door. 
"Richie?" 


"I handed the
insane bastard to Amanda," he admitted, dropping his bag in the
corner.  "I came to see you about another problem and see if Danny
needed help with training.  You do really good with the beginning stuff
but not the intermediate levels from what Mac said." 


"How is my
clansman?" 


"Insane, the
same as he was before," he said with a small shrug. "As long as
Amanda actually holds him this time we should be okay for a few more
months.  So, I met Flack."  Connor smiled at that. 
"He said it's his late night?" 


"He takes one
late shift a week," he admitted.  "His protectee, Xander, is
much more stable and he'll be here within a few hours.  Why are you
here?" 


"Danny said
to come bug you in his text back to Flack.  Called me a good
guy."  That got a laugh and a back clap, plus being led into the
office.  "Is there anything I should be aware of?" 


"You know
Methos, correct?" 


"Of
course." 


"Xander is
one of his GHS members.  One of the highest of the high. He's occasionally
stolen." 


"Goodie. 
By us?" 


"Demons, us,
anyone with a pulse some days," he admitted.  "The boy gets so
frustrated with it now and then."  He sat down.  "He's also
charismatic and stubborn.  He'd have done the clan proud if he was one of
us.  I saw him socially for a bit." 


"Interesting. 
So he's bi?" 


"Fairly gay
but he's had women in the past.  They've traumatized him however." 


"I won't
share conquest stories then."  They both felt an immie coming in and
stood up, Richie's hand going for his sword.  Xander ran in and pounced
Connor, holding onto him, his face hiding in his shirt.  "I take it
this is Xander?" 


"It is. 
Xander?"  He pried himself loose and made the boy look at him. 
"What happened?" 


"Some
dark-haired guy growled at me and said I'd be sucking him when he took my head,
that I was as evil as Oz was and that he was going to clean the taint from
us," he babbled.  "He showed up at the house,
Connor!   I have no idea who this person is or why he thinks Oz is
evil but I escaped." 


"Good
boy.  Sit down and relax.  Looks like Amanda didn't even manage a
day." 


"I'm going to
quit giving him to her," Richie agreed.  "Hi, Xander.  I'm
Richie."  Xander waved, pushing Connor down so he could curl up in
his lap.  That made him smile.  He pulled out a picture to show
him.  "Was this him?"  Xander looked then nodded. 
"Okay, call Danny and warn him Macleod's loose and in the
city."  Xander got up and pulled out his phone.  The door's
chime jingled but it wasn't an immortal.  Though he did follow Xander up
to the office.  "Officer," he said respectfully. 


"I guard the
kid now and then.  Xander?"  Xander looked at him, then
relaxed.  "What happened?" 


"Someone who
thinks my friend Oz is evil decided he was going to use me as bait.  He
told me he was going to cut my head off while he was making me suck him." 


The officer
nodded.  "Okay.  I'll take you to Don.  Come
on."  Xander finished his message and nodded, hugging Connor before
going with him. "Thank you." 


"It's not a
problem. I saw Xander socially for a few weeks," Connor offered
blandly.  The officer nodded at that and took Xander down to his squad car
and back to the twelfth.  "That is a problem waiting to happen,"
Connor said blandly. 


"At least the
kid has a protector." 


"Yes, but
he's a normal." 


"There's a
Watcher somewhere in the city.  Maybe they'll catch him at it and bring
him in."  Richie shrugged. "Joe probably would if we mentioned
it to him." 


"I'll do
that."  He called Joe to inform him of the problem with
Macleod.  That way the Watchers would be involved and on the look-out as
well.  "Go rest upstairs, Richie.  Danny won't be in until
nearly six probably." 


"Sure. 
Thanks, man."  He got up and went to grab his pack, then head for the
apartment upstairs. 


*** 


Mac looked down as
his phone beeped with a message, listening to it.  Then he looked
around.  He paged Danny, bringing him at a trot.  "Macleod's
out," he said simply. 


Danny
blinked.  "Did Richie bring him?  He was here earlier looking
for me. Met Don." 


"Not that I'm
aware of.  Richie's with Connor.  Xander's on his way in.  The
Watcher on Connor saw him go running inside like he was being chased
again.  Connor told Joe." 


"Interesting. 
Okay then."  He nodded.  "I'll be really safe but I'll call
them to see what's going on and warn Don."  He went to warn Don
first.  "Hey, Flack," he called as he walked in.  Don looked
over at him.  "Got two?" 


"Sure. 
Why?" 


"Xander's on
his way in.  Someone saw him running for Russell's like someone was
chasing him.  They're sending him here.  Seems Connor's cousin is on
the loose and in town." 


"So we think
he came after Xander?" 


"With it
being Xander?  Yeah.  He's got a thing about thinking Oz is
evil."  He shrugged.  "It happens, he's insane." 


"Okay. 
I'll get the full story from Xander and let you know." 


"Thanks. 
Just be really careful if he did come after the kid." 


Xander hugged him
from behind.  "Do we know the insane person who said Oz was evil and
he was going to chop me into bits while he made me service him?" he asked
quietly. 


"Yup. 
Let go."  Xander let him go and Danny pulled him around. 
"Was it Macleod?"  Xander nodded.  "You sure?" 


"Richie
showed me a picture and he said that's who it was." 


"Okay. 
Where were you?" 


"Home. 
He kicked in the door, Danny." 


"He's insane,
Xander.  You're staying here."  He nodded at the officer. 
"We've got him.  Thank you." 


"This isn't
the normal person who wants him." 


"No, this one
is insane and blaming Xander's friend Oz for his life going to hell for some
reason.  Kid wasn't anywhere near him when he went off the deep end, but
he thinks Oz is his ancient enemy and anyone who knows him is just as
bad.  He's been in protective custody and got free." 


"Okay
then.  Should I tell their doorman?" 


"I'll do
it," Don promised, grinning at him.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
Detective.  He's a great kid.  I hope we capture this guy." 


"I hope so
too.  Have a good shift and if your boss gives you hell, have him call
me." 


"Will
do."  He walked off, thinking about it.  Flack would put out an
APB on this person hopefully.  That would give him a legitimate reason to
go after the guy for trying to hurt the kid.  The kid was like a son to
him. 


Don got up and
pulled them both into the breakroom.  "What does this guy look
like?"  Danny pulled out a photo and showed him. 
"Okay.  Anything we can do?" 


"Knock him
out or kill him.  Don't take it from him," Danny warned
quietly.  "It might transfer.  No one's sure." 


"Okay." 
He looked at Xander.  "Are you okay?" 


"I ran. 
He might still be there." 


"I'll call
our doorman, make sure he's not and get the door fixed."  Xander
nodded, sitting down.  "Good.  You're staying here until I leave
tonight.  You got anything on you?" 


"What was in
these pants before."  He emptied his pockets.  His wallet wasn't
in there but his house keys were.  A few crumpled bills from a changed
larger one. He let Don take them.   "I put them back on after I
got up." 


"That's
fine," Don promised. "If we have to, we can hit a hotel
tonight."  He patted Xander on the head.  "Let me get some
change from the desk so you can have a soda.  I've got a book in my desk
you can borrow."  Xander nodded, moving to a corner seat and settling
in for now.  Danny got the book for him, Don went to get change so the kid
could nibble and drink.   Then they went back to their desks and to
explain why Xander was there to their bosses. 


Mac was not a
happy Watcher with that at all. 


*** 


Xander looked up
when he felt a quickening buzz.  Don was just across the room.  It
wasn't his.  He stood up when a familiar man walked in, glaring at
him.  "What are you doing here!  This is a police station! 
Don!"  Don came running.  "Isn't this him?" 


"This is
him.  Assume the position, Macleod.  Now." 


That got a sneer
and Mac tried to attack him.  He got him knocked out too.  Then he
moved on the other young one.  "You're nothing, you're friends with
an evil being," he sneered. "He's tainted you.  I will remove
this taint before you taint others.  Like that one." 


"I doubt
you're touching me," Xander told him.  The man made a grab and Xander
moved, kicking him in the back.  "Like I said, I'm not that
easy."  Macleod had centuries of fighting on him but it wasn't
exactly a helpless point on his part.  He did end up captured and he went
limp in the crushing grip.  He hated hair pullers.  "What do you
want?" 


"Your
head." 


"You're in
public.  Besides, Oz was dating my best friend.  Why am I
tainted?"  He ran a hand up his face.  "I only know Oz
peripherally.  We're not that tight since she's one of the ones who drove
me away from my home."  Mac relaxed at that.  "As a matter
of fact, she tried to have me accused of raping the other friend even though I
was here and they're near LA."  Mac smirked more at that, relaxing
even more.  "I'm sure I'm not tainted.  But you could check for
me.  I'm not going to fight you, Duncan."  Duncan let him go and
Xander got him in the balls, bringing him down.  Then he grabbed Don's
handcuffs and got him cuffed.  Right before he kicked him in the
head.  "Maybe that'll help the insanity clear up," he
sneered.  "Before I have to take your head and give it to science." 
He went to check on Don.  There was almost no one else on this
floor.  Don was awake but groggy. "Don?  Are you okay?" he
asked as he helped him sit up. 


"Let me
go!" 


"No! 
Shut up, bitch!" Xander shouted back.  "If anyone's tainted,
it's you and your holier than thou attitude and the shit you force others to
suck on to be like you!  You're no hero, you're a fucking villain and I'm
sure not even your cousin wants you anymore!"  Duncan struggled so
Xander kicked him in the head again.  "Don't move!  Before I have
to kill you."  He helped Don into a chair and checked him over. 
"Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  Call Mac or Danny?"  Xander nodded, taking Don's phone to
do that. 


"Danny, I've
got Duncan and he's in cuffs.  Here!  In the breakroom!" he
said, sounding high and squeaky to himself.  "No, I got free and
kneed him in the nuts.  How do you think I got free?  I need a full
body wash in bleach."  Don looked at him.  "Only teasing,
Don, but it's still nasty and he makes me feel slimy for liking the same
species he does."  Danny hung up and he tossed the phone back. 
"He'll call Richie and Connor."  He pulled out some change and
got a cold soda, letting Don use it as a temporary ice pack while they
waited.  A few officers came in and paused to look at the body. "He's
insane but not under arrest.  I would press charges but he'd only end up
in a straight jacket and no good for anyone." 


"It's okay,
guys.  His keepers are coming for him," Don promised, holding the
cold soda against his aching head.  "Expect the redheaded guy and
Nash or Danny and Mac really soon."  That got a nod and one went to
tell the desk while the other started a new pot of coffee.  "Xander,
drag him out of the way before he hurts an innocent cop."  Xander
drug him out of the way and then slammed his head into the floor again. 
"Hey, no brutality in the station," he warned, smirking at him. 
"No matter how much he threatened you earlier and today."  He
pulled him closer.  "You okay?  I fuzzily remember hearing you
go after him." 


"Yeah, I'm
fine, Don."  Sheldon walked in.  "Hi.  Who called
you?" 


"The desk
sergeant to check on you and Don.  Are you two okay?"  Don
nodded.  "Let me see."  He came over to check Don's head
first.  "You've got one hell of a concussion, Don. You're really
lucky you didn't die.  What did he slam you into?" 


"Doorframe. 
Check the kid.  All I've got is a headache." 


"Sure." 
He moved to check Xander over, finding a few bruises coming up and another one
on his ribs.  "Do you want to go to the hospital?" 


"No
thanks.  If we need to go, we'll let Danny drive us when he gets
here," he said, giving him a hug.  "Thank you, Sheldon." 


"That's fine,
Xander, but make Don get checked out.  His head's too bad to let him come
to work tomorrow." 


"Sure. If I
can."  Sheldon smiled and nodded, going to make his report, including
to Don's boss since he was so stubborn.  Xander looked up when he felt
another immortal, waving at Danny then pointed at the hissing and spitting
body.  "He slammed Don's head into the doorframe.  The desk guy
sent Sheldon up." 


"I'll make
sure it's covered," Mac promised, coming over to help heft Duncan
up.  "Welcome back to New York, Duncan Macleod." 


"Who're
you?" he demanded. 


"A
Watcher.  Joe sends greetings."  He hauled him out of the
room.  "I'll give Don back his cuffs," he called as he walked
him off. 


"Can't we
stick him in the system, Mac?" Danny asked as he followed, Don and Xander
behind him.  "Just for a little bit so his holders can have a
vacation?" 


Mac looked back at
him.  "I doubt it'd do anyone any good." 


"Yeah but
Bellevue would *love* him and his delusions," Danny said happily. 
"I'm sure I could get Connor to agree." 


"Connor's not
evil like you," Duncan growled.  He spit at Xander and got backhanded
for it by Don.  "Oooh, is he yours?" 


"No, I'm his
protector," Don assured him.  "A guy like Xander needs someone
to keep the others off his back." 


"That won't
work in the game," he sneered. 


"I fight
better than him in that way," Xander noted dryly.  "It's just
the mundane things that Don handles for me so I don't have to get too stressed. 
Really."  He smirked back.  "Where's my phone, Don?" 


"My
desk."  Danny turned around and went to get it and Don's
jacket.  Don looked at him.  "Speaking of, there's a bill on the
table that needs to be paid." 


"Sure, show
it to me when we make it home.  If we make it home tonight." 


Don nodded. 
"Sure."  They watched as Richie and Connor pulled up
together.  "Danny wanted to send him to Bellevue and the wacky
ward.  You two got a problem with that or with his keepers having a
vacation?" 


"I doubt the
drugs would be any good for him," Richie noted dryly. 


"Plenty of
people there have the same delusions of being immortal," Xander offered
plainly, but quietly.  "Or of being an avenging angel or whatever
form of God he thinks he is." 


"Yes, but if
he gets injured they'll turn him into a lab rat," Connor said
patiently.  "That's not nice." 


"Yes, but
we've got a way around that," Mac assured him.  "Joe didn't want
to go there yet.  Get him into the car while I call him?" 
Richie nodded, hauling Mac to the car and shoving him in the back then locking
him inside.  Mac pulled out his phone and walked around to the side of the
building to talk to his boss. 


Danny came back
and handed over everything.  "We've got to check your apartment, make
sure it wasn't too trashed or stolen from."  Xander looked at
him.  "Did you remember to close the door?" 


"He slammed
it behind himself when he kicked it in.  It was jammed.  I snuck out
off the balcony and around to Marcy's room and got let in over there so I could
escape." 


"Good
job," Don praised, giving him a pat on the back.  Then he winced and
held his head.  "I hate concussions." 


"It'll only
be a few more hours, Don," Connor reminded him gently, checking his
head.  "Did you die?" 


"Possibly. 
I know I blacked out at the very least." 


"Sheldon said
he was shocked you didn't," Xander reminded him.  "Danny, I told
him I'd get you to drive us to the ER if I could unstubborn Don." 
Danny nodded, accepting that part of the story.  "He didn't want Don
to work tomorrow." 


"That's
fine," he agreed.  "We've got a guy among us."  That
got a grin.  "Are you all right?" 


"Pissed. I
had to tease and taunt to get free when he finally beat me.  I feel like I
should bathe in bleach.  I've seen some slimy customers but really." 


Connor snickered
at that.  "He wasn't always like that.  He used to be one of the
better and more considerate lovers in the group.  Then he lost one of the
loves of his life and it turned him bitter.  Then, well, there was an
apocalypse demon," he said quietly.  "That drove him
insane." 


"I realize
that it happens, but he still makes me feel slimy for liking the same species
as he does at the moment.  Maybe when he's better it'll be different, but
not right now." 


"I
understand."  He patted him on the back.  "Let's check out
your apartment since I know Duncan knows where it is."  Mac came
back.  "Anything constructive?" 


"Very. 
He's moving to Sanctuary."  Connor looked horrified. 
"He'll be safe there, Connor.  We can protect him and he won't need
or want for anything." 


"He'll also
be kept..."  He looked at Richie.  "Would he want to be
locked away and kept away from everyone?" 


"Yes,"
he said.  "He wouldn't want everyone to see him this way,
Connor.  That's why he ran when he thought he had killed me." 


"Point. 
Are you sure they'll keep him safe, Mac." 


"We
are.  Joe nominated him.  He's done us some good work but it's time
to take him out for a while.  He had a dark one a few years back. 
Arhiman and all that too?  It's time." 


"He did
Arhiman?" Xander asked dryly, looking at Mac.  "That was a woosy
demon."  Everyone glared at him.  "It's a mind fucker and
there's worse out there.  We heard about that one, Giles thought it might
be coming for us. Actually, we think he's responsible for some of the chaos
that was in Sunnydale before now, the snow and all, but we couldn't prove
it.  He's not that powerful, guys.  That's a mid-level, mentally
screwing one.  There's worse out there.  I should know, the
Initiative built one."  Mac nodded at that, getting the stares. 
"So no, I'm sorry, Buffy fought harder than that one.  If it broke
him, he had mental issues before then and obviously needs the rest." 


"I
agree," Danny offered. "Sorry, Richie, I know it had you." 


Xander looked at
him. "One of those swirly, gray and purple areas?"  He nodded,
then shuddered.  "At least you were okay.  He could've thrown
you into hell." 


"Point. 
Can we drop this?"  Everyone nodded. "He'll be safe, Mr.
Taylor?" 


"He will
be.  As long as we have him he'll be very safe." 


"Then have
him.  It's probably for the best that he rests up." 


"Thank
you.  Xander, not very tactful." 


"Sorry,"
he said sheepishly, looking down.  "But there are." 


"There may be
but it's still not tactful." 


Xander looked at
him.  "I had one of the Higher Court princes ask me out to dinner
last night, Connor." 


Danny looked at
him.  "You were hopefully more polite than usual when you turned him
down?" 


"Yeah, told
him I wasn't allowed to really go on dates unless my protector and the rest of
my protection committee agreed.  That's why I wasn't seeing anyone." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed. "Put it on me." 


"What's the
worst he can do?" Richie joked.  Everyone stared at him and those who
knew groaned and shook their heads.  "You guys sound like Oz." 


"Oz was
dating Willow, my former best friend," Xander said bitterly. 
"I'm from Sunnydale." 


"Never mind,
I yield to your experience with demonic matters," he said, bowing and
backing away.  "You'd probably know what's worse than Ahriman by
name." 


"And in one
case by touch, but yeah."  He shrugged.  "He tipped well
too.  Very gentle.  Gave me a backrub and suggested I should wish for
a tail."  Danny snickered at that.  "He did!"  He
shrugged.  "Need help with him, Mac?  That way I can kick him
again?" 


"No. 
I'll take him now," he offered.  "Danny, I won't be in tomorrow.
Let Stella know."  He headed to take Mac to his car and head off with
him. 


"Sure." 
He called her.  "Stella, babe, it's Danny.  Mac's gotta make an
emergency trip outta town thanks to the latest attacker of Xander.  He's
handing him to someone.  He said he won't be in tomorrow so tag, you're
it.  Don won't be in either probably.  Sheldon said he nearly died
from the crack to his head this time.  No, in the break room.  Yeah,
we're heading to their house right now to check since the guy who did it kicked
in the door earlier.  Sure, meet us there with Aiden.  We can go over
that trunk if it's still there."  He hung up.  "Let's go
back to their place, guys," he ordered.  "Stella's in major fuss
mode, Don."  Don moaned but nodded, taking Xander to his car. 
Danny smirked at Richie.  "Remember Oz talking about a
Xan?"  Richie nodded once.  "That's *that* Xander." 


"Oh,
hell," he moaned.  "That means he's the GHS..."  Danny
nodded. "So Don's his keeper?" 


"Protection
detail," Connor said dryly.  "We're still working on training
them both.  They both came over the same day in different attacks. 
We'll follow.  I'd like to see this trunk as well.  Oh, Devi's active
again.  We think he'll try something." 


"He already
did.  Oz found a tape of Xander havin' sex on the 'net.  He called
down the wrath of Anya, Xander's ex, on him.  She's in vengeance you
know."  He grinned and headed for his own ride, the back of Connor's
car. 


Connor and Richie
followed, shaking their heads.  This must be an insane group Richie
decided. 


*** 


Don looked around
the living room.  "Looks pretty normal."  He found the
cable bill on the coffee table and hit Xander on the arm with it. 
"Pay that."  They headed back to Don's room.  It wasn't
tossed, much.  Some clothes on the floor.  Xander's room was
trashed.  Xander opened a small door on his top, right bedpost and pulled
out a small bag.  Then he found the other hiding spots under the
bed.  Don just watched when he lifted a corner of the mattress and found
the sliding drawer.  The loose cash in there got pulled out too. 
"Why didn't you grab any of that?" 


"I didn't
think I'd need it.  I was heading for Connor and figured he'd call you to
come solve it or go solve it since it was an immie problem."  He
shrugged and let the mattress drop, going to the other side.  That one got
opened and it was emptied too.  Everything got dropped on the bed and
Xander walked Don into the storage room.  The trunk didn't look touched
but when they opened it, it was empty.  "That wasn't me." 
He went to look out his window and snorted. "He threw it out the window,
Don." 


Don moaned. 
"Why?" 


"I don't
know."  Xander sat down with his ripped magic book, finding the spell
he wanted.  He read it then went to work on it in the bathroom.  A
few minutes later Don yelped. He came out.  "Changing one event
wouldn't have changed anything else in this case.  It made him leave
before he got to that."  He went to check on his bed, finding a few
sword cuts.  He magiced them closed and smiled at his good work. 
"I'm glad I learned that one."  He checked it over then gathered
everything he had put onto the bed and let Don have it when he held out a hand
and wiggled his fingers.  "Can't find my checkbook or anything."



"I'll let Mac
know," he assured him, going to do that while he counted it. 
"Xander, did you never use the change when you broke the bigger
bills?" 


"Not
usually."  He came out with his phone and sat down to call the
banks.  The first one noted it for him and went over his accounts with him
and then the other was the demon bank.  A small imp appeared with a piece
of paper.  Xander looked it over and signed it then handed it back. 
The imp disappeared.  He kicked back for a few minutes until someone
knocked.  "Who is it?" 


"It's
us," Stella called. 


"Open. 
It might be stuck though."  They forced the door open.  Richie
and Connor came up after them, Danny jogging in last to close the door
again.  "So, I've got the bank called since I can't find my checkbook
or my cards.  I fixed the bed but it could possibly use some more
help.  Russ, can you check it for me?" 


"Of course,
Xander.  Your bed is a beautiful antique."  He pulled him in
there to deal with it.  "What did you do?" 


"Went back
and changed a single event.  Did it change the current?" 


"No, not in
the least that I can tell," he assured him.  "What did you
change?" 


"Made him
leave before he got to the storage room.  He threw the trunk's contents
out the window."  Connor moaned at that.  "Yeah. 
Exactly."  He shrugged and they got to work on the two weak spots he
had found.  "I healed the sword cuts but I think he split this
one." 


"I think he
did as well.  I'm sure you've met a wiccan who can help seal the
wood?" 


"I do know
one who can and I've seen the spell but I don't want to warp it." 


"It could be
another hidden area," Danny offered. "Don said he had one." 


"Six or seven
really but I've never seen the entry."  He looked up and down the
pole, ending up against the frame.  He found the corner. "Here it
is.  We need to unbolt it.  Come hold up the edge for a minute,
Danny."  Danny groaned but came over to do that while he and Connor
undid that corner support and opened the small door.  The string inside
was pulled down and the wire it was attached to came down with the small
bag.  "This isn't mine.  I wonder what it is."  He
pulled the bag out and checked the wire. There was a paper too.  He took
it out then they sealed the hiding spot and put the bed back together. 
Danny groaned when he got to let it go, wiggling his fingers.  They all
sat down to look at the paper.  "Is that German?" 


"Russian,"
Connor said, taking it to look over.  He looked inside the bag and
smirked.  "One of the daughters married out of the family and it went
with her for a few years.  She sent it back with her young daughter when
Russia started to go to hell back at the turn of the century.  This was
her hiding spot."  He pulled out the bag's contents, finding birth
certificates and a ring.  "Her wedding ring.  Her husband was a
bastard and she had children with his brother."  Xander took them
carefully to look them over. "You handle most antiques very well,
Xander." 


"Thanks. 
Giles would've killed me if I threw another one ever again."  That
got a small laugh from Danny.  "Honestly.  He said to toss him
the book.  I did."  He shrugged and got back to reading
them.  "That's my grandmother," he said, holding one up. 
"Apparently she's one of the ones who got sent off."  Connor
hugged him. "Interesting."  He carefully put them in the magic
book and them both away.  "I'll need to have them fixed or get new
copies," he admitted, shifting to look at them.  "Duncan said
that Don jumping in front of me was wrong. Is it?" 


"Technically
the game is individual, honorable combat," Connor agreed.  "This
wasn't going to be either of those so I don't see a problem in this case, but
if you're challenged he can't interfere." 


"What if he
trips the guy or something." 


"That would
be less than honorable," Danny admitted.  "I'll talk with him
about it soon enough."  Xander nodded, letting himself be hugged.
"You okay now?" 


"Less slimy
but it was scary." 


"He is,"
Danny agreed gently.  "Come on, before they wonder what we're doing
in here together.  Unless you want to put up your clothes." 


"Some of it
clearly needs washed," Connor said, pointing at one wet pile. 
"My cousin was showing his disdain for your wardrobe." 


"It's all
going to the dry cleaner tomorrow," Xander promised, getting up to grab a
garbage bag to put it in there.  When he was done he had a shirt for
tomorrow.  "I need to shop." 


Danny gave him a
look.  "You can rewear your pants for a few hours." 


"I wore these
yesterday." 


"Pull
something non-stinky out of the wash," Stella said from the doorway.
"What happened?" 


"That
depends, how's that burn on your wrist, Stella?" Danny asked dryly. 
She gaped at him.  He nodded.  "Duncan is one.  He's also
slightly insane and against Xander's friend Oz, who is." 


"He came
after me to clean the taint of Oz out of me by killing me," Xander told
her quietly. 


"Okay. 
I'm still learning, guys.  Sorry."  She looked at Connor.
"I met with your guy." 


"I see him
every now and then," he admitted dryly, smiling with a touch of
humor.  "It'll be fine, Stella.  It's handled.  Mac handled
it." 


"That's
fine.  So it was an Attack of Macleod?" 


"Basically,"
he agreed. "He is one stubborn Scotsman when he wants to be." 


"So I was
told.  Anything else I should report?" 


"I found some
old birth certificates in my bed," Xander said, pulling them out to let
her see them. 


"Oh,
wow.  You're related to Aiden?" 


"I am?"
she called from the living room. She came to look.  "That was my
grandma's family."  She flipped through them and then suddenly
laughed.  "Knew there was a reason I liked you."  Xander
blew a kiss.  "Don't promise, kiddo, I will expect you to come
through for me."  He blushed and shrugged.  She pulled him out
to cuddle him. "Come on, I wanna get more in-depth into this trunk." 


"Me
too," Stella agreed, putting down the fragile documents carefully and
following them. 


"Count the
money in it," Don called.  "That way Xander knows how much he's
taking to the bank in the morning." 


"Yes,
Don," he sighed. "Can't I just leave it here?  Just in
case?"  Don shook his head. "Oh, come on!  If something
happens to me, you'll need it to pay the cable bill and Helga for a few months
until I come back." 


Don looked at
him.  "I do make a paycheck that I'm not using for much at the
moment." 


"Yeah, but
you need to start a longer-term savings account too," he pointed
out.  "I've got the stuff at the demon bank and they're used to
people going for a while."  He gave him a hug. "How much is
there?" 


"About six
grand."  He pulled him over the back of the couch and spanked him
once he was in his lap.  "Bad Xander." 


"Sorry!" 
He pouted at him. "I never really thought about the change when I went
shopping. It went into my pocket.  Donny, my guard guy, keeps the main
wallet and never prompts me to hand it back." 


"Fine." 
He let him go.  "We've still gotta do something about this,
Xander." 


"Order
dinner?" he suggested impishly, then he ran before Don could grab him
again.  "Everyone tell Don what we're eating tonight.  I'll buy
since I found cash." 


Stella squeaked
and pointed at the trunk, looking at him. 


"Yeah, Devi
was hiding it from me," he said bitterly, flopping down between the
ladies.  He scooped out some of the gems and then pulled out the box of
cash, looking inside.  He had only used two of the bundles.  He
plopped that in her lap and she squeaked higher.  He looked in one and
handed it to Aiden, then the other to Stella.  "You two can keep the
jewelry boxes."  They looked over when Stella passed out. 


Aiden looked at
hers, then at him.  "Nice choice."  She took the other box,
leaving that one open on Stella's lap.  She opened it and passed out too. 


Danny leaned in
and looked in the box, then at the kid.  "How much was there
originally?" 


"Ten grand I
think. I used two of the bundles."  He took it and handed it
over.  "Here, let's see if Don passes out too." 


Danny brought it
out, handing it to Don, who just blinked at the bills.  "He wanted to
know if you were gonna pass out like the girls did." 


Don looked at him
and shook his head.  "Not hardly.  Did you guys find his
wallet?" 


"Yeah, under
his dresser."  It was handed over.  Danny sat down, watching as Don
counted out the wallet and put them into the stacks, then added the stuff in
the box.  He blinked.  "That's a good sized stack." 


"We need a
safe," he muttered.  He went to get the drawer with the metal lockbox
and the keys from Xander's dresser, bringing it out.  He put the keys on
his keyring too.  He looked inside, then groaned. "How much did he
keep from the first trip to the jewelers?" 


"Aiden, how
many stones did you guys bring to the jewelers the first trip?" Danny
called.  "Don wanted to know." 


"Thirty."



"Put these in
the trunk," Don ordered, handing it off.  Danny went to do that, but
he took back the one that started to hum and vibrate.  It went back into
the metal box with the cash.  Then Don locked it and put it up so Xander couldn't
get into it.  Three hundred was left on the table. "That's for
dinner.  Someone order.  I've still got a splitting
headache."  Danny nodded, going to put the drawer back.  Don
laid down on the couch, one arm over his eyes.  He felt a large body hit
his and looked at the person snuggling into his chest.  "What's
wrong, Aiden?" 


"Nowhere else
to sit."  She grinned and put her head down.  "Besides,
you're very cuddly.  Can I take Xander to the porn store since none of his
sex toys are in there or his condoms?" 


"Where are
they?" 


"Probably out
the window like a few of his clothes."  Don moaned. "I promise
I'll make him be good."  He handed her the key to the lockbox and she
squealed, taking it to get a good handful of money, dragging Xander with her,
Stella following.  "We're going to get him condoms and stuff, guys.
Anyone need anything from that way?" 


"No,"
Richie said, looking embarrassed.  They all disappeared, Xander bouncing
with them. 


Danny looked at
Connor.  "We should bring Doc over," he said quietly. 


"Sheldon?" 
Danny nodded.  "Are you sure he is?" 


"I am,"
Don called.  "Can I die now?" 


"Sure, go
ahead if it'll make you feel better," Danny called.  "We could
use another doc." 


"It's too
dangerous.  You might misjudge it again, Danny.  Even though the last
one was demonic I don't want to see you feel that guilty again." 


"Fine. 
Can we let him know without letting him know he's pre-immie?  I've got to
have someone do my exams and my regular doctor thinks something's wrong with
me." 


"If it
becomes necessary," Connor agreed.  "We could use another
doctor, you're correct about that."  He patted him on the
shoulder.  "Should we separate these out into types?" 


"If we do,
the girls might lynch us.  Not my favorite way to die," Danny joked,
making Connor and Richie both nod at that. 


*** 


Don drug Xander
through the jewelry shop's door, nodding at the guy the guard had introduced
him to.  "We have more and it's not a good thing to keep that much
stuff around the house.  Got about ten hours?" 


"Not really
but I could see you both for an hour," he offered, smiling at
Xander.  "Your hard asset retirement fund?"  Xander
nodded.  "To my office, gentlemen.  I do not wish to be
disturbed," he noted to the nearest salesman.  He walked them back
there and closed them in.  "Would either of you like some tea?" 


"No thanks,
we just got up," Don offered with a grin, poking Xander.  Xander
handed over the briefcase.  "Having nine times that at home is making
me nervous.  There's a footlocker half-full still." 


The jeweler opened
it and stared, pulling out the stones.  "Oh, my," he said,
looking them over.  A few went into a separate pile.  Those were put
back inside.  "Those are not the normal gemstones and should be
examined."  He moved the others around.  "I see you told
him I asked about the diamonds?" he asked, smiling at him.  Xander
nodded. "Is this all of them?" 


"Not
really.  I let Stella and Aiden, two CSI Don works with now and then,
decide what I was bringing."  He moved the briefcase. 
"Don's nervous about having them around the house since someone broke in
and went snooping.  They almost threw them out a window." 


"Ooooh,"
he said, shuddering.  "That would be a great tragedy. 
Well."  He looked at them and separated out the ones he knew he could
afford.  "If I can get a few other jewel merchants in, we can handle
all these.  If not, I can only take a few." 


"Whatever,"
Don agreed.  "I've never had to deal with this stuff before." 


"Sorry,
Don," Xander said quietly. 


"It's not a
problem, Xander, but the rest is being evaluated." 


"Yes,
Don." 


"We can do
appraisals on the rest of it," the jeweler agreed.  "That would
also let them beg for certain pieces if these aren't what they
need."  Xander shrugged and Don nodded.  "How long would it
take you to get it here?" 


"It's in the
trunk in the car," Xander told him.  "Don wanted me to stuff it
in the bank." 


"Ah. 
That might be wise but I'm not sure I trust all banks.  Let's go get that
and I'll call some of the people I trust.  Then we'll work on the
insurance appraisal."  Xander and Don nodded, going to get the
footlocker.  He looked at it when he hung up with one of them. 
"You weren't kidding!" 


"Nope,"
Don agreed.  "His tips."  He shook his head. 


"I heard it
was worthy of it."  He called another few people, bringing
them.  Then he went to get the forms for the insurance estimates. 
His fellow jewelers came in, including a few he hadn't called.  Rumors
would have gotten started.  "Did no one call Saul?" he asked. 


"He's in
traffic," one of the younger ones offered.  "Who is the
owner?" 


"A former
lover left them to him."  That got nods and they came in to see what
was being offered and what was in the trunk.  Because they would gladly
appraise everything in there if the boys were willing to be reasonable about
them buying some.  The native jeweler smiled as an older man walked
in.  "Saul.  Xander Harris is here." 


He raised an
eyebrow and smiled. "I had heard he had quite a collection going." 


"He's letting
us appraise the rest of it." 


"Interesting." 
He went to help, picking out what he wanted.  The trunk was a lot less
full when the boys left.  They had some very nice stones that could be cut
into multiple ones and Xander had a few very nice checks that Don was holding
for him.  The boys carried the trunk out and left.  "Think that
was all of them?" 


"Probably
not.  They're smart, they held some pieces back," one of the younger
guys offered.  "They're a cute couple." 


The one who owned
the store looked at him.  "Mr. Harris had his protector with
him.  He's a member of GHS."  They all 'ahhh'd at that. 
They had all worked with GHS members, they were prone to being given odd
gifts.  They took their spoils back to their cutters and stores, going to
see what could be done with them.  It was a good haul. 


*** 


Don walked into
the bank and up to the sign-in secretary.  "Mr. Harris needs to rent
a rather large security box for some valuables." 


"How
large?" 


"We've got a
third of a footlocker of gems," he said quietly.  She blinked. 
"Yeah.  Can we also get a guard to come help us heft?" 


"Sure." 
She summoned a guard to help Don and then went to find the person over the
security section.  Those would be too valuable for regular safety deposit
boxes. 


Xander walked in
and looked up as someone came rushing over. "Mr. Harris, sir, thank you
for staying in partnership with us through that trying episode.  It's a
good thing that a man of your worth believes in us.  What can we do for
you today?  Some more investments for your portfolio?" 


"No, hard
assets that needed to be stored," he admitted quietly.  He nodded
back at Don and the guard. "They've got them.  Don said it was too
risky for me to carry them." 


"Ah.  I
had heard someone was getting the person over our secure section.  This
way please.  Also, if I could have a moment to go over your other
accounts?" 


"Of
course," Don agreed.  "As his protector, it's a good thing if I
make him keep track of it." 


"Agreed as
long as he doesn't mind." 


"If something
happens to me, it goes to Don," he said quietly.  That got a nod and
they went to gather everyone together in a room.  Xander sat down after
shaking the woman's hand. "Hi, I'm Xander Harris." 


"I'm Mrs.
Giddeon.  How can we help you today, Mr. Harris?  I know your
personal banker went to get your other account information for a quick look over. 
What's in the trunk?" 


"I'm a member
of GHS," Xander told her.  She blinked at that and gaped
slightly.  "They're tips and presents."  Don opened the
trunk and the guard moaned.  Xander looked at him and nodded. 
"Someone broke in yesterday and almost threw them out a window to get back
at me for being a friend of someone else." 


"They're not
going to stay at the house anymore," Don assured them.  "That's
why we're here." 


"I can see
that.  Of course we have a box that can fit that.  Let me get one to
make sure."  She went to get the largest box and brought it
back.  "Did you want them padded so nothing can get scratched?" 


"I don't
care," Xander told her. "However they fit best.  Two of our
friends are CSI and they spent the last few days playing with them." 
She smiled and nodded, loading the stones into the box.  "We also
just had them appraised.  We can let you copy that for your insurance so I
don't have to worry about that?" 


"Of
course."  She finished loading them in and found two last ones. 
"Hmm, won't fit." 


"They can go
home with us," Don admitted, taking them to hold.  They were pretty
sapphires.  Together they fit nicely into the palm of his hand. 
"How much is box rental?" 


"It's one
thousand a year," she said quietly.  "But Mr. Harris has more
than enough.  If you'll move the trunk, I believe his personal banker is
coming back this way."  They moved it and the guard left.  She
locked the box and gave Xander one of the keys, then went to copy the appraisal
forms for their records.  She did note that they hadn't been able to put
two of them in there on the computerized records, taking the sapphires to note
them on the forms. 


Xander took the
forms.  "This is more than I expected." 


"We ended up
putting the three hidden accounts you brought over into one separate
one."  Xander looked at him. "They did suggest that you leave
those others there." 


"Xander,"
Don whined. 


"Don, it's
related to their area," Xander said dryly.  "They can stay
there."  He flipped through them, letting Don have each form when he
was done.  "Okay.  We've got an autodraw for my yearly condo
fees and my housekeeper?"  That got a nod.  "Are there any
problems you can see?"  He handed another one to Don.  "Ah,
my investment portfolio.  Am I doing okay?" 


"You're doing
fine, sir.  Two of them had a momentary loss but it wasn't more than three
hundred thousand."  Don whimpered.  He looked at him. "He
has two million in his investment portfolio, outside of whatever you brought in
today and his condo."  He pointed at another one.  "This
one I'm still not very sure of.  It's a good idea but I'm not sure that
the fund itself is sound.  That's why I didn't add too much to that
one."  Xander nodded, turning the page. "Again with this
one.  It's socially conscious but it's got some iffy investments within
the fund.  That's why I didn't add too much to that one either.  If
they settle on bigger and better returning investments for those two funds,
then I'll gladly add more, up to your pre-stated tolerance levels."  Xander
nodded, handing that to Don.  "Also, we got the message today that
the person who broke in may have taken your checkbook?" 


"Everything
but what was in my wallet," Xander said, showing him what was in it. 


"Oh, you poor
man," he said, patting him on the arm.  "We've negated that
whole series of checks and we're sending you a new box.  So if you do find
any of them, just cut them up.  Or shred them if you've got a
shredder.  Then we'll move onto your cards today.  Do you have your
ATM card?"  Xander searched but Don handed it over.  "No,
that's his old one.  Ours is gold."  Don looked and nodded,
handing over one.  "Ah.  You're his protector or his
keeper?" 


"Protector. 
We're not dating." 


"That's
fine," he agreed, holding up a hand. "I'd never judge.  We have
a few members of the Society here and it's a great thing when they take the
time to find an excellent keeper, someone who loves more than their natures and
their money."  He smiled and handed that to Xander.  "I'll
need to mark off my list."  Xander handed over his wallet. He settled
in to do that while Xander did the box's paperwork.  It was definitely
being done in a rush.  "So.... officer?" 


"Detective
Flack.  I bank here too.  I drug him here since I bank here. 
Have since I was about sixteen." 


"We love our
loyal customers," he agreed happily.  He finished marking it
off.  "All right.  I'll move your checks up by another five
thousand, just in case, Xander. Did you want to put it into a desk set this
time?" 


"I like the
duplicate system," he admitted.  "Not that I keep track of it
very well.  I suck at balancing my checkbook.  Don laughed the last
time I did it because I pouted when I threw it across the room." 


"Desk sets
come in a binder," Mrs. Gideon offered.  "They're usually used
in office environments." 


"That would
mean you'd have to take your debit card with you," Don told him. 
"Which would be fine.  It'd be easier to take care of. 
Duplicates are a good idea though."  Xander nodded at that. 
"So, carryable or a bigger one?" 


"Bigger one
that way I can't lose it.  I lost it last week for two days and found it
in the fridge for some reason." 


"No, that was
me," Don assured him.  "After this, we're going to pay the cable
bill."  Xander nodded.  "Oh, and he wants to deposit some
money that was in the trunk too."  He opened the briefcase and handed
over the manilla envelope.  "Into wherever it would normally
go." 


"We can
handle that."  She took it to have it counted by machine and made out
a deposit slip, letting his banker fill in the account number.  She took it
back to have it handled then brought back the deposit slip, handing it to
Don.  "There you go.  Any other business today?" 


"No, just
lunch," he said with a smile.  "Thank you for putting up with
us." 


"It's not an
issue.  We love clients like Mr. Harris.  He mostly leaves his money
alone so we can make money off him."  Xander blushed at that. 
"That is the way the banking system works, Mr.  Harris." 


"I
know.  You guys take mine, loan it out, make a profit off that loan, then
I make interest."  He looked at his personal banker. "Any forms
for you?" 


"Do you have
a police report?"  Don handed a copy over.  "Then we can
get to work on the checks and the cards tonight, gentlemen."  He
shook their hands.  "Thank you.  Go with her to put your box
into place."  Xander got up and carried it that way with Don
following to watch over them.  Then he and Xander shook her hand as well
and carried the trunk out.  "He is the *nicest* young man." 


"He is,"
she agreed happily.  "He's so confused though." 


"He's new to
all this."  They went to their offices to file the paperwork with
their supervisors and then decided an early lunch was a good thing.  This
would get them both praise and commissions. 


*** 


Don walked through
the door backward, carrying one side of the trunk.  Xander had the other
side and Aiden was directing and opening doors for them.  "Why did I
let you two go shopping?" 


"Because you
love us," she reminded him.  "Especially since you took mine and
Stella's toys away from us."  She flopped down once the trunk was in
Xander's room and he was putting clothes up.  Don flopped down beside her
and she smiled.  "Hi." 


"Hi." 
He nudged her with his shoulder.  "They fell all over themselves at
the bank today," he said quietly.  "I said his name and they
snapped to it." 


"Yeah, he's
got funds though," she reminded him.  Don nodded at that. 
"Good funds?" 


"Two mil in
investments.  Five bank accounts.  All over that amount." 
He looked back toward the bedroom. "Xander, how much was in the demon
bank?" 


"Another four
hidden accounts, an investment account off one of them, and two security boxes
with ugly stuff I didn't want to see."  He came out hanging up a
sweater.  "Why?"  Someone tapped on the door. 
"Who is it?" 


"It's
me," his guard called.  Xander bounced over to let him in, grinning
at him.  "So, are we on for today or not?" 


"Not,"
Don sighed, stretching out.  "Aiden just made us take her shopping
for Xander."  He shuddered at that.  "Yeah, a footlocker
worth of clothes." 


"We can go to
the movies," Xander offered. "Aiden?" 


"Sure. 
I can work up enough energy to sit and stare.  Is the cable still
on?" 


"They said
it'd be back on today," Don promised. "So probably tonight or I'll
have to go watch the game at the bar."  She nodded, going to help
Xander change clothes into more comfortable things and then they went to the
garage.  Don waved listlessly, watching them go. "He's gotta go to
the bank to pay you," he called after them. 


Xander came back
and patted him don to find his wallet, walking off with it. 


"Cute," Don
noted, smiling as he moved to lay on the couch.  His phone rang and it was
too far so he had to groan and move to catch it.  "Flack," he
said tiredly.  "Hey, Dad.  No, he's out at the movies with Aiden
and the off-duty guy he pays to go out with him so he's protected.  No, I
got hit in the head last night.  Yeah, was meaning to talk to you
soon.  So, I was adopted or was I just found?"  His father was
silent then sighed and told him his mother had found him but they had officially
adopted him through the system.  "That's cool.  No, no suddenly
appearing other family. I found out another way.  No, I'm not mad. 
You guys were good parents to me.  That does mean that the brat isn't
naturally mine though and I won't have to worry if I ever have
kids."  Even though Danny had assured him he was infertile.  His
father would nag if he heard that. 


"Yeah, I'm
cool with it.  No, tired. I let Aiden talk me into taking Xander
shopping.  We spent the last three hours buying the kid clothes.  No,
he paid for it.  Dad, it's his condo.  I don't pay for a damn
thing," he noted dryly.  "No, nothing.  Not food, nothing
but my own dry cleaning.  Yeah, so I'm doing okay financially.  My
retirement fund is very nice at the moment.  Sure."  He
smiled.  "Cable's supposed to be back on tonight.  No, I forgot
to make him pay it.  He forgets the mundane stuff.  I don't know why
GHS members are like that, Dad, but most of them are.  Yeah.  No,
they're at the movies or something.  Even Aiden's exhausted.  The
only one who isn't is Xander and he's a perpetual motion machine.  We
could put him on a treadmill and power the city some days.  Sure. 
Sure, we can do dinner.  Come on over.  See you then."  He
hung up and called down to the doorman.  "My parents are
coming.  Warn Xander and Aiden when they show back up. 
Thanks."  He hung up and decided he'd need a nap anyway.  Aiden
could *shop*! 


*** 


Xander woke up and
knew something wasn't right.  There was no way Don had handcuffed him with
thick metal cuffs.  Or had put him into a pair of girly shorts like he
could feel he was wearing.  All he was wearing actually.  He looked
around the room. It was definitely a cell.  Oh, someone was in *so* much
trouble. 
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Xander stepped off
the portal from the demonic police plane and sighed.  "Why did you
put me here?" he complained.  "I don't work here any
more."  He looked at officer. "Please?" 


"I can't,
sir. This was the last place we had you being.  That's the
rules."  He shrugged.  "At least you're in the right
city." 


"Yeah. 
Thanks.  Thank whoever that cracktastic person who claimed to be my half-
brother or whatever as well for helping save me."  That got a
nod.  "If what he said was true, have him send a letter." 
The officer smiled and closed the portal.  Xander looked at the people
behind him.  "No, I'm not here to work.  This was where they
stuck me so I can go home."  He walked through the common areas of
the brothel, running into one of the guards. "Lyle, can we get me a ride
somehow to wherever Don would be working?" 


"He's at the
same precinct," he offered.  "Our driver's out though." 


"He doesn't
get any...." Devi started then Xander glared at him, making him flinch.
"Where were you, kid?  Could'a used you last month." 


"One of the
demonic planes, Devi, and shockingly enough he mentioned your name to me while
he was trying to rape me." 


"Can't rape
the willing," one of the guys noted dryly. 


"And if I'm
not?" he sneered back, making everyone shut up.  "Remember, I
left this place.  Very happily left this place."  He walked
off.  "Please escort me out, Lyle?" 


"Sure." 
He followed him, glancing over when they were in the elevator down to the club.
"Need to see a doctor?" 


"No, I need
to see someone who'll hug me and tell me they're never coming back since I
killed them."  He looked around the club.  "Pick me a
target?" he whispered.  Lyle pointed at one guy and he walked over
there, smiling as he sidled up next to him.  "Hey, precious," he
cooed.  The man finished his drink and smiled at him. "Can you help a
lonely little boy get home?" 


"Home to
where?" 


"My man's
crib.  It's up in Manhattan."  He turned on the charm and soon
the guy gave him forty bucks.  He kissed him and made his night. 
"Thank you."  He strolled out with a twitch of his hips, the
braid down his back swaying with his movements.  As soon as he walked
outside he spit and Lyle got him a cab. "Thank you.  If anyone asks,
have them ask the Demonic Police.  They helped save me with some guy who
claimed his daddy is a Metharn and he had adopted my stupid ass or
something.  Speaking of, what day is it?" 


"September
18th."  He held the cab's door open, letting the kid get
inside.  "You take him right there," he ordered.  "We
just got him back from someone who snatched him." 


"Yes,
sir.  Where to?" 


"The twelfth
precinct.  I've only got forty is that going to be enough?" 


"It'll be
close but it should be."  He sped off, going to take the shortest
rate.  "Are you okay?  Shouldn't you go to the hospital?" 


"No, my protector
works there.  They stole me from home and right now all I want is a
hug," he admitted, sounding pitiful to his own ears.  He curled up
some, watching the familiar scenery as it rolled past. "I hate being
kidnaped and now I find out it's been three months?" he asked
himself.  "Gods, Don's gotta be freaking out.  If he hasn't
declared me dead yet."  He watched as they went over the bridge and
into Manhattan, making himself calm down.  He gave the cabbie what he had. 
"I've got a necklace if you want it for the other two." 


"No, go
ahead, kiddo."  Xander nodded, sliding out and inside.  He
walked past a few of the cops and up to the desk.  "Is Flack
in?" he asked quietly.  Everyone stopped to stare at him. "Yes,
someone found me and rescued my stupid ass," he said hotly. 
"Please!" 


"He's off on
a scene.  Let me get one of the others, Harris," the sergeant said
calmly.  "Are you all right?" 


"No!" he
said, looking miserable.  "This guy kept coming in and putting me on
his lap and telling me he was going to rape me and I'd fucking well enjoy
it.  So no, I didn't like killing him and I didn't like him when he was
alive either."  Everyone stared at him. "It was out of the
city.  They sent me back to the only place they knew about me here. 
I just got out of there.  Please, someone tell Don I'm alive?" 


"I've already
paged him," one of the officers soothed.  "Did they want to
charge you?" 


Xander looked at
him.  "No.  The police there decided it was
justified."  He broke then forced it back down.  "Can I go
sit?" 


"Here, sit
here," he said, putting him on the bench.  Xander curled up next to
the desk.  They looked at each other and every single CSI got the same
message, 'he's back'. 


Danny came
strolling in and paused, looking at him.  "Xander, where the hell were
you?" 


"Not in the
city."  He looked up at him.  "The DPP rescued me with
someone who claimed I'm his half-brother because his father adopted me. 
News ta me, but he said so."  He shrugged and stood up. 
"I'm okay and he'll never try it again after I stabbed him in the
stomach."  Danny nodded, pulling him closer to hold.  Xander
relaxed for the first time in a few days, just holding on.  "Please
tell me I have a home?" he whispered. 


"You
do.  I promise you do.  Don's been worried sick."  He sat
down with him, letting him cuddle.  "What happened?" 
Xander whispered it in his ear, making him groan.  "Those lessons
we've been giving you paid off?" he asked bitterly.  Xander nodded,
cuddling in again. 


Aiden ran in.
"Xander!"  She pulled him up, looking him over.  "God,
where were you!"  She smacked him upside the head then pulled him
into a hug.  "Oh, baby."  He clung to her. 


"One of the
guys like where he used ta work had him," Danny said quietly. 
"How did you get back?" 


"The DPP sent
me to Devi.  I conned some guy into cab fare," he admitted
bitterly.  "That way I could get back here and he couldn't keep
me." 


"Hey, he was
probably drunk and more than happy to help you," she assured him, looking
him over.  She noticed the braid when she turned him around. 
"Damn!  I'm seeing that hair down later."  She looked at
his eyes again.  "Are you all right?  Need someone?" 


"No. 
I'm fine.  Now.  I wasn't earlier but I'm starting to relax
now."  Someone grabbed his arm and he got free, then turned and found
Don.  "Don."  He clutched him, cuddling in.
"Home?  Please home?" 


"Home,
kiddo.  Come on.  Danny?" 


"Later. 
Get him settled." 


Don nodded and
walked out with him, Aiden following.  "What the hell happened? 
I woke up tied up and you were gone when someone finally came to check,"
he said when they were safely in the car and headed home. 


"Don, he's
gonna barf," she warned.  He pulled over and Xander got out to be
sick.  "He said something about the DPP and some idiot who claims his
father adopted him rescued him.  Said he killed the guy who had him and
who was taunting him before he raped him," she said quietly. 


Xander got back
into the car and snuggled back into his side.  "He'd come in and he'd
sit me on his lap and try to get me to get it up and then he'd tell me how I'd
make a pretty bitch and I wouldn't miss my life."  He broke and Don
held him while he cried. "I didn't even know how long it was. I thought it
was only six days because that's how long the DPP said they had been looking
for me."  He looked up.  "I fought my way out of there,
Don.  I   promise I did.  I got him and they took him away
and others tried it to prove they could take his place.  I got more of
them.  Then this guy comes in and says I'm his half-brother or something
because his daddy adopted me and I'm the heir to a higher demon line.  He
got the DPP.  They ruled it justified and all but they sent me back to
Devi's and then I had to get someone to give me cab fare home.  Devi
suggested he wanted me back when I walked off.  One of the guys said I was
probably willing.  Can't rape the willing," he mimicked. 


Don gave him a
squeeze.  "Shh, you're home now, Xander." 


"We're
moving," he said, looking at him. "One of the guys said Devi turned
them onto me.  The first guy said he had bought me from Devi and he'd
enjoy me for however long I lasted."  He wiped his face off. 
"I can't be sure Blair didn't have a hand in it," he said
bitterly.  "Any of them.  I want a place like Superman, a
fortress." 


"Then we'll
do that."  He gave him another hug. "It'll be okay.  You're
safer now.  We'll do shifts if we have to until we can move somewhere
safer."  Xander nodded. "Aiden?" 


"Not like I'm
busy." 


Xander looked back
at her. "Are you on vacation?" 


"No, I'm
fired."  Xander glared at her.  "Mac caught me thinking
about tampering with evidence." 


"That
bastard!" 


"No, it was
wrong of me," she assured him.  He shrugged. "It was,
Xander." 


"And! 
Thinking about it isn't a bad thing, doing it is!" 


"I know, but
he's worried about the lab."  She stroked over his arm. 
"Leave it alone for now.  Concentrate on calming down and getting
okay again.  Let's get you home.  That way you can shower and change
into your own clothes."  Xander nodded and let go of Don, settling
back into his seat.  "Good boy, Xander."  She leaned
forward, hugging him.  "We've gotcha.  You're safe now.  No
one's doing it again or I'm going on a rampage.  I nearly killed Blair
before; I will if he shows up now."  He nodded, resting against her
hands.  "Shh, you're safe and we have you."  Don pulled
into the parking garage.  "You let us handle the moving
stuff."  Xander nodded. "I'll make sure it's a really safe place
and if they come back for you, I'm gonna show them why I'm a scary geek with a
gun and why half the city was scared of scary geeks with guns." 
Xander let out a tired chuckle at that.  "Come on.  Let's go
home."  Xander nodded, getting out and letting them walk him
upstairs.  One of the neighbors popped out and Xander nearly jumped but
Aiden grabbed him to hold and glared at her. 


"He was taken
out of the city," Don told her. "He just got back." 


"Ooh, the
poor baby!"  She came over and hugged Xander. "You go rest and
calm down again, Xander.  I'll bring over cookies later." 


"Thank
you," he said quietly.  "I'll miss you as a neighbor." 


"I'll miss
you too, baby.  It's all right."  She watched them head inside
then went to call her friends in the building to let them know that the
apartment was going to come open soon.  They had all decided it had
something to do with Don's job and the crooks he was catching and Xander's
ex-boyfriend who had dumped him.  So it would be perfectly safe for
someone else. 


Xander walked in
and stripped, heading for the shower.  He paused and looked around.
"There's magic going on." 


"Oz had
someone put scrying spells on for him and a protection to keep Don safe,"
Aiden assured him.  He nodded and headed in to shower.  "When
you're done, come out and I'll braid your hair again."  She looked at
Don. "He's going to scream at Mac," she said quietly.  He nodded. 
"You might warn him." 


"Nope. 
Sucked to the rest of us too," he noted dryly. "He deserves it. 
Thinking about it doesn't mean you did it and that's not a crime." 
He went to get a beer for them both and Xander came out, taking his own. 
"You sure?" 


"I need to
relax." 


Aiden took it from
him and put it back, taking him back to the bathroom.  She got him into
the shower and grabbed a sponge, then stripped and climbed in with him, getting
to work calming him down and making sure he was all right.  It wasn't
sexual but it was calming for both of them.  She even worked on his hair,
undoing it and tossing the jeweled clip into the sink.  Xander leaned on
the wall, his arms pillowing his head, and let her do whatever she wanted.
"Usually I'd make a pass...."  He let out a snort.  "I
know.  You're not ready for that yet." 


"Why does
anyone like me?" 


"Because
you're a nice guy.  You're sweet and you're kind.   You're very
protective of those who need it," she reminded him.  "You're
sexy as hell.  You're probably great in bed.  The ones who take you
realize that they'll never be worthy of a great guy like you and think this is
the only way to get someone as special as you."  He looked back at
her.  "Really.  You can't tell me the asshole who had you was
worthy of you." 


"He wasn't
worthy to fuck a slime demon, Aiden."  She smiled at that. 
"He wasn't.  I could've taken anything but it was taunting.  I
made myself not react but he kept taunting and trying.  Like me getting
hard was all the excuse he'd need!" 


"Maybe it
was.  It'd justify it for him. I've seen other rapists like that. 
Then the victims beat themselves up because they reacted like a normal body
would."  She gave him a hug and he clung to her. "Shh, you're
with the family again. It's all right, Xander.  The next one who tries
gets my size eights up their ass and out their brain."  He chuckled
at that. "I'm small but I'm feisty.  They will get it from
me."  He nodded, letting her snuggle in.  At least until he
heard someone pounding.  Then he flinched.  "Shh, that was
Stella's worried knocking."  Sure enough, Stella came in and moved
the curtain, pulling Xander out to hold him.  "Stella, the guy kept
taunting him about how he was gonna hurt him." 


"That's what
Danny said."  She looked Xander over, seeing the blush. 
"Oh, please.  I've seen you naked before, Xander."  She
looked at his hair.  "Cute.  We'll get that trimmed if you
want."  He shrugged.  She pulled him closer again, letting him
hug her.  "Shh, it's all right."  Aiden got out and shut
off the water.  "Don's making dinner." 


"I'm going to
get a brush so we can deal with his hair."  Stella nodded at that,
moving so she could get dressed and head out. 


"We're
moving." 


"Good! 
Let Aiden find you something!  She claims she's bored."  Xander
looked up at her.  "I protested too, Xander.  In private but we
all protested what Mac did," she said quietly. 


"It still
sucks and he deserves to get his ass kicked." 


"Yeah, well,
it takes a bigger woman than me to do it," she noted dryly. 
"I'm pretty sure Danny threatened to kill him."  She gave him a
squeeze. "You had us all so scared.  All we knew was that Don didn't
call or show up for work so Danny came over to check on him.  He found him
tied up and your bed hadn't been slept in." 


"I was
cuddling with him that night," he said, looking at her. 


"Hey, he
seems like he's a good cuddle."  She let him go.  "Dry off,
get dressed.  Come out.  I'll help Aiden with all that hair of
yours."  He nodded and she handed him a towel, helping him dry off
his back.  She found a few scars but nothing she could be sure he hadn't
had before.  "He didn't hurt you otherwise?" 


"Mind
fucks," he said bitterly.  "Taunting.  Then when I managed
to end him, more came in to prove they deserved to lead his clan." 


"Where were
you?" 


He looked at
her.  "One of the demon planes.  The Demonic Police helped some
guy who claimed I was adopted by his higher demon daddy rescue me after a few
more of them got me.  At one point in time they decided I had been
classified wrong so I went into the fighting ring."  She
shuddered.  "Basically.  Danny's lessons paid off a
lot."  He walked into his room and found it spotless. He smiled and
relaxed, pulling out some sweats.  He pulled them and a pair of socks on, padding
out to the living room. 


Aiden pointed at
the floor next to her feet and he sat, letting her handle his hair for
him.  "You've got some really nice hair, Xander," she offered,
stroking through it with the brush.  "Are you going to keep this
massive ponytail?" 


"I don't
know.  I hate hair pullers."  She chuckled and hugged him.
"I do." 


"I don't
blame you, baby. I do too." 


"Me
too," Stella agreed.  "It'll make me dump a boyfriend faster
than anything if he pulls my hair during sex."  Don smirked at that.
"It will."  She smacked him on the arm.  "Need
help?" 


"Please." 
He let her help him cook until the next person knocked, politely this
time.  "That's not one of his motley group of cops."  He
went to open it, seeing the building's owner there. "Blair." 


Xander glared at
him.  "Blair," he said coldly. 


"Surely you
can't think I had anything to do with this, Xander," he said, walking
inside. 


"Yeah I do. I
heard you mentioned by name a few times." 


"I'm not the
only Blair in existence." 


"No, you're
the only Master Vampire named Blair with a childe that you sent there to place
bets for you," he said bitterly.  The vampire flinched.
"Out.  We're moving."  Blair nodded and bowed, backing out
and heading off.  "Don, can I do an uninvite spell on the doors?"



"Sure, will
it work since we had one done and he walked in anyway?" he asked, looking
at him.  Xander grimaced.  "I'm guessing ownership is an
out-clause.  We'll look at places tomorrow. I told my boss I'd be back in
a few days."  Xander looked at him. "I've burned a few vacation
days tryin' ta figure out what happened."  He came over to get
another hug. "You better now?" 


"Yeah, I'm
home."  Don smiled.  "I want to live in Fort Knox." 


"I'll help
you guys find one and get you moved," Aiden promised.  "That way
I'm not bored, you're not alone when Don's gotta go back to work, and you can't
kill Mac.  If Danny can't, you can't," she said at his miniature
glare.  "When Danny goes to take him down, you can help." 
He nodded, relaxing back against her thighs.  She pulled the hair out of
the way and got back to work.  "Don, you should feel this stuff. It's
thicker than Stella's." 


"I've felt it
when it was shorter."  He ran a hand over it.  "That is
really thick.  We'll let someone good do it when you're ready to trim it
or whatever."  Xander nodded, closing his eyes and resting against
Aiden's knees.  "You rest, we'll wake you for dinner."  He
went back to help, washing his hands.  "Where's the hair thing he had
earlier?" 


"Sink. It's a
jeweled band," Stella said quietly, looking at him.  "The guy
who paged me said he snapped at them.  That he was really uptight and said
he killed someone." 


"He probably
did.  I'm proud that he did," he assured her.  "Danny will
be, Connor and them too."  She nodded, leaving it there. 
"Even if it did hurt him more, it saved his life, Stella.  They
might've taken advantage of it."  Someone tapped on the door. 
"What!" he yelled. 


"It's
me," Sheldon called.  Stella came out to let him in. 
"Expected the press?" 


"Building's
owner might've been in on it," she offered. "He's already shown up
and knocked politely too." 


He nodded.
"I'll be more brusk next time.  I got sent to check Xander
over."  He looked at him, seeing him tense but his eyes closed. 
"Xander, it's Sheldon."  He relaxed again.  "Come on,
let's go check you over, make sure you're fine." 


"No obvious
wounds," Aiden assured him. "I helped him calm down in the
shower."  That got a nod and Sheldon helped the younger man up and
into his bedroom to check him over and talk with him.  At one point they
heard him shouting and they all tensed but Sheldon got him calmed down again. 


"Did you draw
blood?" Don called. 


"Yes,"
floated out.  Sheldon came out a few minutes later. "I'm testing it
at the lab too.  I'm pretty sure Mac won't care considering he was pacing
his office and talking to himself the other day about this."  He
repacked his bag.  "Did he call his other friends?" 


"Not
yet.  Did Danny?" 


"Yeah, he
called that Adam guy as he walked down the halls of the lab.  He'll be
here in an hour, once he finishes calling your other friends."  Don
nodded at that.  "Let me go get the bloodwork started.  Need
anything while I'm out?" 


"Powder? 
I'm out," Xander admitted as he came out.  "Thank you,
Sheldon." 


"Welcome,
Xander.  It's what a good doctor and a friend does."  He smiled
at the boy when he went to sit beside Aiden and let himself be petted and
cuddled.  "So, are you going to move?" 


"Yeah, just
as soon as we can find somewhere safer.  Aiden's running a second shift of
watching him with us."  Sheldon nodded and said something quietly to
Xander before disappearing.  Don pulled the pizza out of the oven and put
it on top to let it cool, then put in a second one to cook while he cut that
one up.  They'd need it.  The kid had a good appetite and he hadn't
eaten really well probably.  He brought out the first one and Xander
leaned over to sniff it, smiling at him. "Yeah, it's your kind instead of
mine.  Eat. I doubt they gave you real food." 


"Liquids." 
He took a piece and blew on it then nibbled slowly.  "Where did you
want to move to, Don?" 


"Somewhere
safer. Somewhere without a demonic element inside the building." 
Xander nodded, accepting that.  "We'll start with a computer search
tonight and then go from there." 


"I said I'd
find it, Don," Aiden reminded him. 


"Yeah, but
you've got to be busy finding other stuff, like a new job," he noted
delicately, for him. 


She
shrugged.  "So I go another week without circling want ads.  Not
like there's so much in the city at the moment.  I'm thinking about going
back to school anyway."  She got her own piece of pizza and someone
knocked semi-politely.  "What!" she called. 


Xander and Don had
both stared at the door.  "Come in," Xander called.  Connor
and Richie came in.  "I'm back.  He's dead." 


"Good. 
We should go over your training again, make sure you didn't get too
hurt."  Xander shrugged and cuddled in again.  Connor looked at
him.  Xander stuck his tongue out.  "Xander." 


"Not right
now, Russ.  I'm enjoying being home and not kidnaped for a bit. You can
challenge me later." 


"Fine. 
I'll do that."  He sat on his other side, letting the boy give him a
hug.  "I'm glad you're back, Xander.  We were very worried about
you." 


Xander shrugged.
"I killed the guy who had me and a few others." 


"That's a
good boy," he praised.  Xander grimaced. "I know, you don't like
it."  Xander shook his head, looking at him.  "Remember,
survival means you get to come home." 


"I know and
now I'm moving."  Connor nodded, relaxing at that.  "We
need somewhere safe." 


"I'll ask
Amanda where she can't get into," Richie offered. 


"Who's
Amanda?" Stella asked. 


"A
world-class jewel thief I know," he admitted bitterly.  "If she
can't get into it, no one can.  What's the price range?" 


"A few
mil," Xander said quietly. 


"Sure. 
We can do that," Aiden assured him, glaring at Richie.  "I doubt
that's the sort of friend he needs." 


"Being able
to pick handcuffs locks comes in handy," Connor admitted. "She's a
decent enough woman but she will try to take anything not nailed
down."  He looked at Xander, who was still grimacing.  "We
only came to check on you, Xander.  We'll head home.  Will you come
in tomorrow?"  Xander nodded.  "Thank you.  We'll see
if some exercise might finish relaxing you."  Xander nodded so he got
up and gave him a pat.  "That is a lot of hair." 


"I'm not sure
what I'm doing with it." 


"Braid small
strips of wire into it," Richie told him.  "That way no one can
take you by grabbing it."  Xander smiled at that.  "I'll
make him lay off for the night.  Get some rest.  It's the important
thing."  He left, following Connor out, calling Amanda.  If she
couldn't get into it, no demon could. 


Xander looked at
Don.  "Did anyone tell Donny?" 


"Yeah, I
texted him earlier," Don promised.  "On my way back.  He
was worried sick too, kiddo."  He nodded at the pizza. 
"Eat more.  Stella, check the second one?"  She checked it
and took it out, putting it on top of the stove to let it cool and cut
it.  "See, there's two.  Eat."  Xander nodded, taking
another piece to nibble the toppings and cheese off of before he ate the
crust.  "Good boy."  Xander gave him a slight grin. 
Danny walked in and slammed the door behind him, coming over to take Xander's
free side.  "We got issues?" 


"No, we're
good.  Mac said he'd wait a day so Xander didn't feel the need to finish destressing
by taking his head."  Xander nodded at that. 


"I said he
could go with you when you went to do it," Aiden offered with a grin. 


"Works for
me.  I saw Richie and him.  They nag?"  Xander nodded.
"Then we'll go knock him on his ass for an hour tomorrow before coming
back."  He took a piece of pizza and flipped on the tv.  Xander
curled his feet into his lap, earning a grin.  "Sneaky." 
Xander grinned shyly. "Stretch out.  Lay on Aiden though.  That
way I'm not tempted to make you my purr kitten to pet."  Xander
giggled and laid down, letting him have his legs.  He fell asleep that way
within minutes.  "Well?" 


"Demonic
plane," Don told him.  "They had him in a gladiator thing
too." 


"Joy,"
he said bitterly.  "Anything else?" 


"He
won," Don said simply. 


"Huh?"
Aiden asked. 


"They were
trying ta kill him, Aiden.  He won.  He had to kill a few people ta
do that."  He stroked Xander's leg when he tensed up. 
"Shh, rest.  We'll talk about happier stuff."  Xander
relaxed and drifted off again.  "So, where are we looking to
move?" 


"I can
commute some," Don assured him. "Within a half-hour from the station,
Aiden.  Normal traffic type traffic."  She nodded. 
"You wanna use our computer?" 


"I'll do that
while you nap with him tonight, Don.  I doubt you want him to sleep in his
own bed." 


"If he wants
ta cuddle he knows I'll let him.  All he's gotta do is climb
in."  He finished up a slice of pizza and looked at the tv. "Not
food.  Comedy?"  Danny changed it then hit Spike TV. 
"Okay, we can watch Law and Order."  Stella snorted.
"Sorry.  At least it's some realistic cops.  They're not all
pretty and shit." 


"True." 
She settled in beside Danny to watch with them, resting against his side. 
"Hey, Aiden.  I did protest that night," she said quietly. 


"I know ya did,"
she promised.  Stella smiled and relaxed again.  Aiden and Don shared
a look.  "Okay, you sleep tonight, I'll rest tomorrow while you've
got it.  How many days did you take off?" 


"Not a
clue.  I told her I'd be back in a few days, once I got him settled back
in and made sure he was okay.  She agreed.  So I'm not
sure."  He shrugged.  "We'll see, won't we?" 
Xander shifted again.  "Xander, come cuddle?"  Xander got
up and came to cuddle him, sinking into his lap and cuddling with him. He went
back to sleep and stayed asleep this time.  Don stroked his back under his
hair, keeping him calm and from having nightmares. Someone with a quickening
was coming and they tapped mostly politely.  Danny got up and let Oz
in.  "How did you get here?" 


"I got told he
came back and I was only in Chicago."  He looked at Xander and
nodded.  "He okay?" 


"More or
less.  He said it was a long mind fuck," Aiden offered. 


Oz nodded at
that.  "Some of them are like that.  They're all sorry
now.  Make sure he knows that."  He came over to give Xander a
hug around the head, earning a grumble.  "Shh, I'll be in town
tomorrow too." Xander snuffled and relaxed again. "Good boy,
Xander."  He nodded at Don.  "Whenever you're ready
tomorrow.  It'll be easier.  He'll start to heal from whatever he had
to do."  He nodded at Danny and the ladies, then left. 


Aiden looked at
Danny.  "Do I wanna know what sort of funky club you guys belong
to?" 


"Nope,"
he said, looking at her. "It probably wouldn't make you happy and you
can't join.  I already asked." 


"Oh." 
She pouted.  "At all?  Even as a guest?"  He shook his
head.  "Damn it." 


He nodded. 
"Basically.  But it's better this way for you."  He kissed
her on the cheek then leaned on her, letting Stella have his side instead of
his shoulder.  Aiden swatted him but he grinned.  "The kid's
right, you're very comfortable." 


"Fine, this
time."  He grinned and got comfy, making Stella laugh when he
wiggled. They shared a look and Aiden grinned.  "This is why I
couldn't date him." 


"All that
energy's gotta come out in the bedroom," she teased. 


Danny looked at
her.  "Was that an offer to show you, Stella?"  She blushed
and shook her head.  "Until it is, don't speculate.  You have no
idea how bouncy I am in there."  She blushed brighter and settled in
on his side, weathering Don's grin.  "You wanna find out,
Flack?" 


"No
thanks.  I'm used ta gettin' cuddles from him but I'm not really into
guys." 


"Eh.  If
you change your mind, tell me.  It'll be fun."  He winked and
grinned at him. 


"Yeah, when
pigs come and root out truffles in my ass, Messser." 


Danny
grinned.  "That I want on tape." 


"Guys!"
Stella complained, making them all laugh and relax.  It was better now
that Xander was back.  They could all relax again. 


*** 


Xander finished
the move he was going for, trapping his blade behind Don's head, against his
neck, and moved in closer, his non-gripping hand going onto the blade to trap
him.  "Yield?" he asked quietly. 


"Xander?"



"Yield or
not?" he asked, adding a hint of pressure. 


"Yield,"
he agreed quietly.  Xander dropped his sword and Don pulled him against
him again, just holding him. "I knew it was too soon." 


"Which means
someone would challenge me today," he said bitterly, hiding against Don's
chest.  "I'm sorry." 


"No, this is
one where you play to win, Xander.  I get better and you get better and
heal."  He walked Xander off to a corner to sit down with him. 
"Wanna talk about it?"  Xander shook his head.  "How
long did they have you fighting?" 


"Since I
killed the third guy who claimed he was going to be my new master and the head
guy." 


"You said you
thought it was only six days.  How many?" he asked gently. 


Xander looked at
him.  "Four," he admitted.  "Twenty matches.  No
training time, no time to heal.  My healing was slower because I wasn't
here."  He put his head back down again.   "I won,
they zapped me back out until I had to be brought out of the closet again to
fight. It was like I was a robot." 


"Then they
didn't value you," Danny said as he squatted in front of him. 
"They definitely don't deserve you."  He stroked over the
shorter long hair.  Aiden had helped him trim off six inches. It was the
middle of his back now.  "Can you show me that one?" 
Xander shook his head quickly.  "It was a bad thing, Xander, but
you've got to move on now.  You're home." 


"Can't I even
have time to rest!" he demanded. 


Danny looked at
him. "The law of averages says no.  You said it yourself.  If
you didn't, you'd have been challenged today."  He stroked over his
hair again. "We're not doing anything more than figuring out if you've
gotten any better.  Come on, I'm tougher than Don is."  Xander
groaned but got up and walked off with him. 


"I know this
is like after your first shooting they make you requalify but it sucks,"
Don called.  "He's not ready yet, Danny." 


"Ready or not
is irrelevant," Connor reminded him.  "There have been any
number of us who've been taken right after our first death, before we even
realized why we woke up or that we woke up.  It's not right but that's why
they're called hunters, Don.  Not nice people.  Danny, let me. 
I think I know this one."  He moved into position across from
Xander.  "Just do what you did with Don, then we'll see if you've
gotten better."  Xander nodded and lunged slowly, making Connor back
up and block, then shift to parry.  Then Xander ducked, then ducked again,
then came up with his sword in front of his neck this time since he did it from
behind him.  One hand on the grip, one hand bracing on the back of the
blade.  "Interesting."  He nodded.  "Back off,
let's try to counter that so you know what they're trying to do." 
Xander let him go and let him lead this time.  Xander sped up and worked
it out, taking it out on him for making him do this today, when he was just
starting to come down.  He felt himself slipping and tried to get rid of
it, but it wasn't going to work.  He stomped off, heading to hide in the
bathroom. 


"Hmm, haven't
seen that since Oz did it.  Don, does he often slip mental states?" 


"Yeah, from
cuddly GHS Xander to predator, hunting Xander.  The one who used ta stake
and all that stuff."  He got up.  "I knew this was a bad
idea, guys.  You just brought him back to the place he was when they had
him and were making him fight.  He's finally starting to calm down and now
you've set him back again."   They both looked away and he went
to take care of Xander, finding him panting.  "Hey," he said
quietly, moving closer.  Xander tensed.  "Xander, look at
me."  Xander looked up in the mirror.  "It's
Don."  He grabbed him and held him still, keeping him from
moving.  "Shh, I've got you," he said, trying to calm him down
again.  "I've got you.  I'm still Don, just calm down a
bit.  I've got you."  Xander relaxed so he eased off his hold
but he struggled so he tightened it and went back to whispering in his ear,
trying to talk him back down. 


Danny watched from
the doorway then came in to get Xander's back.  "Xander, it's
Danny.  It's all right, Xander.  Come on, princess."  That
got a growl.  He grinned.  "You are.  You're the most gay
GHS princess there is.  Come on out and we can cuddle up tonight. I
promise. I'll even handcuff Don for you."  He held him and Don petted
instead and it seemed to work.  "See, I told you it was okay,"
Danny soothed.  "Just let it go, Xander.  You're safe and home
now."  Xander went limp so Don took him back. 


"Shh, it's
just us.  They're sorry they made you go back to that thought," he
soothed, stroking over his back and hair.  "Come on, I could use a
good cuddle.  We'll go put in a movie and cuddle at home, all right?" 
Xander nodded, clinging to his chest.  "Shh, I've got you.  Come
on, we'll go cuddle on the couch.  Danny can take Aiden out to get into
trouble for a bit."  Xander shook his head.  "No? 
Okay then they won't.  Come on. Let's go to the car."  Xander
nodded, letting himself be led.  Don glared at Danny. 


"Sorry." 
He backed off but did follow.  "I can't believe the game's got three
of them," he muttered as he walked.  Don shot him another dirty
look.  "Berserkers, Don.  We've got three now.  Him, Oz,
and Rahjid, who's in Bangladesh being a doc right now.  They're scary ass
people when they fight."  He got them into the car and moved to drive
since Xander wasn't letting go of Don's shirt.  By the time he got home,
Xander was nearly asleep and Don had to all-but carry him up the to the
condo.  Danny used his key to let them in then got out of the way. 
"He got stressed," he said at Aiden's look from the kitchen. 
"Any luck?" 


"Some. 
Two spots.  One's industrial in the extreme.  The other's a house but
it's from a former gunrunner.  It's got good security and stuff. 
Small yard. It's a bit farther out than you wanted.  I did put out a
wanted ad on the GHS website, Don.  I'm hoping one of them might
know."  She watched as Don and Danny both stiffened. 
"What?  Wrong thing to do?" 


"Footsteps,"
Danny offered. He peeked out the door then flung it open. 
"Adam." 


"He's
back?"  He pushed past him and found Xander on the couch. 
"Oooh, precious."  He hauled him up and back to his bedroom to
talk to him. 


A skinny blond
with dark glasses waved from the doorway.  "Excuse his manners. 
He's really worried about Xan.  Can we...."  Don nodded. 
"Thanks.  I'm Ray, that was Adam.  Danny said he was
back."  He went to follow after hugging Danny.  "He said he
trained you too.  Are you a GHS member?" he asked while they
walked.  "Or was it the other stuff?" 


"Other
stuff."  Ray shrugged and went in there, closing the door behind
him.  Danny looked at Don.  "I've never seen Adam twit like
that."  He checked the hall then closed the door.  "He'll
be good for him, Don."  Xander let out a small scream of
pleasure.  "See?"  Even Aiden was blushing at that. 
"The kid needed the stress relief after earlier."  He washed his
hands and came in to help cook.  "What's the industrial space like?"



"A small
converted warehouse." 


"Interesting. 
How much?  Where and good security?" 


"Great
security and with a company already monitoring it.  It is in Tanglewood
territory."  Danny gave her an evil look.  "What?" 


"Not
good.  Nope.  Closer to here, Aiden." 


"There's
almost nowhere on this island that's got security like that, Danny.  I
asked everyone."  She looked at Don.  "I did get an offer
for this place and I told them to officially write it out and I'd bring it to
the owner.  Fair value, which is two and a half."  Don whistled
at that.  "How much did he pay?" 


"One and a
half.  The former people moved upstairs and it was the difference between
this place and that one."  He got comfortable.  "What about
the GHS site?" 


"There's two
listed on there but they're both out in upper Queens.  One hell of a
commute."  Both guys nodded at that.  "Neither one has good
security in my opinion." 


"We can
always put in better security if we have to," Danny pointed out. 
"Did you look around Little Italy and Soho?" 


"Yes,"
she said patiently.  "Nothing decent's open there right now. 
Now, if he wants to move to the financial district...."  She
shrugged.  "There's a few nice ones there but Xander would never fit
in." 


"Greenwich,"
Don said patiently.  "It's going more upscale.  There should be
something there and it'd be easier to alarm something newer."  He
rolled his head to look at them.  "Plus there's four other GHS who
live there and the spa he likes is in Tribeca.  I'll look tonight after
dinner, Aiden." 


"I talked to
the real estate agents and those folk, told 'em I was looking for a client who
was moving into the city.  They couldn't find anything, Don." 


He smirked. 
"I'll browse the PD's chat room.  If anyone knows what's not secure,
we would."  They both smirked at that.  He went into the office
to do that, finding the computer still running a search for Aiden.  He
amended it for lower Manhattan and let it start over.  There were a lot
less real estate listings than he thought there should be.  He pulled up
the PD's chat room, logging on under his badge number and name.  He asked
the question 'do we have anyone on from near Greenwich' and got back a few
'yeses' and a private room invitation to join them.  He went there to ask
them, telling them that Xander was a GHS member.  Someone said it was good
they finally got him back.  Don pointed out he had been out of the country
this time.  He had woke up tied to the bed as well.  So therefore
they had gotten lucky but they were going to move.  It went on for nearly
an hour, Danny putting food down next to him so he could eat while he
typed.  He copied and pasted the better suggestions.  And one bad one
that the person said it wasn't the greatest neighborhood but it was starting to
be rebuilt and fixed up again.  He thanked them and went to the GHS
website and saw Aiden's ad had paid off in a few more, copying them down as
well.  Then he went to look in the paper.  Maybe he could find
something for a decent price. Moving from the Lower East Side would be good for
them. 


*** 


Don tapped on
Xander's door later that night, smiling when Ray answered wearing only boxer
shorts.  "It's all good here.  We're setting up watches for
tonight.  Aiden will be in the office if you need her.  I'm going to
bed now and I'm across the hall. Is he okay?"  Ray let him see the
kid, who was curled up on Adam's chest and sleeping, snoring loudly this
time.  "He does that to me now and then too," he admitted. 
"It helps him to cuddle some nights.  If you guys need anything, just
ask her." 


"What about
when you're at work tomorrow?" Adam asked quietly. 


"I'm off for
a few days.  My boss knew I was going to be and she didn't give me any
grief over it." 


"That's
fine.  Are you moving?" 


"We're
finding a spot right now," he promised.  "We're looking for
somewhere with a lot better security and no ties to the demonic, like this
building has."  Adam raised an eyebrow.  "The owner's name
is Blair...." 


"Ah, him I
know." 


"Good. 
Xander said he knew where he was," Don said casually.  "Said
something about betting on him...." 


"He told
us," Ray said, looking at his mate. "You know him too?" 


"Fellow
customer," Adam admitted.  "He'll be paid a visit very shortly
I'm sure."  He smirked at Don.  "So, do you get cuddles or
did he take me up on my suggestion?" 


"Ask
him.  I don't share those sort of details."  He smirked and went
to his room, climbing into bed.  He had gotten to cuddle Xander all night
last night.  Adam and Ray could have him tonight.  And even though he
was straight, that was one hot mental image.  He could definitely see
Xander between those two. 


"Whoo-hoo!"
Aiden called. "Found it!"  She came into Don's room and flipped
on the lights, showing him what she had printed out.  "Is that what
you were thinking?" 


He took it to read
over, nodding slowly and smirking at her.  "Definitely, Aiden. 
Very nice.  Tour it tomorrow for us?"  She nodded, taking it
back and sending an email to the owners.  Don settled in to listen to the
quiet murmurs and groans coming from Xander's room.  Because that thought
was still stuck with him.  Then again, he obviously wasn't getting his
nightly treat and cuddles tonight.  He had hoped the kid would start again
when he came back.  He didn't realize how much he counted on that to put
him into a good mood.  Even the patrol guys had steered clear of him a few
days because he had been too grumpy.  Ray's giggle made him smile. That's
how sex was supposed to be, fun.  They had Xander well in hand, for
now.  They'd see how the kid was in the morning. 


*** 


Xander looked around
the spot Aiden had found then looked at her.  "It's a
warehouse." 


"It is,"
Adam agreed, putting an arm around his boy's shoulders.  He looked at
Aiden.  "What's the rest of the residence like?"  She
pointed up.  They all looked up.  "Hmm.  You'd have room to
work out." 


Xander looked up
at him.  "Can't we keep using Connor's back room?" 


"Probably." 
He looked at the agent, who was looking nervous.  "Matty," he
said, smiling at her, turning on the charm.  "It's for this young man
and his protector.  Security is the foremost consideration but my boy
here, well, he's a slight hedonist." 


"I had
another one lined up but it used to belong to a thief and I'm not sure his
protector would be willing to take it over with that knowledge." 


Xander
shrugged.  "You can talk to Don about it.  He might not
mind.  I don't know." 


"Let's look
at the other spot," Aiden suggested.  This was horribly
industrial.  She gave Xander a 'sorry' look. 


He kissed her on
the cheek. "The assholes who raised me did it in lower class splendor,"
he told her, taking her arm to walk with her.  "It's better than
that."  She laughed.  "I just raised my standards." 


"Find him
somewhere his leathers and silks will be comfortable resting," Ray
suggested. 


Aiden bounced up
to their real estate agent and whispered, getting a nod.  "How secure
is that one?" 


"Actually,
it's very secure," she admitted, looking at her. "Near where we're
going as well.  I can call on the way over."  She wrote out the
address. "Here, meet me there, dear."  Aiden nodded and headed
for her car with the backseat-ful of GHS.  She even got to watch them
cuddle when traffic got too slow. 


*** 


Xander looked over
the suggestion Aiden had made.  The thief's house was nice but it was
*huge*.  Clearly the thief had been compensating for something.  This
one was nicer.  He walked in the front door and into an atrium.  He
smiled at the plants littering the area.  "I like this," he
offered quietly.  Adam nodded and led him on.  Past the atrium on the
bottom floor was an indoor pool, which Xander tested with a hand. 
"Very nice."  They moved to the upper levels, finding a
dedicated living room area.  Up two steps and there was the kitchen and on
the other side of the kitchen was a very nice office area that had a view of
the small park-like area up the street.  They went up the escalator to the
top floor, which had four bedrooms.  The atrium was open all the way to
the skylights.  Xander squealed and hugged Aiden.  "I *love*
this place!" he said happily.  "How much of my soul am I mortgaging?"



She grinned. 
"The former owner was a sorcerer," she said quietly.  "He
wanted it to go to someone who could use the room in the basement.  Which
you kinda can.  Plus you'd make sure it wasn't going to be used for *bad*
things."  Xander nodded at that.  "He's never listed it
with an agency, it's word of mouth for this place.  I *heard* he was
asking about two." 


Xander snuggled
into her arms.  "Can we find the owner?" 


"I can. 
He's in Miami.  He's retired."  She wiggled free and grinned at
him, going to talk to the agent, who handed over the number someone had looked
up for her.  Aiden took it outside to call him.  "Hi, my name is
Aiden Burns and I've got my friend Xander Harris here looking at your former
building.  Yes, from Sunnydale."  She smirked.  "No,
he's not doing that.  Well, he is super cuddly and has a
protector."  She smirked while he put her on hold and looked him up
in the Index, from what he said before he hit the button. He came back. 
"He's willing to pay any asking price. He knows about it but he doesn't
really *practice* except for some healing and some fixing stuff." 
She leaned against the building, waving at Don when he stopped. 
"Park, Don.  Xander's inside."  That got a nod and he
parked, heading inside to look too.  She smiled.  "No, his
protector, Don Flack Jr.   Yeah, that detective."  She
smirked.  "No, he's well out of that life, it keeps endangering
his.  You sure?  Because he could go a bit higher."  She
walked the phone in to Xander.  "Here, talk to him." 


Xander took the
phone.  "Hello?"  He smiled.  "Yes, hi.  The
last *major* thing?  Like helping Prestons with his challenge to avenge
his family major or like fixing my bed when someone cut into it
major?"  He snickered.  "That's why I'm not, she's a bad
example."  He ran a hand over a plant.  "I do love it, I
really do.  It's a great spot.  Even Don's smiling and happy. 
Plus it's got good security since people like Willow and people like my former
building's owner like to take me.  Oh, am I listed in that?"  He
snickered.  "They have no idea.  No, I led
Graduation."  That got notice.  "Call Rupert.  Call me
back."  He hung up.  "Let him check a reference and he'll
call back in about ten minutes."  He pounced Don to hug him. 
"Hi.  Don't you love this place?  If we can't get this place, I
want something like this." 


Don peeled the boy
off his back and cuddled him.  "It is nice.  Let's go look at
the bedroom areas."  They headed up there, going up the escalators.
"Who put escalators in here?" 


"They're
nicer than elevators?" Xander suggested with a grin.  The phone at
his side rang.  "Harris."  He listened then grinned. 
"Let me guess, he thinks I can't?"  He giggled.  "Ah,
you talked to the Ethan monster.  Well, yeah, I kinda can.  I don't,
but I can."  He nodded. "I would appreciate it for that much and
keep it as a safe haven.  No, I haven't been in the basement
yet."  He headed down there, leaving Don looking at the
kitchen.  He flipped on the overhead light, looking around at the pentacle
on the floor.  "Wow, you did major works.  If it's a major work
I would let someone who was doing good things in here if they needed to,"
he offered.  "A few do.  I made a few contacts for my meditation
candles and a few books," he admitted, walking around the figure. 
There was a room beyond that and he went in there, smiling at the simple wood
floors and the diverted lighting.  "That works and I'd have a place
to practice too.  Yup.  Yup, I am.  How did you know?  Oh,
Oz was back there.  That's kinda cool.  I thought he was here though." 
He shrugged. "I'd lay a temporary rug over the other room's floor but if
they needed it to help I wouldn't keep them from it.  Thank you.  Of
course.  How much?"  He smiled. "I can have that much
transferred today by two.  Actually, I do.  I can head down there and
you can call your branch to have them give them the numbers?  That's
fine.  Thank you."  He hung up and headed back through the
working area, dragging Danny with him.  "A rug's going over it but if
someone needs it to do something good I'm to allow them to." 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "Hey, Adam, you should see the basement.  Full
working area just like used ta be at the old resort." 


Adam rolled his
eyes. 


"I'm guarding
it in case someone needs it, not planning on using it. Until then it'll be hidden
under a rug."  Don looked at him.  "The former owner was
into magic.  We'll be covering the pentacle in the basement." 
Don nodded at that.  "Until someone who's *good* needs it for
something." 


"I can agree
to that.  How much?"  Xander smiled.  "That cheap?"



"Yup. 
And there's a practice room down there too," he said proudly.  Don
smiled at that.  "We need to hit the *other* bank to send it to
him." 


"Fine,"
he agreed. "I'm going in with you." 


Xander shrugged.
"Okay.  We can all go if you want."  He smiled at the
realtor. "How much will we owe you for finding this for us?" 


"Technically,
since it's not listed, I can only take a small commission," she
offered.  She saw the badges and smiled.  "Say, a two percent
one?" 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed.  He whispered in her ear, getting a wide-eyed look.
"He likes me."  He winked and then skipped out, Aiden behind
him. 


*** 


Xander came out of
the office with Don, getting a smile.  Xander pulled Aiden out of the
waiting area and put something into her hand.  "All realtors get a
commission and that's yours."  She opened her mouth.  "You
played the part, you get paid for it.  Now, if you argue, I get to spank
you until you squeal and come across my lap," he said dryly. 
"But that's your commission.  If you complain, I'm going to pout and
spoil you too."  He walked off, taking Don's arm to walk out with
him.  "Are you sure, Don?" he asked quietly. 


"I am. 
She's proud but she did the job and it's a good thing to pay her for it,"
he said, smiling at him. "Relax, it's fair."  He nodded, giving
his arm a squeeze.  He walked him out to the car with everyone else. 
"Where to first?" 


"We'll get
the papers today," Xander offered.  "By demonic courier, who can
find me anywhere.  We need a rug to cover part of the basement's working
area but I didn't take measurements.  I remember how many steps it took me
to walk around the edges of it though." 


"Walk it
here," Adam ordered.  "We'll measure that."  Xander
nodded, walking a similar path to the earlier one around the pentacle. 


Danny
looked.  "Twelve feet should do it."  Adam nodded at
that.  "What was the rest of that room like? I got stuck on the floor
decoration." 


"Dark
wood.  No bookcases or anything.  It'd probably be
dangerous."  Don looked at him. "Some of that stuff can create a
bit of a breeze." 


"I've seen
that in the movies." 


Xander nodded.
"Yeah, and then some."  He gave his arm a hug and grinned. 
"So we need a rug, and we need to outfit the other bedrooms but one so we
have a storage room again." 


"We've got a
storage room on the other side of the pool."  He patted him on the
back, looking over as Aiden came out finally.  "We ready to go find a
rug and three beds?"  Aiden looked at him and opened her mouth. 
"Do not start, Aiden Burns, or I'm helping him spank you."  She
closed her mouth and frowned. "Tough.  You did the work, you get paid
for the work."  He opened the door and let her inside the car. 
"Everyone in who's going shopping with us."  They all piled in
and decided to help Xander decorate.  Don just watched in fond amusement
and called the manager of the condo to tell him they'd be moving and to accept
that offer for three mil for him. They could probably be out within a
month.  He looked over at Xander, who he was allowing to drive this
time.  He had given him the begging look and he had caved, he admitted to
himself he had caved.  "Are you going to tell Donny where we're
going?" 


Xander
nodded.  "I am.  He's a good guy and he's so het he doesn't even
react to me. Even when I'm in a playful mood he only gives me fond looks. 
So I think he's pretty safe." 


"Good. I like
that about him. We'll have to get the actual address to change the mail and
stuff, plus get the cable switched."  Xander nodded. 
"Utilities?"  Xander moaned.  "We can do that too,
Xander."  He patted him on the back.  "Let's go where we
got my new bed."  Xander nodded, heading there. 


"Also, this
is closer to his favorite spa," Ray offered.  "So he can go more
often."  Xander giggled at that.  "You can." 


"I can. 
It's almost within sneaking distance."  Don snorted and shook his
head. "No?" 


"No. 
Escorted only for quite a while, Xander." 


"Yes,
Don."  He gave his hand a squeeze when they paused at a light. 
Someone behind them honked. "It's red, I can't go," he
complained.  He rolled down the window and flipped them off when they
honked again, then went on when it turned to green. 


"You'll be a
New Yorker soon," Danny said dryly.  He looked back when he caught a
flash of lights.  "Huh.  Someone's not happy with you," he
said dryly.  Xander pulled over and parked, turning off the engine. 
"I didn't know we still made traffic stops," Danny told Don. 


"Yeah, now
and then."  He smiled at the officer who had pulled them over.
"Hey, we were just talking about you." 


"I'm always
happy to be thought of as gossip-worthy as long as it's good gossip.  The
mayor doesn't like rude drivers." 


"Then let him
blow through the redlight," Xander said dryly, grinning at him. 
"We're moving for our own safety." 


"Need
muscles?" 


"Yup, because
I can't move his bed," Don told him.  That got a laugh. 
"It was made back in the sixteen hundreds.  I can't move his bed with
ten friends." 


"I'll drop my
brother's company a dime for you, Flack.  Where are you
moving?"  Xander pulled him down to whisper it in his ear, getting a
look.   "You know, they say things about that building." 


"Yeah, but I
talked to the owner.  It's a good thing." 


"Sure. 
Okay, I'll give you a warning this time.  No more flipping off the mayor
and are we going out this week?" 


Don considered
it.  "Maybe.  Probably to heft stuff over there but maybe. 
We just got him back and I'm still pretty wary." 


"I would be
too since they got in during the night.  Are you guys safe enough
there?"  Don nodded. "You sure?" 


"Aiden's
staying over most nights to watch over us." 


"That
works.  Let me know, kiddo.  There's a new action movie coming
out."  Xander beamed at that.  "See you then." 
He walked back to his car. 


"You know,
that sort of thing almost makes up for being on the Mayor's detail," Danny
said happily. "You get to bother all the rich folk who bother the
mayor.  I wrote *so* many heirs tickets when I was on it that
month.   Got so many complaints too."  Don laughed.
"Didn't you get it?" 


"I got
suggested and I threw a fit about not wanting anything thanks to my
father.  They ignored me after that.  Saved me having to press my
uniforms." 


Ray shook his
head.  "Chicago's mayor has a set pair.  People wanna shoot
him." 


"Oh, plenty
of us wanna shoot ours," Don promised, smirking back at him. 
"Go ahead, Xander." 


"I'm not
pulling out in front of the fire truck coming this way.  I don't want to
need the ambulance behind it."  Donny sped off after them, looking
happier to be doing something like a real cop apparently.  They pulled out
after the sirens had gone by and there was a break in traffic. "There are
days when driving in the city makes me think I'm in one big, long parade."



Don
snickered.  "It can.  Especially during rush hour. 
Speaking of...."  He looked at him.  "I usually work
Thanksgiving afternoon but we can make sure you can see the parade."
Xander squealed and hugged him the next time traffic stopped.  "We'll
ask Donny if he's going that day too."  Xander nodded and moved on at
the honks, heading rug and bedroom shopping.
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Xander finished
watering his plants and then headed for the pool, going to test it and dive
in.  At least until someone rang the bell.  He padded back that way,
smiling and letting his guard in. "Come on in, Donny, you're early. I was
about to swim." 


"I should
hope you wouldn't wear a thong like that outside," he noted dryly, closing
the door behind him.  He followed him back to the pool, looking
around.  "This is really nice." 


"Thank you.
The only thing I did was add a few plants and paint my bedroom."  He
dove in and rolled to do a backstroke.  "Give me a few.  I need
to work out today." 


"That's fine.
I use the PD gym every few days."  He settled in on one of the
lounges, watching him swim.  "So, are we on for today?" 


"Sure." 
He did another lap and rolled onto his front to do a few more faster, then
climbed out.  "Let me go shower off and change.  Just the
movies?" 


"Wherever,
Xander.  You're the boss." 


"Did you have
any other plans?" 


"A dog for
lunch." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I can do that.  Let me shower."  He went
upstairs, leaving him in the living room area on the couch with the tv
on.  He showered quickly and got out, stretching up to pop his
shoulders.  Then he came out to find some jeans and a t-shirt. He looked
at his sneakers and groaned.  "We've got to go shoe shopping,"
he complained as he came down with them.  "Mine are torn all to
hell."  He sat down on the couch and looked at him.  "So
Footlocker or somewhere?" 


"Sure. 
We can do that too.  Did Flack make you take everything to the bank?"



"Oh, he so did. 
Before I was taken too.  We took the whole footlocker of stones in to be
appraised and sell off a few more that I didn't really like.  Went to the
guy you suggested.  He called in a few friends who helped and bought some
of the others.  We left with about half of what we went in with. 
Then we carried the footlocker into the bank and put it in a box.  Don got
to look over all my accounts at that point because the guy over them came down
to show me a few things since we had a few of the stones and my checkbook taken
that day."  He shrugged and stood up.  "Come on. 
Let's hope the bank's working." 


"Half of
downtown is out of power," he admitted, smirking at him. 


"We can hit
the financial district.  It's got a branch down there."  That
got a nod and Xander went up to find his wallet and keys, coming down to go
with him.  "Thanks for this." 


"Not an
issue.  They had a massive power outage earlier.  Someone ran into
one of the main transformers - suicide by electrocution."  Xander
shuddered.  "We're still in a brown out." 


"I wondered
why you were here so early," he teased. 


"You're just
so damn fascinating," he shot back, making Xander giggle and bop him on
the arm.  "Okay, bank and then lunch, then movies and shoes?" 


"Okay." 
He headed them that way, going into the branch of his bank. "I usually go
uptown.  Can we get into the accounts?" 


"Some of
them," the teller offered.  Xander pulled out a check from each
account, letting her get into them.  "Huh.  I can only get into
this one, sir," she said, waving one.  "How much would you
need?"  He wrote something out and she blinked.  "That's
more than I have in my drawer.  Let me get my manager?"  He
nodded.  "Thank you."  She hurried off.  Xander
finished signing it and looked at Donny, who shrugged and smirked.  The
teller came back and let the manager look at her screen. 


"Mr.
Harris."  He nodded and looked at her.  "There's a hold
listed on this one for some reason?" 


Xander looked and
snorted, calling his personal banker. "Hi, this is Xander.  Yup,
me.  No, I'm in the financial district.  My buddy said you guys were
blacked out.  There's a hold on my hidden...."  He nodded and
handed over the phone.  "My personal banker."  She walked
off with it and talked to him then came back and handed back the phone, taking
the check to rip up.  "What?" 


"He said you
can't use that account without Detective Flack's permission?" 


"I didn't set
that up."  He called Don.  "Did you get into my accounts
while someone had me?"  He listened to him.  "Yeah, the
others are down right now."  He rolled his eyes. "Thanks,
Don.  Please."  He hung up.  "I was kidnaped a few
weeks ago," he admitted.  They nodded.  "Check the others
again?  I only brought the one." 


"Sure." 
The teller got into them. "That one's coming up but it's not coming up
with a balance listed. It says it's got one but it's not saying how much."



"I hate it
the days the banks go down," the manager agreed.  "The usual one
you go to is in brownout but they might have that down there." 
Xander rolled his eyes and pulled his statements out of his back pocket,
handing them over.   He had thought he might need it.
"Oh."  She looked at them, then nodded.  "We can do it
with that assurance.  In these matters, it's always better to go to the
bank that you usually deal with." 


"Hmm,"
Xander agreed, taking his envelope of money once she had counted it. 
"Thank you."  He gathered everything and headed out, handing
Donny his money.  "Sorry." 


"No issue. I
know you've got the money." 


Xander looked at
him and nodded. "Yeah, that's putting it mildly."  He got in to
drive, then handed him the keys and got out, letting him shift over and laugh
as he walked around.  "Sorry.  Got to call someone
again."  He called up there.  "Okay, what the fuck,"
he said dryly once he had his banker back on the line.  He listened to
him.  "I know her.  Yeah, and we locked it because of
that?  Ten grand.  Yeah.  That's fine.  Was it just
mine?  Because she used to be my former friend.  Go ahead, I'll give
you her current address up at the college and where she'd be hanging out. 
Because otherwise I'm going to kill her."  He smiled sweetly. 
"Thank you.  Of course.  Look in my paperwork box.  It's
got a file marked Willow Rosenburg.  It's her.  Thank you.  No,
this should hold me for a few days, but I did make out utility checks the other
day.  The normal account.  Thanks."  He hung up and rested
his head for a moment.  "My best friend hacked the bank to take my
accounts," he said grimly.  He called Don when he felt the SUV pull
over.  "Don, look at Danny and tell him Willow hacked the bank to
steal my money?  Yeah, that Willow.  Thanks."  He hung up
on the screaming in the background, pinching the bridge of his nose. 
"This action movie any good?" 


"Probably
not."  Xander looked at him.  "Do we need to visit the
FBI?" 


"I should go
visit my favorite wiccan and get stuff to get her back," he said bitterly.
He suddenly smiled.  "Then again, I've got worse I can
do."  He looked up a number through information.  "Los
Angeles, California," he said quietly.  "Angel Investigations. 
Main number's fine.  They all go to the same desk."  He
smiled.  "Please.  Thank you."  He wrote it down while
the computer read it off and then he was connected.  "Hi, is Cordelia
Chase in today please?  No, Wesley, this is Xander.  Please put my ex
on.  That's fine.  Is Buffy there?  Good, bitch slap her and if
Willow's there, stake her skanky ass."  He smiled sweetly. 
"Cordy, I love you but would you do me a huge ass favor?"  Donny
laughed.  "No, that's my buddy.  We're on our way to a movie. 
Willow hacked my bank and took my accounts, Cordy.  Yeah, those.  No,
I'm still in New York.  Oz seems to be able to find me.  Ask
him."  He smirked when she yelled at Angel. He grumbled but agreed.
"Now ask him if Devi's dead yet.  Please?"  She yelled that
and Angel came on the line. 


"Yes,
Deadboy?"  He smirked.  "Of course I am.  What, you're
the only demon who didn't hear?  Yeah, that was me.  Please. 
No, Willow decided to hack my bank accounts. Actually, I wanted Cordy to go
make her fucking miserable, Angel.  Think I could pay her to do
it?"  He smiled sweetly.  "Cordy, honey, if you can get her
to straighten it out, I'll buy you five grand of Gucci, sweetie.  Anything
you want."  She drooled, he could tell.  "Please? 
Before I have to go back there and create the next apocalypse?"  He
chuckled.  "Any way you want to, Cordy. I know you.  You're
creative, mean, and beautiful when you combine them.  No, I'm still in New
York.  I live in Greenwich actually.  Yeah, there.  Of
course.  Ask Oz, he can give you the new addy.  No, we just
moved.  No, not girlfriend, dear.  Protector.  Because I'm one
of the top GHS in pheromone and dangerous stuff.  Get Angel to explain it,
he should blush a lot.  It'll give you something to tease him
about."  He grinned. 


"Or Spike. I
saw him while I was here.  Sure.  Thank you, love.  Sure,
whenever you come out.  As long as she fixes it.  Love you too. 
If I must," he sighed.  "You've gotta be pretty while saving the
world.  It was always your thing.  Of course.  Love you. 
No, her mother blamed me because I wasn't there to drink with her.  Which
I wouldn't. Yeah, I pointed that out.  No, never, Cordy.  Thank
you.  Love you.  Bye."  He hung up.  Then he made sure
the connection had been cut before looking at Donny.  "Cordelia Chase
is the snarkiest, meanest cheerleader ever to come from Sunnydale High. 
And we had a closet sex thing going in our senior year."  He smiled
sweetly.  "Willow's going to be very sorry soon." 


Donny smiled at
that.  "It's great when you can go to your exes to make others
miserable." 


Xander
nodded.  "Yeah, she's best friends with another one who's basically
in vengeance as a career."  That got a laugh.  "You think
I'm kidding?  I dated Anyanka once."  Donny gaped.  He
nodded. "I took her to the prom too." 


"You live a
wilder life than I ever could," he admitted, starting the car again and
heading off. "Can you maybe talk her into uncursing me?" 


"Hey, Ahn,
honey, can you uncurse Donny?  He's learned whatever lesson and he's a
great guy.  He protects me like Don does.  Please?"  A glow
started around him and Donny shuddered, stopping to let it take hold. "You
okay?" 


"Better,"
he moaned, smiling at him. "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
It was great sex."  That got a punch on the arm but Donny did take him
to the movies and shoe shopping.  On the way home, Xander got a call from
the bank saying that it had been fixed and that the FBI had been alerted. 
"Thank you," he said happily.  "So I'm in the clear, it's
all back?"  He listened to the differences.  "That's
fine.  Do whatever you have to get it back.  No, my former best
friend.  Sure, want a drink later?  I'll need one.  Yeah, she
was part of that.  Thanks."  He hung up and looked at his
bodyguard. "It's all there but about half a mil.  They're working on
that.  I'll have full access again in the  morning." 


"Congrats. 
Want dropped off at the station?" 


"Sure. 
Oooh, let me go pick up some dinner.  Don's working late tonight. He's had
a case that's kicking his ass." 


"Sure,
Xander."  He pulled in somewhere he knew the boy liked to eat at,
they often did, and let him run inside to get his protector dinner.  He
came out with a large bag, getting a smirk.  "He hungry?" 


"I figure
Danny will come steal some of it."  That got a laugh and they went
back to the station, Xander walking in with the bag of food and one of the
other ones.  He got a nod toward the squad room, giving a smile and a
candy bar for it.  He hopped up the last few stairs and watched as Don
plodded through paperwork.  He walked over and put the bag between him and
the laptop, getting a smile before Don looked at him.  "Food. 
Even enough to share so someone in the labs doesn't eat you.  Also, I got
this and I thought of your birthday next week.  It's not your present but
I thought you could put it in your locker here."  He handed over the
bag and winked, strolling out again. 


Don pulled out the
t-shirt.  "Super Stud with a Badge," he read, laughing. 
"I like it."  He tucked it in again, putting it in his
drawer.  Then he dug into his dinner, eating while he typed up stupid
reports. He hated reports.  Danny and Stella came over to snoop. 
"Save me some," he ordered. 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed, taking a small carton and handing it over, then taking his
own.  It had his name on it after all.  He looked at the case. 
"Is that how you spell his last name?  I thought it was
'cgh'."  He took a plastic fork and walked off, leaving Don to find
and replace it. 


"It's a good
thing he brought me dinner and breakfast," he said dryly, going back this
typing.  Eating bites every few words kept up his strength for later
tonight.  Because they were finally all alone and he might even get
cuddles again tonight. 


*** 


Xander smiled as
Don trudged in. "Did the laptop eat you," he teased.  Don
nodded, flopping down on the couch.  "Off with the shirt, Don. 
I'll work on your shoulders."  Don scrambled out of his shirt and
laid down on the couch, smiling when Xander came over to work on his back for
him. "How bad was it?" 


"The guy who
hit the transformer was rammed," he said into the couch.  "He
was cheating on his wife and both mistresses with a little boy.  So they
put him out of the kid's misery." 


"Actual
kid?" 


"Fourteen."



"Eww." 


"Yeah. 
One of his mistresses admitted he had gotten her at fifteen."  He
shrugged and Xander worked on that area.  "S'nice.  How was the
movies?" 


"Good. 
It was okay, the going out was nice."  He got back to work. 
"I let Cordy go bitch on Willow for hacking the bank." 


"She did
what?" he asked, suddenly not sleepy anymore.  "We turned her in?"



"Yeah, I let
the bank have the file I kept on her." 


"Good. 
Why sic Cordelia on her?" 


"Because she
deserved it."  Don smirked at that and put his head back down. 
"You rest.  Let me handle your back and the chicken I'm
doing."  He ran to check it, he could see smoke.  "It's a
bit done, but should be okay."  He let it rest and came back to go
back to work.  "Did Danny complain that I got him hot stuff?" 


"Nope. He was
all smiles and happiness.  At least until the new girl got
there."  Xander growled. "I know but we gotta try to play
nice." 


"No I
don't.  You have to work with her.  I don't." 


"Point. 
Okay, try now and then to be polite at least." 


"That I can
do."  He slapped Don on the ass.  "Need more or are you
still hungry?" 


"I could eat
some burned chicken."  Xander spanked him again but went to get some
for him.  And a beer.  "Thanks, Xander." 


"Welcome." 
He curled up beside him.  "I had the microwave lasagna
earlier."  Don grunted, he was chewing.  "Too much
garlic?" 


"No, pretty
good.  Garlic salt?"  Xander nodded.  "You do need
cooking classes."  Someone rang the doorbell and Xander sighed, but
got up to get it, letting Don rescue his tipping beer.  It went between
his thighs just in case.  He nodded when Sheldon walked up. 
"Hey, what's up," he said, eating another bite. 


"I..." 
He looked at Xander, then at Don.  "Something really strange happened
earlier.  I figured I might look through Xander's collection?" 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed.  "What can I help you find out about, Sheldon?" 


"Why I got
stabbed earlier and I'm not bleeding or scarred." 


Xander blinked at
him.  "Come into my room."  He walked him in there, taking
his bootknife to scratch his arm.  Small bolts of lightening came up to
clean up the scratch.  Xander looked at him.  "It's all okay,
Sheldon." 


"No it's
not!  That's not normal!"  Xander did his own arm, letting him
see it.  "Is it demonic?  Was I tainted?" 


"No, it's a
mutation from birth," Don said from the doorway.  "Is he?" 


"Yeah, even
though I can't feel him." 


"Danny's on his
way over with Connor."  He left them alone. "It's all right,
Sheldon, just calm down for a few more." 


Sheldon grabbed
his head.  "There's that feeling again," he complained. 


Xander
nodded.  "You'll learn to ignore it sometimes."  He walked
him back out. 


"I didn't
feel him," Connor noted calmly. 


"He doubled
over in pain from you," Xander told him.  "He heals too." 


"Interesting." 
He pulled him back into Xander's room to talk to him and see why.  He came
out ten minutes later. "Xander, he's passed out on your bed.  
He is one.  One of the supplements he's taking blocks him from
showing." 


"Does it make
us weaker?" Danny asked.  Connor nodded.  "Shoot." 


"That's
cheating," Connor assured him. 


"Only if
you're out hunting," Xander pointed out.  "Otherwise it's
protection."  He looked at Danny.  "I sicced Cordy on
Willow for hacking my bank accounts." 


"That was
cruel.  Are you feeling all right?  Taken a recent head?" 


"No, I was
pissed."  He shrugged. "I made a chicken.  It's a bit
overcooked but you guys can nibble too."  He went back to cuddling
into Don.  "Sheldon's on my bed.  Can I cuddle with you tonight
if he's not up in time?" 


"Sure. 
You know you're always welcome to come cuddle unless I bring a girl
home."  Xander looked at him.  "No, you're not crimping my
dating, Xander. I haven't found anyone worthy recently."  He pulled
him in tighter.  "It's all right.  I've got time to
date."  Xander nodded and snuggled in better, wrapping his arms
around him. "You think maybe...." he asked quietly.  Xander
nodded, smirking, he could tell.  "Thanks, it'd be appreciated."



"Welcome." 
Danny flopped down on his other side and snuggled into his side. 
"Hi." 


"Hi. 
How was the movie?" 


"Pretty
good.  Lots of guns.  It was more Tomb Raider style than Terminator." 
That got a smile.  "But no scantily clad woman wearing impossible
clothes in the wrong temperature."  They both laughed at that. 
"So, movie tonight too?" 


"No, we'll be
here for Sheldon when he wakes up," Connor promised, smiling at
them.  "Xander, have you been practicing?"  He nodded.
"Good. This weekend, I want you both at my house on whichever day you two
have off." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed. "I'm off all weekend." 


"Even
better," Connor agreed.  "Now, I have a challenge later
tonight." 


Xander looked at
him.  "Tell me you're not going alone," he demanded. 


"That is the
honorable way." 


"Then who
gets to avenge you?" 


"That's how
gang wars start," Danny noted dryly.  "I offered, he smacked
me."  Connor hit him on the arm again.  "See?" 


Xander wiggled free
and stood up, staring Connor down.  "You're taking one of us,"
he said slowly and clearly.  Connor laughed.  "Or else we'll
knock you out and send him a message saying you're indisposed and tied up in
the closet."  He smiled sweetly.  "Bet me I wouldn't. 
Danny's a good trainer but I doubt he's going to put up with us for much
longer.  Mac is still pissing him off every single day." 


"Yeah, new
girl's worse," Danny agreed dryly.  "Hey, Don, can I bring
Xander in with me tomorrow?" 


"Sure,"
he said with an evil smirk.  "I like that idea.  Xander, bring
us lunch tomorrow?" 


"Sure,"
he said, beaming at them.  "Can I wear the suede?" 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed.  "Be the GHS that you are, baby.  Because they
don't have like you in Montana either."  Xander giggled at that then
turned and knocked Connor out, dragging him into a closet.  "Don't
forget the note," he called. "I should probably go take that. He's a
bad guy." 


"Make Xander
watch, it might help him calm down." 


"Doubt
it."  He looked back at Xander as he came out with his sword. 
"You sure?"  He nodded.  "Go change. You can't fight
in those." 


"Yes I
can."  He looked down at himself then at Danny.  "I worked
out in 'em today." 


"Still." 
Xander sighed and went to change, heading down the back way since he heard the
door shut.  He climbed into the back of the car just as Danny revved the
engine.  "Fine. I was tryin' ta spare you." 


"I fight
better than you think." 


"True." 
He looked back at him.  "Don't you even think about it.  Losing
you the last time nearly drove Flack insane." 


"Depends on
how much of a woose he is." 


"Even wooses
get in lucky shots, Xander." 


"We'll
see." 


"Fine. 
We'll see."  He pulled out, going to the appointed spot.  He
parked and pulled Xander with him, walking out onto the deserted pier. 
"Hey." 


"Where is
Macleod?" 


"The insane
one or the one I've got stuffed in my closet?" Xander asked.  The man
glared at him. "Sorry, I've got the prior claim on Connor's
attention." 


"Who are you,
his boyfriend?" 


"No, we
decided I was too hyper for him," he said dryly, making the immortal stare
in horror.  "Your choice, Sparky.  You get Connor after both of
us." 


The man gauged
them.  "I'll take you first then.  You're not a fighter." 


"Actually I'm
a lover and a fighter," he offered, blowing a kiss.  He took off his
jacket and tossed it to Danny, moving closer.  He wiped his hands off. 


"Don't you
dare lose it this time," Danny called. 


"I'll try not
to slip."  He let his mind blank and lunged, taking him off his
guard.  The guy looked horrified at his mismatch of styles.  "No
one said I wasn't being trained," he noted dryly.  "The smart
ones never quit training."  He took an undercut and saw the blood, it
was a pretty sight.  He felt himself slip but kept hold of it, keeping his
mind still in the stable range.  The man grunted and backed off, looking
scared.  "Any more or do you yield?  I don't need a quickening
buzz tonight."  The man sneered and lunged again.  Xander
sidestepped and got him from behind, a hard, casual looking stroke to his
neck.  The head parted and he sighed, sitting down before it knocked him
down.  He had only taken two others.  It hit him and he closed his
eyes, letting it flow through him and back into the ground if it wanted. 
He was only a channel, like he was for the spirits around him.  He calmed
himself and sighed in relief, then hopped up and took his jacket back. "I
hate that.  The first one knocked me out, the second one was
suicidal." 


Danny stopped
him.  "There was one of us there?"  Xander nodded.
"They knew?" 


"Yeah, even
before they took me they knew.  He admitted it.  He taunted me on how
he could make me bleed and then I'd heal, slowly since I wasn't on this plane,
but I'd heal so he could do it all over again." 


"Want a
beer?" 


"I hate
drinking." 


"Point." 
He gave him a hug.  "It's all right, Xander.  I promise you're
better now." 


"I
know," he sighed, snuggling in.  "Come on, Don needed cuddles
and Connor's got to be in high-accent mode."  Danny laughed and
walked him back to the car.  "Do you really want to know?" 


"Yeah. 
Just in case it comes back to haunt one of us during a training
session."  He nodded at Mac and Stella when they ran into them at the
cars.  "They called you specially?" 


"You didn't
answer your phone.  The officer who spotted the lightening called me when
he couldn't get you." 


"I figured if
it was one of us the winner would probably need help shoving the body into the
river," he said with a shrug.  "Have him.  He wanted
Connor."  He put a hand on Xander's back and led him back to the car. 
"Warn her, Mac.  Xander's bringing us lunch tomorrow." 


Stella
moaned.  "Oh, no. Aiden's like his big sister," she said,
looking at Mac.  "Will it be a cat fight or some other sort?" 


He walked onto the
pier to look at the body.  "With those two, Xander might make it a
cat fight and she'd try to fight like one of the guys."  Stella
smiled at that. "She's a really good CSI, Stella.  Give her a
chance.  Danny had ego issues too." 


"He still
does because you treat him like a bastard son by the pig farmer." 
Mac shook his head at that, trying to banish the thought of Danny being his
son.  "It's true and you know it, Mac." 


"He needs the
firmer hand." 


"No, he needs
a supportive boss," she countered. "Something you're not to him
anymore.  Do you really wanna see Danny leave for one of the other
labs?" 


"No." 
He looked at her.  "I doubt he would." 


"He would and
he'd take Flack and Xander with him.  They're his students." 
She got to work on the head.  "Which one took it?" 


"Xander,"
he said grimly.  "Which means he's in the game officially now." 


She looked at him.
"Mac, do you have the feeling that they didn't just try to rape him
repeatedly?" she asked dryly.  He moaned and nodded. "You think
maybe it's a holdover from that?" 


"Probably." 
He found the ID on the body.  "At least this one brought his
wallet.  I thought he was after Connor." 


Stella
snorted.  "They probably had Connor tied to the bed or
something.  Ask Danny tomorrow." 


"I
will."  Right after he prayed Lindsey Monroe was a bit more tolerant
than she seemed.  Because she and Xander were not going to get along well.



*** 


Xander walked into
the station wearing suede pants that were nearly skin-tight.  He was also
wearing a loose silk shirt and his leather jacket since it was a bit cold
today.  "Hi.  Where's everyone?  I got invited to bring
lunch." 


The desk sergeant,
a new guy, gave him an odd look.  "Which everyone?" he asked,
not sounding like he cared. 


"Oh,
sorry.  Most of the guys here know me.  Flack protects me, I'm
Xander."  He held out a hand. 


"*Detective*
Flack is very straight."  He looked him over and ignored the hand. 


Xander rolled his
eyes and paged Don, bringing Stella running.  "Don said I could bring
him lunch and you guys too." 


"Thank you,
Xander."  She smiled at the desk sergeant.  "Flack does
protect Xander.  People like to kidnap Xander." 


"I can see
why," he said flatly. 


She smiled sweetly
and grabbed him by the ear, twisting it.  "Xander is a very nice
young man with a hormone problem that makes the average person want to go on their
back for him," she growled in his face.  "We leave Xander alone
and if he's in trouble we get one of us in CSI or Don Flack immediately. 
Are we clear?"  He nodded quickly.  "Good."  She
let him go and smiled at Xander.  "Come on.  We're eating together
since Mac wanted to go over a recent case." 


"I don't want
to interrupt." 


"Oh, you're
not.  The rest of us only brought sandwiches."  She took the bag
to look in it and smiled.  "Awwww, you brought us Hungarian?" 


"And Greek
kabobs from the new place that just opened."  He smiled and hugged
Don.  "Hi.  I brought lunch and Stella growled at the desk guy
who thought you had to be gay to protect me."  He sat between him and
Danny, smiling at the new person.  "Hi, I'm Xander.  Don
protects me." 


"Why?" 


"Because
people like to kidnap Xander," Danny told her, taking the plate with his
name.  "Spicy?" 


"Some. 
Beans mostly."  Danny popped open the top and grinned at him. "I
asked.  I'm being nice."  He looked at Don.  "The
half-mil got returned this morning and they've went over all my accounts so
they're back in order." 


"Xander, is
your SUV in the handicap spot?" one of the patrol officers called from the
doorway. 


"It didn't
have a sign. I parked it in visitor parking, right next to lawyer
parking."  He got up to look.  "No, mine's still a Range
Rover and that's a Hummer.  Oooh, that means there's another GHS here
probably," he said, bouncing to the desk.  "Hi, which of us
drove the Hummer?"  The sergeant glared at him. He looked at one of
the other detectives.  "Did one of my fellow members drive the
Hummer?" 


"They did,
they're here to pick up their keeper for lunch."  He smirked at him.
"He's a lawyer." 


"That's
cool.  Which one?"  They pointed and Xander bounced that way,
smiling.  "Maddy!" 


"Xander!" 
She hugged him.  "Oh, you precious man!  You're still in the
city?"  He nodded.  "Well!  Any luck on a
keeper?" 


"No, just my
protector but Don's *great* to me.  He reminds me to pay the
bills."  That got a laugh.  "He's been very supportive
since I managed to get free of the last one."  He smiled at the guy
on her arm.  "Hi, Xander Harris, GHS." 


"I
figured."  He shook his hand.  "I'm Maddy's keeper,
Todd." 


"Hi." 
He beamed. "I'm eating lunch with Don and the CSI guys.  So I'll see
you at the next city-wide meeting, next week?" 


"You'll be at
my house," she assured him. He beamed.  "Did you move somewhere
with better security?  We heard you got taken from home." 


"Oh, I so
did," Xander assured her.  "We moved somewhere very tight and
secure this time and Don's still being very careful of me." 


"Good." 
She kissed him on the cheek.  "Bring some of that chocolate sauce you
found last time, dear.  I'll see you then."  He nodded and
bounced back that way.  "That's our newest level ten," she told
her husband, smiling at him.  "He's also the one who wrote that piece
you liked."  He smirked at that.  "Not even dating at the
moment but he's very firm that he's not going to break into
anything."  She walked him off, taking him out to their hummer to
take him home for a warm...lunch. 


Xander hopped back
into his seat and grinned. "It was Maddy.  She's hosting the next
city- wide.  Her husband's a lawyer." 


"Which
one?" Don asked, eating a piece of meat. 


"Todd. 
She drives the lavender hummer." 


"Oh,
her.  Yeah, I've run into Todd in the past.  He's a
prosecutor."  He patted Xander on the back.  "Didn't you
get yourself something?" 


"It looks
like someone had springs for breakfast," Lindsey said lightly. 


Everyone shook
their heads.  "Xander's like that," Mac told her.  "Xander's
also a member of a very elite and specialist group called GHS." 
Xander nodded.  "Which is why people want to kidnap him.  So if
you see Xander in trouble, you need to call Don or Danny.  Don's his main
protector and Danny's teaching him some self-defense now and then." 


"Okay. 
What sort of trouble?" 


"We just got
him back after three months of not being able to find the person who kidnaped
him from his house," Stella told her.  Lindsey gaped. 
"People like to take Xander."  She smiled at Xander.  "Can
you introduce me to your other guard?" 


"I can. 
He's looking for a decent woman to date.  I'm not sure how he is with them
though." 


"That's fine.
I can find that out.  He seems like a nice guy." 


"Sure. 
We're going out again tomorrow.  What's your schedule like?" 


"Hellish. 
I can meet you guys for lunch maybe."  He shrugged and she smiled.
"Thanks, Xander.  I'll call if I can make it."  He nodded
and stole a carrot stick off Danny's plate to nibble. 


Danny punched him
on the arm.  "Next time get yourself some." 


"I just
needed a nibble.  Something to keep my mouth occupied."  Sheldon
choked.  "Oh, come on, Sheldon. Not like I'm going to go to my knees
and beg someone in here.  There's *way* too much glass in this lab for
that," he teased. 


"That's why
there's an alley," Stella assured him. "Besides, I doubt you'd do
anyone in the lab, Xander.  Most of them are committed or women." 


"Yeah,
true."  He looked at Don.  "When's your next free night so
we can go out and club?" 


Don considered
it.  "We could go tonight but we can't be out that late.  I've
got to be in at nine."  Xander nodded.  "My next day off is
next week.  Well, no, I think I still have this weekend off.  The
lieutenant decided to play schedule roulette." 


"Should I ask
her?" 


"Go
ahead."  He bounced off again.  He smirked at Danny. 
"Maybe I do still have this weekend off.  Is he still screaming about
Xander?" 


"Yup, and his
accent is very thick.  He even changed languages when he complained to Oz
about him."  He smirked and saluted him with his coffee. 
"Not even Mac, his cousin Mac, got a reaction like that." 


Don beamed.
"That's my Xander." 


"Are you
two...together?" Lindsey asked.  "I don't have anything against
working with gay officers.  I haven't done it very often but it's all good
to me." 


"No, he's
like my little brother.  I protect him," Don said simply. 
"GHS members all come with some standard issues.  One of them being
how they get lost in their pleasures.  A keeper, which is a
super-protective boyfriend sort, would be the one to help them.  I'm a
protector, a bodyguard with frills since I'm living rent free in his place. I
get to nag the kid all I want, I get backrubs, and I get spoiled, but it's my
job to keep the people who want to take Xander away." 


"Which is
really hard sometimes," Stella offered.  "I'm surprised... it's
been how long?" 


"He's
charming my boss while she calls her husband to tell him he's smoothing charm
over her.  He gets a kick out of it."  Don shrugged. 
"No, I didn't tell him he could drive today but apparently nothing bad
happened."  He heard the shots.  "Or maybe I was
wrong." 


Xander stomped
back in.  "I hate hair pullers.  The desk sergeant is blaming me
for coming down the stairs and having the guy grab my braid, Don.  He said
I lured the guy in here by being a slut." 


"He'll get
his in a few minutes," he promised.  "Sit."  Xander
sat and took a piece of meat to nibble off his plate.  "Thanks. 
You good?" 


"He grabbed
my hair and I turned around to take his head off with my hands."  He
nibbled another bite.  "One of the patrol guys got him in the foot by
accident.  He was drawing and his gun went off as he drew." 
They all groaned.  Xander blinked at him.  "Can I have a new gun
this weekend?  We never did replace the jammed one and not even you could figure
out why it jammed." 


"I couldn't
figure it out when he gave it to me," Mac admitted.  "What did
you train on, Xander?" 


"A
Glock," Don told him.  "He goes for low recoil and weighted
backs.  That's why the guy at the gun shop said he was too limp-wristed
for one.  The lighter model should do him well and we'll go out
tonight?"  Xander beamed and nodded. "Am I off this
weekend?" 


"Yup, and she
said I'm to make you quit pouting at the computer tech guy at your desk." 


"If he
doesn't save those, I've got to retype about fifty reports from memory,"
Don complained. Xander gave him a hug.  "Thanks, kiddo." 
He patted him. "Get off, you're wrinkling me." 


"Okay. 
Oh, she said to get you a manly man suit, something not pastel." 


Don snorted.
"I like my suits." 


"Is that why
you won't wear the one I got you?" 


"Yup.  I
told you I don't need boyfriend presents." 


Xander smiled
sweetly and popped him on the back of the head.  "Behave, Don. 
If I can't spoil you, I'll have to take it out on Aiden and Stella, or Mac, and
imagine his look if I started giving him presents.  Especially boyfriend
sort of presents."  Mac shook his head frantically, his mouth was
full. 


"I've never
seen him choke and blush at the same time," Danny said, looking at
Stella.  "You?" 


"No.  I've
never seen anyone able to do that.  Mac, should Sheldon get ready to do
CPR?"  He nodded, swallowing and drinking some of his water. 


"He's not
choking, it's best to let him clear his own airway," Sheldon noted,
smiling at Xander.  "You're so bad." 


"I
know," he agreed happily.  "So, Lindsey, right?"  She
nodded.  "I heard you're from the Midwest?" 


"Montana. 
You?" 


"Sunnydale." 
She moaned at that.  He beamed.  "I helped Buffy for
years."  She whimpered.  "At least you know." 


"Thank
you," she said quietly, digging back into her lunch.  "This is a
really great place. Where was it?" 


"There's a
new Greek and Middle Eastern spot up the street about three blocks,"
Stella told her.  "It just opened.  We've got a menu in the
bag."  That got a nod and Lindsey ate faster. 


"I've got to
get back to my fingerprints.  I'll see you later, Xander."  She
smiled and left. 


"Not
nice," Mac chided. 


"Yes, I
was."  He looked at Don.  "She's a halfie.  As long as
she's peaceful we might only have to worry about her kidnaping me." 


"Decent,"
he agreed.   "Where is the next city-wide?" 


"Maddy's
house.  It's on Thursday if I remember right.   I'll check the
site tonight."  He shrugged and leaned on the table. "So, Mac,
if he won't let me spoil him anymore, do you like chocolates and
berries?"  Mac choked again and got up to head back to his
office.  "Oh, come on!" he called after him.  "I've
got to spoil someone!" 


"Buy books to
donate to the library system," Sheldon offered. 


"I did that
last week." 


Stella blinked at
him.  "Was that when you were with me?"  He nodded.
"What did you buy?" 


"A five
hundred dollar gift certificate so they could get whatever they needed." 


"That's a
nice thing," Danny agreed.  "You still need to be careful with
your funds, Xander, and find something to do all day." 


Xander looked at
him.  "I know that.  I'm not worried about it at the
minute.  Though I have thought about the cooking class again." 
He shrugged.  "I'll probably need it.  Don won't always cook for
me or eat burned stuff." 


"Very true,"
Don agreed.  "When's the next beginner's class?" 


"Two
months.  Are we sure I should with the disaster that happened last
time?  I mean, the chef wanted to take me home and nearly stabbed
you."  Danny's pager went off.  "Go ahead, guys. I'm
heading to the spa and then home today."  That got a nod and they
went back to their jobs for a while.  Xander cleaned up and headed out,
finding two of the cops against his car.  "Hey, guys."  He
grinned.  "Just bringing in lunch to meet the new girl." 


"So, what is
Flack to you again?" 


"He's my
protector." 


"You're his
bitch?" 


"Without the
leash," Stella said as she joined them.  "Or the
sex."  That got a nod from one of them.  "Remember, people
like to take Xander.  Don's there to prevent it."  That got a
nod from the other one.  "For that honor, Don gets free rent at
Xander's place and free cable.  Plus free food most of the
time."  They moaned.  "Another officer Don cleared gets to
escort Xander around now and then when he needs a break."  She smiled
at Xander. "Which spa?  My new call's at one and I was hoping to
hitch a ride since all our cars are out." 


He grinned. 
"Sure.  I'm heading to my usual one in Tribeca." 


"That's where
I'm going."  She slid in to drive, letting Xander hand her the
keys.  "Thanks, dear." 


"Welcome.
Make sure you don't scratch it and I get it back tonight."  She
nodded, starting the engine and checking behind them so she could back out. 


*** 


Mac looked up as
Xander walked into his office later that afternoon. "What?" 


"Stella has
my car.  I called my spa, she left over an hour ago.  I haven't
gotten it back yet.  Did she have another case?" 


"No. 
She left an hour ago?"  Xander nodded. 
"Interesting."  He called her, getting an out of service
message.  "I'll put out an APB for your car, Xander.  Do you
know the license number?"  He handed it over. 
"Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
I don't want one of the people after me to hurt her."  He sat down in
the corner. "I can wait." 


"Thank
you."  He called Don first.  "Have you gotten a report on
Xander's car?  Because Stella borrowed it and she left her last site an
hour ago but she's not back yet, Don.  You do?"  He listened as
he typed in and his boss yelled, and Don yelled back that Stella was driving
Xander's car and missing.  He wrote down the address.  "Thank
you."  He hung up.  "Don's got a GPS locator on the car,
Xander.  Stay in here."  That got a nod and Mac paged Danny
before heading out with Don. 


Xander got up to
straighten up the desk some then sat down again with a Guns & Ammo
magazine.  He looked up when someone coughed.  "Stella was in my
car and she never made it back.  They're tracking my car to see if she's
in trouble," he told Lindsey.  "Mac told me to stay here." 


"Okay." 
She frowned at him.  "You know, huh?"  He nodded. 
"How?" 


"You mean
besides my past work in Sunnydale and the six weeks I did with Devi here in
town?"  She blanched at that.  He shrugged.  "That's
how we found out I'm GHS and that I have a hormone problem."  He
hopped up when he saw Stella staggering in.  "Go get Sheldon,
now!"  He pulled Stella into the office, looking in her eyes. 
He called Mac from his phone.  "Stella just staggered in, Mac. 
We're in your office."  He hung up and came back to help. 
"Stella, baby, are you all right?"  She looked at him and blinked,
frowning.  "Stella, who was it?" 


"Military,"
she said, then blinked hard.  Sheldon came running in. 
"Hey," she said, letting out a small chuckle.  "They're not
happy." 


"Lindsey,
dial Mac again and warn him it's the military," Xander ordered.  She
did that from her cell.  "It's all right, Stella. I had no idea they
were still going."  She swallowed the water Sheldon was urging on
her, nodding.  "We'll talk when you're more stable." 


She grabbed his
hand.  "They want you to do something for them," she said,
staring into his eyes.  "Someone." 


Xander shook his
head.  "Not a chance.  I'll protect myself and Don." 
She nodded, letting Sheldon do whatever he wanted.  Danny came back in and
looked at her.  "Ambulance?" 


"On it's
way.  Mac sent me out of the way and Don's with him.  What is going
on?" 


"She told him
the military wanted him to do something for them," Lindsey told him. 
"Is she going to be okay?" 


"Probably,"
Sheldon agreed.  "Danny, make sure the ambulance has a collar for
her."  She moaned.  "I'm not taking chances on that pretty
head of yours, Stella."  She nodded and rested against his
shoulder.  Danny went to talk to the paramedics when they came in and make
sure they got to the right place.  "Xander?" 


"Not a
clue." 


"Sure." 
The paramedics came in and he got out of the way.  "She's having
fuzzy mental moments.  I've got water and an aspirin down her," he
said, pulling Xander out of the way.  "I'll be going to take pictures
when she goes with you.  Danny, get me a camera?"  That got a
nod and he went to get him a collection kit.  "Thank you.  Come
on, we can set the IV in the bus."  They nodded and took them both. 


Danny stopped
Xander from moving.  "You're sitting in here until Mac comes
back," he said plainly.  "You're not moving off that couch."



"What if they
try Don to get me?" 


"They
won't.  They're military, they're not the mob."  He pushed
Xander down, making him look at him.  "Stay."  Xander
nodded, curling up.  "Good.  I'm putting an officer
here."  He went to get one.  "Guys, Stella got the hell
beaten outta her by someone looking for Xander because she was in his
SUV."  They shuddered.  "Xander's in Mac's office.  I
need someone down there."  That got a nod and one of the patrol guys
from earlier went down to watch over him. "She'll be fine.  Bruised
but nothing else."  That got a few smiles.  "Stella's one
tough lady."  He went back to check on Xander, finding the officer
glaring at him.  "It wasn't his fault." 


"Why would
anyone want him?" 


Xander looked at
Danny, who shrugged. "No big surges."  Xander let his hormones
spike up a bit and the guy blinked, then moaned.  "That's
why."  He ran off to get sick.  "Okay, so I'll stay,"
he said dryly, going to get some stuff he could do at Mac's desk. 


The phone rang and
Xander reached over to get it.  "Taylor's office.  He's out of
the office at the moment, may I take a message?  No, sir, not a
secretary.  No, sir, he told me to wait here.  Can I take a
message?"  He noted it down and nodded once, smirking. "I'll
tell him when he gets back, sir.  Thank you."  He hung up and
handed it to Danny when he came back.  "For Mac.  From the
Military.  His former CO wants him to hand me to them." 


"Hmm, fat
chance."  He texted that message to Don's phone.  Don's response
was either a finger stutter or a growl.  He'd have to ask him later. 


Xander
looked.  "That's a growl.  I get it when I told him I eating ice
cream for lunch." 


Danny
grinned.  "I'll have to remember that."  Xander curled up
again. "They can't have you, Xander." 


"Yes,
Danny." 


"Good boy." 
He went back to his case review, shaking his head at his typing mistakes. 
It looked like he'd be having a late night.  At least until the fire alarm
went off.  He looked at Xander.  "Right with me.  We're going
through our squad room."  Xander nodded, following him.  Danny
unhooked and grabbed his laptop, and a few things out of his desk, shoving them
into Xander's bag, then taking it and heading out with him.  "Okay,
let's lose someone." 


"Yes,
Danny.  Subway?" 


"Good
idea."  He got them down the nearest tunnel and hopped on the first
train. They'd change trains later.  A few times really. 


*** 


Don answered his
phone.  "Where are you?" he sighed.  He smiled. 
"That's a good idea.  Yeah, they got stopped.  Some hardass in
the Army came up and bitchslapped him.  Where should I pick you two
up?"  He smiled and headed that way.  "Sure.  It'll
take me a few minutes.  Even better.  Meet you there."  He
hung up and sped up.  The boys would be fine until he could get to
them.  He called Mac one handed. "Danny got them into the
subway.  Yeah, they're fine. I'm going to pick them up now. 
Why?"  He smiled.  "Not a clue, Mac.  Probably when it
went off.  They're not the sort to pull one."  He hung up and
sped up more.  It was going to be a long night answering questions for
everyone. He found a parking spot and walked down there, getting a single use
token to get through the turnstile.  When the train pulled in, he was
there.  Xander came off and gave him a hug.  "You okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  Someone pulled the alarm." 


"We were
wondering about that."  Danny came off and handed him the
backpack.  "You okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  We've had a great afternoon.  There's sodas and bathrooms on
this side of the gates at a few stations and we rode around.  I went over
some geography for him too."  He patted Xander on the back. 
"The subway was his idea and it was a good one.  We done?" 


"We're
good.  They were stopped.  Someone Major or someone came up and
smacked the hell out of the guy in charge of this.  Even Mac was shocked
at the smack-down."  He walked them off, going back to the car. 
They found a familiar officer on the hood.  "You have me on watch
too?" 


"Of
course.  If you're heading off at high speed and it's not a chase, it's
probably the kid."  He looked at Xander.  "Did the military
guys scare you?" he taunted. 


"They wanted
him to sex someone up for information," Don told him.  Donny
shuddered at that. "Exactly.  They may also be the ones who pulled
the fire alarm."  He opened the doors.  "You wanna come
with?  We're heading home." 


"No, I'm
good.  Just making sure.  Am I taking him again tomorrow?  If
not, my sister wants me to prove to her that I'm not really gay." 


"Sure,"
Don said with a grin.  "Not an issue.  My sister thinks Xander's
my puppy dog."  That got a knowing smirk.  "Have fun
tomorrow."  He slid in and their guard got off the hood, letting them
go.  "We have no idea how they know who Xander is." 


"Xander's
about to change his identity," Xander said grimly.  "'Cause I've
had more than enough of this and Devi's probably responsible for slipping it
that way too." 


"Probably
something demonic but maybe not," Danny pointed out. "It could've
been someone else who knows.   Someone in GHS themselves." 
He called Adam.  "It's Danny.  Did the military come looking for
someone recently?  Because they came looking for Xander."  He
nodded.  "That's what he was thinking."  He smiled at
Xander and stroked through his hair, getting a grin back.  "Thanks,
old fart."  He hung up.  "As far as he knew, no one
military is in GHS and none of them had accessed the site, but he was thinking
it might be a good idea to change personas totally."  Xander groaned
at that.  "I know."  His phone rang and he checked the
name, then frowned as he answered it.  "Yeah, Oz?  Well, that
explains a lot ta me," he said dryly.  "No, we were just talking
about that.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "It was the
girls." 


"Wonderful,"
Don said bitterly. "Can I go visit this time?" 


"Nope, but I
might go out with Adam this time."  He grinned sweetly when Don
glanced back at him.  "It's a teacher's right."  He went
back to petting Xander.  "Oz is removing you from everywhere he can,
Xander.  If we have to change you over, we'll let you be an Alex or
something similar.  Adam said you could come stay with him for a few months
until you got used to it so Don would mope enough to be in mourning." 


"Don, can you
please take us to the shop where I get my candles?"  He nodded,
heading that way.  Xander got out and walked inside, walking right up to
the witch he worked with now and then.  "I need a way for people,
specifically military and governmental sorts, to ignore me," he said
quietly.  "The military wanted to use me today.  I'm not a Mata
Hari type." 


"That's chaos
magic, Xander," she said gently. 


He shrugged. 
"And while that's good and all....  It's my life, Mary." 


"Point. 
I'll see what I can do."  Xander nodded, giving her a hug. 
"Are you safe?" 


"For now but
not for much longer.  We're talking about me disappearing from view for
good."  She nodded, going to call someone.   He went back
to the car, slamming the door once he was inside.  "She's talking to
someone to see if I can get an 'ignore me' charm." 


"Would that
work?" Danny asked.  Xander nodded.  "On us?" 


"Not on
anyone who was looking for me specifically and knew who I was or I could let
certain people in temporarily.  It's really high chaos magic since it'd
even work on Feds." 


"Speaking of,
we've got to start getting everything together for the IRS," Don reminded
him.  Xander groaned and slumped down.  "We done?" 
Xander nodded.  "Need anything before we hit home?" 


"Depends, is
anyone cooking?" 


"We've got
food or I can order," Don assured him.  "They said they're
leaving us alone."  He turned the car around, heading back to the
house. 


Mac was waiting on
them when they got there.  "Are you going to change him over?" 


"Not quite
yet," Danny told him. "That comes with a lot of problems." 
That got a nod.  "Including wills being probated and judges who
decide to interfere." 


"I can see it
now.  The judge'll be mean and decide it's invalid because I didn't
mention the shitbag parents I had," Xander said as he got out. 
"I'd have to hurt one of them."  He unlocked the door and walked
inside, finding Stella and Sheldon in there.  He laid down on couch,
pulling her against him, letting her snuggle in on his stomach.  She
smiled and squeezed him. "I'm sorry they got you because they wanted
me." 


"So am I but
they're sorry now."  She smiled at Mac and Don as they came in, then
at Danny.  "He insisted." 


"I can see
that."  Danny came over and lifted her up, making her squeak until he
put her more comfortably on top of Xander.  "We're trying to see what
we're doing about this." 


"First, I'm
going to kill Devi," Xander said dryly.  "Then I'm going to make
it clear I've got a keeper.  Don, you want that job too?" 


"I still
wouldn't have you the way you'd need," he complained, heading into the
kitchen.  "Danny?  I'm sure you've swung before." 


"I have and
it was okay," he admitted.  "Then again, everyone will think
we're together and sharing him."  Xander blushed at that. 
"Never got shared?"  Xander shook his head.  "Pity. It
can be kinda fun."  He grinned at Don again, seeing his blush. 
"Up to you, sparky." 


"Quit,"
he warned. 


"Fine. 
You suggested it." 


"You're the
one who went dirty minded with it." 


"Sue me, I
had a good day riding back and forth on the subway."  He went in
there to talk to him about it.  "We could let Aiden play
keeper," he offered quietly.  "It'd get him over his woman
phobia." 


"I'm not a
book to be borrowed," Xander complained.  "Besides, Aiden
doesn't like it when I spoil her.  It's gotta be someone I can
spoil." 


Stella raised her
head to look at him.  "I still want to see you spoiling Mac,"
she offered with a small grin. 


"He'd
freak.  He'd order me not to," he said with a pout.  "He
panicked earlier from the thought of a little bit of spoiling." 


Stella smiled and
patted him on the cheek. "It'll be fine." 


Mac came out of
the office, where he had been making phone calls.  "No spoiling
me.  I'm not the spoilable type and people will start to think the whole
lab is dating Xander."  He came down to look over Stella. 
"How are you feeling?" 


"Nasty. 
You?"  She put her head back down and got a backrub. 
"Thank you, Xander." 


"You deserve
it."  He looked at Mac.  "We might have to start the rumors
of me having a keeper finally.  It'd have to be someone I knew and they'd
have to be someone I trusted." 


"Not
me," Sheldon said firmly.  "I still like women, I'll probably
only like women.  Women are nice and they fit me just right.  Sorry,
Xander." 


"Not your
problem you're straight," he said dryly, making him laugh. 
"Pity, we'd be cute together." 


"Nope. 
I don't do cute either.  You've got good choices in Danny, Don, and
Aiden." 


"That's one
mental orgy that looks really fun," Stella said happily. 


"I think
someone needs a nap," Sheldon teased, coming over to grab her. "Come
on, you can even nap in Xander's bed.  The night I passed out there it was
more comfortable than I expected."  He walked her up to the escalator
and then to Xander's room to put her down for a nap. 


"Well, at
least she knew who'd look hot with me," Danny offered dryly.  He sat
down in Sheldon's seat, smirking at Mac.  "Are you sure he can't
spoil you just a little bit, Mac?" 


"Very. 
I don't need spoiled.   It won't make me forget that you've screwed
up a few times recently."  Danny raised his eyebrow.  "You
have." 


"No I
haven't.  I haven't messed anything up in months.  If I have this
isn't the time or the place to cover that topic." 


"You're
right, it's not, but it is time for your evaluation." 


"Yay
me," he said dryly, making Mac smirk.  "Say whatever you want,
Mac, not like I'm gonna be staying here more than another five
years."  Mac frowned at him.  "Can't cover the age
gap."  He stared him down.  "Up to you, big man." 


"You did,
Danny." 


"Again, this
isn't work or the area to cover that," Xander said firmly.  Mac
nodded, dropping it.  "Are you sure you two aren't together? 
You sound like a bitchy ex, Mac," Xander said, staring him down. 
"You have for the last few weeks." 


"I'd
never...." 


"Then quit
tryin' ta crawl up there," Don agreed.  "You do sound just like
a bitchy ex now that it's over with.  It's not like Danny's a God of
forensics or something.  He's still human.  And hey, most of us think
half his fuck-ups are your fault, Mac, since you didn't support your
guy."  Mac went a bit more pale at that.  "So, do some soul
searching tonight.  'Cause either you're confused and you want him, or
you're bitchy and need some.  Take your pick." 


"I'll let
someone else do his evaluation," he said. 


"Good. 
Only problem is, only Stella could and she can't either.  So, you can sit
down and talk in the office in a constructive and less cranky way or you can
get over whatever crawled up your ass and died this time, Mac.  Takin' it
out on Danny doesn't do anyone any good, especially not Danny."  That
got a nod.  "Good, now let's go back to happier moments.  Unless
the two of you want to use the office?" 


"We probably
should," Danny agreed, getting up and dragging Mac in there, slamming the
door behind him. 


"That's so
UST," Xander said.  Don gave him an odd look.  "Unresolved
sexual tension.  I found the term online." 


Don shook his
head.  "No more smut, Xander.  Go get the laundry so you can do a
load." 


"Since when
did I become the house elf?" 


"Since you
made those two have the talk about their relationship.  Now. 
Sheldon, we don't allow eating up there so unless you're her teddy bear, get
down here and come eat within ten minutes."  Xander pouted but went
to get the clothes for the washer.  "Get the towels too." 


"Yes,
meany." 


"I could be a
whole lot meaner," Don pointed out dryly. 


"Nope,
because you wouldn't ever take me and leave me hanging," he shot back,
making Don moan and shake his head.  "Therefore you can't be more
mean.  I was a good boy." 


"You might've
been but still.  Laundry.  It's your turn." 


"I did the
last three."  Don stared at him so he huffed and gathered the sheets
and towels too.  Don was not going to be happy with him later that night
when all he got was cuddles.
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Xander looked up
as a woman walked up to where he was sitting, smiling wanly at her. 
"Hey, Maddy." 


"Dear, what's
wrong?" 


He sighed and
looked at her.  "You've heard about the problems, right?  All that
stuff?"  She nodded.  "And I'm sure most of the locals at
least know why."  She gave him a look and nodded again. 
"Well, it's getting worse. He's spreading it to get back at me for not
coming back when he asked."  He sipped his coffee. "I'm going to
kill him soon.  He's one of the reasons I was taken for three
months.  He's one of the reasons I'm not getting peace now.  I'm
about to change my name and move." 


She stroked his
hand.  "I understand, Xander.  I truly do.  Many of us have
taken that step after finding ourselves.  You've already disassociated
from your old life.  You can easily go by another part of your name, like
going by Alex instead."  He perked up at that.  "But for
right now, you've got more important things to worry about.  You have a
protector and that's wonderful," she assured him. "But he can't make
you happy like you should be.  You said many times your protector is very
straight.  What happens if he gets into a serious relationship?" 


"See, that's
one of my worries too," he admitted.  "And it's not like I've
got another GHS officer to talk to, or even a keeper that I'm aware of." 


"Actually,
there are two, a mated couple," she admitted quietly, glancing
around.  "They didn't make it to the last convention but I can have
them invited up."  He perked up at that.  "They could
easily meet with your Don and you, help you over some of the rougher
obstacles." 


"Okay, that
might help.  I can talk to Don about that in a few.  There's another
problem.  I'm bored," he said, looking at her.  She gave him an
understanding look.  "It's not like I want to clean.  I do
because Don works a lot more hours than I do but I hated to work." 


"Then find
yourself a hobby, Xander.  I have one.  I make ornaments for craft
shows."  He perked up at that.  "Make Don take you to a
craft store and see what interests you.  You do have the time to do
that.  Though, I would not go back to cooking classes.  You'll sweat
too often and with your level of pheromones it could be quite dangerous." 
He nodded, remembering that from the last time.  "So find some
cookbooks and experiment.  That's how most people learned how to cook if
their mother never showed them.  I was lucky enough to marry rich the
first time and had a housekeeper who could show me."  He nodded,
straightening up some.  "Now, what other things bother you?" 


He shifted closer.
"Sorry about my coffee breath."  She smiled at that. 
"There's a thought that if I name a keeper, someone I trust but don't
necessarily go for *that* way it'll help," he said quietly.  She
shook her head.  "No?" 


"No.  It
would deter the less serious but the more seriously would gauge how serious you
were together and would know, dear."  She stroked over his wrist
again. "The best thing you can do for yourself is to find a way to wear out
those problematic hormones of yours.  I know Adam's talked to you about
them at least once."  He nodded, grinning a bit. "Are you on an
upward swing?" 


"No, and I
don't know what's going on," he said, glancing around.  "It's
been like this all day long, Maddy.  I did it myself this morning twice
already.  It's only ten." 


She nodded. 
"There is still a difference between you doing it and someone else doing
it.  Even if you have to pay for it."  Xander slumped at
that.  "I know, it would make Don respect you less.  If I talked
with him would it help?" 


"I think it
might freak him out," he admitted.  "I'm doing the best I
can." 


"I know,
dear.  Let me talk with Don.  Perhaps there's a choice that can be
made so you come to an agreement or perhaps one of his friends would sub in now
and then. Something has to be done, you're affecting me and Todd wore me out
before he went to argue this morning."  He blushed at that. 
"I'll contact the ones I know.  Would you spot them airfare?" 


"And a room
if they want." 


"That's fine
then."  She stroked his cheek.  "I'll let them know. 
For now, head right home."  He let out a small whining noise. 
"I know but it is safer." 


"Yeah, but it
sucks," he said bitterly.  "I like getting out of the
house." 


"Yes, but
it's much too dangerous today, Xander.  You could easily be taken
today."  She patted him on the hand.  "Come, I'll walk you
to your car."  He nodded, putting down a tip for the waitress and
walking her out to their cars.  She kissed him on the cheek. 
"Go home and try it some more." 


"Don worries
when I rut." 


"I worry when
you don't.  You may need it.  Most GHS of your level have more than
one lover, dear.  Now shoo.  I'll talk with Don."  He
nodded, getting in and driving away.  She pursed her lips and went to
drive to where Don was working.  She smiled at the man at the front
desk.  "Is Detective Flack in?  I'd like to talk to him if I
may." 


"He's
somewhere in the labs, ma'am, I can have him paged." 


"Please, but
it's not vitally important."  He nodded, putting that into the
page.  Don came out a few minutes later with a folder.  "Don,
may we speak?" she asked quietly.  He looked at her.  "I'm
Maddy." 


"Oh, yeah,
he's mentioned you.  Sure, I can take a break."  He walked her
outside and out to his car.  "This way it's more private.  This
place is like a gossip factory.  Half the guys think Xander's dating most
of the lab." 


She snorted and
shook her head.  "No, probably not, but it would be better for him if
he did."  He groaned. "He must wear it out more often,
Don.  It was high enough that it affected me today."  She laid a
hand on his arm.  "Most GHS above a level eight have more than one
lover, most of the level tens are kept in a harem.  They need it or their
hormones go very high without warning.  His was worrisome earlier because
he was affecting the seats nearest ours without trying to and while trying to
actually suppress it."  He shuddered. "You must find him at
least one lover, Don.  You must do it soon.  Though, I did have a
suggestion.  There is a mated set of keeper and GHS, a level five or six
if I remember right, who I might be able to talk into coming up." 
She glanced behind him. "I believe he's been up here before," she
admitted. 


"Who?" 


She pursed her
lips.  "They're out of Miami," she said quietly. "We do not
divulge other members for their own safety." 


"The... the
redhead?" he whispered. She nodded. "Tell me he's a
keeper."  She shook her head. "You're kidding." 


"Beyond him
it's usually a very big chore to try to work.  Most of us above a level
seven never find more than amusing hobbies, which your boy could use, but this
would give you more ideas of what could be done with Xander and how to help him
best.  Because he definitely has needs that you're not going to be able to
meet unless you plan on fully taking the position open to you.  It would
help him if you would," she said honestly.  "Not totally but it
would be of help to his unique condition.  Xander needs to have more
interaction.  Also, he's not the maid." 


Don groaned.
"I know.  Helga retired and I haven't found one that I trust not to
take him." 


"I understand
that.  It's a hard thing to do that.  I've had two butlers who tried
even before I knew what I am.  For right now, Xander needs to rut,
preferably with someone else.  He needs the touch of another being." 


"I let him
cuddle." 


"You do
admirably well for a straight man," she agreed.  He slumped and
nodded.  "For right now, he needs to wear some people out.  You
must be careful because he might kill someone with how bad he is at the moment,
but he needs it.  He needs to take the edge off. I almost suggested he
hire someone." 


Don shook his
head. "Not acceptable with what I do here." 


"I
understand.  At least you don't work Vice."  He cracked a smile
at that. "Should I ask them if they'd take a weekend up here?" 
He nodded.  "That's fine.  Xander said they could even have a
room in your home while they were up here." 


"That's fine
and tell them I'll gladly keep all the lab outta the house for a few days
too." 


"I
shall.  For right now, plan on taking Xander out tonight and getting him
laid.  A sex club, wherever." 


"I'm still
not really comfy with that idea.  I mean, that's really close to hiring
him an escort." 


"Point." 
She put a hand on his arm.  "Are your friends that straight?" 


"Danny's not.
I could ask him."  She smiled at that.  "Thank
you."  He kissed her on the cheek.  "You're a big
help." 


"You're
welcome, Don. I know you're new to all this.  Remember, there are places
for keepers to talk to each other as well.  The city-wide meetings let the
keepers have a break and gather as well."  She headed for her hummer,
heading home to call them and then tell her husband what she was meddling in. 


Don headed back
inside, going to talk to Danny.  "Got a few?" 


"Nope." 


"Just like
ten?" 


Danny looked at
him. "Xander missing?" 


"No, he went
to talk to one of the older GHS members in the city.  She's been one now
for years." 


"Okay. 
And?"  He turned to look at him.  "That bad?" 


"He's
affecting people a few tables over while he's tryin' ta hold it down,
Danny," he said quietly. 


"Okay, so we
go let him wear it out."  Don gave him a look and Danny
snorted.  "I'll take him out tonight, Don."  Don grinned
and headed off.  He shook his head. "He'll get over it," he
muttered, going back to work.  He did have to call Aiden and tell her he
was taking Xander out to get laid that night, but it only made her giggle and
promise to bring her. 


*** 


Danny walked up to
where Xander was napping, poking him in the side.  "Get up, put on
hot clothes, we're going out." 


"Huh?"
he asked, sitting up and rubbing his eyes.  "Eww. 
Rubbed...  Never mind." 


"Been there,
done that.  Did it with femme juices too.  Go shower and
change.  We're going out so you can wear some of this out." 


"Don won't
like it." 


"Don asked me
ta take ya."  Xander looked at him.  "Really.  Go
shower and change."  Xander got up and hugged him then he went to
shower.  Danny grinned and looked in the closet, finding something cute
and hot, but that would be easily removed enough in the bathroom.  Xander
came out and he looked him over.  "Plugged?"  Xander
nodded.  "Good.  Put these on."  Xander slid into the
jeans and the button-up shirt then the dress shoes.  They were easily
gotten out of it if it was a moment of fully stripping.  He looked at Xander. 
"How bad are you right now?"  Xander moaned.  "If I
lined up ten guys in front of you...." 


"They'd be
begging by now," he moaned.  He gave him a pitiful look. "I'm
sorry." 


"No,
s'okay.  We let you get this bad.  Come on.  I know the better
place."  He walked him out and down.  "Anything we should
know about?" 


"Latex
allergy."  He ran back up to get his own condoms, coming back with
them in his pockets.  Danny smiled.  "I quit breathing." 


"That's a
good thing to remember."  He drove him up the road, looking
around.  He found the door he was looking for and parked, walking the kid
up to it.  He knocked and the door opened.  "Messer and
Harris." 


"Harris?"
he asked, looking at him.  "He's not a member." 


"He's
applying."  That got a nod and the bouncer took them into a quiet,
private room that looked like a study.  "Sit."  Xander sat
while Danny stared out the window.  An older man finally joined
them.  "Sir." 


"Daniel." 
He shook his hand.  "Are you nominating him?" 


"This is
Xander.  He's a level ten GHS.  A single one with a straight
protector." 


"Oh,
dear."  He looked at him.  "How long has it been since you
were pleasured?" 


"I had a spa
treatment yesterday.  Since anyone's physically pleasured me or since I
did myself?" he asked at the odd look he got. 


"Someone
other than yourself?"  He sat across from him.  "I do know
of your reputation, though I also know you are not the first to have found
yourself that way." 


"It's been
six weeks since anyone's had me."  Danny moaned at that. 
"I pleasured myself all day and I do orally pleasure my protector now and
then," he admitted quietly. "He lets me cuddle." 


The older man
nodded. "Is there anything we should be aware of?" 


"I'm allergic
to latex but I brought some of my own." 


"We'll put
them into that bowl," he said happily.  "We will also admit you
as a temporary member.  Is there anything you will not do sexually?" 


"I'm not a
big fan of bondage but I know I'm in a desperate situation at the moment."



"Agreed. 
Have you hurt someone?" 


Xander looked down
at himself. "I was frustrated," he said finally, looking up at him
again.  "One had a heart attack a few hours later.  He was older
though.  I've put two in traction because they said they wanted me to be
energetic.  I've had another one I'm not sure if he survived or not,"
he said, his voice breaking a bit.  "No one would tell me." 


That got a
nod.  "I understand how these things happen. When you were working,
how many did you see a day?" 


"Anywhere
between ten and nineteen on an average night." 


"Interesting. 
We'll take our time with you tonight.  You will undergo medical bloodwork
and testing?"  Xander nodded, rolling up his sleeve.  "To
the best of your knowledge you are clean?" 


"I am. 
I got tested the other day and it was a demonic brothel.  The only thing I
picked up there was like some funky athlete's foot thing on my lower
back.  It's been cleared up now since the week I got it." 


"I know of
such things.  Here we are all human." 


"Okay. 
I like that.  Demons tend to try to steal me."  The older man
smiled and rang a bell, bringing a male in a female fantasy nurse
costume.  Xander looked away as he was stuck but let him do that and a
cheek swab as well. Then they were led out.  Danny made Xander empty his
pockets into a bowl and put a blue band around his wrist.  "For the
allergy?" 


"Yup. 
Always pick one up."  Xander nodded and followed them to the main
room.  The old man was talking with two men and a woman.  They looked
at them and Danny pointed. "Him, not me.  I'm protecting him tonight." 
That got a few smiles.  "He's not real great with the women
things.  The ones in his former life screwed him greatly."  She
nodded, smiling at that.  "But otherwise, he needs it, a
lot."  They took him off. 


Xander found
himself tied down on his back, not uncomfortably or anything - just his arms
were bound, but he knew he would hurt someone if he wasn't.  They started
off slowly.  "I'm plugged," he moaned. "I expected Danny to
take me to a dance club and turn me loose." 


"We can see
that," the female offered.  "Give us a few minutes to get there,
Xander."  He nodded, closing his eyes and letting them do whatever
they wanted.  "You were not taught to appreciate the length of time
it can take?"  Xander shook his head. "Pity but you will learn
it tonight."  They went back to arousing him slowly, working their
way up to where Xander was needing and begging.  A touch here, a stroke
there, a slow caress over his abdomen.  He knew what they were doing, he
had done the same thing before.  "Relax," she reminded him.
"There is no time constraint tonight."  He nodded, relaxing and
letting them go back to it, not second-guessing them anymore.  One of them
broke his concentration by nipping him hard on the arm, making him flinch and
hiss.  "Good." 


Danny watched,
making sure Xander wasn't too uncomfortable, but it seemed like he was in some
sort of zone and it was all good to him.  He nudged the female in the
lead.  "His former girlfriends weren't real generous with the
attention or the cuddling.  He's a natural cuddler." 


She smiled. 
"I can add some of that.  We do see a few GHS members
here."  She jumped back in. 


Danny
grinned.  Xander was going to be lax, limp, and sated tomorrow.  It
was a good night.  Even if he did hear a voice he knew outside yelling
NYPD.  He slid out of the room and stopped him.  "Don't. 
I've got a GHS member out of control in there."  The Vice cops gave
him an amused look.  He opened the door and two of the guys in the back
swooned.  "He's emanating.  Badly.  He nearly drove a
coffee shop to rut earlier." 


"Why?" 


"Because he's
boyfriend-less," he said bitterly.  "It's Flack's
protectee," he hissed.  "Flack's not takin' care of that for
him, just watching his ass." 


"Danny?"
Xander called. 


"Don't worry,
heard someone I know," he called.  "Relax, you're good." 


"Okay." 


Danny closed the
door and looked at them. "Please, guys.  We don't wanna have to
explain why your guys are on their knees following behind him," he said
quietly. 


That got a
nod.  "Fine.  We'll leave him alone.  How often does he
come here?" 


"More often
now," he said bitterly.  "He's a level ten."  They all
moaned at that.  "You guys deal with a lot of them, huh?" 


"In the
strangest places," the lead guy agreed. "Brothels, on the street,
having sex in a chocolate shop a few weeks ago.  One of the ADA's
too." 


"Yeah, know
her through Xander."  He grinned.  "Thanks, guys." 


"Welcome. 
Can it be turned down?" 


"No, it can
be worn out.  He's in a high spot and without at least one lover," he
said, finishing with a shrug. 


"I heard
Flack was takin' care of that," one of the two who swooned said. 


"No, Flack is
watching his back," Danny told them.  "Flack's his
protector.  He's straight, guys.  Xander's bi and Flack's
straight."  That got a few grins.  "So yeah.  It's not
like *Mac* would know this place."  That got some laughs. 
"We good?" 


"We're
fine.  We're looking for a few in particular."  He held up
pictures and Danny tapped one and nodded.  "Then we'll come back for
him.  Thank you, Messer." 


"Just keep it
quiet, guys.  Or else he could lose it and surge.  Then we're all in
deep shit and goin' for it."  That got some nods and they hurried
on.  One gave the door an interested look. "You gotta have Flack's
permission ta date him." 


"I'll
ask," he said happily, going on, ignoring the looks from his teammates. 


Danny went back in
there, finding Xander on his side.  He closed and locked the door. 
"Sorry, Vice guys." 


"Did
I...."  Danny shook his head quickly.  "You're sure?" 


"Very." 
He gave him a hug around the shoulders.  "It's all right.  Go
back to it."  They smiled and got Xander back in the mood. 
"I promise you didn't affect them. One of them might see if you'd like to
go out with him."  That got a small giggle.  "Now be a good
boy and let it all go, Xander," Danny ordered gently, stroking through his
hair.  They sped up, making Xander go limp and smile again.  For
Danny, it was a happy thing to watch. 


*** 


Danny walked
Xander back into the house, letting Aiden take him and bring him up to his
room.  "We came within inches of having Vice bust us," he said,
looking at Don, who groaned. "But apparently they know more about GHS than
anyone in our group but Adam."  That got another groan.  "I
talked 'em out of busting him.  He's too badly off."  He flopped
down.  "What time is it?" 


"Three,"
he said grimly.  "It took you six hours?" 


"It took us
seven people," Danny countered. "He's so worn out if he can get a
morning hard-on I'd be shocked."  Don grinned a bit at that. 
"I will admit that three of them did end up backing out of it when they
started to feel chest pains," he offered.  Don shook his head. 
"He's a good boy but we've got to at least get him a boyfriend, Don. 
One of us has gotta take him now and then.  It got way too bad this
time." 


Don nodded.
"You...." 


Danny
shrugged.  "I'm dating at the moment.  That might have ended
since I haven't heard from her today, but...."  He smiled as Aiden
came back down.  "He down?" 


"He's
snuggled up in Don's bed. He wouldn't let me put him in his."  Don
shrugged at that. "He's curled around your blanket, Don.  He's warm
and pliable." 


"We've gotta
start getting him more sex, Aiden." 


She gave him a hug
around the neck.  "Then I'd bend him over and take him a few times
soon, Danny.  You're the only one of you two that's bi."  He
groaned at that. "I doubt he'd do much with me.  He sees me like a
big sister."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Off my
couch." 


Danny smirked and
pulled her over, letting her curl up next to him.  "Sure, in a
few." 


"Danny, go
ahead and take Xander's bed," Flack offered.  "I should go
cuddle him.  He'll start having nightmares again."  He headed up
to bed, considering it.  Having Xander blow him wasn't any different than
having a girl do it.  Better than anyone he had dated, but no different for
him.  He'd had a few girlfriends that insisted on only having anal sex so
he knew the mechanics.  He just wasn't sure he could do it with
Xander.  He was cute, but he was so young and under his care.  He was
responsible for him.  It wasn't good for a bodyguard to protect someone
they were sleeping with.  You got all sorts of conflicts.  Then
again, he wasn't truly a bodyguard.  He worked way too many hours as a cop
for that.  He'd have to see what the morning brought. 


Danny and Aiden
cuddled for a bit longer then he left her there to sleep.  She hated the
guest rooms for some reason and always slept on that same couch when she stayed
over.  He liked Xander's bed.  It was comfortable and if you pulled
the curtains it was dark enough and it smelled nice in there.  The kid
compulsively fabric sprayed it to cover his natural pheromones.  It made
it smell very fresh in there.  There was still the darker undertones of
lust but he could live with that.  Not like he was going to get loud if he
indulged himself and Xander never minded as long as he didn't make the bed
messy. 


*** 


Don woke up to one
of his favorite sensations, Xander warm mouth covering him. He moaned and let a
hand drift into Xander's hair to stroke over the long, thick mass. 
"S'nice," he murmured. "Not too sore?" 


Xander pulled off.
"I'm not really a screamer.  I'm more a moaner so my throat's not
sore," he said, snuggling into his side.  Don continued to pet
him.  "Can we go to a hobby shop tonight when you get home?  If
it's not too late?" 


"Sure. 
Why?" 


"Because
Maddy suggested I should get a hobby to do when I'm seriously bored and some
beginner cookbooks so I could start learning that way."  Don smiled
at that and gave him a gentle squeeze. "Really?" 


"Yeah, as
long as it's not too late and I'm not too exhausted."  He flipped
onto his side.  Xander snuggled in.  "We were talking last night
when you and Danny got home."  Xander moaned.  "No, nothin'
bad," he promised gently, making the boy look at him. "You need a
boyfriend.  Even just one for causal sex stuff, but you gotta have a
boyfriend, Xander.  It'll help." 


"How would I
date?  It's dangerous for me to go out alone." 


"It is, but
you could start with a personal's site or something," he suggested.
"Chat a few times before you go out with them."  He stroked over
his cheek. "You need it a lot more often than we can give it to you. 
Even once a week would help you more than I am."  Xander shook his
head. "Yeah, kiddo, it will.  Not that I'd mind.  I don't. 
As long as you need cuddles, I'm here."  Xander nodded, relaxing again. 
"We'll work it out but you've got to have a boyfriend.  Someone who
can flip you onto that massive bed of yours and make you moan." 
Xander nodded, hiding his face against Don's shoulder.  "Good boy,
Xander.  Anything else?"  Xander shook his head. "Then, can
you maybe, finish?"  Xander beamed and went back to it, fast and
dirty, something that made his head swim.  He came and Xander lapped him
clean before cuddling again. "Now I know why you got me up ten minutes
early." 


"That was so
I could get cuddles," he assured him, snuggling in again.  He smacked
the alarm when it went off, making Don chuckle and grip him tighter.  Don
hit it again then Xander looked at him.  "Would I have to run it past
you if I do find someone?"  Don nodded, giving him a look. 
"Then I guess it'd be okay.  Just a casual thing."  He
burrowed back in and got comfortable. 


Don smiled, liking
his Xander cuddles.  They were very comforting.  Plus, Xander wasn't
making him hard this morning.  Yesterday he had gotten hard right after
Xander had gotten done with him. This time he was having that wonderful 'it's a
good day' feeling again.  It would all work out all right.  It was
all the way up until he got to work.  Then one of the officers glared at
him.  "What?" he asked patiently. 


"No *toy*
today?" he sneered. 


"I don't play
with toys.  Thanks for asking though," he said sarcastically. 
"Maybe you've got me confused with someone, like the image in the
mirror?" 


"Oh,
please!  We all saw the little fluffy thing when he came in," he said,
adding a glare too.  "We *all* know that you're doing him." 


Don gave him a
light shove into a wall and followed.  "No, you don't know
shit.  Xander isn't really fluffy.  Xander's actually a lot tougher
than he looks." 


"Is that why
he raped that girl?" 


Don snorted and
shook his head.  "No, he didn't.  Her mother got hysterical
because he wasn't there to pull her out of that frat house.  He was in
town when she was hurt, and she's back out by LA.  No way for him to have
been there.  Really.  If I were you, I'd get some facts straight
*really* quickly before you start making enemies here.  As for Xander
being gay, technically he's bi.  He just has crappy taste in
girlfriends."  The man went back to sneering.  "If you're wondering
if I'm doing him?  Nope.  I'm his bodyguard, with perks.  I keep
others from taking him.  I've been successful all but once out of about
thirty times now.  That's why I get free rent and you just wanna fall to
your knees and beg him to beat you and then have you.  Anything else you
wanna know, you can ask more politely." 


"We have
problems?" the desk sergeant asked. 


Don looked at him
and shook his head.  "No, he was inquiring about Xander." 
The sergeant rolled his eyes.  "That's why he's got me to protect
him, guys.  Because people like to take him." 


"He's a
little fairy." 


"Really? 
I haven't seen wings yet," he snapped.  The patrol officer ducked and
ran.  "Good idea!"  He looked at the desk sergeant.
"You got a problem with Xander too?" 


"No, if
you're gay and you're happy, I'm all for letting you guys go to hell. 
More room in heaven for the rest of us," he said with a casual shrug. 


"I'm not
gay.  I haven't been gay.  I'm not the one flipping Xander over and
fucking him.  Actually, he needs a boyfriend.  So if you and denial
boy out there wanna offer, you've gotta go through his approval committee:
Messer, me, and Burns."  The sergeant shuddered at that.
"Understood?  Xander's very cuddly. I get cuddles. I get
backrubs.  I get free rent, and I get to watch the kid find himself. 
He's like my little brother.  Just a really cuddly one."  He
smirked.  "Any other questions about Xander's gayness, ask him."



"Sure. 
Not like I care.  Though it's kinda obvious with the way you acted when he
was gone." 


"They broke
into the house and stole him, tying me up too.  Of course I was
upset.  The kid's nineteen!"  The man flinched.  "Any
thinking being would be upset that the kid had been taken out of the country
from our house."  The man backed off.  "Anything
else?"  The man shook his head. "You sure? I was in a better
mood ten minutes ago."  The sergeant shook his head. 
"Good."  He headed upstairs, finding an officer waiting on
him.  "What?  You gonna accuse me of sleeping with Xander too?"
he demanded dryly. 


"No, I was
wondering if you knew how to break it off the two guys who're panting,
sweating, and coveting him after a run-in with his hormones lat night," he
admitted. 


"I have no
idea.  It hasn't come up yet."  He sat down and pulled out his
cellphone, calling Adam.  "Let me talk to an experienced one. 
Adam, I know it's early for you.  Sorry, man.  No, apparently a few
of the Vice cops who were busting where Xander was having *fun* at last night,
yes, necessary fun, Adam.  Because he was so bad he was affecting a
coffeeshop.  You should ask Maddy.  She came to me and told me it had
ta be fixed.  Well... how far away from him were they?" 


"Ten feet
down a hallway outside a mostly closed door.  Messer opened it slightly to
let some of them out.  How long did it take him anyway?" 


"Six hours." 
He listened to Adam.  "No, they're on their knees and making
kidnaping plans.  Sure, their boss is here.  I'm thinking from the
way he looks that he's run into a few GHS members before." 


"All the
time," he admitted.  He took the phone.  "Yes, sir. 
No, sir, this is the Captain over the Vice department here in Manhattan. 
We catch you guys all the time.  Chocolate shops having sex.  Wearing
it out in brothels.  All sorts of places."  He smirked. 
"Yeah.  We're kinda used to you guys.  I mostly feel sorry for
anyone that can't control their bodies due to problems like this, sir. 
Oh, you're the National Head.  Thanks, Flack." 


"Not an
issue.  He found Xander."  He waved a hand.  "Let me
know just in case."  His boss looked out of her office. 
"What?  Oh, I had ta talk to two of the patrol guys." 


"I've already
heard.  No one's bleeding, it was amiable.  He did what?" 


"He was on a
hormone high yesterday.  He was affecting most of a coffeehouse when he
went to meet with an older member to talk to them." 


"Oh,
damn.  Is he home?" 


"Yeah, I let
Messer take him out to have some fun and wear it down again." 


"Oh,
good," she sighed.  He grinned at that.  "After the last
time he charmed me, my husband ended up sore."  She shrugged and went
back to her desk.  "I need paperwork, Flack." 


"I need my
system fixed.  Get it for me and I'll gladly print it so I don't have ta
worry." 


"He'll be
back at ten," she called a few minutes later. 


The Vice captain
finished making notes and nodded. "Thank you, sir. Of course.  Does
the website have your contact information?  And how long of a turnaround
are we looking at on email?  No, this isn't the first time people have
been affected. This is the first time I've had one guy go to his knees in my
office and start crying about it however.  Of course, sir. 
Thanks."  He hung up and handed the phone back.  "Get him a
boyfriend," he said quietly. 


"I'm
trying.  He's going through personals sites today," he said with a
small shrug. "He used ta have this causal thing with a local guy but
they've decided they're better sparring partners. I told him this morning that
he needed to start working on that again.  If not, we'll figure out how to
let him wear it out more often. It'd been a good month since he'd had any
yesterday." 


"Obviously. 
I'm surprised he wasn't in pain." 


"Bored. 
He had rutted all day too."  He shrugged. "I'm doin' the best I
can.  This is all new ta me." 


"Point. 
Just remember to keep him unbored, happy, and sated.  Those are the three
main rules as far as we've been able to see.  If any of those aren't being
met, they have to fix it or drive themselves and everyone else insane. 
Too long without it and they could actually start getting sick from what I've
heard around.  You're doing okay though.  Really good for having a
level ten with you and not *having* him.  Shit, the other one in the
city's got two lovers, two call boys on speed dial and an escort service she
occasionally works with.  She's barely in control most days. 
Xander's doing really good so far.  Keep it up, just find him at least one
lover." 


"Got
it.  How do you solve the guys begging for it?" 


"Desensitization
and having them wear it out of their system," he said dryly. 
"Clear the scent with the one they're supposed to be hooked
on."  He headed back to talk to his guys about this and make sure the
others were more normal.  And if those two were single, they'd find them
someone by lunch, even if they had to take up an offering and buy them someone
to take care of it.  You didn't leave your fellow officers in that sort of
lurch. 


Don leaned back
and looked around the room, focusing on the one guy he *knew* was gay. 
"Xander's thinking about starting to date," he mouthed.  The guy
raised an eyebrow.  "Soon." 


"And you
wanted me to do what?" 


"You seem to
know a bunch of guys who like guys," he noted quietly, getting up and
walking over there.  "We'd have to approve of the guy, but he could
use a date and probably more now and then." 


The guy nodded
slowly.  "I know a few who'd love to date the little queen in
training, Flack.  Should they talk to you or him?" 


"I told him
to log onto a personal's site today.  Let me get the address tonight and
give it over? That way they can see the pictures and all that stuff." 


"Okay. 
I can agree to that.  It's probably safer too with how bad your princess
is." 


Don snorted.
"No, he's much worse.  His hormones spike if he doesn't have any
regularly.  It had been nearly a month and he brought other members of GHS
off with it."  That got a small moan.  "So, he's thinking casual. 
I'm thinking it's up to him as long as they're nice guys who don't try to hurt
him or take him." 


"Sure. 
Email me the address of his profile when you get it.  I'll pass it
around.  He seems like a nice guy.  What does he do for a
hobby?" 


"We're working
on that tonight.  He wanted ta go to a hobby shop."  He
shrugged.  "I don't know. He's creative.  We're back to teaching
him how to cook." 


"Sure. That's
a skill boyfriends like.  He looking for a boy or a girl?" 


"He's had
some problems with his ex-girlfriends.  One's basically in vengeance as a
career.  One's a smart-ass, snarky, bitchy ex-cheerleader who works for a
PI while trying to get discovered. A few tried ta kill him.  Ya know, the
little things."  That got a moan.  "Plus that situation with
his female friends." 


"What was
that?" he asked. 


"He wasn't
there to pull her out of the frat party according to her mother.  That
made him responsible according to her.  Of course, her daughter was one of
the ones who told him not to come home, that he was worthless and they didn't
want him there anymore."  That got a harsh look.  "I'd like
to ta kick their ass.  It's worse because the mother was like one for him
now and then," he offered quietly.  "They knew he hadn't, they
had ta follow-up." 


"I've seen
other parents do it, man.  I feel sorry for the kid.  Is he okay
now?" 


"Still
depressed about them.  One of them was his best friend from the first day
of school.  The other he risked his neck saving in the past.  Great
friends, huh?" 


"I'll try to
set him up with nice guys who're a bit naughty.  He seems like the fun sex
sort."  Don shrugged.  He grinned.  "Never talked
about it?" 


"I get
cuddles.  Xander is very big on tactile stuff.  Cuddles, petting him,
brushing his hair, that stuff.  Soaks it up like a sponge." 


"So, do you
let him...." 


"Not going
there," he said dryly, cutting that thought off.  He got a
smirk.  "He did offer." 


"I'm sure he
did.  For a guy like him, safety's gotta be everything." 


The boss came
out.  "Just because your computer doesn't work doesn't mean that you
can bug the others, Flack," she said patiently. 


"I'm
not.  Xander's thinking about dating again."  She blinked at
that.  "I figured he knew some nice guys who might like Xander."



"I have a
little brother-in-law who'd worship at his feet and beg to do anything he
wanted.  How serious is he?" 


Don shrugged.
"I'm leaving it up to him as long as the person doesn't try at hurt or
steal him.  He needs at least sex though." 


"I'll talk to
him.  He going through a personal site?" 


"Today. 
He said he'd set up the profile so I could look it over tonight.  I'll
give him and you the address once I've checked it over for anything too
bad." 


"Sure." 
She smiled.  "How picky is he?" 


"He dated an
ex-cheerleader who can only be described as bitchy.  One girl who's career
path lies in vengeance.  A few who tried ta kill him, boss.  How
picky do you think he is?" 


"Then they
might get along.  I don't think he wants anything more than casual, even
if he says he does.  We'll see though."  She smirked at
him.  "Thanks, he's been annoying the man of the house with his
whining about not getting any.  Try ta work on something?" 


"My system's
locked by the last guy who tried ta fix it."  He shrugged. 
"I can't get on it.  It's either sit here and read or go bug the
lab." 


"Go bug the
lab." 


Don grinned. 
"Always happy ta help."  He jogged off. 


She rolled her
eyes.  "Those poor techs."  She looked at the
officer.  "You know gay men?" He nodded.  "I never
would've guessed." 


"Really? 
With the rumors going around about me and my boyfriend?"  She looked
stunned.  "We just celebrated our tenth anniversary, boss.  I'm
surprised you didn't know.  That's why Flack came to me."  She
just nodded at that.  "I might be able to pass your little brother's
name and piccie on too.  Have him set up somewhere and I'll gladly pass on
that address too." 


"Sure." 
She went to write an email to him about both those. 


*** 


Don looked over
the profile Xander had written and sighed, looking at him. "You don't
wanna mention half of this, Xander.  Nothing past the GHS.  Not level
or anything."  Xander nodded, sitting down next to him while he
edited out a lot of the stuff. He also made it flow better and took a few new
pictures of him with his hair down and one with his hair up.  The more
pictures the better.  He even uploaded some of the ones that were on the
computer to the site, giving them a broader range.  He looked over the
profile then nodded once and let him see it.  Xander read it over and
grinned.  "There, it makes you sound happy and normal.  Not
slutty and needy.  By the way, I talked to the gay detective in my
squad.  He's just had his tenth anniversary with his boyfriend.  I
told him I'd pass on your ID to him so he could show it to his friends. 
He's the nice guy you tease now and then."  Xander smiled and nodded
at that, relaxing some.  "And my boss heard.  Her husband's
brother is gay and needing to meet someone nice so he'll probably look you over
too.  Okay?" 


"Sure. 
If he's nice." 


"They've
gotta be.  I'm making sure of it."  Xander nodded at that and
gave him a hug.  "Remember, even if you're dating, I'll still be here
if you need me ta cuddle or whatever." 


"Thanks,
Don."  He gave him a squeeze and pulled back.  "Can we go
to the hobby shop now?" 


"Sure. 
Did you figure out where you wanted to go?" 


"Well,
there's a small one inside FAO."  Don shuddered at the very thought
of all the toys Xander would be bringing home. "Or there's a small one
about fifty blocks away that's open late tonight and it's more than D&D
miniatures, model planes, and that stuff." 


"Sure. 
Grab your wallet and jacket."  Xander went to do that, changing
shirts too.  Don looked at himself, still in work clothes.  He put
back on his shoes and grabbed his jacket, letting Xander lead the way
out.  "Keys?"  Xander handed over his set for Don's car,
earning a smile.  "Thanks for not making me drive yours.  I'd
clash today."  Xander grinned at that.  "Where?" 
Xander handed over the ad he had cut out of the phone book.  "What
was on the other side?" 


"Tracing
services. I thought it was probably another name for PI's, unless it was for
tracing images?" 


"Not a
clue," he admitted.  "But we probably won't use it." 


"It's got a
coupon too," Xander pointed out.  "Ten percent off." 


"Which is
good."  He glanced at the address and headed off.  "Does
your wallet have money or did you empty it out like I told you to?" 
Xander looked then blushed.  "We'll hit your ATM."  Xander
nodded.  Don drove through one and then went on, making Xander a happy
boy.  "Get a few things to start with," he offered before they
went inside.  He nodded at the older woman behind the counter. 
"He's creative and bored.  He's got some eye for color and
fashion.  He's nimble with his hands.  Got any ideas where to
start?" 


"Aisle
twelve.  It's got latchhooking, yarns for knitting and crocheting, books
on them, and the next one over has the beads for jewelry making and
ornaments.  Aisle nine's got paint- by-numbers stuff."  Xander
smiled at that and she looked him over.  "Try there, also try some of
the woodworking stuff in aisle four."  He nodded, leading Xander back
there.  She shook her head.  "That poor thing," she
sighed.  "Bored stupid at his age." 


Xander looked over
the things, picking up instruction books to look through first. 
"What would I do with knitting?" 


"Make
sweaters and blankets." 


"Oh. 
Like throws and doilies and stuff?"  Don nodded. 
"Okay."  He put that back and moved down, looking at the
latchhook kits.  "Are these hard?" 


"I haven't
done one since I was at summer camp." 


"Was it
fun?" 


"No but it's
time consuming and you can do it while you think.  You'll be knotting
strings around a mesh pattern with a little tool."  He held up the
tool that you could buy separately.  Xander blinked at it.  "I
know, it's odd but it's good to do while you're thinking." 


Xander picked up a
small kit and one of the tools, then moved onto the other stuff she had
suggested.  A few of the beading projects got picked up.  One of the
painting ones.  Then he looked at the woodworking stuff.  He liked to
work with wood.  He picked up a few model kits and then some sandpaper and
paint. 


"Remember, it
doesn't have to look authentic at first unless you wanna do research.  For
right now, you're only pleasing yourself," Don reminded gently. 
Xander nodded, putting all those into a basket and going to look at the other
things the store carried.  He picked up a candle making kit and a kit to
make die-cast cars.  He went back to the wood working kits and found
something else and a carving tools kit too.  Then he went back to the
fabric kits, finding one to make cross-stitch stuff.  He put one of them
into the basket too.  He came around and looked at the lady, giving her a
slightly insane grin.  "Anywhere else I should go?" 


"Bookstore?"
she suggested. "Reading is a good cure for boredom." 


"Need to do
that anyway for cookbooks," he admitted sheepishly. 


"Once you get
really good, there's all sorts of crafts you can do with that, including
gingerbread houses," she offered. "Special cakes and decorating
them.  All sorts of stuff."  She took the basket and looked at
it, then at him. "Are you *really* bored?" 


"Unsure what
I wanna do," he admitted.  "It's dangerous for me to go out of
the house most days.  People try to kidnap me."  Don nodded at
that. "I can only write so much smut." 


She smiled and
nodded. "I understand."  She rang him up and looked at his
coupon.  "That's last year's, dear."  He pouted and she
sighed, giving it to him anyway.  She also handed him the new
coupons.  "For the next time you come in, when you narrow down your
range some."  He nodded and bounced out with his bags, making the
older man with him shake his head.  "Little brother getting a
check?" 


"No, he's got
money but people try to take him," he said blandly.  "Crappy ex
problems."  He walked out, finding Xander already in the car and
looking over his carving tools.  "Are we going to the bookstore
tonight?"  Xander gave his arm a hug.  "Just
cookbooks?  We'll only have an hour." 


"Sure." 


Don nodded and
started the car, heading back to their usual bookstore.  Xander headed for
the cooking section while Don went to get a few new novels for around the house
and bedtime reading.  He heard the squeal and went to where Xander was,
finding him in the DVD's.  "They make cooking shows on DVD?" 


"This one is
very good for beginners, he's very scientifically based," the associate
told him. "I learn a lot off him.  Also, I found him two more
cookbooks for beginners off the food channel.  They're very good with
their supplies as well. A few of them have come out with some great sets of
pots and pans."  Don just nodded at that.  "As long as he's
got the necessities at home it should be all right."  She pinched
Xander on the cheek.  "Though he should probably get a cute apron.
It'll go with how cute he'll be in the kitchen."  She walked them
off.  "Now, what else can I get for you gorgeous young men
today?" 


"I could use
a few fantasy novels."  He bounced that way, clutching the books and
DVD's to his chest.  He plopped down in the middle of the aisle, earning a
few tolerant and pleased looks, and one not so pleased look, but the rest were
avid readers.  Another one plopped down with him, pulling down books to
read the first two pages quickly.  Her lap was very full within minutes. 
Xander found one and nudged her, handing it over with a grin.  "I
liked that one last year." 


She smiled and
looked it over. "I've read something else by her but I didn't like
it.  But I'll try it.  Thank you."  He nodded, blushing a
bit and going back to it. 


Don watched,
smiling at the first blush of geek love Xander was showing.  "Xander,
how many books are you getting this time?  The shelves are nearly
full." 


"I won't go
near the mythology section," he promised with an impish grin. He ducked
his head and glanced at the girl, getting a smile.  "I need new stuff
to read."  She looked and found one, handing it over.  He
grinned and read the back cover, putting it into the stack in his lap. 


"Xander,
we're already bordering on having to use your cards," Don warned. "Besides,
they're going to close soon."  Xander pouted. 
"Xander." 


"They'll stay
open for an extra ten minutes to clear us all out," she offered, smiling
at him.  She found two more and read the first few pages, putting them
back. Then she got up and went to the graphic novels. 


Xander looked and
grinned at Don.  "She seems nice," he said quietly, going over
there to pick up his normal ones. They ended up wanting the same last one and
he waved a hand.  "Ladies first." 


"I'm all into
men's empowerment," she offered. 


"Yeah, but my
former female friends would kill me if they found me taking it when you wanted
it." 


She raised an
eyebrow.  "Former?" 


"Former. 
They decided I shouldn't go home." 


"I'm
sorry." 


"So are
they.  Their lives are going to hell." 


"Pity. 
Too bad they wasted it.  Go ahead, I can get it and the next one when it
comes in." 


"You
sure?" 


She nodded. 
"My former boyfriend who comes over to snatch them on me will only
pout."  He handed it over.  "You're sure?" 


"A pouting
boy is a terrible thing on the world," he said shyly, then grinned and
bounced off, letting Don help him check out. He smiled at the salesclerk. 
"I'm being a good boy."  He pouted and looked at his
stack.  "Cookbooks?" 


Don went back to
look with a sigh, finding her with them.  "Thanks. He's a bit
scatterbrained today." 


"A pretty and
smart girl will do that now and then.  So, are you and he...." 
Don shook his head quickly.  "Guardian?" 


"Protector.  
He's like my little brother."  He handed over one of Xander's
cards.  "That's him."  He grinned.  "He's a good
guy.  Very sweet and gentle.  Single too."  He walked back
there, finding Xander bouncing around.  "Quit, you're like a ball you
get out of one of those machines at the grocery store."  Xander
squealed and took them, making Don roll his eyes.  Xander finished his
stack and handed over his credit card, getting a smile from the woman running
it.  Until it declined.  "Again?" Don sighed, looking at
Xander.  "Did we forget to pay some bills, Xander?"  Xander
blushed and nodded.  "Tonight, Xander."  He rolled his
eyes.  "ATM card.  You can run a debit, right?"  She
nodded and Xander handed that one over, getting a smile and it went
through.  "Find me all the bills tonight so we can go over
them." 


"Yes,
Don."  He blushed at the girl.  "I forgot to pay
bills," he sighed.  He shrugged.  "Don forgot to remind
me."  He took his bags and gave her another sheepish look. 
"Maybe I'll see you next trip."  He headed out, letting Don buy
his own books. 


Don looked at her
once Xander was outside.  "Like I said, occasionally he's
scatterbrained but he's a nice guy."  He handed over his card and it
declined too.  "I know I paid mine off." 


"We've had
problems with the machine today with Visa, sir." 


"Pity." 
He handed over his ATM card and it went through. 
"Thanks."  He took his smaller bag and headed out. 
"Come on, Xander." 


"She's
nice." 


"She is and I
gave her your number."  Xander went bright red at that.  "I
told her you were a nice guy, just a bit scatterbrained today." 
Xander went brighter red.  "It happens to the best of us.  She
said a pretty and smart woman would do that to a real man.  Now, get in
the car and let's hit the grocery store."  He nodded, getting in to
do that, blushing the whole way.  He gave the girl a small wave, getting a
smile before she sat down at the bus stop.  "She's sweet and if she
wants to, she'll call, Xander." 


"Hopefully. 
She's the sort of girl I could get to like." 


"Good. 
You could use a good friend or ten beyond us." 


Xander slunk down
some.  "I'm sorry I'm such a pain." 


"Did I say
you were?" 


"No." 
He looked at him. "Sorry." 


Don pulled over
and parked, turning off the engine.  Then he looked at Xander.  And
laid a good slap across his face.  "No more low self esteem,
Xander.  I mean it."  Xander gave him a hurt look. 
"You're not with them.  You're worth more than ten of each of them
combined.  Sorry, but you had to be snapped out of it.  Before you
went into a bad mental place and got stuck again."  Xander slunk down
more.  "Sit up."  Xander sat up and gave him a sideways
glare.  He pulled him closer to hug.  "You know we're still
buddies, Xander.  You, me, Danny, Aiden, Stella, Mac if you can put up
with him."  He let him go and made the boy look at him. 


"This low
self esteem has got ta go.  Permanently.  You're more than worth ten
of each of them combined.  No matter what they are, they fucked with your
head in a very bad way.  Even Connor noticed it, which says something
since he's not thinking about that stuff.  Even Ray noticed
it."  Xander shrugged at that.  "You're not in
Sunnydale.  You're in New York and you've got a lot more in your future
than they ever will.  You more than deserve a sweet girl like that one in
the bookstore.   You more than deserve to have a great guy who'll
make you scream every now and then.  What's making them shy away is this
low self esteem of yours.  You're more than a hot body and hormones. 
I know you're smart.  You were reading stuff in Latin the other day. 
No D-average student does that.  Even if you couldn't try before," he
said at the opening mouth.  "Your father should've been shot for how
they treated you." 


"It was more
her," he said quietly. 


"Then she's
an evil bitch for putting you down so often.  You're a great guy and
you've got brains.  I'll even prove it to you.  When we get home, I'm
going to plug you into the PD's online learning system.  I can prove
you're smart.  I know you're smart.  Aiden said you're
brilliant."  Xander blushed at that and looked down.  Don made
him look at him again.  "You are.  Because your SAT results are
phenomenal.  I know that.  You know that.  Your parents were
holding you back.  Those girls were holding you back, and hunting
definitely held you back.  Now, I slapped you because you were back into
that bad mental place.  Next time, I'll just bop you.  This time,
your low self esteem was getting on everyone's nerves.  Aiden nearly
popped you the other day for it.  Danny nearly got you yesterday. 
Mac nearly got you.  That says something."  Xander blushed again
and nodded, looking down.  He tipped his face back up.  "Quit
doing that."  Xander shrugged.  "We good?" 
Xander shook his head.  "Why not?" 


"You hit
me." 


"So pop me
back next time we're in practice, Xander.  Part of being your protector is
still protecting you from yourself.  In this case, your low self esteem is
endangering your happiness and your life.  It makes people underestimate
you but it also causes other problems.  It'll keep you from finding a
really great person to date and be with." 


"What's the
use?" he demanded, shifting to look at them.  "So I'll get ten
years if I'm lucky!!" 


"Ten years is
better than nothing.  You could stretch that." 


"Don, I died
at nineteen.  I can't get beyond twenty-five before I have to start
over.  Probably back at sixteen to get anything going on. I wasn't one of
the hippest before.  I doubt I will be the next time I have to go to high
school." 


"So you just
give up?" he demanded.  "Why not just walk out and let someone
have you?" 


"It's not
like that!" 


"It
is!"  Don glared at him.  "You need to think about this,
Xander.  It's not going to be like that.  I swear it's not." 


"It is,
Don.  You've got maybe a thirty year range.  I've got ten if I go
back to being a teenager.  Oz has to switch every five years.  How do
you deal with someone like a lover?" 


"Easy. 
If they know, and they would have to in your case probably, they'll go with
you."  Xander looked stunned.  "No one said you had to hide
from everyone, Xander.  Danny said he's told a few of them.  You need
to talk to someone about this.  These small worries are keeping you from
settling into your new life as Xander in New York, much less Xander the sword
guy."  Xander looked down again.  "I know it's hard. I had
some of the same worries.  I talked to Danny and maybe you should
too." 


"I talked to
Oz." 


"Oz is great,
but he's only one viewpoint.  Ask the other ones we know.  I know
Connor's told some of them.  I have the feeling Heather knew since he
talked about her so much."  Xander nodded at that. 
"Listen, go talk to Danny about these things. These are things that we all
worry about according to him.  It's a teacher's job to help you settle
those so you can move on without as many worries." 


"Fine. 
It still doesn't get you out of hitting me!" 


Don
shrugged.  "I could've slugged you," he offered. Xander
glared.  "I'm sorry. I thought you needed it.  I'm sorry I
slapped you, it won't happen again." 


"You're
right, it won't." 


"Okay. 
Like I said, if you want to you can hit me back during our next practice
together." 


Xander glared at
him.  "Is that supposed to make me feel better?" 


"That's
obviously something you got off one of those girls," Don noted dryly,
making him glare worse.  "It sounded like something off one of the
talk shows." 


"Which I do
spend some time watching." 


"Yeah,
because they infected you."  He grabbed Xander's head, making him
stare into his eyes.  "I don't care how gay you are, I doubt you're
going to be a drag queen.  If you wanna try it, I'm all for it, but I
doubt it'd suit you.  For the moment, I'm sorry I slapped you.  You
were going wrong mentally and it was going to get worse.  I've seen you go
down these spirals before and you end up in a funk that leaves you unable to do
anything but think bad thoughts about yourself.  The last time you had to
bring yourself out by figuring out you're good at finding sales.  A real
man, which you are, knows himself and all his skills and flaws, and he likes
himself.  You're getting there but now and then you still drop." 


"Let
go." 


Don let him
go.  "Sure.  You still need to finish finding a firm footing for
yourself and your personality.  It'll help you solve those bad surges too
probably."  Xander opened his mouth.  "You do get worse
right after you have them.  You go down while you're in them but you also
get careless and lax in your training.  If I'm gonna know you next to
forever, you've gotta solve these for your own safety and mine." 
Xander swallowed and nodded.  "Now, I'm still sorry I hit you, even
though I thought you needed it.  Are we good again?"  Xander
shrugged.  "That's fine.  You can tell me tomorrow before I go
to work.  Do you still wanna hit the grocery store or just go home?" 


"Home,"
he said quietly. 


"You'll talk
to Danny?"  He nodded.  "Thank you."  He headed
for the house, watching as Xander got out and headed inside.  He followed
after taking a deep breath.  That had been a bad mistake.  He grabbed
the rest of the bags and put Xander's in his room, then headed down to watch
tv.  Tomorrow he might spend it looking for a new place to live, but
Xander had needed to get that solved and to hear that from him.  No one
else was going to be that honest and the kid knew he wasn't going to really
hurt him. He wasn't like that.  The phone rang and he groaned, grabbing
it.  "Flack."  He listened.  "Yeah, he could, but
... well.  Xander, phone from Miami."  He came out to grab it
and went back to his room.  Don tipped his head back and went to the
office, going to look at the classifieds.  Not like he couldn't move and
Danny would probably move in to protect him.  If not, Aiden would. 
Xander walked in and put a stack of envelopes in front of him.  "The
bills?"  That got a silent nod and the kid sat down across from him,
sorting them into what he could pay online and what he couldn't. 
"Can you set any of them on autopay?" 


"I have them
that way, all I have to do is type in the amount," he said quietly. 
"They can come up next weekend.  I've got to get them plane
tickets."  He looked at him.  "Why are you looking at the
classifieds?" 


"I thought
it'd be a safe thing to do since you're so pissed at me," he said
honestly, glancing at him.  "I figure you could get Aiden or Danny to
take my spot."  Xander lunged over and smacked him hard.  He
blinked.  "I guess I did deserve that." 


"Yup. 
If I get it when I'm being stupid so do you." 


"Sure." 
He grinned slightly, getting a frown.  "Sorry."  He grinned
more.  "Want the computer?" 


"Only if you
shut that shit off."  Don shut that screen and got up, letting him
change places with him.  "Thank you."  He logged onto the
bank, sighing when he saw the message. "They're down for
maintenance." 


"Doesn't
surprise me.  Can you pay it with your debit?" 


"I get a two
buck fee each time I do." 


"Check that
credit card.  She said their machine had problems." 


Xander logged onto
that, then groaned.  "Nope, I hadn't paid it in over a month, they
locked it."  He settled in to pay that with his debit card.  The
rest got paid with another credit card.  He went back to check that one
and found it cleared up but his account still locked.  He called
them.  "Hi."  He tapped in his account numbers. 
"I hate automated systems that sound like people."  Don grinned
at that.  He finally hit '0' and leaned on it.  He got to a person. 
"Hi.  I just paid my bill.  I forgot last month. It's still
locked?"  He rolled his eyes.  "I already did that. 
Yes, through that.  Because I doubt it could answer my question. 
Good, yes, that's me.  Thank you."  He groaned when he got put
on hold, then she came back.  "When do I get it back?"  He
groaned. "I only missed the one payment and I just paid it off
totally."  He raised an eyebrow.  "According to the site I
did."  He smirked.  "That was me just now, yes." 
He tapped his fingers.  Then he handed the phone over.  "I'm
going to kill her." 


Don
listened.  "This is his financial manager.  Yes, I am
authorized.  Flack, Donald Jr."  He snorted.  "Yeah,
that's me.  Now, I've been watching him make his payment.  Since
when?  He did pay it off totally.  Sure, because a guy with over
seven mil in the bank is a bad credit risk," he said dryly.  He
tapped his fingers.  "Lady, give me your supervisor. 
Now."  He paused.  "Right now," he ordered. "Yay,
and I'm still a cop, and I'm going to turn you guys into the SEC.  Now,
give me your supervisor or else I'm going to let him sue you for emotional
distress.  After all, it was only his first missed payment.  Oh, he
paid late once.  By how many days?" he asked dryly, looking at
Xander, who held up four fingers.  "He says four.  Now. 
Yes. Because I'm going to.  Yeah, and you just gave me your name. 
How hard would it be for me to do that?" 


He smirked and the
supervisor came on. "Hire more polite people first.  Flack. 
Yes, that's me.  No, he's across from me.  He's enraged at the
moment.  Yes, he forgot to make one.  Because it slipped his
mind.  He's had a busy time with moving recently."  He scratched
the back of his head.  "Yay," he said flatly. 
"Yup.  No, I'm a cop.  I'll gladly help him sue you guys. 
Yes, because we were in the middle of the move."  He looked at the
envelope.  "Really?  What address do you have for him? 
Because it had to be forwarded and it says we only got it
yesterday."  He put it down.  "And he just paid it
clean.  Of course.  Of course I'm going to make sure he goes through
a better card with more polite people and I'll make sure his personal banker
knows as well.  Pity about losing a multi-million dollar
customer."  He hung up.  "Get a new one." 


"How?" 


"We'll work
on that.  Pay the others off too."  Xander sighed and rubbed his
eyes.  "What?" 


"Do you
remember the problems when I had to change banks and cards before?" 
Don nodded.  "I'm having deja vu." 


"I realize
that but it'll be fine.  We'll cut up the ones you're not keeping so no
one gets confused ever again."  Xander nodded, finding some scissors
and checking the cards, then cutting that one up.  "Anything that's
in danger of being turned off?" 


"Water but
they don't open until eight and you can't pay online."  He shrugged.
"I'm sorry, Don." 


"That's
okay.  We'll handle it, Xander.  Is it a huge bill?" 
Xander held it up and he winced.  "How?" 


"Pool." 


"Ah." 
He nodded and went over it.  "Are you sure we can't pay it
online?  It's got a webpage."  Xander typed in the address and
let him see it.  "Only if it's current?" 


"Yup." 
He typed in their account number and it came up that they had to contact
customer service.  "Sorry if you have to shower at work
tomorrow." 


"I'll use the
pool if I have to," he noted dryly.  Xander grinned at that. 
"People did for centuries in ponds and lakes."  He
shrugged.  "Not like you chlorine that thing heavily." 


"It's got
enough just from the city water." 


"True." 
He grinned.  "So, we're good?"  Xander nodded. 
"Good.  Then let's go put in one of the cooking DVD's and watch how
he does it."  He jogged out to get one and Don looked over the
bill.  That was still really high.  He checked the shut-off date, it
was the day after tomorrow so they'd be safe.  He put that one with his
stuff.  "I'll be talking with them tomorrow, Xander.  Just in
case.  I'll take one of your cards in to do it on my lunch." 
Xander nodded, snuggled into his side of the couch.  Don flipped on the
DVD player and made some popcorn for them, which tempted Xander closer after a
few minutes.  Xander ended up against his side like normal, making them
both smile.  "Okay, I like this guy. He's funny." 


"He
is."  He stole another piece of popcorn.  "He doesn't go
into close-ups always though.  It's interesting." 


"It
is."  Someone pounded on the door.  "What!" 


"S'me!"
Danny called. 


"Use the key!" 
Danny walked in.  Don looked at him.  "Why didn't you up
front?" 


"Xander said
you two were fighting."  He looked at the tv.  "I like
him.  He's good at the science stuff."  He curled up against
Xander's side.  "So, we've worked it out?" 


"I've still
got issues," Xander admitted quietly, looking at him. Then at Don. 
"Um, Don, plane tickets?" 


"Miami
International to here?"  Xander nodded.  "Any day?" 


"Friday
morning to Sunday night." 


"Sure." 
He got up with a groan to do that.  "Cards?" 


"In there." 
Don nodded, going that way.  He looked at Danny, flipping onto his back to
cuddle him.   "Danny, how will I deal with only having five
years and having to switch boyfriends or keepers that often?" he asked
quietly. 


Danny looked at
him.  "You don't ask the easy ones tonight."  He considered
it.  "There's two good choices.  One is date one of us because
we'd be there.  The other is tell someone.  You've got to be careful
with that, but it's one option."  Xander shrugged at that.
"You'll have to change but probably not for a good thirty
years."  He gave him a cuddle, getting a smile and a squeeze. 
"I know it's hard since you're so young.  Oz bitches and whines about
being eighteen forever.  A lot."  That got a small grin. 
"You won't have ta go through high school every life if you don't want
to.  You can probably make it to about twenty-eight.  Maybe thirty
with the plastic surgery excuse."  He stroked over the dark
hair.  "You'll need ta bleach a few lines now and then.  
You can be unlined but you'll need to bleach a stripe." 


"Can I do
that anyway and look older?" 


"Sure, as you
age this time we'll manage it.  We'll see how long you can go without
someone wondering."  He put his head down.  "Anything else
on your mind?" 


"Don and I
got into it over my self-esteem.  I was blushing when some girl I thought
was nice and I flirted.  He slapped me." 


Danny looked at
him.  "I was gonna pop you one," he offered dryly. 
"Every time you get into one of those funks you don't practice as
well.  Some day you'll get challenged during one and it'll be the last
time we see you.  We don't want that for you, Xander.  It'll help you
if you solve them.  Was what Don said after he slapped you right?" 


"Maybe."



"Uh-huh." 
He nuzzled him and Xander relaxed again. "No maybe about it." 
He grinned.  "You've got a lot to look forward to, Xander.  Just
think of all the stuff you can learn and see if you keep going.  You can
visit some of the most ancient places.  You can go travel the world if you
have the money then.  You can learn from whoever you want and wherever you
want." 


"But
I'm..." 


"You start
that and I'm spanking you," he said firmly. "You're not stupid. 
You were unsupported back there.  You're definitely not
stupid."  He looked up as Don walked past them.  "Is he
stupid?" 


"No,
occasionally dumb but that's the low self esteem stuff again.  Any guy who
can read Latin isn't dumb.  Anyone who can get a really good SAT score,
higher than mine I might add, is not dumb.  Oh, you missed it.  He
met this really sweet looking girl earlier who blushed when they exchanged
fantasy novels and graphic novels.  He blushed back a lot.  I gave
her his card."  Danny grinned at that and Xander blushed. 
"That look.  Then we had the fight."  He kept going. 
"I've got the tickets and put them in the names on the note you were
writing out.  I had them sent to them down there." 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome." 
He came back and leaned on the back of the couch.  "I think it's cute
how   you blushed and showed off your geeky side."  He
patted him on the head.  "I vowed to get him onto the PD's learning
center." 


"You do that
they're gonna think you're doing it."  He looked at Xander. 
"For right now, we've got to start making you do things you might not
wanna do.  Things that'll let you keep going no matter how much money you
spend." 


"I haven't
spent that much except for the house and I made a profit off that." 


"Which is
good," Danny agreed happily.  "How much do you have in the
bank?"  Xander whispered and he blinked. 
"Interesting.  Is it able to be moved?" 


"The stuff in
the demon bank might be the hardest.  They don't like working with
immies.  Apparently some of them can feel us." 


"More than a
few actually," Danny admitted, sitting up and pulling Xander into his
lap.  "Okay, for now, we're going to find you a boyfriend. 
Otherwise I've got to take my day off and screw you myself.  Because
rumors have it that you tweaked two of the guys last night."  Don
nodded at that.  "Are they okay now?" 


"Should
be.  I put the guy in charge of it in touch with Adam." 


"That's what
I usually do."  Xander looked so embarrassed so he gave him a
cuddle.  "It's all right.  It's not your fault. It was where you
hadn't had sex in a while."  He stroked over his back. 
"For now, we've got to work on getting you some control.  That'll
come with a boyfriend or two.  Or possibly four or five," he
admitted, making Xander shiver.  "Friends with each other of
course."  He grinned at him.  "Then we'll work on finding
out what you're good at so you can look over some stuff, start studying now for
your next life.  That way you can hop into it." 


"Next time,
why doesn't he start at the college level?" Don suggested. 
"That'll give him a few years of figuring things out." 


"It
could," he agreed.  "He'll probably end up there every few lives
anyway.  Dying this young does suck.  I'm betting every few years
he'll end up back in high school unless he starts to look a bit older now and
then." 


Xander cleared his
throat.  "What about illusions?" 


Danny blinked,
then looked at him.  "Not a bad idea," he admitted. "But
living in one isn't a wonderful thing." 


"Then I have
it be me, but with a few wrinkles.  That way I have a more normal life
cycle, like Don can have or you have." 


"Point. 
We'll see when we get to that point, Xander."  Xander nodded and
snuggled into his chest.  "Good boy."  He went back to
patting him.  "For right now, let's work on getting you under control
and getting you settled into your new life.  In the last four months
you've had some really big changes and it's something you'll have to adjust
to.  Even Don still needs some adjustment in this thinking because
*someone* went into a thing today without his vest."  Don blushed at
that, nodding and looking down.  "Really dumb, Don. If you had gotten
shot there, you would've been changing careers tomorrow." 


"Can I do
college next time? Maybe become a CSI?" 


"Life after
next.  Too much chance of running into someone you worked with
before."  Don shrugged and nodded.  "So maybe next time you
and Xander can open a club.  He'll do some college classes and have sex in
the back room.  You'll do the club's stuff."  Don grinned. 
"Then you'll start taking classes and working on the journals, those
things.  Right about now, I wish like hell we could count on the Watchers
to shield us but they won't." 


"The slayer
ones might." 


"No, they
like to use us as lab rats," he admitted. He gave him a squeeze. 
"Also, keep all your present CD's.  Someday soon, they'll be
collector's items."  Xander grinned at that.  "A lot of us
are in antiques because we know what they're supposed to look like since we
were there when they were around the first time."  He stroked
Xander's back.  "Also, got some news from Oz you won't like," he
said quietly. 


"Which one
died?" Xander asked, lifting his head. 


"Giles is an
immie." 


"So I'll get
nagged for centuries?" 


"Yup." 
He shrugged a bit.  "There's not a whole lot of a chance of running
into him but he was thinking about asking Connor to work with him since he can
fence but not behead."  He went back to stroking him to calm him back
down.  "Do you two wanna hop with me when I've got to change in a few
years?"  They both looked at him.  "I'm starting to get
looks for looking so good for being thirty-five." 


"You can
probably go another five," Don said quietly.  "Which would age
Xander out of his and me nearly out of mine." 


"I was
thinking about a few white streaks, make it look like gray hairs," Xander
said quietly. 


"That could
help.  A guy doesn't usually line up for a few years after women do. 
Unless it's laugh lines." 


"Those we can
get, but they're laugh created, not age created," Danny offered, looking
at Xander. "You need ta laugh more.  That'll mean no havin' ta go
back to high school." 


"Yay,"
he said with a small bit of enthusiasm.  "I might end up with another
girl like Cordy if I did." 


"Eww,"
Don noted.  He patted Xander on the head.  "Okay.  Now what
do we do?"  The phone rang and he answered it. 
"Flack."  He grinned.  "I did and I sent 'em to the
address he wrote down in the names he wrote down.  Was that okay? 
Early Friday morning, going back late Sunday night, nine PM getting in so
you've still got time to hit the bed."  He smirked. 
"That's fine.  Thank you.  No, he's cuddled up.  We're
going over some low self- esteem stuff again.  Sure."  He handed
the phone over and leaned on Danny's shoulder.  "College for
you?" 


"College for
me," he sighed.  "College for you too."  Don
nodded.  "Start thinking about changing careers to something less
demanding." 


"It'll be
nice not to work twelve hour days." 


"On my side
too," Xander agreed, smiling at the voices on the other end.  
"They agree."  He laughed.  "No, but Maddy suggested I
get a hobby.  Don and Danny are both prompting me to find something I can do
for when the funds run out."  He straightened up.  "Isn't
that a bad thing?"  He nodded.  "True.  Of
course.  Thank you, guys.  Sure, see you then and I'll make sure that
the guys from the lab don't come over that weekend.  Sure.  Happy to
have you guys and I'll get you a block at my spa.  Of course.  Have a
good time until you come up. You too.  Bye."  He hung up and
dialed his spa's number from memory, getting their answering machine. 
"Hi, this is Xander Harris.  I need to reserve time for myself and
two others not this weekend but next weekend for a massage and some general
spoiling.  Call me tomorrow, my number's in my file.  Thank
you."  He hung up and looked at Don.  "We need to put
better sheets on the bed." 


"You can do
that."  He stroked over his cheek. "If you learn how to cook
really well maybe we'll go with the club or a restaurant idea."  He
shrugged and stood up. "We'll deal with that when we have to.  For
now, we just need to get you under control again and make you quit having those
funks of yours.  Then we'll work on the rest."  Xander nodded,
giving him a trusting look.  "Good boy.  Cuddle with Danny and
talk.  I'm going to bed."  Xander nodded again so he headed that
way. 


Danny looked at
him once they were alone.  "Are you really mad at him?" he asked
quietly.  "Or are you just angry that he had ta slap you to get you
out of it?" 


"I don't
know." 


"It's
something to think about.  It's hard to cuddle someone that you're that
mad at."  Xander nodded at that wisdom.  "So, when are we
going back?" 


"I got a
letter from them saying I needed to pay membership dues."  He got up
and got it, showing it to him. "Does that sound right?" 


"Yup, that's
what I pay," he admitted, handing it back.  Xander gaped. 
"You learn to save over two hundred years, Xander.  You usually need
to."  He stroked his cheek.  "Now, are you okay
today?  I noticed you're starting to go back up again since I'm so hard
I'm going blind."  Xander blushed at that.  "I know. 
It's nothing you can control."  He saw the look toward the
bedroom.  "Hey, Don, you mind if I borrow Xander?  His hormones
are starting to creep again." 


"Already?" 
He came back down wearing only his boxer shorts.  He sniffed Xander's
throat, making him moan.  "I think this is just the normal end of the
day horniness." 


"Maybe but
it's definitely stronger in contact with him.  So, you mind?" 


"It's up to
him.  He's not my bitch that way. It's a comfortable thing between
us."  He patted Xander on the back. "If that's what you wanna do
tonight, then go for it, Xander.  I'm not gonna get jealous if you make Danny
scream a few times. Just don't keep me up.  I had a grumpy day
today." 


"Are you
sure?" 


Don smirked.
"I'm realistic and we're not really dating.  I'm like your teddy
bear.  I realize that some day you'll find a keeper and I'm not going to
get the cuddles I do now or the perks I do that come with the cuddles. 
I'm okay with that as long as they treat you nice.  If they don't, I'll
get to kick their asses, but I'm sure they will.  I don't mind you and
Danny or you and Aiden, or even you and Stella playing.  Though I do wanna
see you spoil Mac a bit." 


Xander
blushed.  "Look at him tomorrow." 


"He's got
tomorrow off."  Xander gave him a 'get real' look.  "Yeah,
I know, he'll be in anyway by noon.  I mean, if you want, I don't
mind.  I'm not gonna turn it down.  What I saw last night was very
hot."  Xander blushed at that and gave him a sheepish look. 
"Didn't tell him, huh?"  Xander shook his head. 
"Three of them had to excuse themselves when the hormones got too heavy in
there.  Come on," he ordered, standing up.  Xander looked at him
and swallowed.  "That's a good start.  We can do
that."  Don blushed and headed off.  "Sorry." 


"Yeah, I'm
sure." 


Xander gave him a
worried look.  "I'm not pushy," Danny said gently. 
"All up ta you." 


"I..." 
He swallowed. "Please?" 


"Sure. 
Lead on."  Xander led him up to his room, showing him the benefits of
such a big, old bed. 


*** 


Danny wandered in
the next morning and went for the coffeemaker immediately.  Stella gave
him an odd look.  "Stayed on the boys' couch." 


"Uh-huh. 
I thought that was Xander's shirt."  She patted him on the back with
a grin.  "So, how was it?"  Danny looked at her and
smirked.  "Oh, come on, share!" she demanded. 


Danny leaned
closer and whispered in her ear, making her blush.  "That was just round
one, Stella.  He's a happy boy this morning and I'll be fine with some
coffee.  Oh, when is Mac coming in?" 


"About two,
why?" 


"We've gotta
tell the delivery driver."  He texted that to Xander, who sent it to
the company.  He grinned at her, then smirked evilly since they were
alone.  "Take pictures for me if I'm not here, okay?"  He
walked off happier now. 


She looked at his
back then cackled, bringing a scared-looking Sheldon into the break room. 
"Xander had to expend some spoiling energy." 


"Sure. 
He usually does.  Who's getting what today?" 


"We'll see
later."  He nodded at that and backed away slowly.  Then he
ran.  Stella got her own drink and went back to her work.  That way
she could take a longer lunch and see Mac's face when he got in. 


*** 


Mac looked up from
his paperwork, glancing at the clock, then at the receptionist. 
"What's this?" 


"Delivery for
you, Mac."  She put it down and smiled. "It's good that you're
dating again."  She bounced out. 


Mac noticed Stella
and Danny were paying some attention and so was Lindsey.  He groaned and
opened the card.  "Because you need it, you're a grumpy person too
often.  Xander," he moaned.  But he did open the box.  That
way he'd know what to complain about.  He paused when he saw what was
inside.  A bunch of health food snacks.  At least it was something he
could use, not expensive bath products.  Which were being walked in by a
new delivery person who made him sign a clipboard. "Who are these
from?" 


"I don't
know, sir.  There's a card inside.  I do know I was told to tell you
to enjoy them because you obviously needed some relaxation."  He took
his tip and left. 


Mac got up to look
at it, opening the cellophane to get at the card.  It said about the same
thing, but it said a good bubble bath was what the doctor ordered for the
premature stress wrinkles on his body.  Because if he died too soon,
Stella would have to be in charge and could he imagine the lab then.  It
was a thought that made him shudder.  He sat back down and groaned when a
third one came in, this time with dinner.  "Why me?"  The
delivery guy smiled and handed him the bag then left.  He looked
inside.  "Good food at least."  One last delivery person
came in and he vowed to call Xander.  Especially when he saw what was in
it.  He heard Stella laugh.  "Stella!"  He signed for
it and the delivery guy slunk off.  "Stella, Danny!  Get in
here!" 


"No,"
Danny called.  "He said he was gonna spoil you, Mac.  Now you
know how Don feels."  He slipped off, going to cackle in private with
the pictures he had taken of Mac's face after figuring out what each delivery
was. 


Stella came in and
took Mac's desk phone out, then grabbed his cell when he pulled it out. 
She walked off humming a naughty song all the way down to the locker room,
where Flack was hiding and laughing. "You saw?" 


"I helped him
order them this morning with Danny," he chuckled.  "He like the
fifth one?"  She looked stunned and headed back up there, finding Mac
looking helplessly at the wildflowers now adorning his office.  She snickered
and took a picture of that for Danny too.  Then she went to hide again. 


Lindsey leaned
in.  "Mac, are you and Xander dating?  I thought he was with
Flack." 


"They're not
together that way and no I'm not," he said calmly.  "Xander's
being a bit naughty and wanted to spoil someone.  Since Don won't let him
spoil him, I got it instead this time.  Though I believe a certain pair of
CSI were in on it."  He got up to sniff the flowers.  "At
least they're not red roses." 


"No, they're
not.  They're what kids would gather for their parents."  She
skipped off after having seen the massage oil kit.  Maybe Mac did need to
spoil himself.  Xander could be right. 


Danny looked then
broke out in giggles.  "I think he got it right, Mac," he said
from the doorway.  "You do need ta relax and a good bubble bath and
massage might help."  He disappeared before Mac could retaliate. 


"You're
taking the next dumpster case," Mac called after him.  Stella giggled
at that.  "You're with him on it!" 


"Yes,
dear."  She grinned at him as she came in to sniff the flowers. 
"They're lovely." 


"They
are.  I still don't need flowers or bubble bath." 


"A good
bubble bath makes even the most cranky men calm down," she said
wisely.  He gave her a hurt look.  "You could use the night of
pampering and relaxation, Mac. You know you could."  She looked at
the massage oils.  "Hmm, not as naughty as it could've
been."  She skipped out before he could open his mouth. 


"I want my
phones back," he called. 


"Sure,
Mac.  But today's your day off."  She smirked at him. 
"You can have them back when you come in tomorrow."  He growled
and she disappeared into the labs so he couldn't find her and make her give
them back. 


Mac stomped off
with his gifts, going home.  He did stop on the way home to drop the flowers
off at an elderly care facility he knew about, then he went to eat his dinner
and enjoy his snacks while avoiding the other two gifts.  He didn't need a
bubble bath. He wasn't the bubble bath sort.  He was a Marine, they didn't
take bubble baths.  It wasn't taught in Basic Training.  He looked at
it again. It was even his favorite scent, though how any of them had known that
he wasn't sure.  He sniffed it again. It reminded him of his former wife
Claire.  He sighed and went to use the shower gel.  It was nice and
manly.  The bubbles he could complain about in the morning, along with the
massage oils. 


*** 


Xander was led in
to where Mac was waiting for him, grinning. "Well, you used some of
it.  You needed to use the rest so you had a night of peace and
calmness.  That way you wouldn't be too grumpy, your stress levels would
go down, and you wouldn't die of it too soon and leave Stella in charge." 


Mac gave him a
dirty look.  "I'm not that stressed." 


Xander snorted and
came over to work on his shoulders, pulling a small tube out of his pocket to
do so.  "And I believe that if you do, Mac.  Really." 
Mac tensed so he swatted him.  "Behave.  You're being mean to
Danny because he enjoyed you getting gifts again.  What would she
say?" he asked quietly, getting back to work. 


"That he
deserved it." 


"Really? 
Should I ask Stella?"  Mac moaned at that.  "She and your
former wife probably knew each other.  See, I think she'd want you to live
a long and fruitful life, Mac, doing what you love and what you're driven to
do," he said more quietly.  "I doubt she wants to watch you
slowly drive yourself into joining her within the next year and a half. 
Because you're more stressed than I am after I got back."  Mac
stopped him and squeezed his hands.  "You need it, you're only doing
paperwork, and I'm bored again.  It's shocking but you're the only one I
know around here and Don said I can't do it to him again.  Even though the
computer tech can't fix his compy."  He got back to work, making Mac untense
his shoulders by force.  He finally got them relaxed and leaned on
him.  "Now, doesn't that feel better?" 


"Yes, but
there's going to be rumors." 


"There's
already rumors, Mac.  Ignore them, like Stella does."  He
grinned and patted him on the back of the head. "Now, I do have a
request.  I'm having guests in next weekend and none of you here can come
up.  Not even Danny.  They're fellow members and we protect their
identity so they can't be taken too." 


"That's fine,
Xander.  Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Why was someone carving Aztec symbols into the body?"  Mac looked
back at him and he pointed.  "That's a bad example of it, but that's
Aztec and the one next to it is Mayan.  I saw it in the
museum."  He got out from behind him and grinned, capping the little
tube and putting it into his pocket, but rubbing the rest of the lotion
in.  "There, how do you feel?" 


"Much
better.  Thank you," he said graciously, even though he wanted to
blush.  "The bubble bath was a bit much." 


"Everyone has
a hedonistic side, Mac.  Even you."  That did get a blush. 
"So, did Stella get the flowers?" 


"No, I
dropped them off at an elderly care facility I've worked a few cases at so they
could brighten a few people's days."  He looked at the young
man.  "You could do that." 


"I'm scared
of old people.  Terrified really.  They're strange." 


"They're
not," he said patiently. 


"They
are.  They all are, all the ones I've seen are.  Sorry, like my
former phobia of clowns, not really going there." 


"So you
didn't like the circus?" Don asked from behind him. 


Xander grinned at
him.  "No, I did, I just clutched your arm really hard during the
clowns.  I guess I thought I was more over it than that." 


"Why are you
afraid of clowns?" Mac asked. 


"Sixth
birthday party and one scaring the hell out of me.  The same as the only
old people I knew did."  He shrugged.  "Do you need more
work on your shoulders?" 


"No, I think
you've made some rumor mongers incredibly happy today."  Xander
beamed at that.  "Behave." 


"Why?" 
He hugged Don.  "I left you lunch since you won't let me work on your
shoulders too." 


"The last
time the other guys picked on me forever about that," he complained. 


Xander sighed and
drug him off, taking him back to his desk.  "You guys, Flack's
computer ate reports and he's going to be here all night retyping them from his
notes.  Are you guys gonna pick on him if I bring him dinner and a
shoulder rub again?"  They all shook their heads.  "Promise
me?"  They all smiled and dug into the brownies he had left on their
desks.  "Good."  He sat Don down and got him out of his
jacket, going into his shoulders over his shirt, making him moan and relax. 


"That's it,
we're buying into a spa," he complained, rolling one shoulder. 
Xander took the silent hint and did that one for him, making him totally
relaxed and smiling. 


"Gun!"
someone shouted. 


Xander turned and
glared at the person until he whimpered.  "On your knees and
beg!" he snapped.  The man fell and nodded, looking down. 
"Bad dog!"  He hit him with a folder off Don's desk. "Put
it on the floor.  Now!"  The gun was carefully put in front of
him.  "Thank you.  You should know better than that!" 


"He defiled
my sister!" he shouted, pointing at one of the guys. 


Xander smacked him
too.  "Better?  Because unless it was rape, she probably
agreed.  Since he's an officer, I'm guessing there's less than average
chance of it being rape.  Most of the guys here seem very
nice."  The man pouted.  "Tough!  If she's knocked up,
make him marry her."  He went back to Don's shoulders, weathering the
looks Don gave him.  "What?" 


"A lot less
than average chance." 


"I know
that." 


"As long as
you do."  He put his elbows on his desk and leaned forward some,
letting Xander have more of his back, making him a happy boy.  "We
are finding you a spa to buy into, Xander." 


"Yes,
Don.  Think I could take lessons?" 


"I think it'd
be a good thing."  He waved listlessly at his boss.  "He
heard about my computer." 


"Cute. 
Really.  I heard he got Taylor's ball of stress too." 


"Yup." 
He finished up with Don's back then grinned at him and put down two gift
certificates.  "Also, I made brownies.  The rest of the pan is
in your desk.  Guys, were the brownies okay?  They're my first
try."  Everyone nodded at that.  He beamed.  "Cool." 
He hugged Don.  "I'll see if any of them are looking for partners
through the GHS network.  Come home whenever you can, I told Mac about the
guests."  He bounced off. 


"Who was
that?" the suspect complained. 


"Flack's
protectee," one of the guys said with a smirk.  "A hyper little
ball of lust." 


"Hmm." 
Don took out a brownie.  "They're good?" 


"A bit too
chocolatey for my tastes," one guy offered, "but still very
good." 


Don bit into his
first one and moaned.  "There went my diet for the week but I deserve
it."  He pulled out a napkin and put it beside him.  "I
still don't have a working computer, but I guess I can do it by hand,
guys."  They all stared at him.  "It's a perk of protecting
him.  I get spoiled.   Hell, he spoiled Taylor yesterday." 


"I heard
about the flowers and candies," his boss said with a smirk. 


"Wildflowers,
natural fruit snacks, things like yogurt raisins and stuff, massage oils as a
hint that he could use the relaxation, dinner, plus some bath stuff like bubble
bath."  That got a grin from her. "He just got done nagging him
about needing to relax and doing his shoulders too." 


"Let me get
Taylor's tech up here.  Maybe they can figure out what you did." 


"Please. 
I'd like not to have to stay until tomorrow ta do those reports." 
Danny strolled in and got himself a brownie, nibbling the first bit. 
"A bit rich." 


"Yeah, but
good.  Can Stella have one?  She's got the three dreaded letters and
she's about to go head-ta-head with a wife beater who went a bit too
far."  Don handed him a napkin and another one.
"Thanks."  He strolled off, handing Stella hers. 
"Xander made 'em.  They're good, but really chocolatey." 


She nibbled and
smiled. "Thank you, Danny." 


"Ehh, knew it
was going to be stressful on you.  Figured you could use the chemical sex
cure." 


She hugged him one
armed.  "I love you."  She finished it while she watched
her suspect wiggle in frustration while he waited.  She knew he was going
to come out with a line like 'they don't let women into the lab, surely that
would contaminate something' but she was calmer now.  Mac looked at her
suspect when she came over. "Making him wait on a woman.  Probably
the first time."  She finished her brownie and licked her fingers,
then wiped her mouth off with the napkin before handing it to Mac and going in
there with her file.  "Good afternoon." 


"Where did we
get the brownies?" Lindsey asked, watching Stella destroy the guy's life
since he decided he didn't have to talk to a mere woman. 


"Flack's
desk.  Xander made them," Danny offered, coming back to hand Mac
something.  "DNA results on our case.  Not good."  He
strolled off again, going to hide while he read it. 


"I did
what?" he complained. 


"Shed,
Mac.  That hair stuff." 


"Damn
it."  He went to check on that.  He knew he hadn't contaminated
the scene by shedding hairs.  He was more careful than that! 


Lindsey snuck up
to the detective's area, giving Flack a happy smile. "Can I have
one?" 


"Only two
left, you made good time."  He let her have one.  "The
other goes to Hawkes because he's having a bitch of a case." 


"I'll tell
him."  She bounced off with her tiny brownie.  She found him in
the lab.  "Sheldon, Don saved you one of Xander's brownies." 


"Thanks." 
He finished what he was doing and went to get it, smiling at Don. 
"He made brownies?" 


"He made diet
destroying, diabetic shock inducing brownies." 


"Oooh, I need
that."  It was handed over.  "Thanks, Don."  He
walked off nibbling. It had been a long week for him, he deserves the rare
treat.  Don smirked and got back to what work he could do.  Namely
hunting down a suspect so he could not write another report. 


*** 


Xander looked up
from his cooking when he felt the magic start, turning off everything and
backing away from the stove, but he did grab a knife.  Someone was going
to pay this time!
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Xander looked at
the demon in front of him.  "I'm not a girl!" he shouted,
lunging at him.  This time the straps didn't hold him and he managed to
stab him with the pretty dagger he had hidden under his dress.  He spit on
him then kicked the body.  "I'm still not a girl! I want to go
home!  I'm not yours!  You're not castrating me again!  I'm
going home!"  He stomped a foot and felt the displacement.  When
he landed, he looked at the man standing there.  "You again?" 


"Me
again," his adopted brother said dryly.  "Thank you for fighting
back against the Monsoon demon by the way.  He's a bit insistent.  If
he comes back, I'd suggest holy water instead of a knife." 


"The knife
felt better.  How do I get out of this thing?" 


He shrugged. 
"How would I know?  It looks like a sheet."  He waved a
hand and the other things that the demon had been trying to add onto him and
his trousseau appeared around his feet.  "Ask the people coming
in.  Are you all right?" 


"No! 
Have you ever been castrated!" 


"No,
thankfully not."  He disappeared in a small green flash. 


Someone knocked on
his bedroom door, making him shriek.  "What!" 


"It's
me," Connor called.  "May I come in?" 


"Only if you
help me out of the shit that monsoon demon stuck me in.  He thought I was
a girl, Connor."  He opened the door and frowned at him. 
"How do I get out of this shit and how long should it continue to hurt
after your balls grow back?" 


Connor looked at
him.  "Excuse me?" 


"A monsoon
demon got me last night while I was trying to cook." 


"Don said you
disappeared again but he was told you'd be back today." 


"And I am,
but I'm stuck in this and it's a dress and did you know how much being
castrated hurts?" 


Connor snickered
at that and shook his head.  "No, thankfully I don't."  He
looked at him. "It's been many years since I undressed a woman in a
sari." 


"I'm not
female!" he shouted, then he slammed the door on the laughter. 
"Go the hell away!" 


"I came to
let you see my other student, Xander." 


"I saw and
heard him.  Why the hell do I want to deal with either of you today?"



"Fine. 
Come here, we'll do what we can to help."  He nodded at Giles to get
the door since someone was knocking.  "Come on, Xander." 


"No! 
He's going to spend eternity picking on my ass, like he did back there!  I
don't want to see Giles and I'm not sparring with him.  I'd rather take
his head.  He didn't believe I was worth anything either.  So take
him and go." 


"Us?" an
unfamiliar voice asked. 


Xander opened the
door.  "No, the other two," he said with a pout. 
"Hi.  You're Horatio and Speed, right?"  They both nodded.
"Sorry, some asshole decided I was supposed to be female and they, my
supposed friends, laughed." 


"They
left," the dark haired guy offered.  "Let's see if we can help
you out of that.  I've had to undress Horatio a few times," he offered
at the hesitant look.  "Even un-jewelry him.  A few of those
look sealed too." 


"Wire
snippers?" Horatio asked. 


"Under the
sink.  The up/down switch is the black one on the escalator. I'm sorry you
guys had to see that." 


"That's all
right."  Speed came in and looked at him.  "Looks like you
start with the pin to the shirt and then unwind."  Xander nodded,
getting that then unwinding himself.  "So, who had you?" 


"A monsoon
demon," he said grimly.  Then he groaned and shook his head. 


"Demons
too.  Huh."  He looked at Horatio when he came back. 
"You've met a few demons?" 


"One or
two.  Mostly nice people." 


"A monsoon
demon had me, he wanted me to be a girl.  He tried to castrate me and
everything," Xander said with a pout.  Horatio gave him a hug and he
stiffened. "I don't want to get between you two or anything." 


"You're not,
Xander," Horatio assured him gently.   "But I do notice
you're a bit like Eric." 


"The blue
lightening stuff?" Speed asked, coming over to help him unwind
himself.  "Man, he dropped you off with crap?" 


"The person
who stole me back dropped me off with it."  He blushed. 
"I'm really sorry you guys had to see this." 


"It's not a
problem.  We've been there a few times and I'm betting you get there all
too often," Horatio said calmly, working on a few of the earrings that had
been welded in.  "I have no idea how we'll get the nose ring." 


Speed finished
getting Xander out of the sari and put it onto the bed.  "Those
look..like you were branded and they healed into the flesh, kiddo." 
Xander groaned and felt his asscheek.  Sure enough, there was a healing
brand there and the cloth was stuck to it.  "Into the shower. 
Where's your protector?" 


"Work." 
He shrugged.  "We did tell everyone at the labs they couldn't come
over this weekend." 


"That's
fine," Horatio agreed with a small smile.  "Come on.  Into
the shower so you can hose down and see if you can remove those.  Why he
put you in silk panties I'm not sure." 


"Because he
had me castrated last night. He wanted me to be his harem princess," he
said bitterly, leading the way to the bathroom.  He hopped up onto the
sink with a hiss and started to take the rings off his toes first.  Those
were dropped into a pile beside the toilet.  "That really does hurt."



"It's not
that uncommon," Horatio offered gently, working on the earrings again with
Speed taking the nose ring for now.  "They don't want us able to
service anyone but them so they make sure of it."  He snipped one
final one and dropped it into the pile as well.  "There.  Speed,
clippers?" 


"This one's
not welded shut."  He got it undone and dropped it.  "Sorry
about picking your nose."  Xander grinned a goofy grin at that and he
could see his allure now.  "Into the shower, then put on something comfy. 
We'll wait downstairs while you clean up." 


"Thank
you.  Can you call Don and tell him I'm back?  He's speed dial two on
the phones." 


"Sure,
kid."  They headed down there, smiling at each other. 
"He's so much worse than you," Speed offered quietly. 


Horatio
nodded.  "He's a higher level than me as well.  I'd expect
that."  They settled in and he called the number programmed in. 
"Don, Horatio Caine," he said smoothly.  "Yes, we
are.  Also, Xander said he's back and said something about a monsoon demon
who took him but someone took him back already."  He smiled. 
"He thought you would've been told that.  Of course.  No, he's
in the shower, Don.  I'll have him call you in about an hour.  Are
you in pursuit?"  He smiled.  "Don't crash, it would
destroy him.  Good boy.  Have fun with him."  He hung up
and looked at his keeper.  "He's in pursuit of someone, but in a car
pursuit." 


"That's
better than trying to talk on the phone and run."  He snuggled his
boy closer, smiling when Xander came down in lounging jammies and went right to
the kitchen to check it over.  "It looked pretty clean when we came
in." 


"Thanks." 
He came out and flopped down across from them. "So, you guys know,
huh?"  They nodded. "How?" 


"One of our
coworkers has the problem with the blue lightening now and then," Speed offered. 
"Delko.  Eric Delko this life." 


Xander shrugged.
"I'm not that old.  I'm only nineteen."  They both nodded
at that.  "So, since we talked...."  Someone pounded on the
door and he sighed, going down there. "What?"  He opened it and found
his bodyguard, smiling at him.  "Hi, Donny." 


"Hi,
Xander.  I take it we're not going out today?" 


"No, I have a
few older GHS who've been this way for a good few years and they're in to help
me with this stuff.  I thought I told you." 


"You did, I
was just checking since everyone said Flack came in with a really bad mood
today." 


"Well,
yeah.  But I'm back again."  That got a smirk. 
"Stupid monsoon person who thought I was a girl," he muttered. 
"Put me in a dress too."  That got a loud laugh. 
"Gee, just laugh!"  He frowned at him. "Next week or are
you busy?" 


"I'm busy
next week.  I'm supposed to be proving to my father that I'm not
gay." 


"Ah. 
Well, tell him you haven't hit on me and every bi and gay man in the city
has.  Since I don't affect you you've got to be *really*
straight."  That got a laugh.  "Thank you."  He
hugged him.  "Have a good day off and go play." 


"I
will.  You behave and be more careful."  He walked off once
Xander had shut the door, shaking his head.  That was one ball of
energy.  Who had smelled really good. 


Speed watched the
kid.  "You're on a hormone high?" 


Xander considered
it then shook his head.  "About medium." 


"That's still
too high for your own safety, kiddo.  You've got to bring it down." 


"How?" 
He flopped down again, looking at them.  "I'm trying to find a
boyfriend and it's not working very well.  I'm visiting a, um, well a
brothel every week to work it out some and it's still not working
greatly." 


Horatio nodded at
that.  "Your protector won't?" 


"He's kinda
straight.  I'm good enough that I get cuddles and I get to blow him."



They both nodded
at that.  "Come cuddle between us," Speed offered.  Xander
opened his mouth.  "I promise, it's not going to break us up,
Xander.  Horatio's my boy and staying my boy."  Xander nodded
and came over to cuddle between them, relaxing again.  "Good
boy.  Now, spa time?" 


"I went
yesterday before I started to cook." 


"Good. 
That's an excellent start, but most young ones in your situation have multiple
lovers," Horatio said gently, stroking over his hair.  "This is
very soft." 


"One of them
made me grow it." 


"Ah." 
He tangled his fingers in it, giving him a scalp massage, getting a moan of
pleasure.  "Is there anyone we should instruct besides your
protector?" 


"Danny. 
He's my teacher." 


"Of
course.  Is he with the lab?"  Xander nodded. 
"Hmm.  Messer wasn't it?"  Xander nodded again, looking up
at him.  "I'm sure he can keep a secret."  He got back to
work, making Xander one happy boy.  He noticed it was going down. 
"Hmm, using it offensively." 


"I'm pretty
good at imagining them higher," Xander admitted tiredly, yawning a bit.
"I don't know why I'm tired. I spent most of yesterday knocked
out."  Someone pounded on the door and he groaned, going to answer
it.  "What?" 


"Mr.
Alexander Harris?" 


"Unfortunately." 
The guy pulled a gun.  "You'd better have a really good reason for
that." 


"My employer
would like to talk to you." 


Xander snorted and
grabbed that hand, forcing it down while he backhanded him with the other
one.  Then he slammed his face into the building.  
"No.  Thank you anyway."  He walked off and called the
station.  "It's Xander and I left someone outside the house bleeding
and holding a gun.  Can you maybe come arrest him?"  He smiled.
"Thank you.  He pulled it and said his employer wanted to talk to
me.  As long as you remove him I don't care if you drop him in the river
or arrest him.  Thanks."  He hung up and went back up to the
lounge, going to clean up in the kitchen.  "Sorry, some people are
just rude and don't ask." 


"We've gotten
that before," Speed promised, grinning at him.  "You know some
self- defense?"  He nodded.  "Good.  That's always a
good thing.  Come here."  Xander came back and cuddled between
them, letting them go back to calming him down.  Someone knocked. 
"He's busy," he called.  They knocked again and he shared a look
with Horatio but then someone else yelled at them and they left.  The door
opened and Don came up the escalator.  "Ah,, the guy we were waiting
on," Speed said happily.  "I'm Speed, this is Horatio." 


"Hey." 
He tipped his head to look at the very sleepy Xander.  "Who had him
this time?  I got told not to worry but still." 


"He said a
monsoon demon," Horatio told him.  Don moaned at that.  "We
already knew.  I do the same thing Mac does," he offered quietly. 


"Plus, I
noticed the little blue lightening trick.  We work with one of you,"
Speed offered quietly.  "It's even more important he get some control
since he's going to have years like this." 


"Is the guy
you work with nice?" Don asked as he took Xander's former seat. 
"We only know a few of the ones locally." 


"He is, but
he's a tit hound," Speed offered dryly, earning a smile. 


"Maybe we'll
meet him in a non-threatening way some day soon."  He looked at
Xander again.  "I'm doing the best I can, guys." 


"We
understand that," Horatio promised, getting a small smile.  "It
still has to be worn out a lot more."  Xander mumbled something and
he smiled at him. "You rest, Xander.  It's always hard work being
rescued."  The boy nodded and curled against his side with Speed
getting his feet for now.  "Any luck on finding him a
boyfriend?" 


"Nope. 
I've asked everyone I know to look at his profile.  He's gotten a few
answers but it's from guys who only want to chat online.  I've helped him
adjust his blurb a few times as well."  He looked at his charge then
at the clearly bonded couple again.  "If he needs to, I'm more than
willing to let him go back to the brothel more often." 


"Feelings
help wear it out more," Speed offered.  Don blushed at that.  "He
told us.  We've been chatting for a few days now."  Don relaxed
and nodded.  "So we know a lot about his life.  Including the
fact that he thinks he may have hurt someone a few days ago." 


"It wouldn't
be the first time," Don said quietly. "He told you about Devi and all
that stuff?" 


"It's not
uncommon," Horatio assured him.  "At least half of us end up
there at one point or another."  He stroked over Xander's hair. 
"Are you off this weekend?" 


"Yeah, once I
brought back in the guy who tried ta shoot my car I got told to go home since
he called about the guy outside.  What happened to him?"  Speed
pointed at Xander.  "Really?"  That got stereo nods. 
"How do you two make it work and make Horatio go to work?  I'm doing
good to make Xander get up some mornings." 


"That's the
hormones," Horatio assured him. 


"Also,
Horatio's only half as bad as the kid is," Speed offered.  "But
a bit of structure does help now and then.  Not a lot of structure, but a
little bit.  Oh, watch out for the jewelry in the bathroom.  We
helped him get it off since some was welded on."  Xander moaned and
shifted.  "Plus he said they castrated him and that the guys who let
us in laughed." 


"Who let you
in?" 


"Nash and
someone," Horatio offered. "I've seen him with a few members before."



"He was
ranting something about him not thinking he was any good before," Speed
added. 


"Giles,"
he said grimly.  He called Connor.  "You did what to
Xander?" he asked coolly.  "Yeah, and I doubt he needs Giles
anywhere near him, Connor.  Yeah, and he's one of the ones who discounted
him having any skills and put him down repeatedly by not supporting him
any.  Really?  Then ask him how Xander lived before.  Let's see
what he says."  Connor mumbled something.  "Uh-huh. 
And you brought him here hoping for what?  Him to lose his head? 
Yeah, they're still here and they work with one of us.  Delko. 
Eric?"  Speed nodded.  "Here."  He tossed it
over.  "You describe him."  He looked at Horatio. 
"Some days I hate our teachers," he said dryly.  "The other
guy was one who decided Xander was just a normal person without skills. 
Even though he saved his protectee's life." 


"Where is he
from?" Horatio asked. 


"Sunnydale." 
They both stiffened at that. "That's *that* Xander.  You think he's a
tagalong like they did?" 


"Not
hardly," Speed offered, listening to him.  "Yeah, that's
Eric.  No, he's a nice guy."  He rolled his eyes. 
"I'm sure he's not, Nash.  Yes, Horatio's seen you around some of the
other GHS members.  Of course I'm sure.  He's very nice to us and to
all the ladies he's dated.  Flustered by a few even."  He
smirked.  "I'm sure it'll be just fine."  He hung up and
put the phone down.  "He's panicking now.  Apparently Eric was a
bit worse when he was younger." 


"It
happens.  Xander's already had to take a few and he's only been this way
for six months," Don told him.  "Personally, I'd rather move us
all down with you guys. I like the New York crew and all but it's getting out
of hand up here.  Way too many demons." 


"Not too many
come to Miami," Horatio noted with a gentle smile.  "Too much
sun.  No winter."  Don nodded at that. "You would both be
welcome.  There's not too many of us in town." 


"And hey, the
new kid could probably use him to date," Speed offered.  "Eric
could help with his training.  Because he walks funny right
now."  Don looked at him.  "He's halfway between gliding
and strolling." 


"Yeah,
noticed that."  He looked at Xander.  "It's working itself
out. He used ta stomp."  Someone rang the bell.  "Not this
weekend!"  He felt them.  "Crap."  He got up and
went down there, finding Danny. "Not this weekend." 


"They
knew?" 


"They've got
one of us down there." 


"Really?" 
He smirked.  "Who?" 


"Eric
Delko?" 


"He's a
decent sort."  He walked in and up to look at Xander.  "He
okay?"  They nodded.  "Who had him, just as a general
note?" 


"A monsoon
demon." 


Danny
shuddered.  "Eww."  He woke Xander up.  "I need
ta check you over if you're still in pain.  I'm not sayin' a word about
whatever I find but you do heal kinda slowly still." 


"He branded
me and he castrated me. It still hurts." 


"I know, come
on.  Let's go look, Xander."  He got a pout but Xander got up
and went with him.  "I never saw you two.  Don't worry about
me." 


"That's
fine," Speed agreed.  He smiled at Horatio then at Don. 
"That's what a good keeper should be like.  Part worried husband,
part cajoling spouse, part tolerant lover, and every now and then keeper of the
keys to the single chain around their ankles on the days they needed reminded
they're loved." 


Danny came to the
top of the escalator. "I wouldn't mind but I'm still training him. 
It'd get in the way."  He went back to Xander's room to help him
clean up the mess as well.  "What is this?  He dressed you in
girl's clothes?"  Xander pouted and nodded.  He sighed. 
"I'm sorry.  Did Connor laugh?" 


"Plus he had
Giles here and he laughed too." 


"Bastard. 
He knew Giles was going to set you off." 


Xander hugged
him.  "Danny, can we move to Miami next?" 


"Sure,
munchkin."  Xander grinned at that and kissed him.  He hummed
into his mouth.  "They just suggested me as a keeper." 


"You're my
teacher, that'd get in the way.  I'd pout you out of practice." 


"I
know.  Then again, you're already almost as good as I am.  You need a
better teacher and Connor's not doing it for you either."  He stroked
his cheek.  "Maybe Miami would be good for us."  Xander
nodded at that, making him smile.  "If we could make Don move." 


"Don nearly
wrecked today." 


"Hmm. 
We'll see."  He gave him a cuddle.  "Now, let's finish
cleaning up the mess.  Who rescued you?" 


"That same
guy who said his father the demon adopted me." 


"Ah." 
They got the saris folded and then went to get the stuff from the bathroom,
making him smirk at that.  "Some of it was welded on?" 
Xander shuddered and nodded.  Danny gave him a gentle grope, getting a
groan.  "Still some pain?"  Xander nodded. "Any idea
why?" 


"I have one
that needs to drop."  Danny gave another gentle squeeze and felt it
go down.  Xander relaxed. "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
baby boy."  He kissed him again.  "If I'm gonna do that for
you, it's gonna be you and me and you can have Flack whenever and however you
and he want, got me here?"  Xander nodded, snuggling into his
arms.  "But it does mean we've got to get you a new trainer.  I
can't do more than spar with you if I'm seeing you.  It skews my
perceptions." 


"Know anyone
good?" Don asked as he came up.  "Is he okay now?" 
Danny nodded, handing over the handful of jewelry.  "What's
this?" 


"He made him
dress like a girl." 


"I don't
think he'd make a good drag queen," Don noted, going to put it into the
'it goes' box under Xander's bed.  Xander came in and put the rest in
there too.  "Good.  Now we've got guests." 


"Don, if I
do, I can't teach him. He's right, he'll pout me out of making him
practice.  The same way he does you.  You could both use a tougher
teacher since Connor's falling off." 


"Plus he's
got Giles and I'm going to refuse to spar with him," Xander said quietly.
"I'd attack.  I'd be vicious." 


"I
know.  Come on, princess."  Xander glared at him. "You are,
you're one of the gay princesses."  He gave him a nudge and they
headed down there, finding them in the kitchen.  "Sorry about the
manners and all.  Need help?" 


Speed grinned.
"I like to cook."  He smiled at Xander, who came in to look over
his shoulder.  "I noticed the beginner's stuff.  Just
learning?" 


"Yeah. 
My mother didn't cook at all." 


"Ever?" 
Xander shook his head quickly.  "How are you coming
along?"  Xander got them the plate of brownies from the fridge,
letting him have one then going to give them to Horatio, making him
smile.  "A bit too much chocolate but good enough for a first
try."  He gave him a hug.  The boy sank into him like it was the
best thing in the world. "Yeah, you need a keeper."  He looked
at Danny.  "We've got room for you guys.  The boss wanted him to
hire another tech." 


"Don's a
homicide detective," Xander said, looking at him.  Speed
smiled.  "Don also suggested I buy into a spa." 


"You
should."  He gave him a pat.  "Let me get out some
milk." 


"Milk's
probably bad, it was this morning," Don offered.  "Sorry. 
Beers, sodas, waters, but the milk needs replaced." 


"I used
powdered for the recipe." 


"That works,
but no one likes to drink it, it tastes like formula," Speed teased,
getting a nod.  "Go sit."  Xander bounced out there to sit
next to Danny, then ended up in his lap with a tolerant look from the new
keeper. 


"I'll say
this now, Don.  Your cuddles are staying."  Don grinned at
that.  "Whatever goes on between you two is between you two. 
I'm not that stringent in these things.  Xander will wear my tired ass out
too." 


"We work days
and have fairly firm shifts," Horatio offered, picking off another piece
to nibble.  "Plus a better pay rate and a lot more sun." 


"I could use
some sun," Danny offered.  He looked at Xander, then at Don, then
back at Xander.  "If we find you a new trainer, you'd go?" 


"Yup. 
As long as he doesn't do to me what Connor keeps doing.  He keeps pushing
me back there," he said quietly. 


"He's hoping
ta break it, Xander," Don said patiently. 


"It won't
break, Don. I did it while I was hunting back in Sunnydale.  It was like a
comfy mental spot."  He looked at Speed when he came out. 
"How many of us are there?" 


"There's ten
GHS members in Miami and the surrounding areas, and another twelve in Orlando
and Tampa.  We don't do many city-wide meetings like you do up here but we
do have small family groups.  We pretty much keep to ourselves since
outing it would be bad." 


"Would that
be a problem for Danny if he took me in?" 


"No,"
Speed assured him.  "We don't have many problems with gay cops. 
Every now and then you'll find one or two who do," he offered. 
"Now, plenty of them know about GHS, but they don't know about Horatio
being one.  We had a few conventions there in the last few years. 
Some of the Vice guys tried to raid one."  He shrugged.  Then he
looked at Don.  "I wouldn't be too surprised if you're
borderline." 


"Adam said I
was probably a level two.  That's why I liked to cuddle so much," Don
offered, shrugging a bit.  "I guess it happens.  I'm not
interested in training it at the moment unless I break out in problems." 


"That's
reasonable," Horatio agreed.  "We can have you transferred down
within the month, Danny.  It would be much easier with you down
there."  Danny considered it. "I know you've got friends and
family up here." 


"Yeah but
they're annoying the hell outta me at the moment." 


Xander poked
him.  "Aiden." 


"True. 
We've got to get Aiden a new job anyway. You guys have medical research groups,
right?"  They nodded. "That would get her.  We'll talk
about it this week, Horatio, let you know." 


"Please
do.  It might be good for Xander to get away from the demonic." 


"I might send
him down for a bit anyway," he agreed. "Just to see if Eric would
train him.  How many more like him are there?" 


"Three that
make him growl because he runs into them.  He's got a family that
basically protects him." 


"My original
one does me," Danny agreed.  "We had a falling out.  They
turned into bad guys and I didn't."  Xander stroked his chest,
calming him down.  "You're good." 


"No I'm
not," he said with an impish grin. 


Speed laughed at
that.  "Horatio does that now and then and he usually ends up tied to
the bed and screaming his head off in pleasure." 


Danny nodded.
"I can see why.  Xander will be shortly." 


"I moan, I
don't scream," he said shyly, playing with a shirt button. 


Danny looked down
at him.  "You could scream, you didn't let it go enough at the
place."  He kissed him then put him back onto the couch. 
"Behave for now." 


"No, this is
normal GHS behavior," Horatio told him.  "The limp, cuddly,
touching and stroking with the teasing is us, Danny.  That's how he's
supposed to be.  That's how you know he's happy." 


"Watch out
for him being bored," Speed offered.  He shuddered. 


"I haven't
been that bored in a while," Horatio complained, frowning at him. 


"You were
last week and you nearly got us shot by a drug dealer, Horatio."  He
stole a quick kiss.  "Behave." 


"Yes,
dear."  He snuggled into his mate's side, he could do that here and
no one would say anything about it. They were safe. 


*** 


Danny walked into
work Monday morning with a very prominent hickey, making Stella smile. 
"I'm now his keeper.  It's working best for him," he said
dryly.  Then he grinned.  "He's a little biter too." 
He walked on, going to talk to Mac.  Who was on a call.  "Got
five?" he mouthed. 


"Hold on,
Joe."  He put him on hold.  "What happened?  You
weren't on-call but you never answered your phone." 


"Xander had
some GHS friends up and we decided it was for the best if I moved to be his
keeper for now."  Mac gaped.  He walked in and closed the
door.  "Which means I can't train him and with Connor doing Giles,
it's not gonna be comfy for Xander to train with him anymore either." 


"Oh." 
He frowned.  "So you're switching to where?" 


"We were
thinking Miami.  It's a nice city, low on population of immies and
demons.  Since Xander got taken by a monsoon demon it was kinda not fun
Friday watching him finish healing.  Oh, if that's *Joe* your boss Joe,
tell him Xander heals kinda slowly."  He shrugged.  "I
talked to Caine already, he said he's got a spot open.  You gonna tank me
with them like you do up here?" 


"I
don't...." 


"You do,
Mac.  You're not objective.  It's like your my father and I can't do
anything right up here.  We would be trying to bring Aiden.  We'd let
her live in our place until she found a new job but we sent in letters of
interest for her down there to some medical groups."  He
shrugged.  "There's also one down there I've met in the past and he
seemed okay and like he could teach.  If not, I'm sure we could arrange
for someone to pop down for a few months." 


"That's
fine.  Do you need my help for the transfer?" 


"Hmm,
yup.  You tanked two evals in a row, Mac.  One was the shooting, I
get that. I leveled fully with Caine.  He's got this stare, ya know?"



"You went
down there and talked to him?" 


"He was in
town visiting family and Xander ran into him." 


"Oh." 
He frowned.  "I'll look them over again, Danny." 


"Thanks. 
We'll be taking Flack with us and if you know someone who wants that place,
Xander's willing to sell reasonably." 


"Sure." 
He gave him a weak smile.  "Are you sure?" 


"I am, which
means you'll have to watch Sheldon." 


"Of
course."  That got a nod and Danny walked out. He took Joe off
hold.  "Do you think I ride Danny unfairly?"  He listened
to his boss's opinion.  "No, they decided Danny was the best to play
temporary boyfriend for Xander to keep it under control.  That means
they'll have to get him another teacher and Connor's got that Giles guy that Oz
sent him.  Apparently he was about like I am with Danny to
Xander."  He nodded slowly, listening to what he knew. 
"How do we know?  Oh, Oz."  That got a nod.  "No,
they're talking about Miami.  It'd have to be the three of them. 
Xander needs Flack too much at the moment to not drag him too."  He
considered it.  "It's a low combat area.  New York is second
only to Paris for the number of us locally.  Sure, Joe. 
Thanks."  He hung up and leaned back, considering things.  He
did look at Danny's evaluations, going over them as objectively as he
could.  Then he looked at his peer review ones, done by Stella
usually.  Aiden's were tougher on him but still higher than his own
marks.  Maybe he did ride Danny unfairly. 


*** 


Xander bounced up
to where Aiden was pouting with her ice cream, giving her a hug. 
"Hurry up and let's go." 


She looked at
him.   "Why?" 


"Because
we're going for a walk to talk in private." 


"Sure." 
She paid and got her ice cream to go, following him out to his SUV and then to
the nearest park so they could walk around.  "What's going on?" 


"Well, first,
we had a GHS couple, bonded pair of keeper and GHS, up this weekend to help
me."  She smiled at that.  "They were really nice and sweet
and helpful.  They only jumped on my case for eating chocolate on my
eggs.  We went over the keeper things and we decided that Danny could do
it easiest and best for right now."  She stopped to stare at
him.  He grinned and nodded. "And he's really good too." 
He gave her a goofy grin and hugged her.  "Plus, they said I could
find a better teacher down there and then I'd be closer to them when I needed
more help.  There's less demons down there too." 


She pouted. 
"So you're moving?" 


"You can come
with us."  He put an arm through hers and walked off. 
"They've got some great medical research groups down there and you're more
than qualified, right?"  She nodded at that. "Then you can go
down there with us.  Danny sent out general letters of interest so you
should expect offers.  You can even live in our place until you can find
someone to buy it so you don't have to worry about rent.  I'll even keep
paying the water and that stuff."  He gave her a squeeze. 
"It's Miami so it's pretty." 


"Whoa, I know
Caine. He'd never take Danny into the lab." 


"Yes he will."



She blinked. 
"He will?"  He nodded. "He talked to him?" 
Xander nodded. "What about Flack?" 


"Yup. 
We ran into them in town for family stuff and they talked about it.  It's
a lower stress area for me and Danny was thinking about moving anyway." 


"Oh." 
She pouted some.  "You'd be willing to put up with me?"  He
nodded. "But I love New York." 


"I know you
do but we wouldn't get back up here that often.  Who would I shop
with?  Who would shop with you and spoil you rotten every single
trip?" 


She laughed at
that, giving him a hug and letting him steal some of her ice cream. 
"We'll see, Xander.  I'll think about it."  He nodded and
bounced around some more.  "Calm down.  You're like a ball from
one of those machines."  He grinned at that.  "Was it good? 
I always figured Danny was more into quick, hard, and good than long-time
things." 


"Oh, we did
both," he admitted with a sappy grin.  "He took me against the
fridge once because I was happy and starting to spike."  He gave her
another cuddle and sat them down on a bench.  "You missed it. 
Someone had me overnight Thursday.  A monsoon demon. He decided I was a
girl." 


"Well, you
are kinda girlish now and then, Xander. With the hair and the way you walk, you
can be now and then," she amended at his pout.  "Especially
watching you walk away from someone?  Yeah.  You're a bit of a
princess too."  Xander pouted worse.  "I know, I'm
sorry.  You're very manly when you want to be. But it's part of the gay
thing mostly.  You're very femme now and then." 


"I'd make a
horrible girl." 


"Probably
true," she agreed, letting him have the rest of her ice cream.  He
ate a few bites and handed it back.  "Wow, he worked wonders. 
How many times did it take to wear you out?"  Xander blushed.
"Xander, give," she chided, poking him on the chest.  He
whispered in her ear, making her blink.  "How can you sit?" 


"Practice." 
He grinned and shifted to look at her.  "Will you come with us,
Aiden?  I'll miss you if you don't." 


"Sure,
baby.  I'll try to come with you."  She patted him on the
cheek.  "When are you thinking about going?" 


"Within the
month," Don said as he joined her.  He sat behind her and gave her a
hug.  "Danny's bouncing around today too.  It exchanges energy
between 'em. Plus he's got a huge hickey in plain view. Lindsey was staring at
it in consternation, like she wanted ta say somethin'.  It was kinda cute.
He just gave her happy, smug smiles."  He gave her a cuddle, making
her relax.  "You can have our place until you can sell it," he
assured her. "Xander's gonna buy into a spa down there.  It'll be
good for all of us.  Just think, no more blizzards."  She
shivered at that.  "Exactly. No more brr's for six moths." 
He grinned at Xander.  "He'll get to wear all the skimpy bathing
suits Danny can stand.  We'll probably end up doing something about his
hair."  She shrugged.  "We'll see though.  Plus Caine
likes him, called him a cute guy."  Xander blushed at that. 
"So we're in with them if you wanted to join us." 


She nodded.
"I'll consider it, Don.  What about Stella and Mac?" 


"I love
Stella and whenever she's ready, she'll join us.  Probably when Mac dies
or if he snaps too hard." 


"Sure." 
She let herself be cuddled between them.  "You two are really good at
that." 


"Of course we
are," Don said proudly.  Xander pinched him. "Okay and Adam
thought I might be a level two or so," he admitted quietly. She gaped at
him.  He nodded slightly, blushing just a bit.  "He thinks so
but he's not willing to put me through the test since it's mostly sex and I'm
not really bi." 


She turned and
hugged him.  "It's all right, it's not contagious and Xander can't
make it worse." 


"I hope
not.  Did he tell you about the monsoon demon who wanted him to dress like
a girl?" 


"Not more
than it was one."  She looked at Xander.  "That and I told
him from behind he can be mistaken for one with how he walks and that
hair." 


Don looked at
him.  "Walk for us, Xander.  We'll film it."  Xander
huffed but did that and Don used his phone to take a short video. 
"That should do it."  Xander came back and watched himself,
moaning some.  "See, you're halfway between your old stride and
gliding now.  You look really graceful most of the time, especially with
your hair down or in one long braid.  Then it sways with you and people stare
at your ass."  Aiden nodded at that.  "So that's what she
was thinkin'." 


"Damn it, I
should cut that mess off." 


"No,
don't.  Danny likes it," Don pointed out.  "Hell, I like
it."  He grinned at her. "I still get cuddles.  Danny sends
him my way whenever he's worn out."  She giggled at that. 
"He does."  He went back to cuddling her, letting Xander watch
the video over and over.  "It'll ease out.  Caine moves the same
way only he's got that economy of motion thing going instead of the graceful
thing you've got.  It's the difference between a dancer and a fighter
sometimes."  Xander shrugged and handed it back. "That's why you
look so deadly in your blue leathers.  They accent that sway." 
Xander snorted again, not looking happy.  "Sorry, kiddo." 


"Not your
fault I look like a girl."  Then he suddenly grinned. "But I
look better than Buffy I bet." 


"Probably,"
Aiden agreed.  "We'll have to send it to Oz and see." 
Xander hugged her again. "I'll miss you guys while you're gone." 


"Us too,
Aide."  He squeezed her, making her squeak his name.  "I
know, I'm just so cute you gotta yell out my name," Don teased. 


She pinched him.
"Not hardly.  Xander's that cute."  Xander preened. 
"So what sort of stuff did you get this time?" 


"He welded
some of it in so it had to be cut out.  He pierced me a lot and put on
rings.  I got a few sari's.  They're still mostly in a pile in my
room and the 'going somewhere else' box."  She grinned at him.
"I looked really funny in them.  Connor laughed.  Oh, and he's got
*Giles* here." 


"Ooh,"
she said, giving him another hug. "It'll be okay.  You don't have to
associate if you don't wanna."  She let him go.  "So, any
luck on the house down there yet?" 


"Not
yet," Don admitted.  "Haven't started looking yet." 


"But there is
a spa who's looking for investors," Xander offered.  Don smiled at
that.  "I'd hope that my fellow members would come visit, that would
give us a major base of income.  I'm going to talk to her when I go down
next week if we all agree." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed. "I'm sure they'll make sure you're not in trouble.  After
all, they helped us the last time you nearly did.  Don't forget to tell
Donny too." 


"I
will."  He snuggled into Aiden's side.  "You've gotta come
down, Aiden. You're the only girl I still like." 


"I know,
baby.  I'm your new big sister."  She stroked over his hair.
"This is cute. Who did the tiny braids off the ponytail?" 


"Danny,"
Don said dryly.  "That was his project last night after they
left.  Took him *hours*.  His fingers were totally stiff by the time
he was done."  Xander just grinned.  "He was being so
spoiled.  Danny's good for him." 


"Good." 
She pushed Xander off and stood up.  "Come on, let's go talk about
where you sent letters of interest for me so I don't double up." 
They nodded and followed her back, going to have lunch with her.  After
all, they had reminded Xander a few times ice cream was only a snack. A real
lunch came with something more substantial that didn't melt in your mouth. 


*** 


Xander pouted at
Don.  "I talked to the old owner and then my wiccan contact. 
She's got someone who wants it but can't pay much more than we did." 


"We got it
for a steal, Xander. Let it go.  You can lose a bit this time." 
Xander sighed and nodded, typing in that they'd accept it.  "We have
more than enough to set up in Miami and hopefully we'll both start making money
when we're down there.  Though I will have to roll my retirement fund down
there too.  Plus all your bank accounts." 


Xander
sighed.  "And the safety deposit boxes, plus the stuff at the demon
bank." 


"Hmm.  We
need ta do that for you or go with you again."  Xander nodded at
that.  "One of us?" 


"They don't
like dealing with immies.  They said if I wasn't who I was, they'd never
have let me open an account." 


"Pity but
it's their problem.  We'll work it out.  Just remember you can't
spend it all on a new wardrobe." 


"I've got
plenty of summer stuff." 


"Good." 
He stroked over his hair.  "Now, let's head to bed.  Danny said
he'll be home again tomorrow night."  Xander nodded and turned off
the computer, following him upstairs.  They each took their turns in the
bathroom then Xander snuggled into Don's side to tease him until he got off,
then get his nightly cuddles in.  It was still a good deal for both of
them since Danny wasn't the jealous sort about this.  Then again, Xander
had worn him out a few times over the weekend.  Don mentally shrugged, it
was all good with him.  Xander loved him enough.  He liked the kid
more than enough.  He yawned and fell asleep with one hand in Xander's
hair and the other around his chest and arm.  Xander was already snoring
into his breast so it was all good to him. 


*** 


Don walked in the
next morning and his good mood evaporated within seconds.  There was
someone at his desk going through it.  "And you are?" he
demanded loudly, making them jump.  "Besides toast." 


"Um,
I'm...." 


Don hauled him up
and looked at him.  "Who are you?" he repeated more slowly,
clearly talking down to him.  "And what are you doing in my
shit?" 


"Captain
Hillborne sent me to talk to you about some irregularities we've noticed."



"Uh-huh. 
Talking to me doesn't include going through my desk.  We can do this in
front of the boss."  He turned him and gave him a shove. 
"In there."  The other guys stared at him. "I was havin' a
good day until this.  Xander makes really good omelettes."  He
opened the door and his boss hung up.  "This person claims to be IAB
and he was going through my desk.  He can ask his questions in front of
you." 


"Sure. 
Sit, Don."  Don sprawled. "How is Xander?" 


"He makes a
really good omelette.  He's learning how to cook very well." 


"Good." 
She smiled at him then at the Internal Affair's person.  "You wanted
what?" 


"Chief
Hillborne had a few reports about irregularities concerning Detective Flack's
finances." 


"This is
because I'm not paying rent?" 


"Partially
but you spend a lot more than you seem to have." 


"Okay, first,
do you know what a GHS member is?"  The guy sneered.  "Wipe
it, now," Don ordered coldly.  The sneer disappeared.  "I'm
protecting one.  I'm his bodyguard.  I live rent free at his place
and all that good stuff.  The only thing I pay for is my own car, my own
dry cleaning, and the occasional lunch since he spoils me rotten." 


"That
certainly explains that.  So, you're in a homosexual relationship with
him?" 


"No.  I'm
not.  I'm not fucking him.  The closest he comes is needing to cuddle
now and then.  Xander was tactilely deprived as a child.  He needs it
more now that he knows what it is.  He cuddles."  A picture was
put down on the desk.  "Again, that's cuddling.  He was having
nightmares about his most recent kidnaping.  By the way, that's invasion
of privacy and stalking.  I'll have the picture taker up on charges by
this afternoon."  He looked at his boss.  "You pet Xander
when he comes in." 


"I do. 
He's got very soft hair.  My husband likes it when he teases me too. 
It gets him jumped that night."  The IAB officer blinked at
that.  "He also spoils some of the CSI people.  I know he got
Taylor bubble bath and flowers one day."  The man went pale at
that.  "Any other questions you have?" 


"One. 
The purple SUV...." 


"Is
Xander's.  It's bulletproof.  It's what saved Bonasera's life when
someone tried her last time.  Anything else?  I've got shit I gotta
do, like sue the department for peeping in my windows."  The man
squeaked.  "Good, then scram."  He ran off, leaving the
picture there.  Don tucked it into his pocket.  "There's a
suggestion within the group that we move to where Xander will be safer and
Danny will be more supported in the lab," he said quietly.  "If so,
I'm going to Miami with them." 


"We'll miss
you.  Give me two weeks if you can."  Don nodded and got up,
heading out to rearrange his desk.  "Anything missing?" 


"Did I use
the rib gift card yesterday?"  A few of the detectives nodded.
"Thanks. Wasn't sure."  He looked at them.  "Who
called them about me living rent free?"  They all pointed at one of
the patrol officers who had a problem with Xander being gay. 
"Ah."  He smiled and his boss came out to stop him before they
could have a ...talk.  "Oh, come on." 


"No,
Flack.  Your computer's finally working.  Go print those reports off
for me before it quits again."  He nodded and went to do that for
her.  She glared at the officer. "My office."  He jumped
and gave her a cold look.  "Now, rookie."  He stomped that
way.  "Someone get the notice around that they're jealous," she
said sweetly, going in to flay that person until they cried. 


Don smirked. 
"I like it when she's in that mood."  He called Danny. 
"Watch out.  IAB has decided I'm bad for being his bodyguard. 
Asked me if we were having sex too.  Not you and I, stupid.  Pawing
through my desk.  Sure."  He hung up and got back to spell
checking and printing. That way they couldn't be lost again.  There were
going to be a few happy ADA's soon.  He got up to go monitor the printer,
stapling where necessary.  Thankfully it came out as it was supposed
to.  He found one report that wasn't his and stapled it anyway, putting it
aside.  The owner came over with a laugh.  "Hey, I had fifty
that needed printed.  What's one more," he said dryly.  When the
last one came out he counted then went back to print the two he had missed,
then had to go get more paper.  Once it was set, he got those two then he
went, tapped on his boss's door, and dropped them in front of it so she
wouldn't be disturbed.  Then he went back to his desk to do more work for
her. It was now a *fun* morning and someone was going to be the target of it
for many days to come.  The patrol officer opened the door and started to
stomp off but tripped over the stack of papers.  A few others had added
theirs.  "If you messed those up, you're cleaning them up and
collating.  We're busy," he added blandly.  The man got up and
finished huffing off.  "Boss, tell him if he destroyed any of
them." 


"I
will."  She came out to get the stack, looking at them.  "A
few shoe prints, nothing unusual.  Thank you, Flack." 


"Hey, since
it's working and all," he noted dryly.  She smirked and went to drop
it into her inbox so she could read, sign off, and send off.  Yeah, it was
gonna be a *fun* morning for a few people.   He was sure Danny had
clued Stella in already too. 


*** 


Danny strolled in
like he owned the place, smiling at Stella.  "So, which turd was
trying to go through Don's desk?" he asked Sheldon when he ran into
him.  Sheldon whimpered. "They're tryin' ta get him for helping
Xander," he said quietly. 


"No wonder
Mac's looking for you." 


"Ah. 
Well, let me put up my jacket first."  He headed for the locker room
then to Mac's office. "They're gonna try me too?" 


"Yes. 
What's going on?" 


"They had
questions about how Flack's not paying rent.  Asked him if he was sleeping
with Xander too." 


"Okay." 
He smirked at him.  "I've talked to Horatio." 


"Goodie. 
And?" 


"He said he
does have room for you," he said quietly.  "I told him you're a
good tech but we don't mesh personality wise all the time.  Sometimes you
need a leash."  Danny glared at him.  "Sometimes you
do." 


"Yeah, and
sometimes you need the broomstick shoved the other way, Mac.  It happens
to humans." 


"Point. 
Yes, Chief Hillborne is coming down personally to talk to you about your
involvement in Don's illegal activities." 


"Living rent
free and being spoiled is illegal now?  When did the uptight bastard Mayor
pass that?" 


"He's
trying."  He sat up and smirked at him.  "So, how is it
going?" 


"Good. I was
at home last night to pack some stuff to bring over.  Xander responds well
when I encourage him to do stuff.  I heard he was making Don breakfast. He
called to see if he could substitute shortening in the pan instead of oil for
the omelettes he was making." 


"Why would
someone call you for cooking advice?" Chief Hillborne asked from behind
him. 


"Because it's
Flack's protectee and I was helping him with a few cooking lessons this
weekend," he said dryly, turning to look at him.  "What? 
You thought he was gonna panic and sob?" 


"He is
gay." 


"That's a
dangerous stereotype," Mac warned him. "I will not have that in my
office."  The Chief backed off at that.  "Xander may be gay
and a bit flighty now and then, but that means he's happy." 


"And the fact
that your officer and Flack are both with him?  Plus I heard rumors you
were being courted as well as Burns?" Hillborne demanded. 


Danny laughed,
having to sit down he was laughing so hard.  "Oh, damn, you're stupid. 
If you had asked *anyone* around here, they would've told you Flack don't get
more than cuddles.  Xander's tactile starved.  His parents were worse
than you'll be as one if you ever breed.  He's a member of GHS, they need
that stuff." 


"Yes, I heard
about that and about how he affected a few Vice officers who you talked out of
busting him at a brothel." 


"The kid was
broadcasting his hormones so badly they got it from the halls.  Hell yes,
I took him to one to wear it out.  It helped!  That's the only thing
that solved it."  Hillborne gave him a disgusted look. 
"GHS members are like that.  They put out hormones and pheromones
that hit others very strongly.  That's why the kid needs someone like
Flack to protect him.  The only proven way of wearing out pheromones is
sex.  As for those officers that got hit, we told them how to bring it
back down and cure them.  We put them in touch with the national head of
the organization.  We're sorry as hell but he was bad enough off that he
nearly sent a whole coffee shop into an orgy just by sitting there." 


"I've heard
he's done it to a bar before when he was threatened," Mac offered quietly.



"That was to
protect himself.  It's instinctive.  Like a squid releasing
ink.  It blankets the area so you can't tell him from someone
else."  He looked at the IAB chief again.  "For the price
of protecting him, Flack gets free rent at his place, free utilities, and
spoiled rotten.  The same way Burns and I do now and then, and Stella does
and a few times Mac has or Sheldon has."  He shrugged. 
"GHS are all cuddly little concubines in the making, Hillborne. 
That's how they're built and hardwired." 


"So, how many
of you have him sexually?" 


"I certainly
don't," Mac said dryly.  "I'm still in mourning for my wife, as
everyone here knows.  I don't even date."  Danny nodded at that.
"Xander sent me things to relax because he thought I was too uptight
recently.  That was the flowers, dinner, massage oils, and healthy snacks
I got." 


"And bubble
bath," Danny said with a shit-eating grin. 


"That's still
in my bathroom.  I'm not really the bubble bath sort." 


"Pity, I can
see you sitting in one and reading a good book.  Might do you some good
too.  Make you quit growling so often at lab results."  Mac
growled at him, earning a smile.  "See?  That means you
definitely need ta relax."  He looked at Hillborne again, seeing the
disgust.  "What?  Everyone's got a side that needs relaxation
now and then.  Even the great Mac Taylor.  Probably even you. 
Any other questions you got, you ask Flack." 


"Oh, I will
be.  Are you having him?" 


"None of your
business where I stick my dick unless it's illegal." 


"He's
underaged." 


"He's
nineteen.  I doubt that."  A birth certificate was put
down.  Danny looked and shook his head.  "That's not
Xander.  He's not local."  The man looked stunned. 
"He's from Cali, near LA.  He's nineteen.  Nice try though, last
time I knew theirs were a different color."  The Chief's face turned
purple.  "Sorry, not that color either.  Anything else? I can
have Xander come in today if you wanted to make sure we're not forcing
ourselves onto him.  He'll bring us lunch and spoil us all again." 


"I'll get
you," he vowed. 


"Sure, right
after I sue you for harassment probably.  Anything else?  I'm a busy
guy.  I've got shit I gotta solve because unlike you I work *real*
cases."  The chief stomped out.  "That felt good," he
said happily, smirking at Mac.  "We are going." 


"When?" 


"Three
weeks." 


"That's fine,
Danny.  We'll miss you but it will probably be better for you down there." 
Danny nodded.  "Try to leave with a clear desk if you can." 


"I'll
try."  He headed out, going to do that. 


Mac called Xander
to warn him.  Just in case. 


*** 


Xander walked into
the building that housed IAB, giving the receptionist a smile.  "Hi,
I'd like to talk to the asshole sucking, puss drinking mother-fucker who
accused me of being a prostitute to two officers if I may?" 


"Which one
would that be, sir?  That description could be a lot of them." 


He gave her a
gentle smile. "I believe they said it was Hillborne, Hill something or
other." He flicked a hand.  "Please.  I promise not to get
violent." 


"I'll see if
he's in."  She called up there.  "Sir, there's someone here
who wants to talk to you about an open case?"  She smiled. 
"Right away, sir."  She hung up.  "Last office in the
second hallway, sir." 


"Xander,
please," he said with a genuine smile and headed that way.  He found
the nameplate and tapped then walked in and slammed the door.  "How
dare you, you puss drinking mother-fucker!  I am not some fucking
prostitute!  Nor am I a whore for Flack and Messer!  And by the way,
nor am I underaged!"  He slapped his driver's license down. 
"Do you see the birthday on it?  That means I'm more than legal to
take up with whoever I fucking well please and if you don't like it, you
homophobic bastard, then you can fucking well bend over and take it too since I
know *damn* you asked one of the guys there how much I charged the last time
you saw me at the station while I was bringing my *protector* lunch." 
The man looked horrified.  "Now then, you have any accusations about
what perks I give Don for protecting me, you fucking well ask *me*, asshole
licker.  You don't go and accuse damn good cops of doing shit just because
it's the only way you can get off." 


"How dare you
come in here...." 


Xander let his
hormones spike, watching him sweat, his tirade dry up, and him fall back into
his chair.  "I said shut up."  He leaned forward, bracing
on the desk. "Don is my *protector*.  The same as another officer
guards me on Don's day off.  I pay them both for it.  The other one
gets a grand an afternoon to take me shopping and watch my back, or to the
movies or the park," he said coldly.  "Don gets free rent and
all that stuff because he keeps me safe most of the time at home.  Half of
the people like me live in a fucking fortress away from people so we don't get
taken the next time.  I don't, yet.  But people like you are going to
drive me there.   Now, if you have a *real* question about *my*
relationships with Messer, Flack, Burns, or any CSI or officer, you come to
*me*.  I'm more than open to intelligent questions when necessary. 
If not, butt the hell out.  It's not illegal to moonlight as a
bodyguard.  It's even on your approved list."  He stood up and
sneered at him.  "Men like you are the reason why I don't date. 
I keep running into the self-important little mantwats who think they can top
me."  Hillborne lunged and Xander slammed him into his door. 
"Do not touch me.   I didn't give you permission to touch me." 
He moved him and walked out.  "Do not do it again, Hillborne.  I
don't put up with shit like that going on around me without acting." 
He smiled at the officers staring out, looking at one.  "You." 
He swallowed.  "If you had an officer being a bodyguard after hours,
is that illegal?" 


"No,
sir." 


"Even if he's
getting free room and board, plus perks like lunches now and then?" 


"No,
sir.  Unless the person is doing something illegal it's no business of
ours, even if the person is very gay." 


Xander smirked.
"Thank you, I knew I am but I'm bi."  That got a smirk
back.  "So, Flack protecting me from the people who want to kidnap me
isn't a bad thing, right?" 


"No,
sir.  From what we've heard around, it's exceptionally good for the both
of you.  Did you really give Taylor bubble bath?" 


"I did. 
He needed to relax and that's a great way," he said happily. 
Hillborne rushed him so he tripped him.  "You did see that,
correct?" 


"I did,
sir.  We'll get him calmed back down and I'll take over the investigation
into Flack and Messer." 


"Thank
you." 


"Which one is
your keeper?  Since it's fairly obvious what you did to him." 


"Messer."



"Interesting. 
Not that I care but it'll be noted so they can call him or Flack if there's a
problem."  Xander smiled at that.  "Go away, sir. 
Please."  Xander nodded and walked off.  He got up and walked
Hillborne back to his office, opening all the windows to get him some fresh
air.  "You don't screw with people like that, boss," he said
quietly. "He's like Regina was a few years back.  He *needs* Flack
and Messer to protect him.  He's been kidnaped at least four times since
he got Flack.  Who knows how many times Flack's saved him.  Flack
deserves free room and board for it." 


"Whatever."



"I'll take it
over for you, boss.  I'm a bit more immune than you."  He took
the file and walked off, going to look for something illegal.  Because
keeping that boy under control was a public service as far as he was
concerned.  Especially since he had accidentally affected a few officers
while out to wear those urges out.  "Crap, he's twice as bad as
Regina used to be."  He looked at her picture.  He had kept and
protected her until someone had stolen her from him four years ago.  She
had only been a level three.  He typed into the network to find out
information on Xander, finding the dreaded level ten rating.  "Oh,
hell."  He shrugged and made note of it in the file.  No one was
going to do anything to them if they escorted the boy to a whorehouse. 
He'd probably wear out the house and his keeper. 


*** 


Xander strolled in
with lunch, nodding politely at some of the guys. "Hi.  Are they
in?" 


"Flack's at
his desk.  Messer's at his," the desk sergeant said, glaring at
him.  "Why are you here?" 


"Luch. 
It's an important meal of the day and both of them miss it now and then. 
I'm preventing that."  He walked up the stairs and dropped a basket
on Don's desk, making him smile.  "I wrote a letter through them to
the one guy," he said quietly.  "I got back an email saying he
was willing to meet me neutrally and talk about training." 


"Good. 
When?" 


"Three
days.  I'll go down for an overnight and look at places too." 
Don nodded.  "Plus that spa.  I'm having odd feelings about
it." 


"I know,
it'll be okay."  He patted him on the back.  "Danny's at
his desk.  Know where that is?" 


"Yup. 
Oh, and I had a talk with Hillborne.  The case got handed over and I don't
think there's going to be a further problem.  I made myself very clear
that I'm not underaged, I can do whatever I want as long as it's legal, and if
he didn't like you being my bodyguard he could lick more assholes and suck more
puss."  He walked off whistling happily and went that way, signing in
with their receptionist and nodding.  He got a nod and headed that way,
pausing to hand Stella a sandwich and Sheldon one, then Lindsey a small bowl of
really hot soup.  Then he found Danny muttering at a file at his
desk.  He put the bag down beside him and got to work on his
shoulders.  "It's all right." 


"No it's
not.  You did what to Hillborne?" 


"Um...."



"Should I
consider spanking?" 


"Only if you
want both arms broken and then to be tied down." 


"Okay,"
Danny said, stopping the hands working on his neck and pulling him around to
look at him.  "Still not cool to go face him down." 


"He was
saying shit about me, it's my right to face him down, Danny.  He decided I
was a whore.  Don told me he was spreading it around and the first time he
saw me he asked one of the guys how much I charged.  So yes, I went off on
him and I proved my points, including the one that he should be sucking puss
because he's not a real or a good cop.  He can leave real and good cops
alone and me too.  It doesn't matter who I'm sleeping with.  It's not
like it affects your work." 


"Point,"
he said, smiling slightly.  "Still, you spiked on him on
purpose." 


"Yeah, and he
tried to attack me twice.  That means he's in denial." 


"True. 
I did get a very nice FYI call saying that someone else had taken over this
complaint and they had been a keeper before," he said calmly. 
"He said you were doing what was natural but to make sure you had calmed
down."  Xander nodded. "You sure?" 


"Do you see
anyone on their knees and crawling after me?"  They looked but
Lindsey was under her desk looking for something, not crawling after him. 
"Oh, I'm going to Miami to meet with him, look over the real estate, and
that spa." 


"That's
fine.  When?" 


"Three
days.  I'll be gone overnight.  They already know I'll be in town in
case anything happens." 


"Good. 
I like that."  He smiled.  "Did you get Stella something? 
She's grumpy." 


"I got her
and Sheldon sandwiches and I got Monroe some Turkish soup like you
like."  Danny smirked at that because that meant it was next to fire
for heat and spices.  "So I'm being a good boy for the rest of the
day and going to the spa.  Are you coming over for dinner
tonight?"  Danny nodded.  "Should we find you a place down
there?" 


"Find me a
room," he admitted.  Xander beamed.  "Good boy." 
Xander bounced some.  "Go play then go to the spa.  Behave for
them."  Xander nodded and bounced out, heading to his range
rover.   He opened the bag and smiled, pulling out his lunch. 
And the two worms.  He laughed and tossed them toward one of the plants,
and one landed in Monroe's hair.  "Sorry, aiming for Stella's
plant.  She told him she needed a worm to help with it." 


She plucked it out
then carefully dropped it into the plant, putting the other one in there
too.  "That works better with a slingshot."  She found her
earring backing and stood up, going to clean it off before putting it back
in.  She ran into Stella.  "Danny put the two worms in the bag
into your plant." 


"That's
fine.  I found another one too."  She held it up. 
"It's a nice worm and my plant could use them."  She went to put
that one in there too.  "Worms?" she mouthed.  Danny
shrugged.  "Xander still here?" 


"Nope, left
to play."  He called Don.  "Did yours have
worms?"  He listened, then laughed.  "Ah!  No
wonder!"  He hung up.  "He got Don some tequilla kits so he
could bottle for presents.  It came from in there." 


Stella
shuddered.  "Nastiness."  She walked off going to shake her
head in peace.  That was just gross. She'd have to remind Don she didn't
do tequila. 


Danny grinned and
back to his lunch.  Don had said he only had three kits so there shouldn't
be any more worms anywhere.  Hopefully.
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Xander smiled,
feeling the quickening buzz somewhere in the restaurant.  "I'm here
to meet Mr. Delko," he said quietly.  "I'm Mr. Harris." 


"Of course,
sir.  This way."  He followed her, smiling at the man in the
quiet corner booth.  She handed him a menu.  "There you go, the
waiter will be right here for drink orders."  He nodded and she
walked off. 


"Hi." 


"Hi. 
Eric." 


"Xander." 
He shook his hand.  Eric smirked at that.  "Which one told you
about me?" 


"Speed. 
How did he find out about you?" 


"They got up
there just after I came back from being kidnaped.  Speed noticed the
little sparks," he said quietly.  "They were helping unwrap a
sari the last guy put me in."  Eric chuckled at that.  "He
thought I was a girl.  He said he knew someone else who had those and then
they helped un-jewelry me.  Some of it was welded on." 


"That's about
what I'd expect.  So, why did you want to meet?" 


"Well...." 
The waiter showed up.  "Can I have a glass of ice water
please?"  That got a nod.  "We'll order in a bit." 


"And for you,
sir?" 


"The same's
fine.  Twist of lemon please."  That got a nod and he walked
off.  "Don't drink?" 


"Shitbag
parents," he said blandly. 


"I've seen
some of those." 


"Hmm. 
You probably have seen worse than mine really."  He leaned on the
table once their waters came and the waiter had disappeared. 
"There's a few things you should know.  I'm not coming down
alone.  There's three of us in the family." 


"Okay. 
You and who?" 


"Flack and
Danny." 


"Messer?" 
Xander nodded.  "From New York's lab?"  Xander nodded
again.  "He's coming down to work, isn't he?" he asked with a
slight grin.  Xander beamed and nodded.  "Okay, I can handle
that.  I've worked with others before and I've met Danny twice. He seemed like
a nice guy.  Flack's a what?" 


"Homicide
right now." 


"That's
fine.  What about you.  You said you needed a favor?" 


"I'm a GHS
member and I've had some hunting experience but Danny's my keeper and he can't
train me." 


"Oh.  
Huh?"  Xander handed over the letter Danny had written, letting him
read it.  The waiter came back.  "Fruit salad.  For both of
us."  The waiter nodded and left, coming back with some off the
buffet.  "Thank you."  He disappeared.  He looked at
Xander.  "That's certainly a problem."  He folded it
up.  "What sort of experience do you have?" 


"I'm from
Sunnydale." 


"So you know
Oz?" 


"Yeah, he
dated my former best friend.  I had no idea about him or Giles." 


"Former best
friend?" 


"She and my
other one outright ordered me never to come home because I was worthless and
they were tired of putting up with me," he said quietly.  Eric moaned
at that, shaking his head and digging in.  Xander picked at
something.  "You should know that Sunnydale sort of things happen to
me."  Eric looked at him.  "The demonic love me," he
said quietly.  "They're the ones who usually try to take me. 
Being GHS....  I can't talk about that here," he admitted. 


"I've met a
few," Eric admitted. "How many of us are in there?" 


"Four or five
from what I was told."  He shrugged and dug in.  "The
problem we had in New York was that Connor was only trying to get me to back
into the hunting space I go into.  I had it back in Sunnydale and it
helped me then.  Now, due to one of the other kidnapings, I can go further
down.  All the way to 'I don't know anyone' and Connor kept trying to get
me there.  So I quit going to him.  It scares me. I don't mind the
hunting step but not that far." 


"That should
scare you," Eric agreed, eating another bite.  "Eat." 
Xander dug back in, eating quickly.  "Most GHS I know take their
time." 


"I've got an
appointment in two hours to look over a place I'm thinking about investing
in," he admitted quietly. "That way I quit spending all my kidnaping
reparation."  He sipped his water.  "I need a new
teacher.  I can't go to Danny for it, not with what we are to each
other." 


"Your keeper
can't teach you, it's a conflict of interest," he agreed. 


"That and I'd
be able to pout him out of practices and things."  He shrugged.
"I'll be honest. I'm semi-skilled.  I was taking martial arts lessons
up there but then the instructor got busted for assault when his girlfriend
claimed he hurt her trying to save her from someone.  I can't go back to
Connor.  Danny can't and Flack's about as old as I am," he said
quietly.  "That way." 


"I understand
and it's always better to learn from more than one person. It gives you a
better chance at survival." 


"True,"
Xander agreed.  "Plus you're probably more immune to my pouting and
things when I get fussy and my GHS side is at the front or I can't back it
down." 


"I've seen
that happen," he offered with a small grin.  "Did you read
Danny's letter?" 


"The first
few paragraphs over his shoulder. Did he put Buffy in there?" 


"He
did.  You okay with that?" 


"Nope. Her
mother was like an extra one to me."  He looked at him. 
"That's a soul-deep pain but she and Willow pretty well ruined me for any
future girlfriends with my exes' help."  That got a nod and a knowing
grin.  "I dated a temporarily human vengeance demon, Eric.  I
took her to the prom.  She was probably the nicer one." 


Eric
shuddered.  "Okay.  Well, it's a good idea and I'm not against
it. I'm not a great fighter but I can definitely teach you something and help
Danny teach you."  Xander smiled at that.  "But I won't let
you slack." 


"Which you
shouldn't." 


"Good. 
Then as long as we agree."  They both looked toward the doorway when
they felt a buzz.  "Crap.  I've been avoiding him for months
now.  He's a hunter." 


Xander looked him
over.  "He's also limping.  Pre-existing injury?" 


"Yup, but
he's a damn good fighter.  He's as close to a berserker as you'll find
outside of yourself and Oz." 


"And one guy
named Rahjid I'm told." 


"I thought he
died." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Connor mentioned him." 


"How is
he?" 


"Training
Giles for Oz.  The other reason I can't go near him." 


"Understandable. 
Danny's letter said you were going to have problems with him from where he
didn't believe in you in high school."  Xander snorted. 
"Worse?" 


"Told me I
was too human to help a few times.  Told me off a number of times for
doing her job for her." 


"Pity but
even we have blinders sometimes.  I've gotta ask, what's with the
hair?" 


"One of my
kidnapers made me grow it.  He had me for about three months.  One of
my former acquaintances started the growth off, then it didn't get cut during
that internment or during the time I was fighting."  Eric gave him a
horrified look.  "I beat too many of the ones who wanted to master me
to prove themselves in charge.  So they put me in a ring," he said
quietly.  "My thing seems to be survival at all costs." 


"Good. 
I'm liking you more and more."  Xander gave him a goofy grin at
that.  "Here he comes.  Behave." 


"I try now
and then."  He gave the man coming over a look over his shoulder,
making him lick his lips.  Then he touched Eric's hand.  "I
leave tomorrow at noon but I've got a beautiful motel room if you wanted to
test me." 


"I probably
should.  Make sure you're not already out of my range." 


"That's
because you're weak," the other immortal noted.  He looked at
Xander.  "Boy." 


Xander said
something to one of the waiters in a demonic tongue then looked at him
again.  "I believe your table is waiting."  He raised an
eyebrow at the laugh.  "Do you know who I am?" 


"Fairly
young." 


"Harris. 
Out of Sunnydale."  The man quit laughing.  "I see you've
heard.  I'm moving down here," he said with a sweet smile. 
"My poor GHS'ness might not like snow."  The man shuddered and
walked off.  "Good."  He looked at Eric again. 
"Sorry," he said at the amused look. 


"I'm
practical.  It worked," he agreed quietly.  "Let's
go."  Xander finished up and his water and they left to walk around
and talk.  He pointed at someone up the street that they could barely
feel.  "That's Richard, he's a nice guy." 


"Cool." 
Xander waved and smiled.  The man's eyes went wide so he shrugged and
looked at Eric.  "I'd rather announce than have to bump into him and
take a pointless challenge." 


"Me
too.  It works for me.  Richard, this is Xander Harris." 


"Oh,
my.  Her helper?"  Xander nodded.  "Ah."  He
patted him on the cheek.  "A very strong GHS as well." 


"Level
ten."  Eric gave him a horrified look.  "Flack's my
protector.  Danny just started as my keeper." 


"No wonder
you need help and Speed saw you.  Which one of them is the GHS?" 


"You'd have
to ask them," he said quietly.  "For us it's a matter of
security so we don't nark on the other members." 


"That's fine,
I like that attitude.  But one is?"  Xander gave him a look and
he laughed.  "Fine.  I'll go badger Speed at work later." 
He smiled at Richard.  "He just made Jenkins huff off too." 


"Interesting. 
Young man, are you training?" 


"Yup, and
Danny wanted Eric to see if he could train me since he's my temporary
keeper." 


"If you
cannot, Eric, send him to me."  Eric nodded. "Any word on what's
going on out there?" 


"Nope, but
you might ask Connor since he's training Rupert Giles now for Oz." 


"Oh,
damn."  He sighed.  "I shall, young Xander.  Thank
you.  When are you moving?" 


"A few weeks.
I spent the morning looking at houses and this afternoon I'm looking at a spa
I'm thinking about investing in.  That way I get cheaper spa
treatments."  Eric and Richard both giggled at that.  "I'm
trying so hard to be good." 


"Try
harder," Eric teased, making Xander give him a naughty grin.  "We
should let you go, Richard.  Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  He's a very strong young man.  He'll be fine." 
Eric nodded and walked them off.  He looked up and sent a silent prayer to
his Old Gods.  The boy was clearly some of theirs. 


*** 


Xander looked
around the house his agent suggested, then at her.  He shook his
head.  "Even if you cleaned it up we couldn't move in within a few
days." 


"I
know.  Sorry.  I'm trying." 


"I
know."  He huffed and considered it.  "Okay.  I'm not
going to be too picky.  A pool would be great but I can discount
that.  It's a nice luxury." 


"That would
lower the price range but what you want in size is what's going to keep it up
there."  She walked him back to the car.  "You don't like a
particular style?" 


"I could even
go for a smaller house but a bit of roaming room is good for me and my
bodyguards.  Plus my keeper."  She looked horrified. 
"I'm a GHS member," he said quietly.  "I'm the new level
ten they found.  I need *security* first and foremost." 


"I've... only
heard rumors of people like you." 


"It's not a
roving orgy or anything," he defended.  "It's just that I need
my protection and I need some privacy away from my boyfriend and the guy who
protects me." 


"I can
understand that, Mr. Harris.  What was your price range again?" 


"Hopefully
under two million." 


"Then I do
know somewhere."  She walked him back to her car and drove him up to
a nice quiet neighborhood.  "This is one of the more tolerant
sections of the town. It's got quite a lot of room and if you get pets, no one
will care around here as long as you scoop up after them."  She let
him in once she had punched in the code, letting him walk around the small
condo. 


He considered
it.  "It's still really small." 


"For two
million, you're not going to get a huge estate." 


"Right now
I've got a three story house with a pool on the first story," he told her,
showing her pictures. "I'd like something at least this big." 


"If you could
go up to five maybe." 


He looked at her.
"I'd rather not."  She squeaked and he felt the tap to his arm,
turning to find a messenger demon there.  "What?" he
complained.  It handed over a note and he read it then snorted. "I
don't know these people, honey, and I don't want to be indebted to someone I
don't know."  The mark on his arm was pointed to. 
"So?  As far as I know that's a birthmark."  That got a
look from the agent.  "It is."  He looked at the demon
again.  "Tell them thanks but no thanks.  I'm not going to be
indebted to people I don't know."  It nodded and disappeared. 
"Both my keeper and my protector are cops. One's a CSI, the other's
homicide." 


"How are
they...." 


"I'm
affording it.  I've got some money. I don't want to spend it all on this
however." 


"I
understand."  She got into her palm pilot on her phone and typed the
amount and 'at least three bedrooms' then hit send to search the city's
listings.  "If you'd take a farm out in the everglades it might
help." 


"It's too far
for them to commute.  They're both born and bred New York City
boys."  She nodded, going down through her list.  She finally
looked at him.  "Nothing?" 


"Not
really."  She up the amount by a half-million and tried it again,
only getting a few new ones.  "Those aren't very promising
either." 


"What about
something untraditional? I can live in the center of the city. I don't need to
be right next to the beach.  I worked construction for a few months before
I went to New York." 


She sighed and
widened the search area.  "There is something....  It's down by
the clubs so it'll be loud." 


"We can
always soundproof." 


  "Then
let's go look that way."  She took him down there, going to find him
*something* since he wasn't that picky.  She pulled up in front of a
building and he pointed. "What?" 


"I like the
looks of that on the outside." 


She looked, it did
have a for sale sign.  She called the number on it.  "Hi, this
is Desmera with Mayflower.  I'm sitting in front of a house on
Nature...."  She smiled.  "That sounds like it.  Yes,
there.  My client just pointed at it and said he wanted that one. 
How much is it going for and can he arrange a tour today?"  She
smiled at him and nodded.  "Excellent.  That is well within his
price range.  If I can ask why....  Oh."  She looked at
him. "It had a bit of water damage from a few storms." 


"Define a
little bit." 


"We'll see
when we tour." 


He nodded.
"Okay."  They parked and waited for the other realtor.  He
smiled and shook his hand when he finally showed up.  "Hi, Xander
Harris." 


"Thomas
Kincaid.  She did tell you I said it had some storm damage?" 


"Yup, but I
was wondering how much 'some' was." 


"Depends on
the room."  He walked him up to the front door and undid it, letting
him inside.  "It is definitely going to need a bit of work but the
price is very reasonable for this section of Miami."  Xander gave him
a look.  "It could be worse." 


"I worked
construction."  He looked at his real estate agent.  "Okay,
I want this sort of property and the shielding of the trees if possible. 
I want this size of house, the size is good.  All one floor or not I don't
care." 


"Have you
taken him to the Barber house?  That's Tudor, but it's nice. It's got a
small lawn." 


"He's only
wanting up to two million." 


"They just
reduced it to two and a quarter." 


"Guys, my
first condo in Lower Manhattan was only one and a half.  I need good security
first and foremost." 


"He's been
taken a few times." 


"Maybe next
to a police station?" 


"Only if it's
the one where CSI and homicide work," Xander shot back.  "My
protector's one and the boyfriend's the other." 


"Oh." 
He considered it.  "For two, sir?" 


Xander rolled his
eyes.  "I know this city isn't that expensive.  I mean
seriously, I live in Greenwich right now."  They gaped at that.
"I know I got my last one for a steal but it's only worth two and it's in
prime development country right now."  He looked at them. 
"Please, let's be reasonable?" 


She sighed and
nodded.  "You can get a condo for that much but most houses are going
to go for more, sir." 


Xander called
Aiden as he walked off.  "Find me something?" he begged. 
"Please?"  He smiled.  "Where is that?"  He
nodded, taking her pen to write down the address, getting a shocked look. 
"How much?"   He smiled.  "Well within it. 
How do the pictures look?  Perfect. Thank you, Aiden.  Love you, be
home tomorrow."  He hung up and looked at her. "There, let's
look there." 


"All
right."  She looked it up in the wider database.  "It's not
listed as ours." 


Thomas looked up
the address.  "Remax." 


Xander
shrugged.  "So?" 


They both nodded
and he left while she took him off to show him that one.  He walked in and
it felt nice.  He looked around all the rooms.  There was a
lanai.  There was a huge bathroom meant for him.  There was some lawn
and a hedge to separate them from the neighbor.  "Is this in a
tolerant part o the city?" 


"Fairly
so.  The city's mostly tolerant. This might be too far out for a commute
though.  It'd take nearly a half-hour to get to the station they'd both be
working at." 


"What would
be closer?"  She typed in the address, then clicked on' more like
me', coming up with a few.  "I've got one very near to that
station," she admitted.  "It's on two acres.  It's a
smaller house, quiet.  You could have a pool put in. It's reasonable but
it's not in that great of a neighborhood because the station is so close to
it."  She drove him that way and he smiled as they pulled through the
gate.  "It is electronic.  You'll have a camera setup from the
house somewhere."  She rode him in and watched him walk around. 
This was a nice house, especially at this price. 


"How
much?" he asked finally from the sliding doors off the master bedroom. 


"One-point-seven." 
Xander smiled and relaxed, nodding. "It's in move-in condition
really." 


"How are the
land taxes?" 


"Not too
terrible. Utilities may get you now and then for electric use."  He
looked at her.  "It's all electric.  Since it's a house you'll
have to pay water and trash as well."  He nodded. "I didn't know
what sort of setup you had at home." 


"Automatic
payments."  She smiled at that.  "Okay, I like this. 
This is wonderful."  He looked at the room around him. 
"The only thing I'd do is paint.  Because this cream is very
boring." 


"You can do
that when you move in." 


"True, I
can."  He called Don. "I found it," he told his
voicemail.  Then he called Danny, leaving the same message on his. 
He sighed.  "Hard at work."  He looked at her. "Let's
sign paperwork and talk to my bank."  She nodded, taking him back to
her office to do that. 


*** 


Don glanced at his
phone but there wasn't anything he could do about it right now.  Stella
had been hurt.  They had to work with her to help her.  Danny was
frantic at the moment but they would be okay.  He pulled into the hospital
parking lot and went to find her, flashing his badge whenever someone tried to
stop him.  He finally made it to her room and the nurse refused him
access.  "I'm the detective over her case and she's a friend." 


"I realize
that but it's going to be a few minutes.  Lounge against the other wall,
detective, and don't stare."  She went back inside and shut the
curtains in front of the door. 


Don did as
ordered, it was the best he could do right this moment.  But soon it would
be better.  He knew it would be. 


*** 


Xander came off
the plane to see Danny waiting on him.  "Hi," he offered with a
smile. Danny didn't smile back.  "What happened to who?  It's
not Aiden, right?" 


"Stella and
her ex had it out.  He tried ta hurt her, she shot him," he said
quietly. "She's over." 


"That's
fine.  More than fine."  Danny did relax at that. 
"I'm not going to be mean to her! I like Stella!  It's the other one
I don't like." 


"Yeah, I
noticed the worms." 


"Oops." 
He grabbed his bag.  "Anyway, I found it.  It needs painted but
I got it."  Danny smiled at that.  "She can even come down
with us until she's ready to come back to work." 


"That'd be
fine.  Did you talk to Eric?"  Xander handed over the letter for
him.  He read it and laughed.  "He said you're one hellish
little demon.  You met Richard?" 


"Yup. 
He seemed kinda nice." 


"He is, but
no one knows anything about him."  He led him out to the car. 
"Don's babying her." 


"That's
fine.  Do I need to wade in too?" 


"Nah, we're
good without your special touches.  He's gone, it's handled, she's in the
clear."  Xander nodded, smiling a bit at that.  "Did you do
anything else?" 


"Eric tested
me and said I was odd.  He thinks I need to start at the beginning again
and work my way up.  He did say he could do that." 


"Good. 
That'll help you and I'll do the same to Don so we'll keep you two
together."  He stroked over his back.  "What's this place
like?" 


"Ten minutes
to the station with no traffic other than the people to the station.  Two
acres of grass. Hedges around the house.  It's got a porch most of the way
around it.  You can just barely see the water.  The neighbor has the
access down to it but they weren't home so I couldn't ask about traipsing down
their stairs."  He slid into the car.  "The master bathroom
was *huge* and the bedroom was nice sized with good closets, plural. 
There's three other bedrooms.  I figured Don would like the bigger
one.  It's nearly as big and has its own bathroom as well.  The other
two share one and if you wanted to you could hog one of those.  Ummmm...
the kitchen was about the same as our first one so not too tiny or
inefficient.  No pool unfortunately.  Living room and dining room
were connected, just a bend in the room to separate them out. It needs painted
because it's all cream and pale blue with some light wood trim." 
Danny smiled at that.  "There's a study or a maid's room in the back
off the kitchen.  I figured the study should go out there.  That way
it's a bit separate.  All electric." 


"Wonderful." 
He patted him on the back.  "Did you bring pictures?" 


"Their
interactive tour's homepage." 


"Even
better."  He drove them back to the house, letting Xander head inside
and pounce Stella for a hug.  "Aww." 


"Xander,"
she complained, moving him.  "Don't cling." 


"I should
because you need a hug." 


Don grinned. 
"See, told ya he'd hug you first."  Xander pounced him, bringing
him to the floor.  "Easy!" 


"You'll have
a just-smaller-than-mine bedroom suite."  Don grinned at that.
"With your own bathroom so you can quit complaining about my hair in the
drain."  Danny chuckled at that.  Don woke him up with one of
those rants this morning.  "We do need to paint. It's all cream with
pale blue and light wood trim." 


"We'll get
down there the day before the furniture could and do that then," he
promised, tickling him to make him get off.  Xander shrieked and wiggled,
making him hard.  "Ooh, Danny, feels like someone needs you." 


"Probably." 
He pulled Xander off and handed Don the letter, then took his boy off to have
some fun with him. 


"I think it's
cute Xander lets you join in," Stella teased. 


He smirked. 
"Not like he didn't offer me more." 


"Don, Danny's
taunting me," he called.  "Make him quit!" 


"Danny,
teasing him makes him more hyper," he called.  Xander yelped and then
laughed happily.  "Good, thank you. Didn't wanna have to be the
relief pitcher this time."  He looked at Stella again. 
"You could come down with us for the first few days." 


"I've got to
get back to work sometime." 


"You're on
injury leave, Stella.  Not for the next few weeks you don't." 


"I do
so." 


"You
don't."  He kissed her on the nose.   "You really
don't." 


"You're sweet
but Mac would storm Miami if you guys packed me with Xander's bed." 


"You could
ride it all the way down there," he offered with a grin.  "It's
very comfy." 


"I'm sure it
is.  He would still make Horatio's life a living hell until you gave me
back."  He shrugged. "I know you had to try, Don." 
She stroked his cheek.  "When I retire I'll come down and you three
young studs can pamper me in my old age.  Okay?"  He nodded,
kissing her on the forehead.  "Thanks.  Now go play." 


"I am
playing.  Not like I play like that with Xander." 


"Someone's got
to arrange the movers," she said wisely.  "Plus utilities."



"See, that's
a keeper's job," he said wisely.  She snorted.  "I'll help
of course." 


"You'd
better.  Getting his bed down there is not going to be easy." 


"That's why
they've got big strong guys.  Because we agreed, we're not hefting his bed
without some."  She laughed at that.  "Seriously. 
Even down there."  He stroked over her hair.  "We'll all
miss you." 


"I know you
will and you'll see me at least once a year when I come down to bug you guys to
death and go lay on the beach."  He grinned at that.  "That
way I can hear about all the Xander naughtiness and not have to worry while
it's happening." 


"Good
point."  He heard a thump and then a yell.  "We all
good?" he called. 


"Stupid
monsoon demon came back," Danny called.  He came down the stairs and
dropped a big box in front of them.  "It's a present to win him
back.  Xander said to send it back unopened but I figured someone would
want to know."  He went back upstairs.  He could hear Xander ranting
at a messenger demon.  "It's downstairs," he told it.  It
nodded and left.  That package went back and another one came with the
same demon.  "No, he's taken," he said dryly.  "Not
gonna happen." 


"Tell him if
he tries again I'm going to remove all my bodily orifices by magic so he can't
do anything to me.  Dying that way is preferable to slavery for me,"
Xander said firmly.  It nodded and left the package there.  "I
don't want that!"  It disappeared. 


"I hear
that's a really nasty way to die," Danny said dryly. 


"Yay. 
Better than being castrated at least once a day."  Danny shuddered at
that thought.  "Yeah, that's what he was going to do. I doubt I'm
going there ever again.  Especially since he wanted to make me dress like
a girl."  He disappeared and glared at the demon facing him, grabbing
the nearest one's sword to go after him this time.  The demon howled and
ran.  "Get back here! I said no!  I meant no!  I am not
going to be your concubine!  Ever!  You dressed me like a girl and
you had me castrated!"  He took a swing, getting part of his wind
tail.  "Come on, play fair, let me kill you!" he screamed,
lunging again.  He disappeared, landing back in his room and Danny had to
pin him down before he hurt him too.  He panted, slowly calming
down.  "Sorry," he said finally, sounding more calm. 
"I think he got the point." 


"I'd hope
so.  Did you kill him?" 


"He's made of
wind.  It'd be really hard," he said bitterly. The messenger demon
showed up again and bowed, handing him a letter.  Xander growled.  It
backed up but still held out the letter.  He snatched it and read it, then
snorted and put the sword back onto the tray with it.  "Give that to
my half brother or whatever he is.  He can go talk to the unreasonable
one."  It nodded and disappeared again.  Xander went limp and
looked at Danny.  "Can you please fuck my brains out again?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, smiling at him.  "Always happy ta help."  He
kissed him, ignoring the messenger when it came back with another box.  He
finally had to look at him since he was waiting.  "He's not going
back there." 


A male coughed
from the doorway.  "He sends that in apology, Keeper of my
brother."  Danny glared back at him.  "He had no idea
Xander was so insistent on not making a good match for our family." 
Xander glared at him.  "You are family." 


"Not one I've
ever heard of.  No one ever told me and with what I am, I'm an
orphan."  He put his head back down.  "Danny, brains, out
of my head?" 


"Sure." 
He went back to kissing him, then looked back. "He don't need it or a
family that'd give him away to the highest bidder.  You can tell whoever I
said that." 


"Oh, I
shall."  He smirked.  "The box is still his as an
apology.  Come," he ordered and the messenger left with him. 


Danny kicked the
box and it hissed. "Hey, Don, I think he got given a snake as an
apology." 


"If it is,
it's one big snake," Xander said, watching the box rock.  He
concentrated and a messenger came back.  "Take this back to the last
owner and tell him I do not accept his apology since he sent me something that
would kill my keeper.  If he tries it again, I will find out how to take
him out of the line of succession in his family and hierarchy."  It
nodded and took the box with him.  Don leaned on the doorframe. 
"Sorry.  It was probably a really big snake.  The whole box was
moving." 


A new one appeared
by itself and Don came in to glance inside.  "It's not deadly. 
It's pretty by not deadly."  He opened it slowly, carefully away from
it in case it exploded or something.  Nothing happened so he looked. 
It flashed but nothing seemed too different.  Except that his sight was
now sprinkled with little lights.  He looked in the box and it was
empty.  Instead it was all over Xander, a mountain of cloth and stones and
silver.  He groaned and came over to uncover them, finding Danny and
Xander kissing again.  "Does nothing stop him?" 


"It kept him
from screaming."  He got up to look at everything once it was on
something other than him and Xander. "It's pretty." 


"I'm pretty
enough without pretty things to enhance me," he said firmly. "I don't
need that sort of apology." 


"Just accept
it so the messengers don't get worn out," Stella said from the
doorway.  "Is that platinum or silver?"  Xander looked and
shrugged.  She came in to look, ignoring the naked body on the bed and the
semi-naked one next to it.  "That is silver," she said
finally.  "Very high quality silver.  It's pretty." 


"Take
it," Xander offered.  "Not like I want it.  Split it with
Aiden."  She smiled and kissed him gently then took everything down
to the living room to look through.  "Don, take the other saris from
the shelf in the closet and hand those to her too, plus the box under the
bed?"  He nodded, getting the box and the pile of fabric so she could
have it.  He stretched up and grabbed Danny's cock to tease. 
"You can have something if you want." 


Danny grinned and
kissed him.  "Let me go see then I'll be right back to make you
brainless."  Xander smiled and nodded, letting him go so he could
grab his robe and go look.  He had seen a really nice heavy chain that he
liked. He found Aiden over and snatched that one with a grin from her
hand.  "Sorry, he said I could have a prezzie too.  Plus
Don," he said at Don's pout. 


Don grinned. 
"Thank him for me. I like the guy's taste in women's jewelry." 
Both women nodded and divided that section up between them.  They handed
Don a few things, making him smile.  "Cheap Christmas presents for Ma
and Pop," he said happily, putting them in his room. 


*** 


Across town, the
brother popped in on Giles.  "You never said he had a harem," he
said grimly.  "My father is most pleased with his tastes in
mates.  The two women are beautiful for mortal and being human.  Both
his men are quite arousing as well.  Father is very pleased." 


Giles frowned at
him.  "The last I knew they were only friends." 


"He gifted
them with his apology present, they're his harem."  He smirked at
him.  "That will get him more offers but more generous ones as
well.  Only the most serious will be able to offer since they'd have to
integrate his harem with theirs.  It'll be a wonderful match.  Thank
you." 

  

"The boy needs protected.  He's basically a Quarth demon in human
form," he said grimly.  "Even as a lower level GHS we all know
that the level tens are meant to go somewhere they can be protected. 
That's the only reason I'm helping you." 


"Yes, I know,
but my father does like watching him get frustrated now and then." 
He smiled and disappeared, going to report that.   Yes, his father
was very pleased with his odd, adopted son's choices in his harem. 
Perhaps they would send more his way since it seemed one was not going to be
moving with him. 


*** 


Xander looked up
from his reading as a messenger demon appeared next to him.  "What
now?" he complained, taking the letter.  He read it once. He read it
twice. "DON!"  Don came jogging out of the office and took the
offensive thing, one hand holding him down so he couldn't get up and kill the
messenger.  "They are not my harem!" he said hotly. 
"I've never slept with Stella or Aiden.  I've only cuddled
Aiden."  The messenger shrugged.  "Don, do something before
I explode," he ordered.  "Because I will take his head for
this." 


"You're not
to go hunting when you're this mad," he reminded him.  "Anger
isn't a tool."  He looked at the messenger.  "I'm his
protector, not his concubine.  Sorry."  It shrugged and pointed
at the note, then disappeared.  "Stella, Aiden?" he called more
quietly.  "Come here please?"  They came out of Stella's
room upstairs and he handed over the note, then he went to hide, Xander running
behind him.  "It got delivered," he called as he ran. 


Aiden watched them
get away then read the note.  "Excuse me?" she demanded. 


Stella snatched it
and did the sensible thing.  "Get your ass down here!" she
bellowed.  The adopted brother demon appeared, looking hesitant. 
"I am not Xander's harem.  Aiden is like his sister.  I am like
his sister.  Don is his protector.  The only part of Xander's harem
around here is Danny!" she said hotly, moving on him.  "We are
not his, he's our mascot, get it right!" 


He shrugged. 
"To us, it is his harem.  He gifts you.  He spoils you.  He
pampers those who are ill and in need of it.  He protects you from those
who would harm you.  To the demonic, you are his harem, even if you are only
his friends.  To us that simply means that he does not have you to make
babies with."  He shrugged. "We know of his past troubles with
women, you are filling in those gaps for him."  He popped out then
came back behind where Xander had tackled.  "Nice try." 
Xander growled and he left.  "It is as it says," he called as he
faded. 


"Get back
here!" Xander yelled. 


"Calm
down," Aiden ordered, trying to stay calm.  She started to giggle,
making Stella start.  "Well, at least they think you have good taste
in women, dear." 


Danny came down
the escalator.  "Since the yelling's done, what's going on this
time?" 


"Did *you*
know we're all Xander's harem?" 


"No," he
said quietly, considering it.  "The last I knew he wasn't sleeping
with you two."  They both shook their heads. 


"They said
that just meant he hadn't gotten around to it yet or he didn't plan on having
children with us," Aiden told him, handing over the note.  Which
basically said that if Xander would relent he would spoil his whole harem with
presents and gladly integrate them into his own, they would be safe in the
monsoon palace.  Danny read it and looked at Xander, who was still
growling.  "I think he's a bit upset." 


"Only one
person would have sicced them on me," Xander said, standing up.  He
jogged up the escalator going the wrong way and went to change, then came down
the back way so no one could stop him.  He made it over to Connor's in a
cab, he was much too pissed to drive his SUV - he'd hurt someone - and finally
got there.   He walked in and found Connor, Richie, and Giles all
looking at some old book.  "Giles, prepare to lose your head,"
he growled, pulling his sword. 


"What did I
do?" he demanded, diving for his own sword. 


"Xander!"
Connor snapped.  "That is not polite." 


"He had that
monsoon demon come after me, again!" he shouted, pointing at Giles. 
"Some demons who claim they adopted me think that Don, Stella, and Aiden
are my fucking harem! It had to come from him!  I'm taking his fucking
head, now get out of the way!"  Connor gave Giles a horrified look. 


"I was trying
to protect you!" 


"By sending
me to someone who castrated me the last time?" he sneered, lunging
forward.  It was a feint and everyone but Giles and Connor knew that. 


"You need
more work, Xander."  Xander backhanded him and lunged more properly
this time, nearly pinning Giles.  Giles managed to get free and take off
running with Xander right behind him. 


"Richie, go
stop them," Connor moaned. 


"No way in
hell.  If he tried to give Xander to someone, I'm on Xander's side. 
Even if that would be one fun bed," he noted dryly. 


Connor groaned and
headed after them, finding him in his practice space.  He watched Xander,
amazed at what he was doing. Giles had years of fencing and minor sword work
taught to him by the Watchers.  He had hand-to-hand in two different
disciplines taught to him.  Xander was all movement and rage.  He was
going to win.  "Enough!" he shouted. 


"Fuck
you!" Xander shouted back. 


Connor sighed and
shot them both with the gun he kept in there in case Xander lost control
again.  He went to get the mop to clean up the small mess, watching as
they healed.  Xander was healing slower for some reason.  When Giles
woke up he glared at him.  "You will tell me everything, Rupert. I do
not want demons in my home." 


"He's...."



"I do not
care!" he said firmly.  "You will tell me and I will explain
your reasons to him while you hide.  Because he will be taking your head
if you do not." 


Richie came back
in. "Why is he healing so slowly, Connor?  I heal quicker than that
and Mac said I'm a slow healer." 


"I'm not
sure.  It could have something to do with his hormones." 


"The old
fart's not that way." 


"Point." 
He searched him, finding a few things that he hadn't done, Giles hadn't done,
and no one else had done.  "When did he get this injury?" he
asked more calmly.  Giles looked and shrugged.  "Were you not
watching over him as well, Rupert?" 


"My duty was
Buffy.  He jumped in.  I had to protect her and stop Willow from
bloody well destroying us all a few times." 


"So, who
watched him when he jumped in and fought?  Or took her place?" Richie
asked.  It was an important question and Giles could only shrug. 
"Huh.  So, who planned graduation?" 


"I did. 
At..at least the explosives part," he said under the dual gazes. 
"He did get us more fighters.  Otherwise it would've been a
massacre." 


"Uh-huh,"
Richie said dryly.  "And how many vampires did he stake?" 


"Why is that
important?" 


"Because you
obviously never saw the boy as he was, Rupert," Connor said
bitterly.  "He's clearly more than a tagalong like you and those
girls of yours thought." 


"He..." 


"Yes, he was
a normal man.  So?"  Connor shrugged.  "I fought in
quite a few battles as a normal man.  Richie survived being on the streets
as a normal man.  Richie, see what that injury is."  Xander
moaned.  "Can we get Adam here or Sheldon?" 


"Sheldon
definitely and I'll call Don to make sure they know he's okay and he hasn't
taken Giles' head yet."  He went to do that. 


Connor rounded on
Giles again.  "What were you thinking?" 


"He needs to
be protected." 


"He has Don
and Danny for that." 


"They can't
jump in and save him in everyday life.  They work." 


"Xander was
about to take your head when I shot him, Rupert.  He wasn't lost in his
mind this time either.  You would have died permanently within the next
ten minutes if I hadn't shot you both.  Even I discounted the boy as being
too playful to last long in the game, but you did something much more
heinous.  You could have been the boy's only link to being normal and
happy.  Instead you pushed him aside and let his best friends do the
same." 


"It's not my
fault they did that." 


"Did you try
to mediate?" 


Giles shook his
head.  "He buggered himself within the group by going after
Faith." 


"Yes, and he
nearly died for it," Xander said, making himself sit up.  "Oh,
that's right, you didn't want to see the bruises where she choked
me."  Giles went pale at that.  "Or how Angel wouldn't say
how he saved me or why I had two hours of blacked out time in there." 
Giles backed away.  "Or, gee, how about you pointing out I wasn't the
only one in the clinch when Willow and I kissed?  Or did you not pay
attention when the girls went from 'he's an okay guy' to 'get us snacks,
Xander'?"  Giles shook his head. "Then I fucking well feel sorry
for your stupidity and I wouldn't want your quickening anyway, Giles. It's
gotta be dirty and nasty, just like your soul."  He snatched his
sword back from Connor.  "While he's here, I'm never coming
back.  I'll be training with Eric in Miami."  He walked off. 


"Stay,"
Richie called. "Connor found other injuries and he wanted Sheldon to look
at them."  Xander looked at him.  "Seriously." 


"Why?" 


"Because you
healing so slowly may lead to you losing your head," Connor told
him.  "Giles was up and around at least ten minutes before you were
and I'm the one who kept him from picking back up his sword.  A less
honorable opponent wouldn't have hesitated." 


"You're the
reason I went down anyway," Xander pointed out bitterly.  "Kinda
clear which side you were on, Connor."  Sheldon walked in. 
"Let's go, you're taking me home and you can see whatever there." 


"Sure. 
What happened?" 


"Giles
decided to try to sell me to the highest demonic bidder so they'd protect
me.  Now the price has went up since I've got my own harem in Stella, Aiden,
Danny, and Don according to demonic tradition."  Sheldon shuddered at
that thought.  "Exactly.  So now that I've been betrayed by the
last one, the only thing out of Sunnydale I want to see is Oz.  The rest
of them can live inside the hellmouth forever for all I care."  He
walked out, Sheldon following after a quick word with Connor.  "Do I
have to go down again?" 


"Not
really.  I should be able to tell what's healing without it, Xander. Get
in."  Xander climbed in and he drove him back home, following him up
the stairs.  "Connor said he's healing too slow," he said to
forestall any fights.  "I'm here to see why, not to add to the
problems or the harem. I already heard that semi-rant.  I would've taken
Giles' head by now." 


"He
didn't?" Danny asked. 


"Connor shot
us both and then said it's a good thing he's honorable or Giles might've killed
me while I was down," Xander said bitterly. 


"Some would
but Connor should have beaten the shit out of his student for giving you to
them too."  He followed them up, going to see what was healing on
Xander this time.  They took out two chunks of metal and a tip of a claw,
watching as those healed at a more normal rate.  "Okay...." 


"Please don't
kill me again today." 


"Sure." 
He kissed him and knocked him out, watching as the new injuries healed at a
more normal rate.  "There's probably at least another one." 


"If I had a
portable x-ray I'd do one," he offered.  "I don't.  Star
Trek's scanners would be a help too, Danny." 


Danny smirked and
winked at him. "You do have an x-ray, Doc."  Sheldon smirked and
nodded, getting Xander up and down to the SUV to drive him back to the
office.  They walked in and down to the morgue.  "No he's not
dead," he told the new head ME, Sid Hammerback.  "He's got
something stuck in him and we wanna know where." 


"Why?"
he asked mildly.  "I know what Sheldon is by the way." 
They both stopped to look at him.  "As an ME, I have seen it before,
boys.  Why?" 


"Xander's one
and he's healing too slowly," Sheldon said quietly.  "I've
already pulled out a tip of a claw, two pieces of metal, and the bullet from
earlier."  That got a nod and the x- ray was pointed to. 
"Thanks, Sid."  They got to work together and marked all the
spots on Xander's body where foreign objects were resting.  There were a
few in his stomach.  There were some in his side, one in his leg, one in
his shoulder.  All opaque and nothing metal except for a small thing on
the back of his neck.  They got that out first and it healed
properly.  Then they went to get all the other things out, watching as
those cuts healed.  The last one Xander was awake for when they
looked.  "We found bits and pieces of stuff in you that's making you
heal slower, Xander.  It was trying to force it out." 


"I had hopes
I wasn't in the morgue because I took *that* long."  He looked at his
thigh then shrugged.  "I got hit with a piece of my own stake
probably." 


"Quite a few
times," Danny agreed, letting him see everything they had pulled
out.  "Anything else you wanna admit to?" 


"Yeah, that
birthmark on my arm? It has something to do with the adoption thingy." 


"Already
tried that, it came back," Sheldon offered.  He dug out the last
piece, making Xander hiss and grab Danny's hands. 
"Sorry."  He fished it out and held it up.  "Yup,
another piece of stake."  He dropped it into the dish and looked,
that one was already closed. "Good.  You're all set now." 
He smiled at him.  "You should heal just fine, Xander.  Don't
let them think I'm part of your harem as well." 


Sid looked
over.  "Harem?" 


"By the culture
of the people who were tryin' ta take him last, Doc, we're all his harem. 
All those that he spoils." 


"Would that
make Mac his harem guard?" 


Danny and Xander
shared a horrified look but Sheldon burst out in giggles, leaning on the table.



"I do love a
bit of mirth," Sid said happily.  "Scram, boys, unless you want
to become residents for the night."  They left, going home. 


Sheldon went up to
tell Mac the good news, finding him glaring at something.  "Hey,
Mac," he said with a grin.  "Did you know that we're all
Xander's harem according to the monsoon guy who had him?" he asked
dryly.  "Anyone he spoils or gifts, anyone he pampers
apparently."  Mac gave him a horrified look.  "Guess that
makes you the harem guardian, huh?"  Mac went pale at that. 
Sheldon nodded.  "We found out who set them onto Xander too. 
Giles." 


"His old
friend Giles?  From Sunnydale?  The one Oz sent to Connor for
training?" 


"The one who
helped Connor laugh at him when he got sent back by that guy wearing women's
clothes?  Yeah," he agreed dryly, smirking at him.  "Connor
apparently had to hurt them both to stop Xander from removing this new threat
to his safety." 


"Hmm. 
Interesting.  Anything else?" 


"Yeah, we
just fixed his problem with a few bits and pieces of things stuck in his
body.  Parts of a stake, a piece of metal, a claw tip."  He
shrugged.  "He's better now." 


"Very
interesting.  Thank you, Sheldon.  How did Connor handle it?" 


"Piss
poorly," Don said from behind him.  "Very, very poorly. 
So, how does it feel to be part of the harem?" 


"He only
spoiled me that once." 


"Trust me,
you were named in the second note we got when he was gone.  That thing is
trying to make us ask him to join by treating us nicely."  He tossed
over something.  "That was sent for you." 


"Why do I
need a ruby broach?" 


"Not a
clue.  Maybe they wanna dress you like him."   Sheldon
burst out in new giggles, gasping for air as he clutched the door. 
"Oh, I don't know, he might look cute in a sari and sandals." 
He strolled off, going to find something Danny had left here last night. 


Mac shook off the
image of him in a sari.  "Go away, Sheldon. I've got a
headache."  He walked off, still giggling.  Mac put his head
down on top of the file that had been vexing him.  Then it hit him, the
connection he had been missing.  "Thanks, guys," he muttered,
going to check it out. 


*** 


"Hey, how
come you get the prettier things," Stella said with a pout when Xander and
Danny came back. 


"Probably
because they think I'm high ho of the harem," Aiden joked.  Xander groaned
and went right to bed. "You okay, snookums?" 


"No, I'm
not.  I'm going to die of embarrassment now.  Sorry if I start to
smell."  He slammed his room door and climbed into bed, closing the
curtains around him. Then he had to turn and kick the demon out, making her
scream and the others come pick her up to...talk with her for him.  At
least he figured someone would be saying something while they beat her to death
for him.  A warm body slid in behind him. "Not in the mood." 


"I
know," Don agreed, cuddling up against his back.  "But it'll
make you feel better." 


"So would
some chocolate." 


"Sorry, not
allowed for lunch.  Want real food and then some chocolate?" 


"Hmm." 
He shook his head.  "No thanks."  He settled in, letting
Don hold him while he slept.  He was always sleepy after dying for some
reason. 


"If he's the
one who unites you then you're his," Danny mimicked as he came back in
with a glass of milk.  "Here, he should drink." 


"He's
out."  Danny put it beside the bed and got Xander's front for now. 
"He okay?" 


"He'll be
fine.  We found all the little pieces of stuff and got 'em so he'll be
just fine, Don.  I promise."  Don nodded and shrugged at
that.  "Good.  Then we should help him nap." 


"We
should.  I'm tired too."  They fell asleep together, along with
everyone else in the house.  It gave the family time to come down and put
around the gifts that had been sent to Xander so he would consider their suits.
That's why their screams later nearly woke the whole neighborhood and got their
favorite bodyguard sent back with Mac this time. Stella and Aiden were babbling
more than enough to confuse poor Donny and Mac just groaned and got them to
summon a messenger, writing out a carefully worded note that Xander was now
bound by his promise to Danny and would not take anyone else in until Danny
decided it was time with Don's help.  It got the girls free of this
problem and he took Stella home with him while Aiden and Donny settled in to
sort the various stuff into categories of 'tacky', 'QVC knock-offs', 'horrible
taste', and 'cute'.  Because no one sent anything beyond cute this
time.  Nothing in the 'pretty' category or anything higher.  She was
almost disappointed. 


*** 


The trio walked
off the plane and felt the quickening buzz, but only Danny sighed. 
"At least it could be a good guy."  He walked them down and out
of the tunnel, finding Eric standing there.  "We just barely get here
and we're in trouble already?  How did I do that?" he asked dryly. 


"Not
*trouble*," he offered dryly, shaking his hand.  "Welcome to the
labs, Danny.  You as well, Don," he offered, shaking his hand
too.  "I'm Eric Delko." 


"Good. I was
hoping you were the only one." 


"Yeah, I am,
but we got given stuff for a certain harem lord."  Xander groaned and
put his face in Danny's shoulder. 


Danny patted him
gently.  "They've decided that we're all his harem, anyone he spoils,
and that they're going to get the harem to agree to joining the other guy's
harem by giving us pretty stuff." 


"Can't I
please ask Ethan to have him eaten?" Xander begged, looking at
Danny.  "Please?" 


"No,
dear.  We've already talked about that. That would be a bad guy
thing."  He looked at Eric.  "Those two get it down
here?" 


"Yup. 
They thought they had come up to talk about joining the harem, that's why you
three were moving down here. I had Richard talk to someone there about it and
they're very sorry they bothered H and Speed but that it was now mental porn
for the thing in charge."  Xander groaned.  "So, come
on.  You made Speed growl and you weren't even in the city." 


"Can Richard
help us stop them?" Danny asked as they walked.  "We've got,
like, four bags." 


"Figured you
would," he said, giving him a knowing look.  "UPS dropped
something for you guys earlier too.  I've gotta say, that's a great house,
even if it does need painted."  Xander smiled at that. 
"Come on, the faster you get through the airport, the faster you get to go
home and have the ice cream Speed left in the freezer for you." 
Xander raced ahead for that. Then he suddenly pounced someone, making her
shriek. 


"Xander!" 
She glared at him and he just smirked.  "What is with the hair! 
Are you Mr. Gay now?" she demanded, tapping a foot.  "You, me,
and a hairdresser, young man." 


"Hey, I like
his hair.  Lay off the hair," Danny ordered dryly.  "Would
you like to introduce the person you just pounced?"  He looked at the
brunette with blonde streaks.  She was thin, fashionable, a bit tanned but
not too dark.  She held herself like Xander. 


He pointed at her
and then smirked. "Cordy."  He hid behind Don. 


She snorted. 
"He never was very socially capable.  Hi, Cordelia Chase," she
said, holding out a hand.  "Which of you two is his boyfriend?" 


Danny waved and
smirked.  "Danny Messer."  He shook her hand. 


"Don
Flack.  We're just transferring down here.  Are you moving
here?" 


"No, I'm
vacationing with my parents," she said grimly.  "Which means
you'll have more fun than I will." 


Xander looked at
her over Don's shoulder.  "There's a demon who thinks I've got a
harem, Cordy." 


"Can I
join?  They've got to give pretty presents at least.  And what is
with the hair?" 


"I like the
hair.  Leave the hair alone," Danny told her again.  "Come
on, bags."  Eric led them that way, she came along.  "Won't
your parents worry?" 


She pulled out her
cellphone.  "Mom, I'm still in the airport, where are
you?"  She smirked.  "That's fine, mom.  No, actually,
I ran into Xander.  He's moving down here and his boyfriend's here with
him.  I don't know, he's an officer, mom.  Sure, I'll be at the hotel
tonight.  That's fine."  She rolled her eyes.  "I'm
sure I can, mom.  Thanks."  She hung up and groaned. 
"They decided to accidentally forget I was with them and leave me to go
sit in the bar and drink cocktails with a few old friends." 


Xander grinned at
her. "They finally decided to bust my dad for the underaged pros and
gambling." 


She smiled and
punched him on the arm.  "Congrats!  Speaking of lesser hells,
we heard what Buffy's mom did and we thought it sucked, Xan."  She
stroked his arm.  "Hmm, muscles."  She pushed up his
sleeve, letting him flex. "Nice muscles.  Good reflexes
too."  She smiled and helped them get their bags.  "Let me
guess, Xander packed everything?" 


"Kinda,"
Don agreed dryly.  "But it's all good to us." 


"Everything
else is on a truck," Danny agreed. 


"It had
better not be going to Nebraska either."  He checked his phone. He
had compulsively asked the movers to make sure they knew they were going to
Florida.  They finally made Don come get him so they'd quit tripping over
him.  He put an arm around her waist.  "So, how soon before they
conveniently forget you exist totally?" 


"Probably an
hour.  Mom found an old friend who's willing to lend dad some money to do
some investing.  There's no telling how long it'll be."  She
followed them out, watching Xander take the cart.  She held Danny back
with a hand on his arm.  "There's a reason why he sent me to go bitch
on Willow that once.  It will come out on you and that Don guy if you hurt
him.  Am I clearly understood?" 


He nodded. 
"Sure, you're a scary woman.  Wouldn't wanna tangle with you." 


She smiled and
patted him on the cheek. "You have no idea, dear. I hunted with the group
now and then too. I've destroyed lives and cackled pleasingly.  I won't
hesitate if my Xander needs it too.  After all, he was mine and he'll be
mine forever and ever.  And if I'm not enough, I've got one of the
original scary vampires at my beck and call plus the backing of most of a
street gang, a watcher, and a science nerd that could probably help me cover up
your horrible deaths and mutilations, though not in that order of
course."  Danny, still grinning, nodded. "Good.  Just
remember that, even if you don't think I'm capable.  Because I *am* the
Bitch Queen of Sunnydale.  Unchallenged for ten years running now." 


He nodded. "Sure,
I can see that.  He told us all about you." 


"Good. 
Then you know I've got to keep snarking on the hair because he looks like Mr.
Gay." 


"Yeah, but
it's a great thing ta pet and hold onto." 


She smirked at
that and shrugged. "His tongue was good but it's got no rhythm." 


"It does
now." 


"Then maybe
I'll see if he wants to switch back."  She strolled off, making him
laugh.  Xander swung her around and picked her up, pressing her against a
wall to stare into her eyes.  She continued to smile but she got the
message.  He was stronger and they were his.  She wasn't getting him
back. "Fine. But we've still got to do something about the hair and the
clothes, Xander." 


"They
wouldn't let me wear my favorite leathers on the plane."  He looked
up at her and she nodded so he put her down.  "Wait until you see me
in 'em."  He grinned and walked off with her, Danny on his other
side, Don with the bags now.  "Play nicely, dear.  Danny knows
thugs who'd make Gunn cry." 


"Sure, I'm
sure he does.  New York's like the capitol of Mafialand,
right?"  Danny nodded, smirking a bit at that.  "That's
fine, I can still do worse because I've got Rosenburg at my back." 
Xander gave her a look.  "She's better now." 


"She still
hacked my bank account and tried to take a few mil," he said dryly. 


"And how in
the hell did you end up with a few mil anyway?" she asked dryly. 
Eric gave her a look.  "I'm sure they know." 


"See, GHS
members, like me, often have to find ourselves."  He looked at
her.  "Ask Angel." 


"Hmm, demon
brothel.  He heard something about one of us being there and the soul of
chaos drawing 'em in like flies."  Don coughed and pointed at the one
who was staring.  "Hmm, two-point-three." 


"You're going
that high with the icky clothes?" Xander asked. "Are you ill?" 


She
shrugged.  "We've had a seventies revival in Hell-A.  I'm more
immune to it now.  It's not orange, knit, or ugly polyester." 
Danny laughed at that. "Yay, it's not."  She smiled at
him.  "So, Angel probably wanted a card," she said just loud
enough to be overheard.  The vampire squeaked and disappeared. 
"Good idea."  She looked at him again.  "And I know
you can write, Mr. Happy.  I helped you with your handwriting way too many
times to not know that." 


He sighed and
nodded. "I've sent a few emails." 


"Send
more.  It's the height of my day when I get something from you complaining
about demons wanting your ass again."  She opened the back of the car
they were paused beside, getting a smile from Eric.  "I've gotta get
a ride somehow." 


"I can drop
you off.  This is their rental." 


"That's fine,
you're a hottie and it'll only do me good to be seen with a hottie so the
others know I have good taste."  He burst out in giggles, leaning
against the side of the car shaking his head. 


Xander
grinned.  "Always after the bigger fish, Cordy."  He put
their bags into the back and put the cart into one of the parking spots with
another one.  Then he walked back.  "Okay."  He heard
the squeal of brakes and hurried back to the car, climbing inside. 
"Go ahead and go with Eric, he's a very nice CSI guy, and we'll see you in
a few days?" 


"You'll be
*where*?" 


"Which hotel,
I'll leave a message when I've got my new phone tomorrow." 


"Odyssey."  
She considered it.  "Or is it the Odessa?" 


"The Odessa
is a little rooming house so I hope not," Eric offered. "The Odyssey
is decent enough but not truly upscale." 


She called her
mother.  "The Odyssey, right?  Yes, mother, Xander and I had our
chat and now I'm coming back to the hotel.  Please."  She rolled
her eyes while her mother asked the waiter.  "Thank you,
mother.  He said the Odyssey and she's royally trashed
already."  He nodded at that and she slid into the hummer. 
"These are nice.  The police down here are very hip." 


"We need them
now and then."  He smiled as he took off, letting the boys follow
him. "If not, can you get your own place for the night?" 


She nodded. 
"Ooh, I'm used to this.  They forgot me in Mexico a few times while
Daddy was on business."  She ran a hand through her hair. 
"Mom's a bit of a lush whenever she travels.  It happens.  He
realizes this I'm sure."  He nodded, leaving it there. "If not,
where is Xander living?" 


"Have any
cabdriver head toward the CSI station and turn off the main road at the gate.
Buzz the gate and that's their place.  It's the only gated access on that
road." 


"Sure. 
Thank you.  You're very nice." 


"I try now
and then," he offered, giving her a small smile. 


She winked back
and when they got there she slid out.  "Thank you, Detective. 
It's nice to see such cute young men when a girl's lost."  She
sashayed inside and up to the desk. "My parents, the Chases, have already
checked in but I got lost."  He looked it up then at her. 
"I'm Cordelia." 


"Ah.  I
do have you listed in their room, Miss Chase.  Please sign
here."  He handed over something.  She looked at it then at
him.  "They said you were." 


She snorted. 
"I hate them," she muttered but she did put down her lone credit
card.  "Thank you.  Which way?"  He pointed at the
bar.  She rolled her eyes.  "Want them?" 


"Not
really.  I've got a set of my own and in-laws." 


"Thankfully I
don't have those."  She strolled that way, looking at her
parents.   "I am *so* going to complain," she noted when
she found her mother, making her gasp.  "Yes, mother, you managed to
lose me again."  She looked at her father, weathering the
glare.  "Remember, I do have a finite limit and I'm cutting off all
trips to the bar."  She went back to the desk and took their keys,
heading up to the room.  Her parents could have the rollaway they had
planned for her.  An hour later someone knocked on the door. 
"Who is it?" 


"Message from
the desk, ma'am." 


She got up and
went to answer it, finding one of the bellhops.  She smiled and tipped
him, taking the message to look at. "Interesting.  Tell him I'll be
right down?"  He nodded and left.  She went to put on something
pretty, coming down in a flirty little sundress.  Xander smirked as she
caught sight of him.  "Wow, the leathers do a body good," she
said in awe.  "Even with the hair." 


"Lay off the
hair, Cordy."  He kissed her on the cheek. "I'm cooking." 


"Is this
torture?" 


"No. 
I'm a good cook."  He walked her into the bar and smiled at the
bartender, then at her parents.  "Mr. and Mrs. Chase.  How
*charming* to see you two again."  They both stared in horror. 
"Yes, I'm sure you remember me, I'm Xander, I dated your daughter in high
school.  Now look at her, all grown up."  He smiled and pulled
her closer to kiss gently, then smiled at them.  "I'll have her home
at a decent hour.  I promise.  We're going to go trade
recipes."  He walked her out, knowing Mrs. Chase was drooling after
his ass and Mr. Chase was coveting the ring on his hand.  Or the bracelet
on his wrist.  He got her outside and to a cab.  "Whatever road
the CSI station is on and to the gate please? I just moved and I can't remember
the name of the road."  That got a nod and he took off.  Xander
turned to look at her.  "Did it again?"  She nodded. 
"Figured."  He pulled an envelope out of his shirt pocket and
held it out.  "To get rid of them and make your mother fucking
jealous, plus the five grand I owed you for dealing with Willow." 


She blinked, then
stared at him.  "Xander?" she asked, looking stunned. 


"I've got the
cash, Cordy.  Don't worry about it.  Just watch out for monsoon
demons who think you're part of my harem now.  I owed you that
anyway.  I was going to fly you out and let you hit any store you wanted
but then you got busy and I got kidnaped again."  She hugged
him.  "Shh, princess.  Every princess has got to have a
crown."  She smiled as she pulled back, putting the envelope into her
purse.  "Just in case because they were drinking Dom." 


"Yeah, I cut
them off at the bar; someone else was buying it."  She pulled his
braid around.  "I can see why the boyfriend likes this." 
The cabbie choked.  "Yes, he's my ex and he's gay.  He's just
like that."  She let it go as they pulled up to the gateway. 


The cab pulled up
and Xander input the code, making the gate open.  They drove up and she
gasped. "It is pretty.  I had a great house in downtown Manhattan
before this one and a condo that wasn't very secure before that."  He
pulled out his wallet.  "Crap, did it again.  Cordy, did I give
you any smaller bills?" 


She looked and
shook her head. "Nope, only fifties."  She looked in his wallet
and traded him two for a hundred, making him smile and hand one over to the
driver.  "Have a nice night," she offered, making him
smile.  They got out and he walked her inside.  "I hope you're
painting." 


"We're
discussing that over dinner."  He walked her back to the
kitchen.  "I'm back." 


"Horatio and
Speed are in the study," Don called, smiling at Cordelia.  "He
thought you could use a night off from them." 


"Oh,
verily."  He laughed at that. "They made me pay for the room
too.  So I cut them off at the bar."  He grinned and hugged
her.  "Man, you guys are a really friendly lot."  She got
free and pinched him on the arm. "Don't wrinkle the prettiness." 


"I never
wrinkle myself.  Xander wrinkles me getting cuddles." 


She gaped and
looked at Xander. "Both of them?" 


He swished his way
into the kitchen.  "No, Don only gets cuddles.  Danny gets
bouncy and energetic sex.  Fortunately without the traction the last one
got."  Danny nodded at that, rubbing his back. "I was nicer than
that." 


"You
were," he agreed, stealing a kiss and getting a smile in return. 
"H, Speed, they're here." 


They came out of
the study and came to give Xander a hug and shake her hand, starting off the
party since they had brought another member of the PD and Eric with them. 
It was nice and almost like a family.  Sitting around complaining about
Xander's demon suitors.  Complaining about the cost of dry cleaning. 
Xander vowing to take Don to shop in the morning.  That one got a laugh
from Eric, but Don just moaned and tried to get out of it.  But Xander was
intent on spoiling him rotten, his own words.  It was fun up until the
shower of jewelry came down during dinner. 


"Okay, this
is one gift I wanna know how you pulled off," Calleigh, the other person
from the department, ordered.  "Because I want one of these at my
next party." 


Xander looked up.
"Must you!" he demanded in a whine.  "They're family not my
harem."  A note drifted down noting that his harem had gifted their
families so he could gift them as well.  He groaned and just shook his
head.  "I'm having a headache for dessert, anyone else want
one?" 


"Please,"
Speed agreed, holding up something to Horatio's throat.  "Wrong color
for you.  Sorry, H." 


"I don't need
presents like these." 


"Thankfully
with how low our salaries are," Eric snorted. 


Danny looked at
him.  "You guys get another two grand a year over what we did." 


"That just
means New York wanted to make you guys suffer and beg plus police the lower
rent areas by living there." 


"True, I got
quite a few suspicious looks because Xander put us in a nice building,"
Don agreed dryly.  He patted Danny on the back and grabbed Xander when he
came out with the cake, letting Eric take it from him. 
"C'mere.  It's all right."  Xander snuggled in for a
cuddle, getting a few 'awww's from the girls.  "You good again?"



"Yes, but
it's going to be a horrible mess to clean up." 


"We can pick
them off and drop them into a sink somewhere," Speed assured him, getting
a smile.  "So, your antique bed comes when?" 


"You pulled
that old thing out of storage?" Cordy asked.  "It's
enormous." 


"It is and it
upped the moving costs by another grand," Danny said dryly. 
"But he sleeps on it most every night, even when I'm not there as a
convenient body pillow."  She blushed at that. "It's okay, you
get used to this Xander.  Feel lucky he's having a clothing day. There for
about a week all he wore were little thong bathing suits since our old place
had a pool in it." 


"We can put a
pool here now," Xander said, flicking a ruby onto the floor. 
"How big did we want? We could put in a moat for this." 


Danny
grinned.  "No moat needed, Xander." 


"If you say
so." 


"I say
so," Don agreed.  "It'd probably make Adam laugh way too
much." 


"Yup,"
Speed agreed dryly, patting Horatio on the back since he moaned at that. 
"A lot.  Ray too."  Xander nodded at that.  "When
are they coming?" 


"When we've
got furniture."  He let out an impish grin.  "Then I'm
going to make Ray lay out with me.  He's a pale person." 


"He is but
not all of us tan," Horatio pointed out.  "I'm out all day and I
don't seem to get more than pale."  He looked at his own skin. 


"You are
vampire pasty," Cordy agreed.  "Have you thought about one of
those 'natural glow' lotions?  The ones that come with the hint of a
tint?"  He smiled and nodded.  "Did it help?" 


"That was the
only day I burned," he admitted. 


"Ooh,
sorry."  He shrugged.  "So, what is Xander going to be
doing all day?" 


"Finishing
learning how to cook and I'm still in talks with the person who runs that one
spa.  I'm not sure she's not smoking some sort of pipe with some of her
ideas so I'm being very cautious.  She wanted to put a fountain in the
massage rooms?" 


"It's
supposed to be a soothing sound.  We'll show you where we go and let you
go through them, see what a really good Miami spa is supposed to look
like."  Xander smiled and nodded, getting up to finish serving the
cake.  "You did very well tonight, Xander." 


"Thank
you.  I'm still learning a lot about cooking.  This is the first time
the cake didn't come out gooey."  That got a laugh from Don and a nod
from Danny.  "But they're nice enough to eat it over ice cream for me
anyway."  Calleigh giggled at that.  "They are." 
They all dug in and occasionally picked up a ruby piece to look at in the
light.  They slowly picked them off the table and dropped them into a pile
on the floor next to the original one.  It'd make for easier cleaning
later. 


*** 


Cordy walked back
into her hotel that night, smiling at the man at the desk.  "Any
messages?" 


"One for you,
miss."  He found it and handed it over.  "Did you have a
nice dinner out with your friend?" 


"Very. 
It's good to laugh sometimes."  She smiled as she read it, heading
for the elevator.  "Thank you."  She pulled out her phone
once she was inside. "Angel, I'm in Miami.  Yes, I know Xander's
here.  I had dinner with him, a few friends, his protector, his boyfriend,
and a few cops."  She listened to him.  "No, shower of
rubies."  She nodded once, getting off the elevator. "I
know.  I know."  She got back onto the elevator and went back
down, smiling at the guy at the desk and handing over the envelope. 
"Please put this somewhere safe for me so my parents can't get into
it?  I'll get it in the morning." 


"Of course,
ma'am, right into our safe."  He sealed it into another envelope and put
it in there for her. 


"Thank
you."  She walked back into the elevator.  "What,
Angel?"  She listened to him complain.  "It is alphabetical
by what we fought.  Thank you!"  She rolled her eyes. 
"No, he's not in trouble, just frustrated by the monsoon demon guy. 
I'm sure he is," she said dryly.  "No, he's very nice. 
Thank you."  She hung up and walked off the elevator, heading for her
room.  She found the door open and paused, then glanced inside.  No
one obviously up and moving.  She shifted inside, scanning the room,
flipping on the lights suddenly.  What she saw made her gasp and she'd
seen some really nasty vampire messes.  "Eww!"  She called
the desk.  "This is Miss Chase.... yes, please!  Eww.  No,
I think I need a cleaning crew.  I don't know but the intestines were a
bit much for the decorating scheme.  Yeah, door's open."  She
hung up and went to wait beside it.  Eric, she knew Eric, smiled as he
came off.  "I've seen some nastiness before, but this is really eww."



"Did you
touch anything?" 


"The phone
and the lights." 


"That's
fine.  Why don't you wait in the hall for me?" 


"Because I
need to check my stuff in case they splattered on it." 


Eric went that way
and handed her a bag.  "It was on the bed.  Is that yours?"



She looked then at
him. "I like lingerie as much as the next girl, but I'm not quite that
trashy."  She held it up and he blushed.  "Exactly. 
That's so teenager to buy me."  She handed it back.  "Not
mine.  So very not mine.  Not like I'd wear that for my vampire boss
either."  He smiled at that and put it back onto the bed, starting
with that picture.  "My stuff is in the bag in the closet if it
helps," she called from the doorway. 


"Miss
Chase," Horatio said as he came off the elevator.  "What
happened?" 


"Not a
clue.  I just got back and I've seen some nasty things with my former job
and my present job, but eww."  She pointed.  "Very
eww." 


"All right,
let's start with the obvious.  Are those your parents?"  She
looked and nodded. "You don't seem too upset." 


"Would you
be?  They tried to ditch me at the airport.  Again."  He
nodded at that.  "Also, they made me pay for the room. I'm so getting
them if I have to pay damages." 


"You
shouldn't have to.  Let's get you a clean room and we'll have your things
sent down tomorrow, all right?"  She nodded and let him walk her down
to the desk. "Both her parents were killed," he told the
manager.  "There's a good bit of blood. We'll be up there for quite a
few hours." 


"We'll gladly
transfer her rooms and not charge her for the old one, Lieutenant.  Let us
know if you need anything other than surveillance footage?" 


"Of
course.  Thank you for your cooperation." 


Cordelia put a
hand on his arm.  "Eric found a bag of really trashy, like ho trashy,
lingerie on my bed.  He asked if it was mine.  My stuff was probably
still mostly in the bag in the closet.  My stuff from earlier may still be
in the bathroom or I may've tossed it on top." 


"That's
fine.  We can hand it to you once we've made sure nothing was put into
there, like more presents."  She nodded.  "Thank you, Miss
Chase.  I'll see you in the morning." 


"Yes,
Horatio."  She took her new card and handed him the old ones.
"Since I won't need 'em."  She smiled at the desk guys. 
"Thank you." 


That got a nod and
she walked off. "She's very calm." 


"She works
with a PI who's done some domestic abuse cases," Horatio offered
quietly.  "She said she's seen worse."  That got some
knowing looks.  "The footage?"  A tape was handed
over.  "Thank you. We'll do our best to keep it down and Alexx will
be here shortly."  He went back upstairs, going to help and see what
she was talking about.  "The stalker earlier?" 


"Maybe. 
It's trashy and red," he offered, handing over the bag of lingerie. 
"She does have better taste than that." 


"That's
fine."  He looked at the mess.  "How does someone her age
see something worse than this?  Worse enough to be fairly blase about
it?" 


"Their high
school graduation got attacked by something that was trying to eat them,"
Eric said grimly.  "Plus she hunted too and she's working with that
Angel guy now." 


"Point, I
guess."  He shook his head and got to work.  This was not going
to be an easy scene, he hoped.  The easy ones were the ones that gave you
the nightmares. Thankfully they could alibi Cordelia up to ten minutes before
she found them.  He found a business card by the phone and sighed.
"Eric, it's got a business card." 


"Calleigh had
that one and Speed had another one with Ryan.  You know, he'll be a good
CSI soon as we can get him a spot." 


"Which should
be fairly shortly," he agreed.  "If I could've I would've taken
him this time." 


"We'll see,
H.  The Chief likes to humor you, he may switch Ryan and just enough of
the budget your way."  He got back to work.  Then he decided to
call Ryan.  "Are you on call tonight for patrol?"  He
smirked at that, and Horatio's head-shake.  "Where are you? 
That's fine.  Come to the Odyssey.  You're our patrol guy.  Tell
Calleigh it's got a business card and guts like hers.  Thanks." 
He hung up.  "He's pulling a double tonight, Calleigh was just pulled
into a mugging case.  He'll switch out with another patrol guy so he can
see this one." 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure he and Cordelia will get along smoothly." 


"I'm almost
worried, H.  He and Xander are going to become buddies." 
Horatio smiled at that.  "They will, you know they will, and Ryan
will probably help him get into trouble." 


"We'll be
briefing the whole group tomorrow anyway, Eric.  That way they know who to
go to if Xander is in trouble and in what order." 


"So, that's
really working for you?" 


"It does make
me happy." 


"Then I'm
great with it.  Wish you had told me last year though.  Marisol
thinks you're cute." 


"And I think
she's adorable but too young for me," he offered, giving him a look. 
"You can tell her I'm in a committed relationship but not with who." 


"Sure,
H."  Ryan leaned in.  "Hi." 


"Hey." 
He looked around and took off his hat, dropping it behind him, but he didn't
run a hand through his sweaty dark blonde hair. "This is just like
hers.  Only the guts are a bit more artistic this time.  Is that
supposed to look like a deer?" 


"Very good
catch, Mr. Wolfe. It's entirely possible.  Are you on
tomorrow?"  That got a nod and a groan.  Horatio smiled. 
"Tomorrow we're having a briefing about a new friend who's moving down
here and the two new people to the group.  You'll be included." 


"The guys
from New York are already down?" 


"Yup, we had
dinner with them," Eric offered.  "Didn't Calleigh say anything
about Xander?" 


"Yup, and
something about rubies that fell in a shower too but I thought she might've
been a bit giggly tonight." 


"No, they
did," Horatio agreed dryly.  "Xander has a few...stalkers. 
It'll be gone over tomorrow." 


"That's
fine.  Can I help?" 


"Let me
finish the basics and get the ME in here," Eric offered.  "For
now, watch the door.  Their daughter might be coming back for her
things.  She's brunette, fashionable, and a bit loud.  She stood
there and went 'eww' about it." 


"She didn't
scream and flee?" 


"They're not
that close," Horatio offered. "Eric said they lost her at the
airport." 


"No, I drove
her in from the airport because she was hanging on Xander.  Xander pounced
her in the airport."  That got a small grin. He looked at Ryan.
"You'll like Xander.  You'll probably get into trouble
together." 


"Sure, as
long as his keeper doesn't mind."  They both stared at him. 
"I have a friend who's a keeper.  He warned me one of the top GHS was
coming down and that his name was Xander Harris."  That got a
nod.  "His keeper was a CSI out of New York and he had a protector
who was a detective, both of which we just had sign on." 


"Very good,
Mr. Wolfe.  It's a bit more complicated than that." 


"Oh, I've
heard some gossip here and there.  What's this vic's names?" 


"Sheila and
Audrey Chase," Eric told him.  "Their daughter Cordelia was the
one who went 'eew'." 


"Cool with
me.  Need a statement taken?" 


"No, she was
at dinner with us," Horatio offered. "She only had ten minutes to do
this." 


"Sure." 
He stood there and watched and pointed out something to Eric that made him come
over and look at it from his perspective.  That got another picture taken
and something picked up and put into a baggie, but it was too blood covered to
tell what it was.  Then one of the bodies moved.  "Huh. 
Interesting." 


"They're not
dead enough for rigor," Eric said grimly.  He knew they weren't
immortal, he couldn't feel them.  He and Horatio shared a look. 


Cordelia leaned
around Ryan's shoulder.  "My stake is in my bag," she said
patiently, making him jump.  She smiled.  "Hi, Cordelia Chase,
native of Sunnydale."  She walked around them and into her room,
finding her stake.  Then she came out and handed it to Eric. 
"Here.  Be the big, bad man.  Or else I'll have to call Xander
and he'll bounce for hours afterward and make many bad jokes." 


"Sure." 
The ME came in and Ryan moved Cordelia out of her way. "Hi, Alexx. 
They're moving, be careful." 


"Are they
alive?"  She looked.  "They can't be with that sort of
trauma and blood loss."  She bent down to check one.  "Hmm,
looks like I need the needle injector tonight.  Take all the pictures you
can, boys."  They did that and she noticed the stake. 
"That works."  She palmed it and got them after all the pictures
had been taken and Horatio cleared them of evidence.  She handed over the
stake with a smile. "Easiest call I've had in a while." 


"I didn't
know MEs knew how to stake," Cordelia offered.  "I thought it
was just us from Sunnydale." 


"No, honey,
more of us know than you think.  Remember, we often see them get up and
dance out."  She looked her over.  "Their's?" 


"Unfortunately
yes." 


"Sorry."



"I'm
not," she said with a shrug.  "Oh, Xander has a good few books
on what the thing of the moment is if you need them.  He's always prepared
that way." 


"Who's
Xander?" she asked, looking from her to Horatio. 


"You'll find
out tomorrow, Alexx."  He kissed her on the cheek. "Thank
you." 


"You're
welcome.  I'll put out the paperwork that they were claimed since I
already knew what killed 'em.  Exsanguination and their intestines being
done pretty that way.  Was it a deer?"  He nodded. 
"Wonderful."  He held up the card.  "Even
better.  I'll get you the papers tomorrow.  Remember to take blood
and any tissue samples you can, boys."  She walked out, smiling at
Cordelia.  "Sunnydale lost more people?  I didn't think they
could leave." 


"I only moved
to Hell-A to work with a vampire there.  I'm on vacation." 


"Poor
thing." 


"Not
really.  Now they're not running up my credit card bill in the
bar."  That got a look from Ryan.  "We people from
Sunnydale tend to be practical.  That and my parents liked to lose me now
and then."  She looked at Alexx.  "I should get Angel to
try to set up shop out here.  It's a lot less demony and sunnier, plus
nicer out here than LA."  She strolled off.  Then came
back.  "Can I have my bag and shampoo yet?  I'm all sweaty from
Xander- wrestling."  Eric laughed and went to get it for her,
clearing it to make sure it was all hers.  She held up something and shook
her head.  "I love Fred but she's got odd tastes.  Must be that
geek thing."  She tucked the nightie back in and strolled off. 
"I'm going to bed.  Wake me before ten and be staked too." 


Ryan blinked then
looked at his boyfriend.  "That's one hell of a girl, but I'm not
sure what type." 


"Xander's
like that too," Eric assured him. "That's why we know you'll like
Xander."  He got back to work scraping up samples and Horatio got
down to help him. 


Alexx shook her
head.  "Go home sometime tonight, boys."  She walked off
after a pat to Ryan's shoulder.  "You too." 


"I'm on for a
double." 


"Uh-huh. 
Sit at your desk tomorrow, baby.  You'll be too tired to drive." 


"Maybe I'll
have a lab hanging-on day," he teased. 


"Works for
me.  Come down and do the autopsy you've got to do anyway."  She
strolled off, going to make notes and start her forms for these two. 
Horatio and that girl could give her everything she needed to know.
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Xander looked up
as someone coughed and came around the house. "Hi, and you are?  How
did you get in anyway?" 


"Delko gave
me the gate code.  I'm here to pick up my new rookie for his first
day." 


"Don and
Danny left about ten minutes ago." 


"Hmm. 
Got pictures?"  Xander got up and he had to look away from the tiny,
skimpy bathing suit.  Horatio had warned him, he should've listened. 
He took the pictures and smiled.  "Which is which?" 


"Danny's the
blond.  Don's the dark haired one, and I'm Xander." 


"So I got
told."  He held out a hand.  "Frank Tripp.  Homicide
detective." 


Xander shook
it.  "Then I hope I don't have to get mean because you get mean to
Don too often." 


"I'll try not
to do more than pick on him now and then."  Xander beamed at that and
he could see why people loved him.  "So, how spoiled do you make
him?" 


"Lunch now
and then.  He doesn't allow me more than that." 


"That's
fine.  You'll see a few new faces.  Ignore Speed if he's in a pouty
mood, we all do.  There's only one other detective and our ME,
Alexx.  She'll try to mother you and Yelina will give your hair jealous
looks."  That got a goofy grin.  "Come in for lunch
tomorrow.  I'll try to have him there." 


"I will and
I'll wear more clothes too," he teased. 


"Might be a
good idea, yeah."  He punched him on the arm.  "Okay, let
me go find my rookie."  Xander pouted at him.  "He is to
the city." 


"He's a very
good detective.  When his computer blew he had to wait to print off about
fifty reports for his boss." 


"I'll keep
that in mind."  He walked off, smiling and happy.  The boy
seemed to exude life and happiness.  He went back and found Flack waiting
for him outside.  "He said I missed you." 


"It
happens."  He shook his hand.  "Don Flack." 


"Frank
Tripp.  Welcome to my squad, Rookie."  Don groaned but punched
him in the arm, making him laugh.  "It'll be fine.   We'll
get along great.  If you can stand Speed, we're nicer." 


"That works. 
So, was Xander still in the tiny swimsuit or was he naked already?" 


"No, there
was something that might've been cloth there." 


"Yeah, he's
wanting a tan.  He wasn't too sure about winter in New York." 
He followed him up and to their unit, nodding at the other person in
there.  "Hi, Don Flack." 


"Yelina
Salas," she said, shaking his hand.  "Detective what
grade?" 


"Second. 
Just newly promoted before I left."  He sat down at the desk with his
name on it.  "Ooh, a real desktop system.  We had laptops that
went down whenever you nudged 'em wrong.  Or whenever a suspect nudged the
desk wrong really." 


Frank
grinned.  "Xander said something about the fifty reports." 


"Hmm. 
Hadn't printed in a while," he agreed dryly.  "I'm used to
working with Danny and them up there so just tell me if I become
annoying.  Mac even let me help in ballistics now and then when we had gun
experiments." 


"That's
fine.  That's up to Horatio."  He nodded at the man himself when
he came over.  "They made it in." 


"I can see
that.  Actually, I saw Danny already tucked into Trace with Speed and
going over ways to stop Xander from looking like a houseboy."  Don
giggled at that and shook his head.  "He didn't think so
either.  Come along, we'll do the tour and orientation for you both at the
same time." 


"Sure, and
like I was telling him, I helped Mac now and then when he had ballistics stuff
if you need me.  I'm good with that and I do follow orders." 


"We'll
see," he offered with a smile, leading him back to their section to get Danny
then taking them on the tour and doing the orientation while they walked. 
He also told them about Cordelia's parents but Danny's firm 'only Xander deals
with that, not us' drew that line very well for him.  It was nice to know
one's boundaries up front. 


*** 


Danny came home
for lunch, finding Cordelia there with him.  "So they told you?"
he asked.  Xander nodded.  "You okay?" 


"I didn't
like her parents.  They ignored her.  I wished mine had ignored me
that way but I didn't like her parents." 


"They were
dirtbags," she sighed.  "Angel wants me to stay out here and
make sure it's handled." 


"It's a
serial thing," Danny told her.  "It'll be handled." 


"You guys
sure?"  They nodded.  "Then I'm heading home as scheduled
tomorrow."  She kissed Danny on the cheek.  "Remember, I
can still come back and kick your ass if you hurt him.  I'll expect him to
come cry on me now." 


"Just because
I'm gay doesn't mean I'll be sobbing on you," Xander said dryly. 


"Point, but
still."  She grinned. "Should I tell Willow you're
fine?"  He hesitated then shook his head. "You sure?  She
has went back to good girl Willow." 


"She turned
on me twice, Cordy.  If you had done it, I wouldn't have talked to you
either." 


"Point.  
I get that."  She gave him a hand squeeze.  "Now, let's go
hit some spas."  Xander grinned at that. "Come on, you know you
want to." 


"Go ahead,
Xander." 


"I can't, the
movers are coming today.  I was going to look at paint samples later this
afternoon while they were working on putting things in." 


"We can leave
it cream for now and paint in a few weeks when we get a weekend
off."  He kissed Xander. "Lunch?"  Xander's plate was
handed over and he went to get another one for himself.  "I feel
loved, you're eating." 


"He was
nibbling before," she said dryly.  "So, demon brothel,
Xander?" 


"You guys
said one too many times I was a magnet," he teased. 


"Hmm, I guess
so."  She shrugged it off and they settled in to eat before Danny had
to go back to work.   Then she and Xander went to soak up some rays
while waiting on the movers.  "Are you sure they didn't go to
Nebraska?" 


"I'd hope
not.  My bed would be warped in the cold."  He pouted. "I
love that bed.  If I have to I'm magicing the bed indestructible." 


"I'm sure you
will," she agreed dryly.  "What about hurricanes?" 


"We had earth
quakes and a few now and then that hit LA," he reminded her. 
"Plus plenty of storms from when they hit Baja.  I can withstand
being closer.  As long as the bed and the house survive.  Speaking
of, I've got to find a new mojo shop.  I'm not that great at it. 
Though I do want to learn how to teleport.  That way I can get my own ass
out of places." 


"Good
idea."  She patted him on the back.  "So, rubies?" 


"Stupid
monsoon demons.  Be thankful you're not considered part of my harem. 
Demonic harems apparently encompass those who help the uniter of the
group.  So I had two sorta big sisters and they got included too because I
let them help me and spoiled them with girl jewelry when I got given it." 


"You could've
sent some my way." 


"I did. 
Your Christmas present is in Angel's closet."  He gave her a look
over his sunglasses then smirked.  "You can't have it unless you
torture him badly enough." 


"I'm sure
he'll give in now that I know," she said happily. "If not, I'm sure I
can torture him. He might even enjoy it.  He's been content recently a
lot."  He laughed at that.  "He was!  He was almost
smiling once. I had to do the cough-soul-cough move twice in one day because he
was almost smiling.  Fred though it was cute." 


"Fred's
adorable but not my type.  Maybe the monsoon demon would like to court
her?" 


"Wes and Gunn
would get really upset with that." 


"That's one
way to not be courted by a monsoon demon."  Someone buzzed the gate
and he went to look, letting in the trunk.  "Hi, guys!  You made
it!"  He hugged them.  "There's water and juice in the
fridge if you guys want it and the plastic cups are off to the
right."  He got the floorplan.  "This is where everything
goes."  They nodded and got to work.  He only had to point out
which spot he wanted the bed in.  Then he went back to lounging in the sun
in the skimpy thong so he didn't have too much of a tan line. 


She smiled and
waved at the guy staring at them.  They went back to work. "Your
hair's a distraction." 


"Enough about
my hair," he whined. 


"Enough is
never enough when you've got gayboy cocksucker hair like that." 


"I don't like
hair pullers. Only those who gently pet my hair and give me good scalp massages
while I go down on them," he said with a haughty air, making her
laugh.  "I do.  I decked someone for yanking my hair in the
past."  He spread it behind him. "I should sun-in some lighter
highlights." 


"You should
but it might dry it out some." 


"Maybe but
then I won't look like an underdeveloped sixteen-year-old girl." 


"Only from
the back," she offered. 


He glared at
her.  "Not helping. I got enough of that from Aiden.  She said I
walked like a girl." 


"You kinda do
but it's a gay boy thing I guess. Angel does now and then and you *know* how
often Spike called him a pouf." 


"Yeah. It's
probably true too.  Gee, think I could go out there and make him pant and
beg without too much work?" 


"No, I take
him for a hair puller," she offered, patting him on the back.  That
was just too evil for her.  Angel might like him and get happy again, then
he'd go all stalker on Xander and she'd have to stake her boss and find a
*real* job.  She'd look horrible working a real job.  It'd mean she
wouldn't have time to do her nails or condition her skin properly.  She
ran a hand down Xander's arm.  "You're dry.  You should put on
more oil." 


"I
should.  Get my back if I wind up my hair?" 


"Sure." 
She watched him bun his hair up faster than she used to be able to, shaking her
head.  Xander was so gay sometimes.  She waved at the guys watching
when he shifted onto his front and they all scurried back to work. 
"Looks like you won't have to tip, just accidentally lose the thong,
Xan." 


"We'll
see.  I should tip them, they carried my bed."  She oiled his
back and he sighed in pleasure, getting comfy, letting his thighs spread just a
little bit as he relaxed.  He felt the staring and looked back, glaring
over the rim of his sunglasses.  That got them moving again. 


*** 


Danny and Don came
home together and found the workers still working.  "Got here
late?" Don teased. 


"Um, yeah,
and we had to take a few breaks too.  Union rules." 


"Did you
clean up after you guys yanked off in the bathroom?" Danny asked as he got
out a beer. 


They all nodded
and finished up quickly, then checked the truck and got their tips so they
could go hire someone for the night.  Even those who weren't gay had liked
the kid. 


Don looked.
"They did, I'm impressed."  He came out and found Xander asleep
on the lawn and Cordy watching over him, talking with that patrol guy,
Wolfe.  "Hmm, new fan." 


"He's with
Eric," Danny offered, walking out there. "Hey, Ryan
right?"  He nodded and smiled, shaking his hand.  "So,
what's up?" 


"I had to
come take a statement for Eric from Miss Chase." 


"Cordy,
please.  I'm not Southern or that old."  He smiled at that and
shook his head.  "I'm okay to leave tomorrow?" 


"Sure. We
just had to know if they had any contact with those people." 


"Again, not
like I see them. I hadn't heard from them in two years and suddenly it's all
'let's go to Miami.  It'll be a fun family trip'.  Then we got here
and I'm paying for the rooms while they smoosh in the bar and suck up
drinks.  I was tempted, I won't lie, but wasn't me." 


"I'd be
tempted too, it's a perfectly natural response."  He looked at
Danny.  "We had to shoo a few of the workers off.  They were
standing and staring." 


"I can see
why. Hey, Xander.  Your crack need a tan too?"  She giggled at
that and leaned on Ryan's arm. "It is." 


"It is but
he's cute in that itty, bitty thong."  She poked him in the side with
a nail, making him jump and growl at her.  "Your boys are home. 
They want pounced after you shower off the oil." 


He shrugged.
"Don't poke!"  He looked at the new guy.  "Who are
you?  New stalker?" 


"Eric would
be very upset with me if I was," he said dryly. "I'm Ryan
Wolfe."  He shook his hand.  "Aspiring CSI and their toady
now and then from patrol." 


"Oh, okay,
Eric and Speed both mentioned you.  Hi.  Welcome to my house. 
I'm going to go pounce someone now."  He found Danny still there and
pounced him, taking his lips for his own.  Danny groaned and spanked
him.  "What?" 


"Inside. 
We don't know that the neighbors aren't peeping."  He followed the
jiggling butt inside and shook his head.  "Later, kids." 
He shut the door but didn't lock it since Don was still up. 


Don leaned out a
few minutes later.  "I'm making burgers if you two want some." 


"No, I should
get back to the hotel," she offered, getting up and dusting off.  She
pulled out a card. "I'm here. My boss is a grumpy vampire but I usually
answer the phone anyway," she told Ryan.  "Call me. 
Especially if you need help with Xander."  She strolled off, smiling
and happy.  It was a nice night for a walk and she knew the way back to
the hotel.  Plus there had been a sex shop on the way and she was nearly
desperate after a day with Xander.  No wonder people wanted to steal the
Xander! 


Ryan walked up to
where Don was standing.  "Thanks anyway but Eric will pout if I don't
make it home for dinner tonight. If you need anything, don't hesitate to call
us.  He's on call tonight anyway."  That got a nod and a
grin.  "Close the gate after me?" 


"Sure." 
He went to do that, watching Ryan leave on the camera.  He was even nice
enough to pick up Cordy and take her to the sex shop. There was only one reason
a woman walked like that - wet panties.  He closed the gate once they were
gone and went back to fixing dinner since apparently it was his night. 
Their boy was so bad.  The phone rang and he grabbed it. 
"Flack." He smiled. "Aiden!"  He grinned. 
"No, Xander made the whole moving team wet by laying out all day in a
really tiny thong.  Like the crack of his ass got a tan,
Aiden."  Danny came out to take the phone. "Hey!  I wanted
to talk to her." 


"You can get
her in a few."  He walked back to the bedroom.  "Hey,
lady.  Yeah, we're good.  First day went okay.  They all had a
meeting about Xander, just in case.  Yeah, they were all real supportive
of us.   Only one hasn't met Xander yet and he's bringing in lunch
tomorrow so I'm guessing it'll be solved then.  Yeah, real nice folk and
all that."  He smiled and looked at Xander.  "He's hugging
his bed and napping.  No, not too hard.  Quick handjob and he was
out.  He was out on the lawn too.  Yeah, gave the movers quite a show. 
Tanned crack of his ass, you can tell he doesn't shave.  The pink thong,
Aiden.  Yeah, all day.  Was at lunch when I got here too." 
He grinned.  "I would but he's grumpy when you wake him up. 
Xander, it's Aiden," he called. 


Xander mumbled and
held up a hand, getting the phone.  He mumbled into it, getting a
smile.  "Hi, baby."  He beamed. "I'm being good. 
No, I didn't do it on purpose.  Danny packed it." 


"I thought it
was underwear." 


"It's
spandex." 


"With you I
never know," he shot back, getting comfortable.  "Come on in,
Don."  He brought in dinner and they all sat and ate on the
bed.  As long as they didn't spill anything Xander didn't mind and they
already missed Aiden. 


*** 


Xander strolled
into their new work the next day, looking a bit conservative.  Dress
pants, nice shirt.  Hair braided down his back.  Not like he was
wearing leathers or spandex or anything.  He smiled at the
receptionist.  "Hi, I'm here to deliver lunch to CSIs Messer, Delko,
Caine, and Speedle, plus Detective Flack.  Which way?" 


"I can have
them called down.  Where are you delivering from?" 


"Flack's
kitchen."  She smiled at that. "I'm Xander Harris." 
She blinked at that.  "Got warned, huh?" 


"Yes, sir, I
did.  You don't look that dangerous."  He grinned and blew a
kiss at a fighting, struggling suspect, watching him as he fell down and panted
when he gave him that special look.  He looked at her again.  "I
stand corrected.  Let me page one of them for you."  She did
that.  "Lieutenant, there's a Mr. Harris here to deliver lunch to
most of your group and Detective Flack?"  She smiled. 
"That's fine, sir.  I can guard him until you can get everyone and
come down to walk him up."  She hung up. "It'll be about three
minutes and he hopes you brought extra since everyone's in." 


"Of
course.  Danny said I cook like someone's Jewish mother.  Always way
too much food and I make you eat."  She giggled at that. 
"I don't mean to be rude.  He's from New York and I guess he knew a
few like that." 


"My own
mother is like that and I am Jewish.  It's an apt analogy, sir.  Go
ahead and have a seat.  It'll only be a minute."  He nodded and
sat down, the basket beside him.  She smiled when the lieutenant came
down. "There he is, sir, and he helped Jessup with a struggling suspect by
flirting.  I never realized how dangerous cute, young men could be." 


"I'd expect
that.  They don't make many like Xander every century."  He
smiled at him.  "Brought extra?" 


"Of
course.  Danny said I cook like a Jewish mother." 


"Speed agreed
with him earlier about that."  He got him a visitor's pass and walked
him back there.  "This is where Don works," he said, pointing at
one area.  "His is the second desk on the right.  It's got his
name on it."  Xander nodded at that. "No bubble bath. I heard
what you did to Mac," he said, smirking at him. 


"He needed to
relax." 


"He probably
did.  Yelina, lunch?"  She followed them. "Yelina Salas,
this is Xander Harris, Danny's boyfriend and the one Don is protecting. He
brought us lunch today." 


She looked him
over.  "He's cute."  She smiled at him.  "Welcome
to Miami." 


"Thank you
and yes, I am."  She laughed at that.  "At least you didn't
make a remark about the hair."  He grinned at Horatio.  "I
have another one in the car." 


"I'll go get
it, Xander.  Which car?" 


"They brought
down my SUV and Don's car both." 


"The purple
range rover is here?" Eric said dryly when he ran into them. 
"I'll send Wolfe down to get it.  Another basket?" 


"Box." 
He dug out the keys and handed them over, then hugged him one-armed. 
"Hi again. That's from Cordy, who said she wanted to steal you back to
LA.  They were lacking hotties with brains according to her.  She
said she'd even take Ryan with you."  He laughed and went to tell
Ryan to go get the rest of the food.   He bounced into the break
room, putting the basket down in front of Danny and shaking Frank's hand. 
"And look, I even managed clothes today."  Frank burst out
laughing and nodded at that. 


"I take it
you saw him in it too?" Don asked dryly.  "I know the movers had
an issue or two with it." 


"Yeah, we had
to arrest two of them last night for picking up pros," Frank agreed
dryly.  "They paid their fine and left now though."  Xander
sat down in the empty seat when Horatio put him in it.  "So, what'd
you bring us?" 


"A lot of
stuff," he offered. "The basket is strictly vegan stuff in case
anyone needs it or anyone's got meat issues today.  The other was
hamburgers and other stuff."  Ryan walked in with a box and he
blinked.  "That was in my car?" 


"It was and
it grew."  He put it down and handed the bag on top to him. 
"I'm guessing there's more underneath because this is too heavy just for
food." 


"Whatever you
guys don't eat goes to a homeless shelter," he assured them. 
"I'm all for doing good things and I'm bored."  Speed moaned at
that. "Sorry, haven't found the craft stuff yet." 


"So what do
you do all day, Xander?" Yelina asked. 


"I'm trying
to figure that out," he admitted. "Right now I'm figuring out how to
cook and you're all now my official tasters."  Danny moaned at
his.  "Is it okay? I had to switch cheeses." 


"S'great,"
he said before taking a drink of water.  "Still warm too.  Good
job."  Xander beamed and helped Ryan bring up food. 


"They weren't
kidding, you cook a lot," Calleigh complained.  "Will we have
another shower?"  She looked up.  "I found one in my hair."



"Keep
it," Xander ordered. 


"The thing
that does it probably thinks you're his harem already anyway," Don joked,
saluting her with his fork.  "They did with Aiden, Stella, and
Mac.  He only spoiled Mac that once." 


"Yeah, with
flowers and bubble bath," Speed taunted. 


"He needed to
relax," Xander said with an impish grin.  "He really did." 


"I'm sure he
did," Frank agreed.  "Hand me two of those burgers,
Ryan."  He got handed two and Ryan sat down, letting the others serve
themselves.  "Anything sweet in there for dessert?" 


"Cake,"
Danny offered.  "It's in here."  He put the basket on
another table. "You know, you could feed the rest of the station." 


"Then they'll
think I'm sucking up," Xander said dryly. 


"Um,
lieutenant," someone called from the hallway.  "We've got a
suspect loose." 


"I only blew
a kiss at him," he complained. 


"Bad
Xander," Don said, smacking him on the head.  "Bad! You know
better than to flirt!" 


The officer looked
at him.  "Not that one, sir.  The one who tried to hold up the
bank earlier." 


"I can flirt
him to falling to his knees too," Xander offered sweetly, smiling at him. 


"Please
don't," Speed moaned. 


"Sorry. I'll
be good."  He shrugged and dug in, chewing slowly.  "So, I
met Calleigh and Eric already.  I kinda met Frank yesterday when he came
to pick up Don since he thought he was lost."  Don snickered at
that.  "He did.  So I guess that only leaves Ryan, who I sort of
remember being there last night while I was sleeping on the lawn, and Yelina." 
He smiled at her, making her smile back.  "So you're a detective like
Don?"  She nodded.  "How many years?" 


"Twelve
now."  She ate a bite.  "This is very good." 


"Thank
you.  I'm learning a whole lot."  Some guy ran in and slammed
the door.  He looked at Don, then at Danny.  "Well?" 


"Shut
up!" he growled, glaring at them.  "Ooh, wonderful, I got stuck
with the geek squad." 


Xander pouted at
him.  "I am not a geek and geeks are nice.  They try to
understand me and give good cuddles."  He turned it up some. 
"Please don't hurt my geeks?"  The guy whimpered. 
"We'll be good boys and girls.  I promise.  We'll do whatever
we're supposed to do.  All you have to do is not hurt them." 


"I'm taking
you with me.  You're obviously not a cop." 


Xander pulled his
braid around.  "But that would make them mad.  Then they'll
shoot you."  The man whimpered so he ate a bite of dinner, giving him
the big-eyed puppy look.  "Please don't hurt my geeks or the nice
detectives?  I mean, Ryan's a geek in training even.  If you hurt
him, he'll never be all the geek he can be."  He pouted again and the
guy melted nodding.  "Thank you.  Can I have a hug?  Or
aren't you smart enough to hug me?"  He came over and Calleigh cuffed
him when he reached for Xander.  Then Don casually nerve pinched him and
went to get the others. 


"That's a
dangerous talent, man," Ryan said in awe.  "I'm impressed."



Xander
beamed.  "Thank you.  I have to use it while I'm still young and
cute." 


"Now you know
why we had the briefing," Horatio noted.  "Xander," he said
patiently. 


"Sorry,
Horatio.  But he was being mean!  He might've even pulled my hair and
I hate hair yankers.  They suck and don't blow."  Calleigh
choked on that. "Sorry, dear." 


"Someone
clearly needed to wear those urges out again this morning," Danny noted
dryly. 


"Like I said,
I was bored." 


"Bored is
bad," Speed reminded him.  "Bored leads to him spiking for no
reason." 


"Hmm, gotta
find him something to do." 


"Can I have a
dog?" 


"Ask Don, I
don't care as long as it's not some shedding frou-frou beast." 


"Don, can I
have a dog?" Xander called. 


"Sure. 
As long as it doesn't shed on my suits and it'll cuddle you when we're not
there.  Plus you clean up after it." 


"Thank
you."  He beamed. "I'll go to the pound today." 


"Not alone
you're not.  I don't think we need ten dogs." 


Don came
back.  "He can go to the pound to look and take pictures, which he'll
send us.  We'll look at them and then decide," Don ordered. 
Xander nodded and smiled, digging in again. "Thank you.  Hey,
Horatio, they won't come." 


"Boys, come
get him before I have to hurt him for looking at Calleigh wrong!" Speed
yelled.  "Besides, he was going to cuddle Xander and yank his
hair."  Xander giggled at that. 


Yelina cleared her
head.  "You're... quite unusual." 


Xander
grinned.  "It's from growing up in Sunnydale." 


She nodded.
"Where is that?" 


"By LA."



"Ah." 
That explained everything to her.  People from LA were inherently strange
to her.  Eric giggled. "What?" 


"The look on
your face while he was pouting at the guy.  Guys, he's waking
up."  They came running in and got the guy then drug him off. 
"How did he get free?" 


Jessup, one of
their patrol guys, shrugged.  "Not a clue, sir. All I know was he was
somewhere in booking."  He looked at the guy then at the group. 
"Who should we credit with this arrest?"  They all pointed at
Xander. "Isn't he a civilian?"  Don came back with paper
towels.  "I'll tell maintenance we're out in here again." 


"Thanks,
man."  Don sat down and looked at Xander.  "No more pouting
today." 


"Yes,
Don.  I'll try to be good." 


"Hmm. 
Try being the operative word," Horatio teased. "He is a civilian,
Jessup, but if you ever see him in trouble, and it does come for him, you are
to get one of us, specifically Don or Danny if possible. Understood?" 


"Yes,
sir.  Why?" 


Xander grinned. 
"I'm often kidnaped." 


"Oh, you're
the one they had the special meeting about.  Yeah, some of us listened
in."  He walked off nodding, that straightened everything out for
him. 


Xander looked at
Horatio.  "Probably a good idea." 


"Probably,"
he agreed dryly.  "Eat, Xander."  He dug in, a happy boy
again.  "What sort of hobbies are you doing now?" 


"I've got two
more wooden models I'm working on, one latchhook kit I nearly threw the other
week, and a candle making kit I haven't opened yet.  I was going to get a
book on making them for real first since this comes with a melter that pours
easily." 


"That's fine,
Xander."  That got a grin. "You're being good." 


"Thank
you."  He grinned at Danny, who raised an eyebrow.  "At
least no one got hurt." 


"True. 
No more pouting today." 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Good
boy." 


Don nodded.
"It was nice not to have to get up this time," he agreed. 
"It was cute how you got him to come and hug you too."  Xander
blushed at that.  "I'll cuddle you later." 


"Sure." 
He ate another bite then got up and dug into the basket, pulling out the
cobbler for dessert, making them all moan when the cold pack with the ice cream
came out too. "Share away."  They all dug out portions and ice
cream. It was just soft enough for plastic spoons, perfect for their
lunch.  The rest went into the freezer for later use and Calleigh
shamelessly stole the cobbler as well.  The cake and the rest of the food
got carted off to the local homeless shelter because Xander was a nice guy most
of the time, unless you pulled his hair. 


*** 


Yelina stopped
Horatio a few hours later.  "I'm worried about him.  They treat
him like he's their slave," she said quietly. "I was starting to like
Don and Danny until lunch today." 


He sighed and
looked at her.  "Yelina.  Did you do any research on that group
I mentioned in the meeting?" 


"Some. 
I found their frequently asked questions page that you gave us the address
for.  It didn't mention they were submissives."  He flinched at
that.  "You know others?" 


"There's
another in the department," he agreed.  "The problem isn't that
he's submissive, it's that he's so high up on the scale he needs someone to
protect him.  Don's like a big brother to him and he protects him. 
Danny's his boyfriend, or keeper.  GHS members as high up as Xander don't
often manage to deal with the mundane very well.  They get lost in their
pleasures.  We've seen ones who have starved to death while rutting with
sex toys.  Literally."  She went pale at that and
shuddered.   "They're all focused on their pleasures.  Part
of Danny and Don's job is to protect him and make sure the mundane things are
being handled.  Trying to keep Xander under control is one of them. 
Because if he's not in balance, his hormones can spike and then we're all
flooded with pheromones."  He shifted closer.  "The last
time that happened, he was affecting a whole coffee shop just by sitting
there," he said quietly.  "They almost had a sudden orgy for
them all." 


She looked
horrified.  "He can't control it.  It's his hormones.  It's
that special twist in them that makes him GHS and live in the pleasures his
body give him.  Food, sex, touch since he's very tactilely deprived. 
It's for Danny and Don to help him control that by helping him wear it out,
setting out a schedule of things he *has* to get done so they do get done, and
taking care of him.  In a way it does mimic the submissive lifestyle but
in others it's far different.  In lower level GHS, a keeper can be a real
boyfriend.  In levels seven or above they're *keepers* as well as boyfriends. 
Xander leans on them so he can let go.  Because if he doesn't, and they
start to back up, he'll get sick and could die of it.  We've seen others
who have died, even though they're eating and drinking and surviving, because
they couldn't get the hormones unclogged.  Usually as a matter of
grief.  That's why it seemed that way to you," he finished. 


"So, they're
not abusing him?" 


"No. 
They're not.  Trust me, I do know others and I'm watching over their
shoulder to help them.  They're a very new pairing.  Xander's only
been found for a little over a year now."  She groaned at that. 
"He's got stalkers and kidnapers because of it," he said gently.
"That's why we're all on alert." 


"Fine. 
Wolfe is worried as well." 


"I'm going to
let Eric handle him," he said dryly.  "I think he's got his
education well in hand already.  Eric knows he can come to us. 
Calleigh had a few doubts as well but she also realizes that if Xander doesn't
have that bit of structure now and then he'll start to hurt others. He could
easily do it, Yelina.  We don't want that." 


"No, we
don't," she agreed.  "Thank you for telling me.  The other
one in the department...." 


"Is only a
level five, thankfully.  Most level sixes and above don't really
work.  They live off the reparations of kidnaping them or they're taken
care of like pampered spouses.  Boys like Xander were meant to be the
favorite concubine." 


"I could tell
with the way he pouted the suspect down."  She grimaced. "Is he
always like that?" 


"No, that was
to show off," he admitted. "Usually he's very bouncy and fun
loving.  He's a very nice young man with very horrible parents and most of
his ex-girlfriends and former female friends were just as bad.  Miss Chase
was one of them but apparently she's straightened herself out." 


"Not
much," Ryan admitted as he joined them. "Sorry to interrupt, but one
of the other guys wanted to know if Xander was a pro or not.  I told him
no but he's not believing me." 


"He's
not." 


"Anymore?"
she asked dryly. 


He looked at
her.  "A great many of them found themselves in that sort of
desperate situation to find themselves and to control their raging
hormones.  Xander spent six weeks doing it.  He's perfectly safe and
he went to Don to be protected once he quit and had it under some control." 
She nodded at that.  "He also had clients who paid at least a hundred
thousand for an hour of his time plus tips."  They both gaped at
that. "It is part of his past and he's moved on.  Now he's got an
unfortunate stalker who believes he's a monsoon demon." 


Ryan
groaned.  "The ruby shower? I found one in Eric's pocket and was
wondering." 


"It did come
from that source.  He rigged it somehow," he agreed.  "Are
there any other concerns?" 


"No, the
keeper I knew who tipped me off said that he should look like the spoiled and
pampered prince of the harem.  He seems okay to me.  Some structure
probably does him good." 


"It
does," Horatio agreed.  "He's also not the only one we have
around here. The city has ten members.  Two of which don't have keepers,
they have a number of lovers on a string." 


Ryan nodded at
that. "I've noticed a few others over the years, Horatio.  A few
times I've wondered which was which because I'm told the best keepers are lower
level GHS themselves." 


"They can
be," he agreed, smirking at him.  So the kid knew. 
Interesting.  He was going to make a very good CSI some day.  He
looked at Yelina.  "Does that answer your questions?" 


"Mostly. 
Are they both doing him?" 


"Don says he
only gets cuddles.  Xander's family were unfortunately against physical
contact a great deal of the time," Horatio offered quietly. 
"He's better now.  His father's in jail for underaged prostitutes and
gambling."  She gaped.  He nodded.  "His mother's
hiding somewhere." 


"She'd
better.  I'd hate to see if it Danny got her," Ryan offered grimly.
"He seems like the possessive sort."  He shook his head. 
"Anyway, I thought you'd like to know about the rumors, sir." 


"Thank you,
Mr. Wolfe.  It is very good to know.  I'll start fixing that
tonight." 


"Speed
reminded you earlier you were having dinner with him and he was cooking." 


"He
did."  He smirked.  "I'm sure Eric's waiting to pump you
for information as well."  Ryan nodded at that and left them alone. 


"Do they
think they're fooling anyone?" she asked dryly. 


"You must be
somewhat discreet in any group like a police station, Yelina."  He
smiled and walked off to talk to the main gossips he knew.  The city had
hosted a few conventions, most of the PD knew what GHS were and what members
were like.  They boosted the retail index by thirty percent during each
convention.  It was why the city let them come back after the first one
broke out into an orgy. 


Yelina rolled her
eyes.  "Those two are horrible.  They should just announce it.
Ryan and Eric will never be able to hide it."  She walked off,
thinking about offering Horatio dinner the next night he had off call.  It
had been a while since they'd had one. 


*** 


Xander dove into
the club, enjoying the hell out of his treat.  Don had said he was good
enough earlier so now he got to have some fun.  He wiggled his way through
the crowd, finding a good spot to dance in.  His partner glared at him but
he shrugged and just went back to dancing. 


Don nudged
Danny.  "Our boy still needs rhythm."  They played
rock/paper/scissors and Don lost so he got to go out there and help
Xander.  He moved up behind him.  "Like this," he said,
putting his hands on his hips to help him. "Pay attention to the
beat," he ordered.  Xander nodded and relaxed against him. 
"Ah!"  Xander quit being so cuddly.  "Good
boy."  He got him back into the mood and it was good.  Danny
came out and got his front, helping him more.  Don let his hips go. 
Xander shifted back against him so he grabbed him again.  "Greedy,"
he said dryly.  He pushed the boy into Danny's front, getting a smirk as
they sandwiched him.  Xander got it as the song changed.  So maybe it
was only certain types of rhythms. 


"You can go
take lessons," Danny called.  Xander squealed and hugged him then got
back into it.  They backed off and let him try it more on his own. 
Xander got back into it and they both groaned and moved closer.  The boy
had serious rhythm issues.  At least he wasn't flailing.  They felt a
quickening buzz and all groaned but Eric came out and stole Xander to show him
how it was done.  They shrugged and went to pick others to dance with. 


Eric watched as
Xander finally fell into the music.  He was letting him go fully into
cuddly GHS mode.  Unlike Don.  Then he saw Don dancing with someone
and heard the growl.  "Don't you dare.  He's going home with
you," he said, making him focus on him again.  "Don't get
jealous.  It'll end bad."  Xander nodded, calming himself
down.  "Focus on your partner, Xander, not on your boyfriend." 
He turned them around so Xander couldn't see them.  He felt him stiffen
and looked up, groaning.  "No jealousy."  He made Xander
look at him.  "No jealousy.  You may not send the whole club
off."  Xander sulked but nodded, letting it out to the music.  "They're
not going home with them, they're just wearing out some energy.  I promise
you they're not gonna abandon you."  Xander went back to sulking but
he wasn't broadcasting.  He was getting a lot of attention though. 
Some girls came over to steal him and make him happier.  It was creating
an eddy in the field of dancers for those trying to get next to Xander. 


The DJ realized it
and started to play something a bit darker and harder, making Xander calm
down.  A few of them smiled and got closer, trying to tempt him. 
Eric watched as Danny gravitated over and gradually worked his way closer
again.  Finally it was those two again and the girls had to pout, but a
few of them got together.  A few were even kissing.  He saw Danny say
something and Xander concentrate then shake his head.  Danny pulled him
closer.  Don came over to jump in and say something to Xander, getting a
glare from both of them.  Xander moved off and Eric saw him snag another
dancer, getting back into it.  The crowd started to move again.  Eric
intercepted Don.  "He's fine.  He's not broadcasting." 


"He has to
be." 


"He's
not.  He's jealous!"  Don looked horrified.  "Yeah, so
leash your boy and let him go cuddly.  It means he's able to let it
go."  He let him go and watched as Don went to take Xander
back.  The girl glared and turned Xander away from him, making Eric
laugh.  Someone was protective and thought Don was stalking the kid. 


Danny came over
and pulled Xander against him, getting a smile and a kiss.  Don got pulled
against Xander's back and the boy totally relaxed and got very loose.  It
only got hotter in there.  Eric watched the crowd get a bit sexier and
looser as well.  The DJ was keeping up.  He ended up going over there
and butting in.  "Out!"  They nodded, taking the kid
outside to cool off.  "Were you broadcasting?" 


"No, I was making
people hot without it," Xander said with a pout.  A youngish girl
came over and kissed him, making him moan and grab her for stability.  She
finally let go and slipped her number into his pocket before strolling off with
a hip twitch and a hair flick.  "Wow.  That hasn't happened in a
while."  He handed Don the number.  "Here, you're
straight." 


Eric
laughed.  "You two are so bad."  He shook his head. 
"Go somewhere else.  Or go stroll."  He strolled off, going
to find a cute girl to dance with.  It was a good night.  Ryan had
told him to go tease.  It had been pure luck he had run into Xander and
the terrible duo.  He watched as they walked off arguing about what sort
of club they were going to.  Xander finally won but kissing them both and
strolling off, making them follow.  Yeah, the kid had it well in hand. 


*** 


Xander rolled up
to the gate and input the code, seeing the lights go on behind him. 
"What the fuck?" he muttered.  He got out and waved, giving them
a shrug.  "What?  It's my house."  The cop walked
forward.  "Is there a problem, Officer?  I'm pretty sure I live
here." 


"I thought
our new detectives did, sir." 


"They're
protecting me.  It's my house."  The got an odd look. 
"You can ask them, they're napping in the back seat.  The same as
that's my SUV."  The officer looked then snorted, glaring at
him.  "Yes, sweetie, I'm so fucking gay the whole world should
tremble.  Anything else?  I've spent the whole night in the clubs and
I'd like to go to bed.  You can ask them tomorrow about anything you want
to know." 


"Sir, it's
always a bad idea to mouth off to an officer." 


"Yeah, and
it's bad idea to make me sue the department.  It's not like I drank
anything tonight.  You had no reason to stop me, especially not from going
into my own house." 


"You have out
of state plates." 


"Yeah, I just
moved down here three days ago," he said dryly, flicking his hair back
over his shoulder.  "We're doing that tomorrow."  Another
car pulled up.  "Yes?" 


"Isn't that
Detective Flack's house, sir?" 


"I'm Harris." 
That got a nod.  "Can you tell this one that they're watching
me?" 


"They are,
Buddy.  They're watching over him because people like to steal him." 


"You mean the
new guys are gay?" 


"No. 
Flack's very straight.  I've never really asked Danny if he was gay or bi
or what," he said honestly.  He hadn't asked.  He just assumed
he was bi.  "Can I go to bed now?  They let me out to have fun
tonight." 


"Go ahead,
sir." 


He walked over and
opened the gate then got in to drive through, getting out to close it again. 
He waved.  "Thank you for being so concerned officers.  Have a
nice night."  He got in and drove on, heading to put those two to
bed.  Danny gave his head a nudge so he went to crawl in with Don, getting
a happy smile and a cuddle from the sleepy one.  He'd ignore the cops
being paranoid for a few more days, then he'd start to shoot back. 


Danny smiled as he
flipped over.  He had the whole bed to himself tonight.  It was kinda
nice. He was hot and sweaty.  He flipped back onto his back, not having to
worry about sticking to Xander's hair tonight.  They'd have to get him to
put in air conditioners tomorrow too. 


Don woke up
halfway through the night, hearing a creak from the living room. He grabbed his
gun and got up, heading out there.  "Freeze," he ordered,
pointing it at the guy.  Who it turned out was an officer. "What the
fuck are you doing?" 


"Checking on
the house, sir.  Last time we knew this was empty." 


"We moved in
three days ago," he said blandly.  He didn't lower his weapon. 
"You can tell dispatch that.  Then again, they should know that since
I'm one of the new detectives." 


"Don?"
Xander asked sleepily. 


"Go back to
bed, Xander.  Go back to your room."  Xander nodded and headed
to his room, which woke Danny up and sent him out.  "Sorry, he
wanders," he said dryly at the horrified look. 
"Danny."  Danny came out and gave him an odd look. 
"You wanna handle this?" 


"Go the fuck
away," he said dryly.  "Or I'm letting Xander bounce you ta
death tomorrow."  The man backed up.  "Now." 


"Can you
prove you live here?" 


Xander walked out
and put three things in front of him then glared.  "Get out or I'm
calling your supervisor.  This is the second time I've had harassment
tonight.  I'm already pissed with the department from earlier's officer
trying to stop me from coming in to my own house."  The man
gaped.  "This is *my* house.  They live here to protect
me.  The only thing they get is cuddles. Spoiled with lunch now and then.
But mostly cuddles.  I'm like that.  It's not sexual so you can go
tell all your little bigoted, scared of assholes buddies to back the fuck off
them." 


"Um, okay,
sorry, sir.  The last time I knew this house was empty." 


"Xander, calm
down," Don ordered, lowering his gun.  "Now."  Xander
sulked off, going back to the office.  He looked at the office. "Who
told you to come out?" 


"The Shift
Supervisor said that one of the officers reported strange activity out
here.  I had no idea."  He shrugged. "I really don't care
if you three are together or not, sir." 


"Detective
Flack.  That's Detective Messer."  The guy moaned.
"Apparently the other guy did."  That got a nod. 
"Xander, apologize." 


"Hell
no!"  He came back out. "He's in my fucking house!  Why
should I apologize!  I didn't call them!" 


"Yes, but the
Shift Supervisor told him to come. It's not his fault," he said
firmly.  "Apologize." 


"I'm sorry
you have such crappy bosses," Xander told him.  "Feel like
turnin' 'em in?" 


"Usually. 
My supervisor could've been in on it.  I will report this, detectives, and
sir."  Xander shrugged. "Really, I could care less if you're
doing poodles, sir.  It's not my place to care what you or they do in your
own house." 


"Thanks,"
Danny said, then he yawned and stretched.  "Let us know if there's
more problems.  Please." 


"Of course,
sir.  The purple SUV?"  Xander wiggled his fingers with a
look.  "That's fine. We were wondering about the out of state
plates." 


"Being
switched tomorrow, along with my license.  We're all going together,"
Xander said, nodding along.  That got a smile and a nod from the
officer.  "Anything else you can think of?" 


"Not yet,
sir.  I'm sorry to have intruded." 


"You're damn
lucky Don heard you first.  I would've attacked.  There's been too
many assaults already and you can tell them I said that," Xander said
dryly.  "After four times being taken from my own house, I tend to
attack first and then torture for answers." 


"Stand
down," Danny said patiently, patting him on the back. 


"Four?"
Don asked, looking at him.  "The monsoon demon, the asshole the first
time.... who else?" 


"The monsoon
demon twice, the first asshole, and then another demon who had me for ten
minutes.  I stabbed him." 


"Oh. 
Okay.  Tell us the next time that happens," Danny ordered. 


"Yes,
dear."  He rolled his eyes.  "So we understandably have
security and the rest is being upped tomorrow since we should've been
called." 


"We called
them first and they turned it off so we could get in the gate.  It's a
perk of law enforcement, sir." 


Xander groaned.
"That's why I'm going to find someone very illegal and ask them who they
hate the most."  He went back to his bed, slamming the door. 


"Sorry, he's
upset," Don offered dryly. 


"I can see
why, sir.  Demons?" 


"The guy
thought he was." 


"Sir.... 
Just don't try.  We've got a very few of them around here." 


"They all
like him," Danny agreed.  "They like to take him, fondle him
against his will, things like that." 


"Understood. 
I'd personally go with EDA Security.  They're very fussy.  We need a
warrant to get them to turn it off.  Many drug dealers use them." 


"I'll get
with them tomorrow," Don agreed.  "Thanks.  Anything else
we should know?" 


"I'll handle
it, sir.  He's gonna be sorry in front of others this time."  He
smiled.  "Have a better night, sir.  Welcome to Miami," he
said and walked off. 


"Man, ours
would've pulled their piece and shouted back," Danny said once he was gone
and the gate was closed again. 


"Yeah, I
would've pulled it before I walked in and announced myself too," Don said
dryly. 


"True." 
He called Speed's cellphone, what he was told to do if they had any
problems.  "We might wanna look into the guy who stopped Xander last
night bringing us home.  He said he didn't want to let him in the
gate.  Then we had one who broke in and Don ended up putting his gun in
the guy's face," he reported.  "Be in the normal time. 
Xander was good in the clubs."  He hung up and went back to bed,
doing a quick braid of Xander's hair so he wouldn't be wound in it.  Don
came in to help him tuck Xander in, and he pulled him down. 
"Rest.  It's late."  Don shrugged and curled up on Xander's
other side, giving Xander the comfort he'd need to fight off any
nightmares.  And in the morning Danny just moaned and watched him get his
usual wake up.  It was nice, they both cuddled Xander and made him a happy
boy. 


*** 


Don walked in and
saw the glares.  "I just got here.  Give me time to earn
those," he sneered at one. 


"You already
did." 


"Why? 
Because I protect a little boy that people want to take?" he said
dryly.  That stopped them. "Yeah, I'm not Xander's boyfriend, I'm his
protector.  I'm his bodyguard with perks, including free rent.  Now
and then we even let an off-duty help us if he needs to go out while we're at
work.  Now, you got anything else to say, say it to my face." 


"He came out
of your room." 


"He cuddles. 
He likes to cuddle.  His parents were dirtbags and didn't do it." 


"So he comes
and *cuddles* and you don't do anything?" he sneered. 


"Yup.  I
like girls.  All he gets from me are pets through his hair and
cuddles." 


"He looked
like a girl," someone offered. 


"Yeah, one of
the people who took him made him grow it out," Danny noted as he came in. 


"The next
time one of you break into the house, I'm pretty sure he's gonna shoot you and
if Xander doesn't we will.  We're there to make sure no one else gets a
wild hair up their ass and takes him.  That's what we do."  He
moved closer.  "That was really stupid.  Especially the guy who
stopped him from going into our gate."  That got a hiss. 
"Especially since we were both asleep in the car.  Xander's easily
made paranoid with all the people who've tried for him.  With him being
taken four times from home, one of them where I got tied up as well, he's
*real* paranoid now."  That got a few groans.  "So if
you've got a problem with Xander, you come to us.  Not that I'm expecting
much problem with Xander.  Most everyone just falls to their knees and
begs around him." 


"Hmm, like
yesterday," Horatio said from behind them.  "I heard the
voicemail.  What happened?" 


"First it was
the guy who decided to stop Xander from getting in the gate," Don said,
turning to look at him.  "Hassled him for driving the gay-mobile he
does.  Suggested obliquely he was there working since the first cop said I
lived there.  The second explained things to him and let Xander let us
in." 


"Interesting. 
The report said he stopped him for going into a suspicious residence in a
suspicious car.  Though I will not tell him what you called his beloved
car."  One of the officers laughed.  "And later?" 


"One of the
other patrol guys apparently, or so he said, got told to break into our house
to check it since his Shift Supervisor said it was supposed to be empty. 
He called and had the alarm turned off momentarily and neither of us heard him
knock or identify himself," Danny told him. 


"I woke up at
a footstep in the living room area," Don told him.  "Then he
defended it and I kinda believe him, even though I know in New York we'd have
had our weapons pulled, we'd have knocked *real* loud first, and we would have
asked the security company if the residence was occupied." 


"As I would
think is reasonable," Horatio agreed.  "Did we get either
officer's names?" 


Danny texted that
to Xander, getting a nod back and he handed over his phone. "He's real
good about finding out who's bothering him.  He gets a lot of hell over
his car and his hair alone." 


"Interesting." 
Horatio looked at the officers standing around.  "I will say this
now.  Xander Harris is protected for a very good reason.  If you have
any doubts, you can ask me personally why.  Mr. Harris has been taken
about thirty times in the last six months." 


"Fifty-four,"
Don coughed.  "Four from home.  One where I got tied up, the
other three we weren't home." 


Horatio
nodded.  "It happens to members with his problem.  I'm sure
Xander's gotten free of most of them." 


"That and
Donny, the guard he hired out of the off-duty pool, helped a lot," Danny
agreed.  "We wouldn't mind him doing that again down here." 


"Neither
would I.  Miami is safer for him since most of the pool of candidates is
smaller."  Xander ran in and hid against Don's chest.
"Xander?"  Xander shook his head. "Xander," he asked
more firmly, moving closer.  "What happened?" 


Xander pointed and
just hid.  Someone stomped in with a rifle and Xander moved behind
him.  "Him." 


"Excuse
me," Danny said.  "Who the fuck are you!" 


"I want
him!" 


"You can't
have him," Don said, glaring at him.  "You want him, you try us
first.  That's the way this works." 


"That little
bitch made my wife yell his name!  Not mine, his!" 


"She doesn't
even know me!" Xander complained, looking over Don's shoulder. 
"Who the hell is your wife anyway?"  The man looked
horrified.  "Do I even know you?  I've been down here four days
now!" 


"She saw you
tanning and she wants you more!"  He raised his gun. 


"Put it
down," Horatio ordered.  "Now.  If your wife watched him
tan, it's her own fault." 


"She's an
angel!  He's evil!" 


"He's
gay," Danny said.  "If your wife wanted him, then there's
something about her." 


"That's a
lie!" 


Xander glared at
him.  "I am so gay!"  He walked out and kissed him, making
him stagger back and wipe his mouth.  "There, see, I am gay, I'm very
gay, half the women who know me say I'm a fucking gay princess!" he
shouted.  "If your wife was spying on me, it's her own fucking fault
and maybe you should...."  Horatio covered his mouth and gave him
back to Danny, who walked him off to talk to him about his mouth, again. 


Horatio took a
deep breath.  "Xander is very gay. If your wife was spying on him
that way, she has broken the law.  If he presses a complaint, we will be
arresting her.  The same as we will be you because you walked in here with
a shotgun."  The man stepped back again, shaking his head. 
"Oh, yes, we will.  Boys?"  The patrol officers that had
been fighting with Don and Danny moved to get him.  "Thank you. 
Take a statement from him about his wife's activities as well and get her if
Mr. Harris presses a complaint." 


"Considering
he was in our yard, he should," Don agreed, glaring at the guy. 


"You're gay
too!" he sneered. 


"No, I'm his
bodyguard.  That's why he ran and hid behind me.  I get cuddles and
free rent."  The man gaped.  "Now, anything else from any
of you?"  The patrol guys shook their heads.  "Any more
questions about Xander, you come to me.  Do remember though that Xander
will fight back.  Every time.  Both officers were really damn lucky
last night.  Xander was happy when he was stopped at the gate and I heard
the other guy first." 


"It won't
happen again, Don." 


"It had
better not. I talked Xander out of suing the department this morning,
Horatio," Don said honestly.  "It's been four days and he likes
you guys for the most part.  But now and then..." 


"I know, Don.
Let me handle this." 


"I think it'd
be better if you did than I did."  He looked over as Xander was led
back.  "You calmer now?"  Xander nodded. "You okay to
go home?" 


Xander nodded.
"I am.  Sorry about that, Horatio.  I snapped." 


"It happens,
Xander.  That sort of situation is stressful."  Xander nodded.
"Go home and rest." 


"I'm going to
get a new security company," he said grimly.  "Then I'm going to
go change my handgun license down here too."  He walked off, going to
check his SUV.  He came back and pointed. "My tires were
slashed.  I'm taking a walk since it's only a few minutes up the
road."  He walked off again, going to work off some energy. 


"That is not
a happy person," Danny said plainly.  "We got him calmed down
twice today.  The next one is probably going to be fatal for
someone." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Make sure he gets home, Danny." 


"He'll swat
me.  I already suggested it."  He shrugged. "He takes these
'leave me alone' moods.  I'm guessing that's the remains of Sunnydale
Syndrome." 


"Probably. 
Go process his car, see who slashed his tires."  Danny nodded, going
to get a field kit and do that.  "Don...." 


"I'm still
calm.  Not like I'm gonna ask someone to go four rounds in the parking
lot."  He stared at him.  "I'm leaving this in your hands
as long as there's no other incidences." 


"Agreed. 
I'll get it straightened out.  This is going too far for hazing the new
guy.  Which is what they claimed it was." 


"Yeah, well,
I almost shot one of your guys last night."  He walked off. 
"I'm going to do the stuff sitting on my desk.  Let me know if you
need anything else." 


"I will do
that."  He looked at the shift supervisor, who flinched. 
"I will be having a discussion with you and the other ones. 
Now."  That got a nod and he scurried off to call the others
together.  Horatio followed once he made sure the lobby was clear.  He
nodded at Ryan as he walked past him.  "Good morning." 


"I saw
Xander's gaymobile.  He okay?" 


Horatio smirked at
him. "He will swat you for calling that as well." 


"Probably but
I figure it'll break whatever tension it is." 


"Tension was
earlier.  Keep an eye out for him later today and tomorrow." 


"And every
other day this year," he agreed dryly, heading out to his car. He wondered
but someone would let it slip to him.  Probably Speed when he ranted or
Eric when he ranted. 


Horatio slammed
the door of the meeting room, making them all groan.  "We are going
to have a talk about Mr. Harris and Detectives Flack and Messer." 
That got a few pale people.  "First, I will say this once.  Mr.
Harris is a member of GHS.  One of the more kidnaped ones.  One who
has been taken or tried to be taken fifty-four times in the last six months.
Your officer who stopped him at his gate last night was very lucky he wasn't
jumpy and paranoid."  That got one going even more pale. 
"The one who blatantly broke into his house a few hours later is in even
more trouble. None of them remember hearing him knock.  Detective Flack
pulled his gun on him when he heard him sneaking around after *illegally*
having the alarm turned off."  That got a groan.  "This
morning, they talked our new resident, who has been here four whole days,
gentlemen, out of suing us.  I have had enough.  If this was hazing
the new detectives, it is over. You nearly had an officer shot.  If this
is something about Mr. Harris being gay and those two protecting him, it will
also stop.  Mr. Harris is a level ten GHS member." 


That made the rest
of them pale. "He has only been identified for nine months. 
Detective Flack has been protecting him since he was identified. 
Detective Messer is doing temporary Keeper duty until he can find one
permanently or until Detective Messer decides whether or not he'll take him up
on his offer.  We will leave Mr. Harris alone.  He is under my
*direct* supervision.  Am I clear on this point, gentlemen?" 
They all nodded.  "Now, about the officer who broke and entered last
night?  He said his shift supervisor sent him after the first officer
harassed him.  That was after the first officer got the house identified
as Mr. Harris' house.  Detectives Flack and Messer live there as part of
the payment for protecting him." 


"So, they're
not gay?" 


"Not that I'm
aware of," he said dryly.  "Would it matter?"  They
all shook their heads.  They knew the official line. 
"Good.  Because there are many fine gay officers in this
department.  Most of them are a credit to it.  I find they're the
ones who do the job and do it efficiently and effectively.  I find I have
more problems from the straight officers."  That got some nods and
one glare.  He glared back and the guy slunk down.  "I don't not
care if Mr. Harris is doing a dolphin, a chorus line, or anything.  As
long as it is not illegal we will leave him alone.  If we should see him
in trouble, the correct course of action is to call either of his protectors,
or anyone in the lab on my shift since they've all been briefed and met Xander
yesterday during lunch."   They all made notes of it. 
"Are we clear?" 


They all
nodded.  "We can do that, Lieutenant.  What about his times out
of the house?" one of them, the glarer, asked.  "Does he have
protection during them?" 


"In the past
he's had a few times when he hired an off-duty officer that Detective Flack
found for him.  He may be thinking about it again.  Though I'm not
sure he trusts any of you at the moment outside of Officer Wolfe since he's met
him." 


"If we find
one we'll pass on the suggestion to you," one of the others agreed. 
"Is he going to be okay now?" 


"Probably. 
He's a long-term fighter."  He looked around.  "Do we have
any other questions?" 


"Does he know
how much attention that color on his vehicle draws?" one of them asked. 


"Xander is a
very individual person.  I've seen him anywhere from head-to-toe leathers
and carrying a gun to silk lounging pajamas to the fairly skimpy bathing suit
he was tanning in the other day.  Apparently that was the problem this morning,
that person's wife watched him tan and decided to fantasize."  That
got a few snickers.  "He blamed the object instead of the doer. 
It's fairly common.  Any other concerns or is this going to be ended
now?" 


"It'll be
ended, Caine," the glarer agreed.  "We'll gladly call one of
them instead of anyone else." 


Horatio stared at
him.  "Should service be denied to him when necessary, the results
could be quite...severe.  After all, the one that broke into their first
place together took Xander for three months and had tied up Detective Flack as
well."  That got a wince from him.   "Out of the
country actually.  He came back very harmed and very jumpy.  Again,
both officers are lucky they're in good shape this morning." 


"Agreed,"
he decided.  "If we see it we'll stop it and call.  People like
that cause more problems than they should." 


"It's not his
fault his hormones are out of control.  He doesn't come out often except
to go for spa time to help relieve some of the buildup." 


"Sure,"
they agreed, nodding.  They left, going to pass along those notes and to
talk to the boys who had tried them last night. 


Horatio went back
to his office to call Xander.  "Xander, I've had to brief a few
supervisors here as well," he said quietly. "We've all agreed that
what happened last night is never going to happen again.  We've also made
it well know that if something is to happen to you, they're to call us
first.  Yes, we've got it all arranged.  We're even gotten them to
start sending suggestions to Don or Danny about officers who might be able to
fill in for a bodyguard when you need one."  He smiled. "No,
he's arrested, Xander.  He's not coming back.  Of course. 
They're a good company and they make us pound out heads against them every time
we run into them.  I promise, it'll be okay.  You can go to sleep and
I'll send one of them home to check on you at lunch.  Yes, you sleep well,
Xander.  It's all right."  He smiled as he hung up and paged
Danny with that information, getting back a smiley face. It was good it was
going to work out this time.



[bookmark: _Toc300424689]Interesting Exchanges


 



Xander came out of
the spa smiling and happy, and the buzz stopped him.  He hurried to his
car and got in, beating the person who pounded on his window.  He stuck
the keys in the engine and unrolled it an inch. "Yes?" 


"I want your
head." 


"Unfortunately
it's rather attached.  I don't take challenges.  I'm a
berserker."  He looked at the guy.  He saw the insanity. 
"I'm not taking your head, man.  Go lay down on the railroad
tracks.  You're insane.  Leave your number and call when you become
more stable."  He thumped on the window.  Xander grimaced. 
"You're causing a scene in public.  It's going to draw the
cops.  Do you really want to do this here?" 


"I want your
head and I'll take it!" 


"I don't
think so."  He saw Eric pull up and groaned.  He called
him.  "Dear, this person next to my car thinks he wants to challenge
me but he's clearly insane.  Like ranting.  All he's said so far is
he wants my head and he'll take it.  Nothing else."  He nodded
at that.  He looked at him.  "You want me that badly, you come
to me tonight, at Bay Park.  Not here, not in public.  Not in the
open." 


"I'll take
your head now!"  He tried to get in the window. 


Xander
listened.  "Like I said, he looks insane.  I don't need more
voices in my head, teach."  He nodded.  "On it." 
He turned over the engine.  "If you're serious, I'll be there
tonight. If not, then not."  He backed out and left him there ranting
and screaming.  He hung up with Eric, pulling just far enough away to be
out of feeling distance and watched as Eric arrested him.  The guy tried
to attack him too but he ended up on his face.  Eric called back once he
was cuffed.  "You think he'll be out then?  I'll be there but
you know what'll happen if I take him and he's that insane."  He
nodded and sighed. "I know, I got challenged.  Can't I just hurt him
and leave it there?  Because I saw Macleod, Eric.  He came after me
because I know Oz."  He nodded.  "That's fine.  We'll
be there.  I meant you and me, dumbass.  I know that."  He
sighed.  "Eric, I'm still a berserker.  That means I'm a danger
to others if I lose it."  He hummed. "Yeah, what a
shock."  He hung up and headed home, no longer relaxed.  He
walked in and dropped his bag of bath stuff in the bathroom then went to the
practice area to find his sword and make sure it was sharp and in good
condition.  Danny came home first and tracked him.  "Don't
ask.  It was some insane guy.  Eric said I had to go anyway and I'm
supposed to go alone." 


"Technically
you're supposed to go alone," he said calmly.  "It's not a good
idea if you lose it however." 


"That was my
point.  That I could end up being dangerous to others.  Plus, this
guy is seriously insane.  He was pounding on my window and only said he
wanted my head and was going to take it.  Nothing else." 


"Taking an
insane one's head probably isn't a good idea, especially for someone as
sensitive as you and as young as you.  Who did you talk to?" 


"Eric." 


Danny sighed and
called him.  "We need to talk.   Yes, we do.  Yeah, we
do," he said firmly.  "As in come over and Ryan and Xander can
play for a few hours."  He hung up and looked at him. 
"He's got to tell Ryan too.  I'm pretty sure he's a
pre-immie."  He felt another one coming in and groaned. "Not
again!"  He went to answer the door.  "Adam. 
Ray?" 


"He's
fine.  He's visiting his family at the moment.  I came to check on my
favorite student." 


"He got
challenged by one of the truly insane earlier," Danny said dryly. 
Adam/Methos groaned, heading back to check on his student.  "He's fine. 
He's well trained and all that," he assured him.  He saw Eric pull in
and got the gate behind him, then had to unlock it for Don, who walked in
shaking his head.  "Xander got challenged." 


"I
heard.  He's insane.  He was foaming at the mouth when he got drug
in.  Eric let him go with a warning and he attacked another, higher
society, woman.  She had him arrested."  He walked in. 
"Adam."  He grinned and hugged him.  "Hi.  What
are you doing here?" 


"I came to
check on Xander."  He looked over as Eric came in. 
"Eric." 


"Adam,"
he said, eyes wide.  "You know these guys?" 


"I found and
helped train Xander," he said dryly, nodding at him.  "Who else
in GHS would ever train one so high."  Xander punched him on the
arm.  "What was that for?" 


"I'm not high. 
I've been a good boy.  Most of the time," he said at the disbelieving
looks.  "What?" 


"Who was it
who had chocolate for dinner last night?" 


"Sorry." 
He shrugged.  "Should I head out?" 


"No, someone
else had him arrested," Eric told him.  "You're right, he was
truly insane." 


"Yeah, and me
taking his head probably won't help me any," Xander said dryly. "I
saw Macleod.  He was fully insane.  The guy came after me.  He
pissed on some of my clothes all because he hates Oz and Oz dated my former
best friend." 


"Point,"
Eric agreed. "He's truly a berserker?"  Danny nodded at
that.  Adam looked at him.  "Didn't tell him?" 


"Nope,"
Don said.  "Sorry, Adam." 


"Not your
fault, young one.  Xander, since it won't be a challenge tonight, would
you spar with me?" 


"As long as
you don't pull what Connor did and try to force me down that far." 


"Agreed. 
I have no desire to stop you that much tonight.  I have heard about the
semi- fallen state you reach."  Eric shuddered.  "Must he
do it?" 


"Yup, he
must," Xander said dryly.  "Swords are behind you if you don't
have yours.  Guys, clear out.  This is still a small
room."  They all cleared out. "No Ryan?" 


"He's
sulking." 


"You could
bring him over," Danny noted.  "I'm pretty good at sensing pres
and I think he is one." 


"I know he is
one but he's still at home."  He looked at him.  "I don't
like to tell them beforehand. They do stupid stuff." 


"Yeah, but
it's better to die young than sixty or seventy when he's not strong enough to
hold off a challenge." 


"Point. 
Is that why you brought Don over?" 


"Don could
feel quickenings.  He felt all of us the night Xander came across. 
It was going to be within days with how agitated he was and with his luck it'd
have been a car crash and been truly dead." 


Eric nodded at
that.  "Good point.  Want us to watch, Xander?" 


"I don't
care."  He waited while he got a sword then lunged casually, getting
a smirk. "I was in a good mood. I got done with a scrub and a wrap before
that guy pounced my car." 


"If I asked
would you sell that thing to someone else and get something smaller?" Don
asked. 


"No. I like
my car.  No matter how many times I have to get you back for calling it
the gaymobile I still like my car."  He blocked Adam's swing and
ducked under, coming up next to him, his sword against his groin. "More
than enough to knock you down," he said, stealing a kiss with a
grin.  Adam groaned and shoved him back, so he attacked again and drove
him back.  Adam smirked and drove him off, then found himself on his back
with Xander on his stomach grinning down at him.  "Imp." 


"Yes?" 
He leaned down, pinning his arms.  "What I could do with you in this
position," he teased. 


Adam moaned. 
"You're playful tonight." 


"They've had
a bad case."  He stole another kiss with a grin.  "The
great thing is, all you can do is force me onto my back and as soon as you move
to grab your sword, I've got you in the nuts again."  Adam shifted
and Xander had him again once he was on his back.  Adam moaned. 
"Yeah, I found out how much we can stand when the one guy had me
castrated." 


"I'm so
sorry."  He gave him a cuddle.  "I did mean to spar with
you." 


"I
know.  I'm actually pretty good now." 


"You were
looking better than I usually see," Eric agreed. 


"Ryan would
take both my heads if I tried to cuddle you." 


"Point. 
Get up, let me call Ryan over, then we'll eat."  They all nodded,
heading to change or call their boyfriends while Adam and Xander talked and
occasionally got in a few shots or a cuddle.  By the time Ryan got there,
Xander was sweaty, hard, and ready to moan, but Adam was going to explode soon.
Xander chased him outside and onto the side lawn, pouncing him to tickle him. 


Ryan parked and
looked at him. "Awww, another friend from New York?" 


"Chicago and
this was my trainer, Adam," Xander introduced.  Adam pulled a dagger
and tapped him on the stomach with it. "Easy in front of the normal
people."  He shifted and took it, throwing it off to the other side,
away from Ryan.  He and Adam went back to wrestling while Ryan shook his
head and headed inside.  At least until Xander yelped.  Then they all
came running. 


"How stupid
are you?" Danny yelled, getting Xander off him. 


"We should
call someone.  He's bleeding heavily," Ryan said, reaching for his
phone.  Eric took it from him and shook his head.  "What are you
doing!" 


Eric looked at his
boyfriend. "Telling you something very important," he said quietly.
"Because you need to know.  Take him inside."  They brought
Xander into the bathroom and let him die in there.  Ryan turned away but
Eric made him look back.  "Watch his wound."  Eric glared
when Ryan started to move.  "I mean it.  He's fine." 


"He's
not!" 


"He
is."  Xander gasped.  Ryan gaped and turned back around to stare
at him.  Eric gave him a little nudge, letting him go over there and check
the wound.  Ryan stared and pointed, then at Eric.  Eric nodded.
"He's like that.  I'm like that.  Half the people in the house
are like that at this moment," he said quietly.  "He'll be
fine."  He pulled Ryan up.  "He's awake." 


Adam walked
in.  "Sorry, Xander. I did not mean to do that." 


"It
happens."  He pulled him down to kiss him.  "I always need
a nap when I come back.  Any idea why?" 


"We all
do," he said dryly, helping him up and to clean up.  He checked the
spot then led him to his bed to take a nap. 


Ryan walked out
and got a beer, gulping it.  Then he turned to Eric.  "Spill,
now." 


"Okay." 
He led him back to the practice room, closing them in to talk.  Ryan
ranted a few times but it was fine by the time he came out.  Eric looked
at the dinner being fixed. "Are we still invited?" 


"As long as
Ryan doesn't go off the deep end," Don said with a shrug. 


"You
knew?" 


"Yeah." 


"Are you
one?" Ryan asked. 


"Nosy,"
he teased, smirking at him.  "What do you think?" 


"I think the
only way for me to know without hearing it said is to pick up a knife and stab
someone delicately to see if it heals." 


Danny looked at
him.  "Try it, watch me kill you." 


"So
talk!   I'll worry a lot less about you guys."  Don nodded
and Danny shrugged. "You don't know?" he taunted. 


"I'm not that
chatty." 


Ryan reached for a
knife and Eric stopped him.  "Calm down.  He's panicking." 


"I
know."  Danny smirked at him.  "He'll be fine if I crush
his head in too."  Eric shrugged.  He looked at Ryan. 
"Why must you know?" 


"Because OCD
is a disease about control," Eric said dryly.  "He feels out of
control and he'll start to clean here.  Or possibly stab me until he gets
full knowledge." 


"Xander,
Ryan's being mean to Danny," Don called.  Xander walked out and
pounced him, dragging him back to the bedroom, which made Adam laugh. 


"Hey,
mine," Eric called but he didn't protest too much.  It wasn't like
Xander was going to take his lover away from him.  He hoped.  You
never knew, Ryan might fixate and become one of his stalkers.  He ducked
and yelped as another shower of stones went off.  "Do you mind!"
he shouted.  "That's rude!" 


"One of these
days one of us is going to do that and they're going to show up to tell us why
it's not," Don said dryly.  "Probably using protocol
stuff." 


Adam came out and
grimaced with distaste.  "Couldn't they send the *good* stuff?"
he said bitterly, going back to his cuddling. 


"You make me
jealous and I'm poisoning your food," Danny assured them all. 


"I'm sure
you'll think about it but should you do so I'm telling your boss," Adam
noted.  "With Ryan's help." 


"Hey, he's
Eric's boyfriend," Don called.  "Not Xander's." 


Xander came out
and pouted at them.  "We all know I'd never touch Ryan without Eric
giving me his permission and Ryan doing the same.  The same as we know
that you and Danny don't care if I play with Adam or his Ray toy." 
They sighed and nodded at that.  "So jump off it before they decide
my harem treats me poorly."  He went back to his cuddles, but
suddenly squealed. 


"Damn
it!" Adam yelled, coming out.  "Well, at least they're
together." 


"Um, we can't
be sure Ryan's a pre-immie," Eric said blandly. 


Adam looked at him
and nodded.  "He is.  Danny and I are both sure of it. 
Your little boy is one of us."  He patted him on the cheek. 
"Xander will never show you everything he knows.  It's strategic in
case you ever have to face him. The same as I don't show him everything I know
in case he has to face me some day." 


"Point but
I'm supposed to be teaching him." 


"You're doing
very well.  He's smoother than he was before."  Someone rang the
bell so he went to get it, smiling at the two out there.  "Horatio,
Timmy," he said, hugging them both. "Xander and I believe his name
was Ryan are presently missing but do come in." 


"Again?"
Speed complained as he walked in. 


"Of
course.  Probably the same demon as before."  He walked them
back there.  "Look who showed up." 


"They're
mentoring us," Danny agreed dryly.  "Sorry, they just
disappeared.  Ryan's probably going to need tomorrow off work." 


"If not
longer," Eric said dryly.  "Think it's the guy with the stones
hobby?" 


"Either that
or a continuation of the first one," Don said grimly.  "At which
point in time, Xander will be watching Ryan's back for him." 


"Huh?" 


"Think
chicken fights only with people," Danny offered.  "Run by
demons.  That's where  he ended up." 


"Charming. 
Can we go there and see?" Eric asked.  Adam shrugged. "Can you
go there and see?" 


"I have
contacts who might be able to tell me."  He went to call one, coming
back a few minutes later.  "It was them, they're circling the
wagons.  Xander's already showing his arse up there."  They all
smirked at that.  "So far Ryan is with him and Xander's taking on the
demon who's holding that realm steady.  So it might be relatively shortly
instead of three months this time.  Well, except it'd be longer to them
because time is shorter up there." 


"Goodie,"
Don agreed happily.  "Can't we go kill them?" 


"No. 
Soon though.  I'm sure Xander is."  He looked at Horatio. 
"So, how have you liked having Don and Danny with you so far?" 


"They're very
good at what they do and the minor problems were quickly cleared up,"
Horatio assured him.  "Fully."  Don nodded at that. 
"Should we set up a watch?" 


"With our
luck he'll have to come back from New York," Danny said grimly. 
"Last time they dropped him off at Devi's." 


Speed
shuddered.  "Eww." 


"Yeah and the
old pimp decided Xander should have come back.  Told him that before he
walked out." 


"Interesting. 
He kill him that time?" 


"No but this
time is looking more special," Adam offered.  That made the couple
smile. "He'll be fine. Xander has survived a lot." 


"He's still
really young," Eric countered.  "Ryan would be a newbie to the
whole sword thing if he's brought across." 


"Yes, and
Xander had some training up there."  His cellphone rang. 
"Hello?  Ray," he said warmly.  "No, nothing's going
on.  No, Xander's not home at the moment.  We're waiting for him to
come back.  Well, actually, yes, he was taken again but it's nothing that
serious.  I'm sure it'll only be a few days this time and they took an
officer who knows him with him.  No, none of them.  Remember, they
moved to Miami.  Of course.  If they're not back by the time your
vacation is done you can come down and wait with me.  Of course I
will.  Love you too.  Be a good boy.  Yes, love, eat the brownie
if it makes you feel better and I'll solve that when I get home."  He
smiled.  "Good boy.  Love you too.  Have a good chat with
your mother."  He smirked. "Or that.  Of course I'm being
good and not being challenged.  Thank you, love.  You
too."  He hung up and shook his head.  "He worries quite
often." 


"Yeah, gee, I
wonder why, old fart," Danny said dryly, making Eric laugh.  "So
I see you've heard about some of his recent issues?" 


"I heard
Duncie poo was following him there for a while." 


"And then
some," Adam said dryly.  "Come, we should eat.  Xander
wouldn't want us to hold dinner for him or Ryan.  If they can, they'll eat
somewhere.  If not, Xander will kill something and roast it. 


They decided he
was right and came to the table to sit and chat list mostly old friends. 
Though Horatio did get some teasing by Eric until Speed threatened to
'accidentally' stab him at work the next day. 


*** 


Aiden looked up as
voices came closer to where she was sitting.  She was still staying in
Xander's place until it sold and considering her options for moving to Florida.



"Oh, come on,
let me go back and kill Giles, please?" Xander was whining and
begging.  "Pretty please?  I won't spike my hormones on purpose
for six whole days.  Please, Ryan?" 


"No. 
Leave him there.  It's a worse fate." 


"But he and
Connor...." 


"No,
Xander.  Let the older ones handle it.  Besides, this way you can
torment Giles while he has to watch since they're going to be locked in there
within a day."  He walked him out of the portal and nodded at the
cops. "Thanks, guys."  Their bags were tossed out too. 
"Even better.  Thank you for being so understanding."  He
waved and grabbed Xander, letting him carry the bags.  The portal slammed
shut.  "They were much nicer than most cops would've been about
that." 


"Second time
they've been there to save me," Xander said dryly.  "I think
it's nice those who claim they adopted me gave up too." 


"Well, you
did take off their mark," Ryan reminded him. 


"I didn't
know a thing about them," Xander defended.  "Not like anyone
*told* me anything." 


"Good
point.  Sword?"  He held it up.  "Mine?" 
Xander patted it.  "Okay, and we're where?"  He looked
around.  "Hmm, there's a person living here." 


"Aiden!"
Xander squealed, running over to pounce her and cuddle her.  She unfroze
and hugged him back.  "I missed you!  You're coming to Miami,
right?  Because we could use you.  They're all really stiff and
uptight but there's lots of hotties for you to unstiffen, or stiffen in whole
new ways," he babbled with bright grin, then he squeezed her again. 
"Come on, pack, we'll go down together." 


"Xander,
air," she complained, pushing at him.  He let her go and
pouted.  "What's going on?" 


"They
kidnaped us together," Ryan told her.  "They wanted Xander to
either be their ho or their fighter ala Gladiator.  So his answer was
'Xander has a sword and uses it on everyone'.  Anytime anything got near
us, Xander took care of it and taught me a bit more about them." 
Xander beamed at that.  "Personally I think he's a bit scary." 


"I know he's
scary.  I've seen him with bedhair and no cuddles for *days*," Aiden
said, teasing Xander, who just nodded and smirked.  "So why are you
back here?" 


"They can
only drop me at my last known address," Xander said dryly. 
"Which is right in your lap."  He shivered then shifted closer
in her lap. "Aiden, can  you do me a huge favor and take the cock
ring they've got on me off?" 


"It's got a
tiny lock and I'm not going there," Ryan told her.  The look on her
face was so funny.  It was part horror and part lust and part wide-eyed,
freaked out look.  "My boyfriend would not be amused." 


"Um, didn't
we say we weren't going to go there?" she asked carefully. 


"I don't care
if you do more than open it, but it's got a really tiny rotary lock and I can't
see the numbers or feel the clicks and Ryan's scared of it.  Even though I
got his off for him." 


"Hell yes, it
was put on you three months ago.  I'm not getting near that part of you
until well after it's off there.  I might have to start showering you with
presents instead of Eric." 


"How about
you take him to that brothel Danny brought you to, that way you can wear it out
and not hurt anyone?" Aiden suggested.  Because she could feel it
now, the lust flowing off him.  She had some serious urges coming over her
and Xander was still just an innocent kid.  She didn't want to *hurt* him
or anything. 


He beamed. 
"Sure, Aiden.  Wanna come?" 


"Not my
thing," she noted dryly.  "Besides I'm going over this old case
and it's driving me nuts." 


He kissed
her.  "If someone like that should hurt you, that would be the last
thing they would ever do," he said slowly and clearly, making sure she
understood.  "Because Don will kill them and if Don can't, Danny and
I certainly will.  Are we clear?"  She smiled and nodded. 
"Good, because you're coming to Miami anyway." 


"I think I've
got it." 


"Then tell
Stella." 


"I can't,
they're busy and the new people are stressing them out." 


Ryan
coughed.  "I can see how busy Danny is.  We should tell them
we're alive anyway." 


She considered
it.  "Mac would hate that." 


"Yay,"
Xander said. "Two investigators is always better than one." 


"Maybe."



"So do
that." 


"I... I just
can't."  Xander took the folder and handed it to Ryan. 
"Hey!" 


"They've been
training him.  He's helping." 


"What?" 


"They've been
training him whenever they can get him near a scene. He's helping you to help
his training while I go get this off." 


"It won't be
today." 


"Then you've
got three days and then we're all going to Miami, even if I have to kidnap you
and stick a bikini on you on the plane.  Understood?"  She
opened her mouth and he kissed her, watching her melt.  "Good. Where
is that place?"  She pointed to the letter on the table. "Ryan,
would come with me to watch my back?" 


"Sure." 
He looked at Aiden.  "Can I help?" 


"It's more
trapping the guy than not," she admitted.  "He's smart but he's
a serial." 


He looked through
the folder then smiled at her. "Does he know you?"  She
shrugged.  "Would he remember you?" 


"Probably not
real well." 


"Then maybe
we can trap him?  That way you've got backup if he tries something?" 


"Yeah,
maybe," she agreed, watching as Xander stretched. "Go with him, he's
putting off a visible haze.  I won't be doing anything
tonight."  They nodded and headed out while she curled up. 
Xander was forceful when he wanted something.  She had forgotten about
that.  Then again she didn't expect to have Xander fall into her lap
either.  She thought about calling the guys but Xander would probably be
doing that on the cab over.  And hey, maybe someone at the brothel would
take off that cockring. It's not like they'd be scared to get that close to his
dick, because she had seen Danny walking funny a few times and she knew how
potent he was.  She was scared of that part of him.  That's why she'd
never be part of his harem for real. 


She saw a movement
from their bags and squeaked.  There was no telling *what* Xander had
brought back with demons involved and she didn't want anything demonic to eat
her.  So she got up and ran to the bedroom to lock herself in until the
guys got back.  It was only safe and the bed was up there so she could
handle those urges to pounce, bite, and ride someone to death. 


*** 


Ryan drug Xander
into the station. "No, you can't hurt them.  I swear you've been
violent for the last two months."  Everyone stared at him.
"What?  How long has it been since he was taken this time?" 


"Two
weeks," one of the guys at the desk noted.  "Flack's
pacing." 


"Hmm. 
Okay."  He walked Xander that way, making him stand beside Don's
desk.  "He's violent.  His answer to the kidnapers was 'Xander
has a sword', but I learned a lot about them."  Don groaned and
relaxed.  "He's fine.  The DPP officers were very nice and
understanding about him being there again.  They treated us very well when
they came to rescue us. I learned a little bit from them too.  When they
put us in New York, we landed at the old place and Aiden made us go to the
place Danny took him before so he could get off the tiny, locked cockring since
I wasn't going to touch it after three months of it being on there and it had a
small rotary dial to open it.  By the way we dropped her at home. 
Can I go clean up?" 


"Yeah, you
look like you need it."  He stood up and looked Xander over, especially
his hair.  "I know how fast this grows.  How long were you
there?"  He eyed Ryan's shaggy mop of hair too. 
"Xander?"  Xander hugged him.  "Good boy," he
soothed, patting his back. "You're back and we're not mad at you but if
you left us anything we'll go kick their asses." 


"Nope. 
That's why Xander's answer was 'Xander has a sword'," Ryan assured
him.  "I learned lots from him."  Don nodded and sat down,
letting Xander curl up in his lap for a few. "He's fine.  He was
functioning normally until we got here.  Then he felt one?" 


"I felt you
both and Danny's in the field," he soothed.  Xander relaxed. 
Don dialed his desk phone, handing Xander the handset.  He looked at
Ryan.  "You okay too?" 


"I'm
fine.  They wanted me to make Xander do what they wanted.  I was
their big threat."  He leaned on the desk while Xander slid to the
floor to talk to Danny.  "He was fine until a few minutes ago." 


"That's
fine.  It's only been two weeks here."  Ryan shrugged. "How
many months there?" Ryan held up four fingers.  "And he went
right to that one place?  The one they got into trouble for going
to?" 


"Yup. 
Took them most of the night and they said they could make something like a
mystical viagra from him so he let them."  Don smiled at that. 
Ryan stood up when he saw Horatio coming toward them.  "He's back, we
protected each other." 


"Good." 
He looked Ryan over.  "Let me guess, time ran a bit worse
there?"  Ryan nodded.  "How bad?"  Ryan held up
four fingers.  "I see.  It's been two weeks here and your
supervisor is not amused.  I reminded him these things happened to Xander
and you had been with him when he was taken." 


"So I'm not
in trouble?" 


"No you're
not.  You are being switched to my team however."  Ryan beamed
at that.  "So tomorrow you will come in and we will get you working
under Speed.  Today, we'll bring you home and debrief you." 


"Danny's got
him," Don said, pointing at the phone.  "Oh, they said they
brought Aiden down." 


"I helped her
get the guy she was after," Ryan said modestly.  "Called Mac to
come get him.  He was not happy that she had done that but they finally
had him because she did press charges. He tried to hurt her." 


Xander looked up.
"Yeah, in a beat you and kill you way." 


"Excuse
me?" Don asked.  "Who?" 


Xander looked at
him.  "*THAT* asshole." 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "But she nailed him?" 


"Open and
shut according to Mac." 


"I'll make
sure tonight."  He took the phone when Xander held it up but it was
clear so he hung it up.  "Okay, let's get you two home. 
Horatio, can I be excused a bit early?" 


"Go. 
Take them to your place.  Take statements for the rest of us." 
Don nodded at that, standing up and hauling Xander up.  "Are you boys
truly all right?" 


"It was scary
but we had the time to calm down because there was a few days of fighting
afterward," Ryan offered.  "Xander cut off some birthmark thing
and the whatever-they- weres were not amused.  There was a lot of shouting
and tension but they got it settled.  We got this settled.  We ran
into someone he said was named Giles?" he asked Don, who growled at
that.  "He's alive for now.  I kept him from that one for
now.  Full and complete statements?"  Horatio nodded. Ryan
pulled a set out of his back pocket and handed them to him.  "We did
them in New York with Aiden.  So we're going to clean up. I need a haircut
badly."  He pulled on Xander's arm.  "Come on." 
Xander gave them both hugs then followed.  "Good.  We'll go use
your bathroom of sin." 


Xander smirked at
him.  "You didn't like the last one?" 


"I did like
the last one.  Especially the pool in the lobby.  I also thought it
was very cute that you were nearly skinnydipping when Mac burst in to talk to
Aiden and he froze like he had been turned into stone when he saw you nearly
naked."  Xander gave him a shy grin.  "Uh-huh.  Come on. 
Clean up and we'll see about lunch." 


"Where have
you two been?" Frank Tripp demanded when he saw them. 


Ryan shrugged.
"Damned if I can explain it but somewhere they wanted Xander.  I was
with him when he was snatched so they took me to make him do what they wanted.
At least until Xander found a sword and then Xander with a sword was kind of
impressive.  He's good at that."  Xander beamed. 
"It's a good form of self defense to play with the sharp and pointy
things," he said at Frank's amused look. 


"I bet it
is.  How long have you two been back?" 


"Two days, no
flights sooner," Ryan said grimly. "But we brought their friend Aiden
down.  He was even good when we got back." 


"Fine. 
Caine's seen you?" 


"And Don. He
cuddled Don.  We're going to clean up." 


"You could
use a trim, kid," Speed agreed as he joined them.  Xander hugged him
too.   "Aww, it's all right."  Xander whispered. 
"We figured as much."  Something else got said. "He's alive?" 
Xander nodded and pulled back. "Then you guys will deal with that
together.  Go clean up. We'll see you guys later."  They nodded
and headed up the street. He and Frank watched as someone walked over to chat
them up and Ryan just shook his head and walked Xander off.  "He's a
good handler of the kid." 


"He is, but
it's scary.  Wolfe seems like an unfun version of Xander." 


"Maybe,
Frank," Horatio said as he joined them.  "They didn't ask for a
ride?" 


"Nope and
Hodgekiss, who was totally against gay guys but not lesbians for some reason,
just tried to hit on the boy."  He saw Danny park and winced.
"He's not happy." 


"He is, he's
just pissed that he can't hurt one of them himself," Speed offered. 


Don joined them
and looked, then went down to the door.  "They're walking home and
they brought down Aiden.  She finally got Pratt with Wolfe's backup."



"Good! 
They good?" 


"Xander
cuddled.  He kinda shut down when they got here.  Wolfe was walking
him around by his wrist." 


"We can fix
that."  He moved closer. "Eric know yet?" 


"I thought he
was with you." 


"He was but
he had to go talk to a suspect."  They both pulled out their phones
and texted Eric and Adam.  That way they could both quit worrying. 
Because those two were some fussy lovers.  Though, with lovers like Ray,
Ryan and Xander maybe they should worry.  Especially Eric since Ryan had
clearly been brought across somehow. 


*** 


Aiden looked up as
Danny walked in and casually slammed the door, pointing for his benefit toward
the showers.  He gave her a hug, making her smile, then went to pounce
Xander.  He found Ryan scrubbing his back.  "Should I be
jealous?" he asked. 


"No," he
said, handing over the sponge.  "One of the athlete's foot demons
touched him and gave him casual transfer to his lower shoulder blades.  He
can't cream or clean the area well enough."  He shrugged and got
out.  "It was a favor." 


"So, it's a
fungal thing?" 


"It's this
cream," he said, handing it over.  Danny looked and nodded. 
"He grabbed Xander, Xander took him apart for it but not fast
enough.  We pretty well lived because Xander had a sword." 


"You'll be
learning now." 


"I figured I
would be.  Why didn't Eric tell me?" 


"Not everyone
can tell who's a pre or not," Danny offered, giving him a hug.  Ryan
relaxed and smiled at him for it.  "Go lounge.  We'll be out in
a few." 


"I took him
to the brothel you took him too that once." 


"Good! 
How long were you guys up there?  His hair's gotta be nearly a foot
longer." 


"Four months
since they took us, three months in the ring, two days with the demonic police
on their plane arguing over petty shit.  The rest was the space between
when Xander was taking the head things apart at the joints."  He
headed out to bum clothes and then to talk to Aiden.  She seemed fairly
nice and he was probably in deep with Eric at the moment since he hadn't called
him yet.  Then again, he had no idea where his cellphone was. 


Danny stripped and
got in to finish cleaning Xander's back, making him moan.  "Were you
playing statue?" 


"I was
waiting to see if you were gonna yell or join me." 


"Joining you
is always more fun."  He checked those two spots, then went back to
cleaning them for him, getting a moan.  "How much longer with the
cream? Usually we heal faster than this." 


"It was a
pretty bad infection and it's only been a few days.  The demon healer who
saw us at the demon police plane said it'd probably be gone by tomorrow. 
It was pretty nasty looking." 


"Still pretty
nasty lookin'."  He grabbed his hips, pulling him back. 
"Are you not cuddly today?"  Xander looked over his shoulder and
grinned. "How did you wear it out?" 


"Check and
see."  Danny found the toy and smiled, pulling it out so he could
have him.  Xander still moaned.  "Nothing got close enough to
touch me once I woke up.  They didn't do it when they knocked us out this
time either.  They put on these little locking cockrings that had a safe
dial on them."  Danny moaned.  "Ryan refused to get that
close because they had itty, bitty numbers on it.  So I went three months
without and the brothel is using my seed to make herbal viagra now." 


"Good, it's
good to help others," he offered as he pulled back and thrust in
again.  "Toy was too big, you're loose tonight." 


"I'm
relaxed."  He tensed his muscles and Danny groaned, he couldn't
move.  Xander grinned at him.  "Did you want it that
tight?" 


"No. 
Relax again."  Xander let it go and Danny leaned against his back,
having him gently and slowly.  "Good boy, Xander.  You survived
and protected Ryan, that was a great job."  Xander moaned and shifted
his hips out.  "That's my boy.  Need more?"  That got
a nod and a moan.  "My good boy.  I bet you made Ryan hot with
your sword."  Xander nodded quickly this time and Danny laughed,
grabbing the hips harder so he could pound him now. 


"Some of the
rest of us would like hot water too," Don complained from the doorway. 


"You can come
shower while I do him," Danny pointed out, moving Xander out of the
water.  "There." 


"Have him
against the sink or somethin'."  He got undressed and climbed in,
back to them so he didn't have to watch.  He heard Xander squeak and
smiled.  "He okay?" 


"Fine. 
Needed that."  Danny grunted and finished up, making Xander
pout.  "Have him."  He kissed him then let Xander have
Flack's cock to deal with his needs.  Danny rinsed off the toy and
replanted it.  "There, that way you're wearing my scent all
night."  Xander grinned and licked up the underside of Don's cock,
making him grab onto the shower head.  Danny steadied him, letting Xander
do his worst to him.  By the time Don was finished, he was limp and
smiling.  "There, now rinse him off and shower."  Xander
got up to rinse himself off and let Don have the water while Danny got those
spots on his back with the cream.  "Better?"  Xander beamed
and nodded. "Good."  He patted him on the ass.  "Go
put on clothes."  Xander went to put on some lounging jammies and go
hang out in the living room.  Danny strolled out, letting Don do his
sweaty hair and body again.  He found a pair of shorts to slide into and
went to sit with Aiden.  She could use a good cuddle.  He wiggled in
next to her, making her grin.  "Hi, Aiden." 


"Hi,
Danny."  She gave him a hug.  "Xander vowed to kidnap me
and superglue a bikini to me if I didn't come willingly." 


"He would've
too.  After seeing his favorite suit to tan in, you'd have to wax a whole
lot more than usual."  She punched him on the arm and he grinned.
"We missed you." 


"I missed you
too, idiot."  He hugged her again. 


"Aww,"
Don said as he came out.  "That's so cute."  He pulled
Aiden up to hug her. "I missed you too." 


"I know you
did, who wouldn't miss me," she teased.  He laughed and gave her
another squeeze.   "Air."  He let her go. 
"So, who's got dinner or are we ordering?" 


"I can
cook," Xander said, bouncing up and heading into the kitchen. 
"Ryan, go do the bags?" 


"Sure. 
Your sword goes where?" 


"The room you
and Eric talked in," Don told him.  That got a nod and Ryan went to
put them in there and the clothes mostly into the wash, though one thing did
get dropped into the bedroom.  "So, anything else come back with you
guys?" 


"The fungus
demon got two spots on my back.  I'm still mid-healing from it so it's got
cream," Xander offered as he chopped stuff.  "Omelettes
okay?" 


"Works for
me," Danny assured him. "He makes excellent ones, Aiden." 
She smiled and they sat down beside each other, squishing her between
them.  "Anything we should know?" 


"One of the
demonic cops came down to see if something managed to migrate off his desk into
Xander's things," Aiden offered.  "They're kinda squat and built
like that one plain rock, mostly uncarved statue.  Looked like a pile of
stones with a face."  She shrugged.  "Ryan said Xander with
a sword was hot." 


"He is,"
Danny agreed happily.  "Ryan, did you forget to call Eric?" 


"I thought
for sure someone did." 


"We did, but
he's coming in and he's not looking happy.  You should go pounce him, he's
gathering his thoughts."  Ryan came out to look at him. 
"Take some of the naughtiness Xander sweats and go pounce him.  Show
him you're happy to be home.  It'll make him quit scowling like Speed when
there's no chocolate in the machine."  Ryan shrugged and walked
around the side of the house, sneaking up on Eric to pounce him against his car
and kiss him stupid, knowing the others could see.  Eric said something
and Ryan kissed him again, making Eric clutch him to stay on his feet. 
One hand migrated into Ryan's hair and they were fine again.  Danny
watched Xander's butt wiggling to some tune only he could hear.  "You
need help?" 


"I need
noise." 


Don grabbed the
remote and turned on the radio for him. 


"Thanks." 
He smiled and mixed the eggs to start the first one off.  "I'm making
western ones with ham and bacon.  Anyone disagrees, let me know now."



"That's fine,
is there going to be cheese?" Aiden asked. 


"Two types
since one clearly needed to be used."  He glanced at Don, who shrugged. 
"Someone needs to do the grocery shopping and if I'm going I'm not putting
on more clothes."  He got to work turning out omelettes. 


"I've got
tomorrow off and I think I'm gonna do what Adam suggested," Danny offered
casually.  "You'll be mine all day tomorrow.  I can order
groceries."  Xander gave him a look over his shoulder. 
"Yes, you.  You'll enjoy it."  Xander shrugged and added
the stuff for the center then flipped it closed.  "Xander's cooking,
get in here," he yelled.  Eric and Ryan walked in and Eric wasn't
scowling but he wasn't smiling either. "You two okay?" 


"I'm fine.
I'll have to start working with Ryan and Xander now." 


"I'm good at
the beginning lessons," Danny pointed out.  "I can work with
Ryan and you and Don and Xander.  We could all use it." 


"We
could," Eric agreed, sitting down and pulling Ryan down next to him. 
"Hi, you are?" 


"Aiden
Burns.  I used ta be a CSI with Danny," she said, waving. 
"Xander threatened to kidnap me and superglue a bikini on me if I didn't
come down like I was supposed to.  Ryan's a very good helper too.  He
helped me a lot with that case, no matter what he says.  He found a few
flaws, helped set up the trap, all of that." 


Eric looked at
Ryan.  "Good.  You can tell H all that tomorrow.  That way
he knows where your skills lie." 


"Speed and I
talked by phone earlier while Xander napped.  He made me tell him
everything we did and everything about the case.  I, um, didn't tell him,
Aiden." 


"Thanks,
Ryan."  She smiled at Xander as he brought out some plates with
half-omelettes.  "We only get half?" 


"If you're
more hungry I can always make more."  He tweaked her ear and went
back to it.  "Without cheese is the blue plate, Ryan.  It might
have a few strands but I mostly made it without cheese." 


"Thanks." 
He picked up that one and a fork to nibble.  Eric looked at him. 
"My stomach was a bit upset and I had to take medicine earlier to unblock
it.  I don't need cheese at the moment." 


"Normal
stress reaction?" Eric asked.  Ryan nodded.  "That's fine.
I'll baby you tonight."  Ryan smiled and ducked his head, digging
in.  Eric picked up his own.  "Salted and peppered?" 


"On the
table." 


Eric wiggled to
get up and get them for everyone, tasting his first.  It did need pepper
but it was good.  "Very well done, Xander." 


"Thank you,
it was the first DVD I watched."  He curtseyed and then got back to
making some more.  "Are Horatio and Speed coming over too?" 


"Not
sure.  Horatio had a mountain of paperwork and Speed was working late on
tests," Eric offered. He watched as Xander put two full ones on plates
then grabbed keys and a t- shirt, heading off once he had wrapped the
plates.  "He's going to spoil someone senseless." 


"It's good
for them," Don agreed as he ate another bite.  He got up to
check.  "There's enough in here for two or three more." 


Danny hopped up
and came to cook.  He had a good hand with omelettes.  He had learned
that tape with Xander. 


*** 


Xander walked into
the station and smiled at the receptionist.  "Delivering dinner for
Caine and Speedle?" 


"I'll call
Speed," she promised, doing that.  "Detective, we've got dinner
being delivered down here for you and the boss.  Of course,
sir."  She hung up.  "Do you know the way?"  He
nodded.  "Go ahead back there, Xander."  He smiled and
walked that way, letting one of the officers get the elevator for him.  He
gave them a shy smile and got on, heading up.  "He's bringing them
dinner." 


"That's nice
of him," the officer agreed.  "He looked cute in the jammies
too."  She giggled at that and nodded. 


Xander walked off
the elevator and looked around.  He knew where Horatio's office was but
Speed was a different matter.  He saw Valera and mouthed 'Speed', getting
a point.  He grinned and headed that way, finding him bent over a
microscope.  "Did you want more bacon or less bacon?" 
Speed jumped, giving him a look.  "I cooked way too much again. 
More bacon or less bacon?" 


"Less
bacon."  Xander looked at the plates and handed over one with a real
fork already under the plastic.  "Omelettes?" 


"I've got the
entire Good Eats collection on DVD and I'm learning how to cook from
them.  That was my first lesson way back when before we came
down."  He grinned and headed up to Horatio's office, tapping
gently.  "Food?"  Horatio smiled at him.  "Here
you go.  Speed wanted the lesser baconed one so you get the more
bacon.  You could use the protein anyway.  I'm sure you'll need it
later."  He grinned and presented him the plate, getting a hug. 
"Thank you.  I'd better get home before they make me do the wash
too."  He winked and strolled off, heading back to his car.  He
found Frank down there looking at it.  "What?" 


"Just
thinking about what Don calls your Range Rover," he admitted, looking at
him.  "Cute jammies.  Forget something?" 


"I brought
Speed and Horatio dinner since they couldn't make it tonight."  He
gave him a hug.  "I get to torment Don for calling it the
gaymobile."  He slid in and headed back to the house. 


Frank just
smiled.  You had to when that kid was bouncy and happy like that, or when
he hugged you and bounced against you.  Especially when he was wearing
pouting puppy dog pajama bottoms.  He went to check on Horatio, finding
him and Speed eating together.  "What did he bring you?" 


"Omelettes,
though he did get the plates mixed up. I got a lot more bacon than H did,"
Speed offered.  "I can cut you off a piece if you want.  These
things are huge." 


"No, that's
okay.  My wife's not cooking tonight so I get whatever I want." 
He smiled.  "I'm not sure that they let him out wearing those pajama
bottoms." 


"He only
lives up the street, Frank," Horatio reminded him.  "A quick
trip to drop something off is fine for that sort of thing when you're
Xander." 


"I'm sure
he's got his own rules of conduct and everything," he teased. 
"So, how long have you two been members?" 


Horatio looked at
him.  "No comment, Frank." 


"Ditto,"
Speed offered. 


"Fine. 
Which of you is which?  Because I'm still confused." 


"Again, no
comment." 


"Ditto,"
Horatio offered. 


Frank
laughed.  "You two are so cute sometimes.  Finish up and go home
before you two lose the happy mood he brought with the food."  He
left, going to hug his wife.  He was in a good mood and not even rush hour
traffic would stop that now. 


Horatio looked at
his keeper.  "Why do we still confuse people?" 


"Because I'm
only a few points down from you on the scale." 


"Point." 
He ate the bite of food Speed held out.  "Oooh, that is good
cheese." 


"Isn't it
though?  Yours didn't have any?" 


"I think it's
got spots but he must've been running out of it."  He shrugged and went
back to eating.  It was a very good omelette. 


*** 


Don woke up when
something small and furry crawled under his covers, yelping and throwing the
sheet back.  "Holy shit!  Rats!" 


"Not a
rat," Aiden called from her room.  She came over to get it. 
"I'm not sure it's not demonic but it's not a rat.  It was the
officer's mascot but it followed Xander home by hiding in a shirt in his
bag.  He loves Xander."  She held him up, making Don give her an
odd look.  "It's a ferret." 


"It's a big
rat with a furry tail." 


She rolled her
eyes and walked out, closing his door for him so the baby couldn't bother
him.  She stuck him in Xander's room and watched him head for the wiggling
body on the bed.  Up the dirty laundry, onto the side table, then pounced
onto Danny's head, making him shriek and flail, and the ferret hide under
Xander's pillow.  "Xander's pet," she said once he was down to
panting.  "It's under his pillow or moving behind him.  It likes
him.  One of the DPP officers had him but he wanted to come home with
Xander." 


Danny patted
around and found a furry body, picking it up to look at it.  "What
are you?" 


"It's a
ferret.  Don thought it was a rat." 


"Me
too!"  He put it back onto the floor and got squeaked at and the
thing went back up the laundry.  "Oh, no, no pets on the bed,"
he ordered.  She laughed and went back to her bedroom.  "Go
cuddle up to her," he complained when it ran over his stomach and went
back to nestling in Xander's hair.  He groaned and laid down, shaking his
head, one arm over his eyes. 


Don snuck in and
looked at the creature.  "Is that a pet or a vermin?" 


"Pets to
some, vermin to other," Danny said dryly.  "Well, he wanted a
pet and you said no cats." 


"I'm allergic
to cats.  That's an elongated rat with a furry tail."  He
reached down to pet it but it nipped it.  "And it bites." 


"It's
protecting the daddy," Xander mumbled. "Leave George alone." 


"Fine. 
We'll talk about *George* in the morning."  Don went back to his bed
and Danny went to sleep with him when the ferret tried to get into his shorts
with him.  Xander got up once he was cold and followed, bringing
George  The ferret sniffed them all and decided it liked Don so it settled
down in his crotch and slept curled up in a small ball there.  It was
almost as good as sleeping with other ferrets.  His balls were even almost
the right shape for another curled-up ferret and they were furry. 


*** 


Don stomped into
work, shaking his head and holding up a hand when Frank opened his mouth.
"Xander has a new pet.  It came back with him.  Don't ask."



"Would that
be why your jacket's got a furry lump on the back?" Frank called. 
Don slid out of it and looked, the ferret just staring at him for a moment
before moving up to curl up on his shoulder and trying to get into his
shirt.  "What is that?" 


"It's a
ferret, Xander's ferret, George."  He handed it over. 
"Please give that to Danny?"  He huffed off. "I'm not
playing, George." 


The ferret
squeaked and nipped Frank's fingers to get down, chasing after him.  It
bit someone else on the way, making Eric grunt in displeasure and rub his
ankle.  "It's Xander's pet ferret," Frank told him. 


"George, you
are not to come to work with the daddies," Ryan chastised. 
"Up."  It ran up his hand and onto his shoulder, letting him
cuddle and soothe it, but then it saw a tunnel and it wiggled over and ran
through the duct that someone was replacing.  Then back and forth, then
into a box, where it dug into the styrofoam peanuts.  Ryan sighed and
chased after it, finally getting it and letting it wiggle but not get down.
"You have to go home before Horatio sees you." 


"Too
late," Speed called.  He came over to look.  "You're a
ferret." 


"It's
Xander's ferret," Ryan admitted.  "Somehow it's here." 


"It rode in
on Don's jacket," Frank called, waving.  "It's cute and fun, but
it still looks like a rat to me." 


"It bit me,
H," Eric complained. 


"Ferrets can
get cranky," Ryan told him. "I made Xander do the research when he
wanted to keep it.  He used to belong to one of the DPP officers." 


"Knew it was
possessed," Don muttered.  George escaped and went back to 'swimming'
in the styrofoam peanuts. 


"Lieutenant,"
the worker complained. 


"I'll take
him home," he promised, picking up the ferret and soothing it into
accepting pets for now.  "Come on.  We'll make the daddy buy you
a huge cage," he promised quietly, walking off with him. 


"That same
touch is why he's so good with kids," Ryan sighed. "I don't have that
touch.  I probably never will."  He looked at Don. 
"He likes to curl up with other fuzzy things.  He kept going after
Aiden's velvet nightie too."  Don blushed and muttered something,
heading off for some coffee. 


"I don't
think George went after his nightie," Speed said dryly, shaking his head
as he walked off. "Come on, boys.  We've got work to do." 
They followed him back to the labs. 


Frank
cackled.  "That's so cute.  Momma Speed and his chicks." 


"I heard
that, Frank.  I'm letting Xander prank you," Eric called. 


"He loves
me." 


"Yay." 


Horatio came back
and shook his head.  "He'll have a cage by tomorrow," he told
Don when he found him.  "He's going to help do the laundry for now. I
left him crawling through the legs of your pants from yesterday." 
Don shuddered.  "It's fine.  They're good pets.  He'll get
used to you." 


"He was
already too used to us," he complained, going back to his desk. 


"Apparently
you reminded him of his littermates," Horatio said dryly, going to check
on his crew.  Calleigh was cooing over a George story so it was a normal
day.  They'd let him have her later on to show her how much trouble it
was.  Though, the ferret's nature did mimic his new owner's.... 


No, that was a bad
thought that would get Miami invaded by kidnapers or worse, Feds.
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Xander walked into
the pet store, his baby inside his shirt and looking around, then disappearing
and wiggling around his waist before coming back to peek out again.  The
saleswoman smiled and scratched him under his chin.  "He needs
somewhere to sleep beside my protector's bed." 


"This way,
sir."  She led him to the 'exotic pets' section of the store, showing
him the cages.  "You can get one of these and some of these tubes for
them to play in.  Though I do know that they will play in anything that
resembles a tube, like dryer exhaust tubing or pants legs.  Anything like
that."  He smiled and nodded.  "How big is their space and
have you got a safe area so they can get out and run around?" 


"I'm working
on that right now," he admitted, stiffening up and looking around. 
He smiled and waved at Richard, making him relax.  "Can I create a
wall of ferret cages so he's not bored?" 


"You
can," she agreed, walking him over to a diagram on one of the other
boxes.  "You can use some of the tubes to connect the cages. 
I'd also put in some toys and some soft hammocks for him to sleep in. 
He's going to be very spoiled."  She caught the poor thing when he
decided to escape, holding him and putting him in the display model. 
"You'll also want to get some litter boxes and some litter." 


"Okay." 
He went to get a cart and came back, letting her load him up with whatever he
needed.  Three of the cages, some of the tunnels, some hammocks, toys,
water bottles, litter and litter boxes, and finally one exhausted ferret
baby.  He smiled and went to check out, smiling when Richard joined
him.  "Oooh, food.  We need food."  The saleslady went
back to get him some.  "So, what do you have, Richard?" 


"I have a
girlfriend who has fish," he admitted, holding up the special fish food.
"She's picky." 


"I'm
sorry.  I've got this one."  He held up his baby, getting a
smile and a pet for him.  "I named him George.  Aiden thought it
was dumb."  He smiled and took the bag of food to add to his stack in
the cart.  She took his card to run, frowning at it.  Xander sighed
and pulled out the ones he never used, letting her run that one.  "I
have got to straighten that out.  The bank wants to forget I exist,"
he complained.  He let Richard hold his pet while he signed the
slip.  Then he took the bags of smaller stuff and his ferret back.
"Thank you."  He smiled at Richard.  "You know where I
live, right?" 


"I do. 
Am I invited out?" 


"Sure. 
You're a nice guy.  Eric said so."  He shrugged and walked off,
heading to his SUV.  His ferret got put into the cat carrier and the stuff
got put into the back.  Then he closed the door and looked around. 
There was a hobby shop up the street.  He considered his baby, then picked
up the carrier and locked his car, heading that way.  He smiled at the
horrified looking woman. "I couldn't leave him in the car.  It won't
be that long." 


"You can put
him here, sir."  He put the ferret down carefully and went back to
look at the woodworking kits and the other stuff.  He came back with a few
things then went to the paint section, coming back with an armful of
bottles.  That same credit card was given over and he carried the bags out
then came back to get his pet.  He smiled and walked out.  She shook
her head. "I hate the idle rich.  They bring their pets
everywhere," she complained. 


Xander headed home
with a stop for lunch, going to put together the cages.  He let George
down and smiled as he ran into the plastic bags, then ran back out when they
crinkled.  Danny came back from dropping off some paperwork for the DA
about a case and gave the bags an odd look.  "For George." 


"Uh-huh." 
He came over to help him put together the cages.  Then he looked at the
tubes and started to insert them in interesting configurations, including one
looped section, so the ferret would have somewhere fun to run and play other
than Don's room.  Xander filled up the litter boxes and attached them in
one cage, then one last one in the furthest cage.  The bottom panels were
inserted so nothing would drop out of the cages.  The ramps were
adjusted.  The water bottles were put in.  Food was laid down. 
Then they had to hunt for George.  Danny looked around the living room and
all the bags, jingling a little ball.  No sign of fur.  "Put
down your hair."  Xander took down his hair, he had it attached to
his head with a clip.  The ferret came out to attack it so he grabbed it
and put it into the first cage and shut the door.  The others got
checked.  The ferret gave him a dirty look.  "It's your new
home, George.  Look, toys, food, water, litter, everything.  Even
soft sleeping spots like Don's bed." 


George ran around,
through, and then dove into the pan of uncooked, dried beans, wiggling around
in them before going back to running around.  Apparently it passed
muster.  Xander pulled Danny down.  "I did good getting him a
new home." 


"You
did.  I'm proud."  He kissed him.  "Now, I'm going to
do what Adam said I should.  Go to our room."  Xander got up and
did that.  Danny found the small cuff and chain he had been given, going
to attach Xander to the bed.  Xander gave him an odd look. 
"It's mine, Xander.  The same as you are.  You belong here with
us."  Xander relaxed and laid out.  "Adam said sometimes
you guys had this need to have proof that you belong to us.  So therefore
I'm letting you know that you do."  He got him onto his stomach,
grabbing the oil to do his shoulders.  The shirt got tossed aside and
Xander shivered, relaxing under his hands.  "How's that?" 


"Good. 
Is this like a make-believe game of harem slave Xander?" 


"Something
like that but I'd never force anything on you.  I'm supposed to be
spoiling you with attention when I do this."  Xander nodded and
finished relaxing.  "It's supposed to be comforting." 


"It
is."  He wiggled to get more comfortable and yawned. "I'm very
comfy."  He put his head on his arms, smiling as he drifted off. 


Danny smiled and
finished up, wiping the extra oil off before going out to check on the quiet
pet.  He was napping inside the tub of beams.  "Does that mean
you like that?"  He tightened one ramp's hooks and watched the furry
thing run up to see what he was doing.  "You're very curious. 
I'm guessing that's good."  The ferret squeaked at him so he petted
him through the bars.  "Go play.  That's what that's for, so you
can play."  He used his free hand to nudge a jingling ball down the
ramp, watching the ferret run after it to attack the noisy toy.  He
grinned, sitting down to watch it.  He'd make Xander a snack later. He
looked the setup over again. One of the tubes wasn't fully taking up the whole
opening but it'd be okay.  It was too small for the ferret to get out
of.  Don came home and looked, then shuddered.  "It's his new
home, Don.  He'll only get out to play." 


"He's got
plenty to play with."  The ferret ran through the one diagonal tube
to nibble some food.  Danny got another dish of food and put it in there,
near the distant litter box.  The ferret went to check that out, running
through the looping tube and sliding out the other side.  It nibbled some
of that food and watched as Danny set up another water bottle, coming over to
investigate it when he played with the ball, which made noise, and water
dripped.  He lapped at the ball, liking that.  He ran back to the
other one to try that.  Then he went to dive into the dish of water the
humans had put down.  Don laughed at the sight of the wet ferret but he
was having fun so he didn't care about the human's sounds of mirth.  He
went back to his pan of beans and dove back in, wiggling and playing in
there.  "He's not going to be lonely, right?" Don asked finally.



"Probably
not," Danny offered.  "You can look them up online.  I've
got to make Xander a snack, I've got him chained to the bed by an
ankle."  Don gaped at that.  "Adam suggested it.  He
said it makes them feel pampered, loved, and like they belong." 


"Are we sure
it's a good idea since Xander's been kidnaped?" 


"Adam said it
would help him and make him feel more secure." 


"If you say
so."  He watched the ferret scurry back and dive into one of the
hammocks that had a pocket in it.  "Are you part kangaroo? 
You're curled up in a pocket, George." 


"Who knows
what they are," Danny said dryly.  "Go look it up and tell
me."  He got up to head into the kitchen, finding what he wanted for
Xander's mid-afternoon snack.  The berries and small dish of chocolate
dipping sauce were easily prepared.  He was even nice enough to answer the
phone when it rang.  "Messser."  He smiled. 
"Sure, I'll have someone come pick it up.  Thanks."  He
hung up.  "Don, our dry cleaning's backing up," he called. 
He came out of the office and grabbed Xander's wallet.  "Watch out
for his blue card, mine's been having trouble too."  Don nodded,
taking the other one and going to pick up the masses of dry cleaning they all
went through.  Danny carried the plate filled with small bowls back to the
bedroom, smiling at Xander since he was reading on his stomach. 
"George is still playing and loving it," he offered, settling in
beside him with the tray on his lap.  He picked up a blueberry. 
"Open."  Xander opened his mouth, letting him pop it in. 
"Chew."  Xander smiled but he did eat.  "Good. 
See, spoiling on a major degree." 


"I still feel
like your harem slave." 


"Well, I'm
your keeper so you do kinda belong to me in that special boyfriend way,"
he offered.  He dunked the next blueberry and fed it to him, making him
curl up against his side.  Xander decided to feed himself, letting Danny
hold the plate for him.  "Is the chain comfy?" 


"It's
good."    He looked up.  "Adam actually suggested
this?"  Danny nodded.  "Why?" 


"Because it's
supposed to make you feel like you belong here and to comfort you that you're
ours and not theirs."  He shrugged.  "If you don't like it,
we don't have to keep it on." 


"No, it's
okay.  It's not like when they had me."  He looked down then
back at him.  "They didn't cuff me like this.  They had hand and
full ankle cuff sets."  Danny stroked over his hair.  "Why
do I keep that mess?" 


"Because we
like to pet you and Don really likes it." 


"Good point I
guess, but I feel like a girl." 


Danny
grinned.  "You could attempt to be a drag queen if you
wanted."  Xander glared at him.  "Just an offer.  We
wouldn't laugh too much." 


"Yes you
would."  He nibbled on another berry then dipped his finger in the
chocolate sauce, sucking it off.  "This is nice." 


"It is
nice.  It's comforting."  He grinned.  "I do feel like
some ancient pasha." 


"So I'm the
favorite concubine?  The one you're currently civilizing?" he teased.



"No, just the
favorite one.  You're already very civilized, even if you do belch." 


"At least
you're not trying to castrate me so I can't visit the rest of the harem,"
he offered, snuggling in. 


"I'll never
do that to you, Xander." 


"Thanks." 
He yawned.  "I could use a nap." 


"You probably
could.  Go back to sleep.  This'll keep for later
spoiling."  Xander smiled and let him put it aside before laying on
him like he did at night - head pillowed on his chest, one leg thrown over his,
his arm across Danny's waist.  It was soothing.   He continued
to stroke over the long hair, smiling until Don's 'damnit' drifted back from
the living room.  "What?" 


Don walked in
pouting. "Ferrets do get lonely.  One ferret is often mischievous
because they don't have anyone but the parents to play with." 


"So we'll get
him a second ferret and they can stay in the cage together," Danny
offered. "It's a huge cage.  Even if they fight they can each have a
side." 


"They need a
box with styrofoam peanuts," he said dryly.  "George went nuts
over that and the vent ducting." 


"That's for
when we let him loose to play, Don," Danny said patiently. "But you
can go pick up one if you want."  Don shrugged and continued to
pout.  "What?" he asked finally. 


"I wanted a
pet I can play with." 


"So get a dog
too.  Xander will love having a dog.  Or get a playpen setup and
we'll play with George out of his cage all the time." 


"George
bites.  He bit Eric." 


"Eric was
between him and the fun things," Danny noted dryly.  "Besides,
they only nip." 


"Yeah but
it's still strange when he curled up with my balls.  They're not another
ferret." 


"They're
about as furry as he is," Danny teased. 


"I can spank
you too." 


"I bet you
can.  Go visit the pet store.  Figure out what you want." 
He nodded, going to do that.  Danny shook his head.  "I don't
know why he pouts."   He looked down, seeing the open
eyes.  "Did you mind a dog too?"  Xander shook his
head.  "Didn't think you would."  Xander grinned and gave
him a squeeze.  Then he closed his eyes.  It was comfortable until
someone rang the doorbell.  "If that a Mormon, I'm going to
kill."  He got up and went to check, finding their boss on the other
side.  "Did I get my days off mixed up?" 


"No.  I
came to check on Xander and George."  He walked in.  "I
thought it'd give you time to corral him."  Danny waved a hand at the
massive cage setup, getting a smile.  "That's nice." 


"It is. 
He's lovin' the pan of dried beans."  The ferret ran over to check
out the new person when Horatio moved closer, sticking his nose out. 
"You have to stay in there until tonight," he warned.  Horatio
did pet the poor thing and watched as he ran through the tunnels and came out
in another section to use his litter box, then he ran back another way to get
more attention.  "Good boy!" Danny praised.  He grinned at
Horatio.  "Don's thinking about a dog too." 


"I'm not
surprised.  He can't bounce and play with the ferret."  He
smirked at him.  "Where is the ferret's daddy?" 


"Chained by
one ankle to the bed." 


"Is he
enjoying it?" 


"Seems to
be."  He walked him back that way.  "Xander, Horatio's
here."  Xander waved and let Danny sit back down, cuddling up to
him.  "He's a bit sleepy too." 


"That's
fine.  Speed did that to me a few times in our first year when I was
feeling insecure or to remind me that I could go to him after the bad
cases."  He came in and sat on the foot of the bed, smiling at the
happy grin the boy gave him, but noticed his eyes. "There's a small city-wide
meeting in a week.  Would you like to go with us since Danny will be
on-call that night?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed quietly, squeezing him.   "Do you think George really
likes it?" 


"I do. 
He seemed like a very happy ferret."  Xander grinned and relaxed at
that.  "He seemed to like the tunnels a lot."  Don slammed
the door and came back in, whispering in Xander's ear across Danny's
waist.  Xander pulled him down and kissed him, getting a fond pat in
return.  Then Don left.  "Good news?" 


"Yup. 
He saw my mother here and he told her that I was in Texas.  Giles had
given her pictures of who was watching out for me." 


"Was Giles up
there when they had you the last time?" Danny asked. Xander sighed and
nodded, giving him another squeeze.  "Was he another captive?" 


"Nope. 
He and Connor were both up there.  Connor said he was looking for me but
he didn't try to get me free.  They ejected him but kept Giles for some
reason.  Giles came to see us and tell us it was probably for my own good
but that he could get Ryan free.  Ryan cussed him out in finest thug
fashion."  They both smirked at that.  "Then he took my
sword and went after Giles on me.  He wouldn't let me take his head. 
Said he's suffering because he might be stuck up there at the moment since I
kinda sorta took apart the demon who was being the key holding it open." 


"Just
beheaded?" 


"No, I had to
find which limb I had to cut off so I cut off his head and all the other limbs,
including the one he told me to suck on if I wanted perks.  Ryan shuddered
but he ended up laughing when it turned out to be his right thigh." 
He snuggled in better.  "Sorry.  I don't want to talk about
it." 


"It could
help you heal," Horatio offered gently. 


Xander shrugged.
"It was just another demon who wanted me, Horatio.  I think I'm
pretty wantable and they proved it by paying me a hell of a lot for six
weeks.  This is just a carryover from that probably. That and Giles
decided I needed a keeper that way to protect me better because all lower GHS
know that the level nines and tens have to have that or else they're a danger
to themselves and they can't be happy without a forced keeper." 


"I think
you're happy most of the time," Danny offered. 


"I am." 


"Then we're
good," he said firmly.  "They can all kiss my ass, you're
mine."  Xander looked up at him.  "And occasionally
Don's," he amended at the amused look. 


"True." 
He gave him a squeeze.  "I'm perfectly happy this way, Danny." 


"Then why the
chain?" Horatio asked. 


"Adam
suggested it, we're giving it a try," Danny told him, then shrugged a
little bit.  He heard someone come in and the cage open, then be
shut.  "Don?" 


"No, me, I
wanted a furry hug," Aiden called, coming in to hang out with them. 
"That's a nice cage. I could live in there if I was smaller." 
The ferret got down and went to investigate the chain, liking it a lot. 
"That's a cute ownership sign.  Danny?" 


"Adam
suggested it to make sure I realized I was home and comforted or safe,"
Xander assured her.  "We're trying it out.  I do feel a bit
spoiled at the moment."  He petted his baby.  The door slammed
again.  "Hey, Don!  He's in here, Aiden brought him in." 


Don came in and
brought the ferret back to the cage, putting him inside with the pure white
ferret.  They sniffed each other then pounced and chased each other. 
"That good?" he asked.  George ran back to get some pets, then
he went to dive into his pan of beans again.  The other one found a
napping spot and curled in to look at everything.  "Are you
lazy?" he teased.  It ran off when he moved a jingle ball, making it
go through one of the tubes.  The white ferret went nuts, going around and
through and back and then pounced a hammock to sleep for a bit. 
"Good job!" he praised.  He went out to get the other stuff he
had found and set it up, then his dalmation puppy.  It barked and watched
the ferrets, sniffing the white one when it came closer to look at him. 
He even tried to lick him, but the ferret ran away from the drool. 
"Good idea.  C'mere, boy."  It bounced back and let him pet
him, getting lovies and attention.  "Go find the other masters.
They're on the bed."  It ran off to explore the house, making Xander
and Aiden squeal when it pounced them.  He got up to go look at them.
"I didn't think you'd mind, Xander."  Even Horatio leaned over
to pet the puppy. 


"I don't
mind, he's cute."  He stroked over the spotted head. 
"Wanna cuddle?"  It ran off.  "I guess that's a
no." 


"Puppies will
go and run and play until they suddenly drop and nap.  He'll cuddle after
he's done exploring.  He had better not mark his spot in the house." 


"He's already
outside trained," he defended, going to let him out on his new leash to
explore the yard. Aiden came out to help.  "Is Danny upset?" 


"Nope. 
He didn't want to pick up his favorite outfit and find it peed on or his shoes
chewed on."  She hugged him.  "It's all good. 
Remember, Xander can pout him into anything." 


"He
can," Don agreed dryly.  "Me too."  He cuddled her,
letting the dog head back inside.  "Think Xander would take up
gardening to put up some cute flowers?  My mother would really like
that." 


"Is she
coming down?" 


"For a
visit.  Next month."  She smiled.  "I'll tell 'em
later."  He kissed her on the forehead.  "How was your
interview?" 


"They hated
me.  I don't care but they hated me."  She shrugged and led him
back inside, going to make them all a snack.  Horatio smiled at her for
his plate of pudding.  "Instant but it's still good." 


"Thank you,
Aiden."  He dug in, watching Xander cuddle.   It was very
relaxing and it did give him ideas on his open cases.  So when he got done
he went back to work to check and see if he could be correct.  Xander was
an excellent source of inspiration. 


*** 


Don got out of
Xander's car a few days later, holding up a hand.  "Don't even think
about saying anything.  Mine's broken down and Danny doesn't have
one.  I had to borrow the gaymobile."  Frank and Yelina both
snickered at that, Frank shaking his head.  "It is.  You can't
tell me any normal, straight guy would drive a lavender range rover." 


"You insist
you're straight but you wear a lavender suit, and a mauve one," she
reminded him with a smile and a pat on the cheek. 


"Have you
tried to get him to repaint it?" Frank asked. 


"Yup, he
pouted for *six hours*," he complained, heading inside, sighing at the air
conditioning.  "Ah, nice."  Eric smirked at him. 
"It's hot outside and Xander's A/C needs recharged." 


"Why are you
driving his car?" Calleigh asked. 


"Mine
wouldn't start," he said with a small pout. He headed up to his desk and
got to work on the open files he had.   They went outside to talk
with Frank and Yelina. 


Frank looked at
the car, then at Yelina.  "Think we should tell him he had a
passenger?" 


"Are they
supposed to stand that hunched up in the middle?" Calleigh asked. 
Ryan came out and frowned, patting himself down.  "Ryan, is it normal
for him to stand that way?" 


Ryan looked and
nodded.  "They do that." 


"Is that
because it's demonic?" Eric asked. 


"No, the
former owner was demonic, that's just how ferrets are," he said dryly. 


"You like
Xander," Frank teased. 


"I do, he
treats me like I have some sense," he retorted with a smirk. 
"Unlike others who think I'm an infant and can't read yet." 


"I'll call
Xander to come get his pet."  She went to do that, bringing Danny
running to send him home.  "Isn't Xander allowed out today?" she
teased. 


"Nope. 
He's havin' a high hormone day.  There's no way I want him outside
today.  We might have a love-in or something worse."  He went to
check on Don.  "You brought a furry thing."  Don put his
head down.  "I sent him home." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at him.  "My car wouldn't start." 


"We'll let
you take it to the garage tonight," he promised, patting him on the
back.  "Then you can rent a car." 


"Might be a
good idea since Ma and Dad are coming down for a week.  They're going to
stay at a hotel," he assured him at his opening mouth.  "They
wanted to check on me and see the sights.   Plus probably threaten
Horatio so he knows I'm a good boy." 


"You try so
hard," Eric agreed.  "Anything else or can we go chase down the
suspect now?"  Don grinned at him.  They all looked toward the
door when they felt the buzz of another immortal, finding it being Ray, Adam's
boyfriend.  "Ray?" he called, waving him over.  "What
happened?" 


"Stupid
fucker who wanted Adam," he muttered, glaring at him. "Now Adam's
pouting and stomping around.  I came ta get Xander ta help me." 


"He's having
a high hormone day but go ahead," Danny agreed.  "Bring him back
before the next city-wide in three days if possible." 


"Or better
yet, go curl up with him and call Adam," Don suggested.  "Make
him come down to get his boys."  Ray gave him an evil smirk and went
to do that, then headed over there.  "A jealous man will come for his
lover," he noted dryly.  "If he doesn't come, well, at least
we'll have help with Xander." 


"And another
student," Eric complained. 


"We do okay
with each other." 


"Point." 
He sighed and looked at Don.  "Well?" 


"As long as
we can take the hummer." 


"No way am I
riding in Xander's car," he assured him, heading off with him. He walked
past Speed, who was carefully not looking at Xander's lavender car. 
"Try to get him to repaint it?  It's a great car but it's a bad
color." 


"At least it
doesn't get too overheated in the sun," Speed offered dryly.  Don
gave him a look.  "I saw Ray.  What's wrong?" 


"Someone
tried him ta get Adam.  He's pouting since Adam's pouting." 


"Ah.  So
you did what, sent him to Xander so Adam would have to come reclaim his
boy?"  Don nodded.  "Might not work that well.  Adam
considers them both his boys at times." 


"Then he can
come and feed his other pouting one chocolates," Danny called. 
"Don, it's your turn to call for lunch."  That got a nod and
they headed off in one of the crime lab's hummers.  He looked at
Speed.  "He pouts when we suggest he do something like repaint."



"Of course he
does.  It's decadent, unusual, showy, and stared at, just like he
is," he noted dryly.  "Why do you think the crime lab has
hummers, Danny?"  He walked off, heading to get to work.  He was
already late thanks to his bike not wanting to start.  He didn't see the
little white furball running past his foot on the cream tiles. 


*** 


Calleigh looked
out as a shadow moved past the doorway, then squealed and pointed. 
"A white rat!  Who's doing experiments!" she yelled, storming
out to find the inconsiderate person who had let a rat loose in the
building.  "All right, who had the white rat!" she demanded in
the middle of the hallway. 


Danny came running
out, heading for the breakroom first.  It had more hiding spots. 


Valera came out of
DNA.  "I've been trying to find the reason for the peanut butter
cracker crumbs for the last hour," she told her.  "You think it
was the same rat?  It was in my desk drawer.  I'm just glad it didn't
get near any samples." 


"Ladies?"
Horatio asked.  "What happened?" 


"I told you
about the peanut butter cracker crumbs," Valera reminded him. 


"You
did.  You showed me as well, including how it was in your desk and your
cracker pack."  She grimaced and nodded. "Have they appeared
somewhere else?" 


"No, I saw a
huge white rat go running past ballistics," Calleigh told him. 
"I figure it's him." 


"Her,"
Danny shouted.  "Someone yell at Xander!"  He hurried off,
having a treat for the creature that haunted his nightmares.  It was the
only really good way to trap them that he had found.  A few minutes later,
he followed more shrieks back to the detective's area.  "Here,
Beauty," Danny called, looking up at the open ductwork that was being
worked on. "Come on down, Beauty." 


"What are you
doing?" Frank asked, looking back from his seat.  He was having lunch
at his desk today. 


"The other
one got loose," he said grimly.  "Since the original owner of
the first ferret named him Beast before Xander changed it to George, Xander
decided the white one was Beauty.  And now she's somewhere in this
building." 


Frank picked up
his phone and called Horatio. "We've got a furry monstrosity loose in
the  building.  Named Beauty.  It's small, white, and
Xander's."  He snorted.  "Yeah, that thing."  He
hung up.  "Horatio's not amused." 


"I'm not
amused.  How in the hell did she get here?" 


"With the
other one?" 


"Beauty was
still in the cage when I left.  Then again, so was George," he
admitted patiently.  "Beauty."  He jingled the little bell
in his hand.  A white nose popped over the edge of a ceiling tile. 
"Come on, Beauty.  Let's come down so we can take you home. That way
you can play with the ferret toys."  The nose disappeared. 
"Crap.  Come on, ferret!" 


Speed walked out
and looked up, then at him.  "Hallucinations?" 


"No, they both
somehow got into Xander's gaymobile and one got sent home but the second one
got in here somehow.  She's up in the ceiling." 


Ryan walked over
and looked, then whistled sharply and held up a piece of cracker, getting an
inquisitive nose.  He jumped and caught her by the neck, pulling her down
and putting her into his arms so he could pet and soothe her, letting her have
the cracker to nibble on.  "Such a good girl, Beauty. Yes you
are.  You're a very good girl.  Come on, we'll take you home and
figure out how you got loose this time."  He walked off with
her.  "Speed, can you tell H I'm on a mission of mercy?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed dryly.  "H, Ryan's taking the ferret home!" he yelled.



"Again?"
he asked, coming out to look.  "They both escaped how?" 


"I was going
to figure that out."  He let Horatio have the ferret for a moment so
he could find his keys.  "I'll be right back after I drop her off,
boss." 


"That's fine,
Mr. Wolfe.  Go ahead."  He handed back the poor creature and
watched as he walked off.  At least until the ferret dived down the shirt
of the ADA that did vex him, making her shriek and beat at it.  "Get
her stopped," he ordered.  Two of the patrol guys grabbed her and
Ryan stopped the ferret when it moved down to her stomach.  "Let her
untuck her shirt so we don't have to."  She yanked a hand free and
undid the bottom few buttons, letting Ryan pull the beast out.  "Keep
a better hold of him, Mr. Wolfe." 


"Sorry,"
he said, blushing some.  "She's a friend's pet and somehow got into
her daddy's car, which is being borrowed by a detective.  She got loose in
here.  We're heading home now."  He walked off, muttering to the
little creature about how that wasn't nice or polite. 


Horatio shook his
head.  "How long was it in the ceiling?" 


"Probably a
good hour," Danny said, looking at him.  "I only knew because
Calleigh saw her running past ballistics with a peanut butter cracker." 


"Which Valera
keeps in her desk," he agreed.  "Miss West, we are sorry about
that."  He walked off, going to see where else the thing had been. 


Danny
shrugged.  "We just got 'er down outta the ceiling. She's in high
inquisitive mode again.  They're ferrets, they're like that." 
He walked off, slightly shaking his head.  The ferret had really bad taste
in shirts to dive down.  He'd have tried for Calleigh's or Natalia's. 


"I want that
thing put down!" she yelled after him. 


"It's not my
pet, it's not a dangerous animal, it just wondered how girl humans were
different than she was," Danny called back, waving a hand over his shoulder.
"It's not like ferrets are as smart as dolphins." 


She stormed off to
talk to the Shift Commander.  He only gave her an odd look. She stormed
off, going to talk to her boss and get him on her side.  He laughed. 
So she thought about suing the owner and the officers who had touched her but
she realized it would tank her career and make her a laughing stock of the
city.  She quietly seethed instead; she was going to get them all for that
humiliation! 


*** 


Ryan walked into
Xander's living room, catching the other ferret.  "We're in such
trouble," he told Xander and Aiden, who pouted.  "Beauty got
loose in the station and dived down the blouse of an ADA."  He handed
them both over.  "She was screaming about putting her down when I
left with her." 


"She can't do
that!" Aiden protested. 


"True,"
Ryan agreed, "but she's going to get nasty.  We need to make sure
they can't follow anyone in again and how they got out this time." 


"We're not
sure," Xander said quietly, putting them back in their cage.  They
ran and played, then Ryan watched as George wiggled out between a tube and the
cage.  "Ooooh."  He got up to capture his escapee, putting
him back and going to find a way to block those areas. 


"Thank
you.  Horatio was trying really hard not to laugh and Speed was laughing
into a wall," he offered with a small grin.  Aiden giggled. "I
was carrying her off and she wiggled free of my hands and jumped over to dive
down her blouse.  She was slapping and dancing until Horatio had two guys
catch her and I caught the moving lump on her stomach." 


"So not a
happy girl?" Aiden teased.  "It's probably the most action she's
seen in years."  She got up to kiss him on the cheek. 
"Thank you, Ryan. I needed the giggle.  Go be a good boy for the rest
of the day and come over tonight."  He nodded, going back to work. 


Xander peeked out
of the craft room.  "You're probably right, it was the only action
she's seen in the last five years."  He ducked back in and came out
with some fabric.  It got pushed into the cracks and the ferrets came over
to examine it, then went back to playing.  "That should hold until I
can find another way.  Spots!" he called.  The dog came in from
the backyard, bouncing around him. "Good boy. Time to stay inside. It's
too hot outside."  The dog bounced over to play with Aiden, who
tossed a tennis ball for him to chase up the hallway and into the kitchen. 


"Are we sure
ferrets aren't demonic creatures?" 


"Not that
I've seen," he offered."  He snuggled back into her side. 
"Did you find anything?" 


"Not yet and
I haven't heard anything yet either," she sighed, stroking over his hair
while her other hand played with the dog.  "I'll find something soon
or I'll head back to school this fall," she promised.  He nodded,
giving her a squeeze. 


*** 


Xander came out of
the candy shop, looking around.  He knew he wasn't supposed to be out
alone at the moment but he had been out of macadamia nut brittle.  He slid
into his car and closed the door quickly, then stuck the key in.  Then he
hissed and shook as the electricity hit him.  He slumped, panting
hard.  It hadn't been enough to kill him but it hurt like hell!  He
heard someone coming closer and leaned on the horn, all he could do with how
his muscles weren't cooperating.  Fortunately his head was solid enough to
push the button.  The window was knocked on.  He moaned and moved his
head, looking to the side.  The officer tapped again.  He moved his
lips and flailed, then shook his head when he saw him reaching for the
door.  "Electric," he mumbled.  The cop froze and nodded,
looking around the car as he called it in.  Xander let himself pass
out.  It was a good thing.  No one else would get hurt. 


Don heard the call
and groaned, getting up and heading out past Yelina.  "He's not
supposed to be out today either," he complained.  He climbed into
Speed's hummer.  "That's Xander." 


"Of course it
is.  He was probably going out for sweets."  He backed out and
headed for where the call came from.  He pulled up behind the electric
company guy, getting out and slamming the door.  He looked in the
window.  "Test the door?"  It was tested and got a head
shake.  "Then it's probably the keys.  They're in the
ignition."  That got a nod and they got Xander out carefully, letting
Don carry him back to the hummer.  The electric guy touched a rod to the
keys, watching them arc.  "Pretty." 


"Very. 
That's not an electrical malfunction either," he complained. 
"I'm going to pop the hood.  If that's all right?  I don't know
why I got dispatched but all I got was 'a powerful electrical surge coming from
a car'." 


"Make it
safe, wear gloves.  Or better yet, test it, let me dust and take
pictures," he decided. "Just in case they smudge any
fingerprints."  The guy nodded and tested it so he dusted the whole
latch and took a few pictures of some smudges before lifting them.  Then
he got out of the way and nodded.  The guy opened it and whistled at the
wire running from the battery to the ignition.  "That's not
nice," Speed agreed.  He snapped a few pictures for evidence, then
called Horatio.  "H, me.  Someone rigged Xander's car to
electrocute him.  Don, he good?"  Don nodded.  "He's
fine, H.  Don's got him.  He rode over with me.  Wire from the
battery to the ignition.  Can we tell how many volts or whatever?" he
asked the guy?" 


"Probably
about taser strength," he offered, testing it with a meter. 
"Yeah, just under taser strength.  He should be fine if the doctors
think so."  Speed nodded.  "Do you want this?" 


"Please. 
Disconnect the wire so we can have it towed?"  That got an
understanding nod and Speed went back to his phone.  "Send me a
wrecker at the nut and candy shop we sent Xander to, H.  Yeah, we can
wait."  He hung up and watched.  "Thanks, man." 


"Welcome,
Detective.  That was an extremely mean trick."  He wrote out a
report and let Speed sign it, giving him a copy before he left. 


Speed looked at
the officer.  "You okay?" 


"I'm fine,
sir.  I heard the horn and came to check.  I was at lunch." 


"We'll let
you go a bit later, after you write it out," he promised.  "Or
get it to go and do the report in our breakroom." 


"Yes,
Detective."  He went to get his lunch to go and got a look at Xander,
who was wrapped around Don.  "You're Flack, right?"  Don
looked up and nodded. "Then that's your protectee?"  Don nodded
again, his lips pressed together.  "I heard he had a lot of hair but
I didn't realize it was that long.  He's cute, sir.  Good luck
keeping him safe."  He headed back to the station. 


Don looked down at
Xander.  "Think you want a trim?" 


"No," he
said weakly.  "I want a tylenol.  I've got a splitting
headache."  He looked up.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
kiddo."  Xander got free and settled into the back seat on his side,
curled up some.  "You want to hit the hospital?" 


"I'll be fine
in a few minutes," he reminded him.  He yawned.  "That hurt. 
Don't ever get electrocuted if you can help it." 


"I'll try
really hard."  He got out and closed the boy in, looking at
Speed.  "What was it?" 


"Wire from
the battery to the ignition."  He grimaced.  "We're getting
it towed back to dust it for prints.  Good thing the battery was
old." 


"That's
fine.  Can I help?" 


"You can talk
to Xander and take his statement." 


"He snuck out
for candy. He admitted he wanted some macadamia nut brittle.  All he did
was start the engine.  It shocked the hell out of him.  His head hit
the horn to summon help because his limbs weren't wanting to move.  He
warned the officer, who was a bit odd.  He told me good luck keeping him
safe and he thought he had less hair."  Speed smirked at that.  "He's
a bit odd." 


"I know
him.  I worry about his interactions with people because I think he's got
a slight sociopathic streak, but otherwise he's a nice guy." 


"They said
the same thing about Dahmer," he said dryly. 


"True. 
Which is why we worry a bit about him."  He shrugged and waved Eric
over when he parked and got out. "He's fine." 


"What
happened?"  Speed pointed at the engine and he looked, then
glared.  "I'm doing the prints." 


"That's
fine," Speed agreed.  "Xander's in the back of my hummer. 
I gave Don a ride in.  We're getting it towed."  Xander's head
peeked up and he smirked at him. "Down," he mouthed.  Xander put
his head back down.  "The guy from the electric company said it was
just under taser strength.  Since he had one on him I'm pretty sure he
knows." 


"Wonderful,"
Eric said blandly.  He closed the hood and looked at Don. 
"Right home." 


"Statement,"
Don reminded him. 


Eric looked at
him.  "This has one of three causes: our thing, his thing, or the
ferret jumping down ADA West's shirt," he said quietly. 


Don nodded.  "We've
still gotta take a formal statement. He didn't see anyone tampering with
it.  Work the witnesses."  Eric nodded, going to do that to wear
out some frustration.  "He's really worried about that." 


"Of
course.  He doesn't want to end up on an exam table," Speed said
quietly.  "We'll figure out why as soon as we find proof," he
promised, stroking down Xander's foot once he got back there.  The wrecker
came over and he waved, getting a nod.  "Watch that wire," he
ordered. 


"We can
insulate it," the driver promised, getting some stryofoam from the back of
his truck and sticking it on the end of the wire, then closing the hood. 
"We've had ones that've had wires sticking out before."  That
got a nod and he checked everything before pulling down the ramp.  "Who's
car so I know who to bill?" 


"Bill the
PD.  The owner was nearly electrocuted.  It's a crime
scene."  That got a nod and he made notes on his form. 
"Everyone at the station knows the owner.  He's the only one who
drives a lavender range rover." 


"Sure." 
He finished making his notes and hooked the front tires, letting the winch pull
it up onto the bed.  "See you there, Speed." 


"Thanks." 
He looked around all the buildings, going to see if any of them had cameras
that pointed at the streets. "Take him back, Don. I can hitch a ride with
Eric." 


That got a nod and
Don got in to drive, taking Xander back to the station.  Don woke Xander
and got out with him, walking him inside.  "Someone tried to
electrocute him," he said at Horatio and Yelina's looks.  "Speed's
had his car towed.  He and Eric are there." 


"That's
fine," Horatio agreed.  "Go ahead and question him in the break
room since he's not a suspect." 


"Would it be
another jealous member?"  Yelina asked. 


Horatio looked at
her.  "It's not like it's a perk or an elected position,
Yelina.  It's about your body chemistry and there's ways of artificially
enhancing your hormones to be a higher level GHS if you feel that's what you
want in life."  She shrugged at that.  "The ones I know
stare at guys like Xander in awe.  They have the best stories at
conventions."  He walked off, leaving her gaping behind him.  He
found Don getting Xander's movements out of him, hugging him.  "It's
all right." 


"No one hates
me that much," he pouted.  "I don't know why anyone would do
that."  He looked up at him.  "I don't flaunt stuff,
right?  I'm not that bad?  Even if the officer did think I had less
hair?" 


"You don't
intentionally flaunt yourself or your status, Xander, but it's hard not to
notice," he said gently.  "This probably wasn't about you being
a GHS or gay.  We'll find out why."  Xander nodded, leaning
against him.  "Good boy.  Now go over your day with Don." 


"I swear, I
only ran out for a few minutes.  Aiden's got to be freaking." 


"I'll call
her," Horatio promised, going to do that.  "Aiden,
Horatio.  He's with us.  Someone tried to electrocute
him."  He smiled.  "No, not another kidnaping
attempt.  No one was near him when it happened.  Of course.  We'll
send him home as soon as we can.  Don has him.  Speed and Eric are
working on the case.  Fine, I'll be over for dinner," he promised
with a smile.  "Good.  We'll listen for the frustrated rantings,
Aiden."  She giggled.  "Have a good time."  He
hung up and walked back there.  "Don, Aiden said she enrolled this
morning in the local college.  She invited me out for dinner." 


"Not like I
mind," he assured him.  "Bring Speed too if you want." 


Ryan leaned
in.  "Can I come?  Eric's sulking at me for some odd
reason."  They all nodded. "Thanks, guys."  He grinned
and left. 


"There's no
gravitational draw of one GHS to another, right?" Don asked quietly. 
Horatio shook his head.  "Then what's that?" 


"Ryan would
probably make an excellent keeper," Xander said, looking at his
protector.  "Maybe not of anyone eight or above but he would make a
good keeper." 


"He
would," Horatio agreed.  "He's caring, but he's got that firm
limit mindset.  When you're done, take him home to Aiden."  Don
nodded and got back to work with Xander's statement.  Horatio went to
check on Ryan since he was helping Calleigh on a case. 


*** 


"I have good
news and bad news," Speed announced as he walked in.  Eric walked in
behind him and Ryan gave Speed a look, so he shoved Eric at him and let Ryan
kiss him stupider since he was being an asshole.  "There was a
fingerprint inside the hood, it did go to someone who wanted to talk. 
Unfortunately they decided he was evil for being gay and this was their way of
solving it." 


"So it was a
hate crime?" Horatio asked. Speed nodded. "Did we taunt him?" 


"Yup,"
he said with an evil grin.  "I had fun telling him how the gay man
had brought him down, and even patted him down.  Jessup arrested him and
agreed to play along.  The guy demanded a shower."  He hugged
Xander.  "Maybe you should repaint the gaymobile, Xander." 


"It's
not." 


"It's the
most noticeable thing about you," Danny assured him. "The hair
screams it now and then but the car has a megaphone about you being with
guys." 


Xander sulked and
Aiden hugged him.  "Get it repainted a pretty light blue," she
suggested.  "It'll still be pretty."  He pouted at
her.  "Guys," she moaned. 


"Xander,
unarm that pout," Horatio warned.  "Before you start affecting
others." 


Ryan looked over
and then swatted at Xander.  "I don't need to ride him into
unconsciousness tonight.  He'll lose too many brain cells.  He can't
afford to lose any more."  Xander cracked a grin at that. 
"Thank you." 


"Hey!"
Eric complained. 


"If the shoe
fits," Speed offered dryly, heading for the kitchen.  "Who
cooked tonight?" 


"I did,"
Aiden called.  She cuddled Xander, getting a happier boy back. 
"We'll look over a paint wheel tomorrow.  See if there's a color you
like more," she promised. 


"Not all
colors can be car paint colors," Danny warned. 


"You can have
it custom mixed," Horatio assured him.  He sat down.  "How
do you think he got a *lavender* one.  That's not really a standard car
color, Danny."  He smiled at Aiden.  "What are you going
back for?" 


"Teaching
it.  I'll teach in a forensic's program so the kids know it's possible and
how frustrating it really is.  That way they've got some reality. 
Unlike me when I got out." 


"Me
too," Danny agreed. "My teachers all said 'it's lab work with the
occasional foray out into the field'.  Not that I'd be slogging through
trash barges.  Not that I'd be covered in blood from a few of them. 
Not that most bodies stunk ta high hell most of the time, especially during the
summer.  They lied."  She giggled and nodded. 
"Thankfully Flack only had ta prove he could shoot, run, jump, play, and
memorize laws." 


"Hey, I did
okay in chemistry in college," he defended. 


"Good, then
you can be a CSI in a few decades," Ryan teased.  Don
shuddered.  "It'll be fun!" 


"No it
won't.  I got to watch them do the work all too often."  He
slunk down in his seat, looking at Xander.  "Want a
cuddle?"  He shook his head, making Aiden squeak when he squeezed
her.  "Okay.  Whenever you wanna change over."  Xander
looked at Aiden then let her go and padded over to snuggle into his lap,
getting a backrub too. 


"You spoil
him horribly," Danny teased. 


"He's
spoilable.  I like that about him," he shot back with a grin. 
"Even better he doesn't demand the big presents like my last girlfriend
did." 


"Hmm. 
Mine wanted me to quit working so many hours," Danny agreed.  He
shrugged.  "Told her it was the nature of the job."  Every
immortal in the house stiffened, then relaxed.  "That felt like
Richie."    He got up and frowned at the guy in the
doorway.  "What?  Do we know you?" 


"I want the
young and pretty one." 


Xander lifted his
head and glared at him.  "Then you'd better beg." 


"I didn't
mean you.   Your quickening would taint mine.  I want the
newbie." 


"Then you
take me on.  He's my student," Xander said simply, standing up. 


"Xander,"
Eric moaned. 


"Technically
I have been working with him a lot," Ryan admitted.  Eric glared at
him.  "There's got to be a precedent of teachers taking on hunters
for their new students." 


"There
is," he sighed.  "Xander?" 


Xander raised a
hand.  "Ryan is my student, if you want him that much you take
me." 


The older immortal
gaped.  Then he slowly backed up.  "That's not how we do
this." 


"I'm his
teacher, I can take any challenge for him I want to take.  Ry, please get
me my sword?" 


"Sure,
Xander."  He went to do that, coming back with it.  "It's still
got the polish from earlier." 


"I was
letting the metal be conditioned this time."  He wiped it off with
the towel Ryan brought him.  "Let's go."  He walked out and
the man followed him to the side yard.  The man lunged and Xander
side-stepped, getting him in the side, then punching him with his free hand
when the guy spun around.  The guy lunged again and he let himself slip
lower.  It was time to hunt. 


"See that
look, that means he's down," Danny instructed quietly.  "Oz does
the same thing."  Ryan nodded. 


"I never see
him doing this well," Eric complained. "Plus he moves funny." 


"His former
life had staking and battle axe duties," Don reminded him, watching from
the other window.  "Ow."  Xander had gotten a slice to his
hair and back.  But the guy's head had come off the next moment.  It
proved what they all knew, no one touched the hair unless it was to play with
it.  "Who's going out this time?" 


"I
will," Ryan offered, going to get Xander off the lawn.  Someone else
could call the Watchers.  Xander looked up at him and growled. 
"Hi, Xander.  It's Ryan."  Xander tipped his head and
sniffed.  "Come on.  It's time to go inside and clean off. 
You're all sweaty and you'd hate that.  Plus we've got to trim your
hair."  That got a growl so he picked up some of it.  "He
sliced into it.  We'll even it out."  Xander followed him,
letting himself be put into the shower.  Danny came in with a pair of
scissors to trim the mass of hair once it was clean and combed out.  Xander
went limp for him, being a good boy.  "He's cute when he's in that
mood," Ryan offered. 


Don looked at
him.  "I'm setting you up with one," he promised. 


"Okay, just
remind them I clean a lot." 


"Yeah, like
at four this morning," Eric said blandly, glaring at him.  "Woke
me up too." 


"Sorry. I was
thinking." 


Horatio looked at
his boys.  "Did you sleep, Ryan?"  He shrugged. 
"Take a nap on the couch now.  If we have to, we'll let Xander take
one with you." 


"Would you
please quit trying to drive up my blood pressure?" Danny complained loudly. 
Then the sound of a smack and Xander howling in pleasure.  "Yeah, I
know, it makes you hornier, not that I think there's a level eleven to GHS, but
you probably are."  Another smack and Xander screamed in
pleasure.  "You're noisy." 


Speed smirked at Horatio,
kissing him gently.  "I'll make you scream like that later." 


"Thank
you.  I could use it."  Speed smirked and swatted him, going to
help Aiden in the kitchen. 


Xander came out
plucking flakes of gold off him and grinned sheepishly.  "Sorry,
guys.  Didn't mean to be that noisy.  Danny will wake up
soon."  No one said anything about him being naked.  It was nice
that they understood him. 


"Help Ryan
take a nap," Don ordered.  Xander shrugged and got down to cuddle
him, making him smile and drift off while being held.  He looked at
Eric.  "Do that the next time he gets you up at four." 


"Sure,"
he agreed dryly.  "I'm not sure I can be that cuddly but I'll
try."  He looked at Horatio.  "There's things you can take
to raise your hormones that way?"  Horatio nodded.  "What,
drugs?" 


"Legal if
prescribed but yes.  A few decades ago a few kidnaped GHS members were fed
some hormone concentrates to make them less manly.  Female members were
given estrogen by the people who had them.  It made them more GHS.  Our
scientists heard once they were rescued and worked on it.  There's a
hormone cocktail and it's worked out to how many steps you want to raise
them." 


"Could it
turn a non-GHS member into one?" Speed asked. 


"It can if
they've got any tendencies toward it.  Ryan doesn't so for him it'd be
like taking hormone injections.  For someone like Xander, they might not
come down.  I played with them one weekend." 


"I nearly
died," Speed admitted.  "We ended up in the ER and from a
suspected heart attack due to stress.  Alexx found out about us that
weekend and she screamed and ranted for two days because I didn't tell her
sooner."  He looked at Horatio.  "What did we learn from
that?" 


"If my level
gets raised somehow, you'll need help?" he suggested with a small grin. 
Speed growled and came out to grab him and kiss him stupid.  Horatio let
him, playing along.  Speed finally broke the kiss for air and drug him
off.  "We'll be right back." 


"Not on my
bed," Aiden called. "Unless I'm watching." 


"No watching,
I'm possessive," Speed assured her, taking his boy back to the guest room
to straighten him out again.  "Have I been ignoring you?" he
asked. 


Horatio gave him
one of those grins that made Speed's stomach tighten and his blood start to
pound.  "A bit." 


"No more." 
He stripped him and got him down to do very naughty things to him.  His
boy obviously needed worn out again.  Don walked in and handed over the
small chest.  "Toys?" 


"Yeah. 
The ones that got given to Xander that he doesn't use.  Also, more
lube.  You'll probably need it."  He walked out, closing the
door behind him. 


"That's a
great friend," Horatio agreed, diving into the chest.  His eyes
widened at some of them but Speed took the size queen models away from
him.  They decided Speed could torture him without the help but they did
need the extra lube. 


*** 


Ryan opened his
locker and found his jacket had gold flakes on it. He frowned and went to get a
strip to capture some, then went to run it.  Eric gave him an odd
look.  "It was on my jacket and wasn't there when I came
in."  He looked at it under the microscope, then plucked a piece off
to run through the mass spec, coming out with gold. "Gold
flakes."  He looked at Eric.  He opened his mouth, then shook
his head and walked off, taking the sheet with him.  He ran into Horatio
first and held up the strip.  "In my locker on my jacket." 


"Has it been
in there for a few days?" 


"I wore it in
yesterday and I know I wasn't carrying around flaked gold." 


"Point. 
Check your locker, clean the flakes out however you want.  You can
probably sell it or something." 


"I know this
is the same thing that keeps giving Xander stuff." 


"Unfortunately
we can't get to him to make him stop." 


"Yes we
can."  Horatio gave him an odd look.  "There's got to be
people around here who can get to him." 


"Miami is a
peaceful community, Ryan.  Unlike New York, we get to ignore them,"
he cautioned.  "I'm sure Xander's tried to stop him." 


"A few
times.  It makes them want him more.  This is dangerous." 


"It is, but
it also might be someone new.  After all, that other one was showering him
with rubies and emeralds." 


"So we should
be able to find out who it is." 


"I'm sure
he'll announce himself after a suitable showering time."  He moved
closer.  "Talk with Xander.  I know it distresses him but it
could be much worse.  He could've been taken outright.  At this point
in time, we're what's keeping him here." 


"I heard
about the harem theory," he noted dryly.  "When they had us both
they told me I was."  Horatio gave him a small smirk for that. 
"Not that I mind.  Oh, what's was he squealing about?" 


"This year's
convention is in Miami." 


"Really?"
he asked, smirking some.  "Don promised to introduce me.  Oh,
and Xander would want to go shopping, huh?" 


"You can be
his extra guard that weekend," he promised, patting him on the
shoulder.  "That reminds me, I've got to announce that." 
He walked off to do that. "Just let it lie for now, Ryan.  Clean the
gold flakes out of your locker and we'll deal with it." 


"Yes,
Horatio.  So weak tape?" 


"Might be
best," he agreed, waving a hand.  "Then go play with Xander.
He's bored since Aiden's off with her first class today."  He nodded
and went to find some tape.  Horatio sat behind his desk and dialed his
boss.  "Sir, Horatio Caine." 


"Is it a
problem that's going to get my city destroyed?" he demanded. 


"I heard last
night from Mr. Harris that this year's convention is in Miami." 


"Convention?"



"GHS
convention, boss." 


"Oh, yeah,
all those little fairy boys who love to shop and give us hell because they have
sex all over the hotel."  He groaned.  "Fine, when?" 


"Six
weeks.  They've had everything set up but they never announce it before
then." 


"That's
fine.  Get whatever you can and send it over so I can plan manpower. 
Will it be a problem?  I know you've got one that moved in up the street
and your whole unit is protecting them." 


"Some of us
will be going anyway," he pointed out.  "Speed and I were
invited to go with Xander, as well as Danny and Don since they're his keeper
and protector.  Eric, Calleigh, and Ryan might be asking for some time as
his extra protector.  That should be our weekend off anyway." 


"That's
fine.  Thank you."  He hung up. 


Horatio smirked at
the phone once he had hung up on his end.  "Little fairy boys,
boss?" he asked dryly.  "We'll see."  He called
Frank.   "Frank, Horatio.  The GHS convention is coming to
Miami this year."  He smiled.  "Was that
Xander?"  He grinned.  "Send him to help Ryan clean the
gold flakes out of his locker.  Tell him he can go.  We're going with
him."  He leaned back.  "Yes, I'm sure it's a good idea. I
told the Chief we're going to support Xander."  He winked at Eric as
he came in.  "Of course we'll be good, Frank."  He hung
up.  "Xander's down treating Danny and Don to lunch since he's bored
without Aiden today.  The GHS convention is coming to Miami." 


"I might be
gone by then." 


"Eric, you're
not too old," he said quietly.  "Get over it."  He
stood up. "You won't find other bosses who are that lenient and know about
this stuff." 


"I know that
but it's still being asked about." 


"So go have
laser resurfacing."  He shrugged.  "It's totally
acceptable.  Say you're going to take off some freckles."  
He smiled.  "Did you want to be Xander's guard if he leaves the
hotel?" 


"No. 
They might take me too."  He walked off shaking his head.  He
ran into Calleigh and Adam in one of the labs, with Cooper walking in to give
her something.  "The GHS convention is coming here this year." 


"Oooh,"
she said, wincing some.  "Well, maybe we won't have to go on patrol
at it.  Last time I ended up working patrol at the convention hotel to
guard them.  It was fun, a lot of fun, but very odd." 


"Horatio said
Xander might need extra guards if he decides to go shopping." 


"Ya
think?" Cooper asked.  He rolled his eyes.  "How many
people have tried to take the kid?" 


"Too many and
now someone keeps throwing gold flakes at him," Ryan said from the
doorway.  "Eric, do you still have that bag?"  Eric nodded
and tossed over the keys to his locker.  "Thanks.  I just lifted
about a pound of gold flakes from my jacket and the bottom of my locker. I
didn't even realize I had it in there."  He walked off shaking his
head.  Then he came back.  "What happened to Xander?" 


"The GHS
convention is coming here this year," Calleigh said. 


"I'm so going
as his guard then."  He grinned and walked off, much happier
now.  He took the bag of stuff that Eric had been holding for him of
presents he had been given as Xander's harem and headed out with a quick stop
to steal a cookie and give Xander a hug. "You need an extra guard, you
call," he ordered.  Xander smiled and nodded.  "Good
boy.  Did you get gold flakes?" 


"Yup. 
The day someone wired my car I started getting it." 


"I got about
a pound of it. I'm off if you wanted a ride." 


"No, I'm
good. I cabbed.  I can cab home."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "I'll be safe, I promise."  Ryan nodded and left
after stealing a second cookie.  He teased Frank with one when he came
in.  "Want a cookie, Frank?" 


"Do I have to
perform tricks?" 


"No. 
I'm being good." 


"You
are.  I'm impressed, no one's tried to take you yet." 


"Lay off
it," Danny said at Xander's hurt look.  "Not everyone wants to
take him.  Otherwise you'd be in trouble too." 


"Point. 
Sorry, Xander." 


"That's okay.
It's not your fault.  It's a common misconception about us," he said
firmly, staring at him.  Then he looked at Don again.  "I can
go, right?" 


"Sure, you
can go.  Make reservations tonight."  Xander beamed and nodded,
bouncing out to go home and do that.  Don shook his head. 
"We're going to be tired after that weekend." 


"We are, but
it means Adam's coming back down," Danny pointed out. "He'll get to
play with Ray." 


"True. 
Then again, those two can get into some bad trouble." 


"Yeah,"
Danny sighed. "But we'll be there to pull their tails back again.  As
always."  He grinned and got another cookie, then headed back to
work. 


Don sighed. 
"Neither of us went to the last one," he admitted.  "Xander
went with the National Head, Adam, and his boy Ray." 


"I remember
Ray when he came down.  He's a cop, right?" 


"Yeah. 
Ray's one of the few higher levels that can work.  Most of them are curled
up on the couch with a set list of tasks for the day."  He looked at
Frank.  "They're easily distracted.  I think that's why they don't
announce where the convention is until six weeks before it happens." 


"Not all of
them." 


"The higher
guys are.  Eights and above?  Yeah.  Even Horatio noted
it.  At the lower levels, keepers are boyfriends with extra patience and
stamina.  At the higher levels, they become truer keepers.  Most
level sevens have a lot of problems working if they're doing anything
demanding." 


Speed walked over
to get a few cookies of his own. "There's one who works in Philly, he's a
cop."  He nibbled a bite.  "He's also a level seven. 
At that level the GHS nature starts to wear on your attention.  It makes
you odd and jumpy if you can't wear it out.  You start to lose focus and
any little bit of pleasure gets magnified.  I know he's having problems
again.  He's been on the chat room a few times."  He
shrugged.  "But you're right, anticipation gets painful if they go
over six weeks."  He ate another bite, noticing Yelina looking at
him.  "What?  I've dated one of them.  I'm a very good keeper." 
He looked at Don again.  "Horatio announced it to the Chief, who
called them all little fairy boys." 


"I should sic
Xander on him just the once," he said dryly. 


Speed
smirked.  "He'll try to show up.  Let him play.  Maybe
Horatio and the rest of us will get a raise."  He walked off
smirking.  Mission accomplished.  Don and he thought a lot alike
about how to use Xander's powers to make their lives easier at the station. 


Frank shook his
head.  "If you do, can you tape it?" 


"Sure, if
possible.  He might do it if we present it right."  He smirked a
bit evilly - as close to evil as he could get.  "Xander's not very
fond of him.  He said he insulted Horatio." 


"Hmm. 
Any of them in the department will have to be careful if they go this
year." 


"I heard a
few others talking about a convention," Yelina offered quietly. 
"What happens at these things?" 


"Ask
Horatio," Frank offered.  "I've never been. I got external
guarding the last time." 


"I know
Xander said they had one room that was just a big cuddle pile.  He said
another room turned into a big orgy, he came home with more clothes so I'd
guess they had a shopping area.  They probably get together and talk about
their problems, their keepers being assholes now and then, and share stories
about the people who wanted them this year."  He shrugged and started
to casually look around when he felt the quickening buzz.  Richie was led
in by an officer.  "He under arrest or visiting?" 


"Visiting,
sir."  He handed him over.  "For you or Detective
Messer." 


"Danny's in
the labs.  Thanks."  The officer nodded and left. 
"Richie, what's up?" 


"I came to
check on Xander since Connor said Xander was going to take his head if he saw
him anytime soon." 


"Putting it
mildly.  Apparently he managed to show up when they had Xander last
time." 


"Yeah but he
got kicked out before he could rescue him and the guy with him." 


"That's
Ryan." 


"Oh. 
How are you guys doing?" 


"Okay." 
He checked his watch then looked at him.  "Why don't you head and get
a hotel room for the week and I'll meet you for dinner in an hour or so?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed with a grin.  "This is the only place I knew you'd
be."  He looked around, spotting Eric.  "Hi, Ritchie
Ryan." 


"Eric
Delko."  He shook his hand.  "Friend of Xander's?" 


"Yup, and of
Connor, his last boyfriend.  Connor sent me to make sure he's still okay
since Xander's going to hurt him for not being able to save him the last
time." 


"Sure. 
One of our CSI was there with him."  They shared a look. 
"I can steal Don another time." 


"We're on for
dinner tomorrow night," Don reminded him, standing up.  "Come
on, I'll walk you back down to your bike."  Richie grinned and
nodded, heading down there with him.  "He's a nice guy," he
offered in the elevator.  "Trying to work with Danny on our training."



"Plenty of us
have formed family groups around a main teacher.  Duncan had one of those
before he went insane."  He shrugged and they got off the
elevator.  "Got a good recommendation for somewhere cheapish but not
dangerous?" 


"The Ramada's
nice.  Or there's one about two blocks past it that's a rent-a-pro place
but it's clean.  Cheaper too.  Plus it's around a lot more bars and
restaurants."  Richie smiled at that.  "I'll see you in
about an hour, cases willing." 


"Sure. 
See you then."  He walked off, going to his bike and heading off. 


Don smiled and went
back to his desk.  "Let's hope he isn't the announcement of a new
problem," he muttered as he got into the elevator.
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Danny
checked them into the hotel.  "Where's the convention's front
desk?" he asked.  She pointed a shaking hand and he smiled. 
"Relax, we're local PD.  If there's a problem, you can call us."



"Though,
we're not here for that," Don admitted, pulling Xander away from someone
and walking him that way.  "Come on, it's your convention." 


"I
was talking with her," he pouted.  He squealed and hugged the woman
behind the desk.  "Bethany!" 


"Xander!"
she said fondly, smiling at him.  "Ooooh, and who do we have
here?" 


"This
is Don, my protector.  He gives *great* cuddles.  The other, the
blond with the glasses, is Danny.  He's my keeper."  She smiled
and waved at them.  "When's the cuddle room?" 


"Tomorrow
all day, Xander."  She found his packet and handed it over. 
"Did you bring more stuff?  I know a few people wanted to know if we
were doing an official porn trade- off." 


Xander
beamed happily. "I did.  I brought copies of everything I have and my
laptop in case I need to save down copies for anyone or get hit with a
muse."  Don moaned at that.  "Sorry, Don."  He
grinned a bit.  "He was trying to read one the other night and said I
had forgotten some of the best parts of het sex."  He shrugged. 
"What's on for tonight?" 


"Meeting
room 1 has the shopping area.  The ballroom's got the meet and greet
wandering and nibbling session.  Meeting room 2 has a meeting in it
actually.  Adam's in talking with a few others about this year's
inductees.  We've had a few who've tried to be malicious and things. 
So the upper guys are all talking. I know he wanted warned when you got
here."  She smiled at Don again, then back at Xander. 
"Then we're doing the dinner tonight, a dance and a trip to the ice cream
shop later on together, for safety of course.  The usual hijinx are going
on.  Room 318 is going but I'm sure you didn't have to sign up this
year."  He shook his head quickly.  "Oooh, and we've got
one who's in law enforcement who's going to talk about safety issues." 


"I'm
dragging him to that," Don promised.  "Need him to fill out any
forms?" 


"Nope,
we've got it all, Don.  Thank you.  You've got him signed into the
hotel?" 


"We
do and we're local PD if you need us," Danny promised. 


"Is
Horatio here?  He never comes to the ones when we're in Miami but I
thought I saw his name." 


"He
is.  He told his boss he came to watch what was going on since Xander's
had so many problems," Speed said as he joined him.  "Holding up
the line, Xander." 


Xander
smiled and kissed him. "I'm allowed.  She was telling us what was
going on.  I'll see you later, Bethany."  He drug his boys off,
happy and bouncing.  They all felt a quickening buzz and looked
around.  "Todd!"  He pounced him.  "Hi!" 


"Xander!"
he squealed back, giving him a hug.  "Oooh, a sight for sore
eyes.  But when...."  He looked at the other two. 
"Danny." 


"Todd. 
That's my boy.  This is Don, his protector." 


"Cool.
We've got to get you with Tony.  He's doing the safety
lecture."  He let him go.  "There's seven of us here with
you two," he said quietly.  "We're all at peace." 


"Of
course.  Only the bad guys don't understand a peaceful situation,"
Danny agreed.  He stiffened and looked over as Ray ran out and pounced
Xander with a squeal of his own, Adam tolerantly following behind him with a
smile. "Old man." 


"Daniel." 
He hugged him and Don.  "Thank you for taking care of Ray for me
while he was pouting."  He stroked over their hair.  "Come
on, let's help them check into their room, boys."  They followed him
up, he and Todd talking quietly about the problem members.  He noticed
Todd was watching Don.  "What?" 


"Speed's
a level two, right?" he asked quietly.  Danny stopped to glare at
him.  "Don's about there, Danny." 


"He's
not." 


"He
is.  He's lower level but he is one of us."  Adam
shrugged.  "We can have him tested tonight if he desires." 


"That
would ...."  Danny groaned and shook his head.  "That would
explain some things. Like how he didn't have to ask about what Xander was doing
to gain pleasure."  He looked over at Don. 
"Don?"  He came over.  "How long have you had a
membership card?" 


"My
rookie year," he admitted quietly.  He felt arms go around him and
looked at Xander, grinning slightly.  "I'm pretty low on the scale,
kiddo.  I'm only a level three.  I haven't had any troubles since my
first year on the force and you wear out all the hormones I put out
anymore." 


"Three? 
Really?" Todd asked.  "I would've said two." 


"No,
I was tested and found at level three."  He grinned at Adam. 
"You weren't there." 


"I
wasn't," he agreed.  "I probably would've been in
Asia."  He patted him on the cheek. "Welcome back to the fold,
Don."  He smiled at Danny.  "He's still helping." 


"Maybe." 
He looked at Xander.  "That good with you still?" 


"Don's
not kidnaped?" 


"Not
for that reason," he agreed dryly.  "I'm too low on the scale
and you mask me wonderfully." 


"Is
that why you wear the mauve suit?" Horatio teased.  Don nodded at
that.  "Figures.  Come along, people.  We've got our
room." 


"I
got a suite so you guys could all come hang out and I could store stuff,"
he said with a small blush, heading up there.  Xander opened the door and
let everyone inside.  "So, Adam, I heard we've had problems?" 


"A
few.  Willow asked to be tested to prove it wasn't anything special,"
he said quietly.  Xander slumped and sat down, looking at him. 
"We failed her within hours.  She was shown how bad what she did
was."  He stroked over his hair. "It's shorter." 


"Some
stupid hunter guy came for Ryan and got my hair during the fight," he said
with a pout. 


"I'm
sorry, imp."  He let him cuddle in.  "She heard about the
last convention and found out Oz knew some of us so she got into his address
book and found one of us to talk to.  He told the others what was probably
going on since she mentioned your name a few times.  She also said she
could make you come home if she was admitted, that way you'd know it was safe
enough."  Xander shook his head.  "I oversaw her test and
talked to her afterward.  She does realize how stupid she was." 
He gave him a squeeze. 


"Not
to mention we were cited in two divorces this year," Todd offered
dryly.  "Only one was a member.  The other said his wife was a
slut and probably a member.  She refuted it and had proof she hadn't been
sleeping around, that he was being paranoid.  So we've got to watch a few
things.  How is Miami doing it this time, Horatio?" 


"Extra
guards on the hotel and any shopping areas if we sneak off.  I volunteered
to come this year and watch over Xander just in case.  Plus Eric and Ryan
will be his extra guards if he needs some." 


"That's
fine," Adam agreed.  "What of the blonde?  The last time we
saw her she was blushing adorably and looking cutely flustered about the cuddle
room." 


"She's
on for cases this weekend," Horatio assured him.  "Speed and I
are officially here to document any illegal activities."  He shrugged
slightly.  "It gets us here without being too obvious." 


"Some
people are already trying to see if we are or aren't members," Speed
offered from his chair.  He patted his lap and Horatio sat in it. 
"Frank knows but he's not saying.  A few of the officers are giving
my back speculative looks.  A few have given you some looks.  When
you announced that you knew Xander and we were protecting him it started off
some odd looks." 


"They
can look, I'm not confirming rumors," Horatio assured him. 


"What
about when the higher ups ask?" Xander asked quietly. 


"I'm
still not confirming rumors.  I told them I'd be here to help watch over
you this weekend.  A few of them suspect Speed and I are together. 
They also know it doesn't affect things at work."  He looked at
Speed.  "Does it?" 


"No,
I get chewed out just as often," he promised.  He grinned at
Adam.  "So, your prize student is Xander.  Bragged this
convention?" 


"Quite. 
What's been going on?"  Xander leaned over to whisper and giggle at
him, making him smile and hug him.  "Interesting.  I hadn't
heard that protocol said that you had a harem if they were helping you, just if
you were sleeping with them."  He kissed him on the cheek then
snuggled his Ray since he looked a bit jealous.  "I'm sure you'll
have some charming stories to tell others." 


"Except
for those demons, I've been pretty much left alone," Xander
promised.  "I've been a good boy." 


"Xander,
two words.  Singing.  Telegram," Horatio said dryly. 
"That's not being good." 


"But
it was her birthday!" 


"Yes,
but you embarrassed poor Yelina terribly." 


"I
thought the guy with the snake was kinda cute," Danny offered with a grin.
"Loin cloth, longish hair, snake around his shoulders, sunglasses
on.  For her birthday at the end of the day." 


"I
was nice, I sent the cake first," Xander protested. 


"Yes,
you did," Speed agreed dryly. "Thankfully we intercepted the nearly
naked guy bringing it."  Xander just smiled sweetly.  "You
need better hobbies." 


"Why
can't he work?" Ray asked. "I'm a level seven and I manage it most of
the time, only a bit of distraction." 


"We
can't get Xander to sit still and work on the same project for an hour,"
Danny told him.  "Even sex."  Ray grimaced.  "If
we wear him out that much, he's too tired to do anything but nap.  If we
don't, he's a danger to others.  We had to suspend driving privileges for
a week when work got too bad for us to wear him out because he couldn't focus enough."



"Besides,
all I'm qualified to do is fast food and construction," Xander said
quietly. 


Ray
sighed and looked at him.  "You're smart enough to go to school,
Xander." 


"I
know," he said, glaring at him.  "Doesn't mean I get along well
with schoolwork." 


"I'm
still going to make you start studying something for your next life,"
Danny assured him.  Xander groaned and slunk down in his seat.  Adam
stroked over his leg. 


"Dear,
the choices would be to be kidnaped by something or someone for a few years then
being rescued or escaping, or learning new things," Ray noted dryly. 
"The same ones I have." 


"He
could conceivably retire to holy ground," Adam reminded him. 
"He could also go hide somewhere and be more careful.  Since you and
I seem to be together and I don't like hiding that much, you'll be joining me
on a college campus."  Ray groaned but nodded that he'd do it. 
"Thank you, dear."  He smiled at Xander.  "No one said
you had to do anything frightfully *hard*, Xander." 


"School
and I did not get along," he said firmly, standing up.  "Just
drop it.  I'll deal with it when it comes."  He walked off,
going to have some fun.  He managed to slide into the stairwell before
Danny could see him and headed down to the convention. He sighed when he came
out into the middle of a sermon about living better lives and shook his
head.  "You know what, we were born this way," he announced,
making the man splutter.  "It's not like we chose to be the most
kidnaped group of people on the face of the earth.  And if the only way to
keep my ass from being kidnaped is to take it up the ass, the I'm going to be
doing that so no one else wants to castrate me.  If you don't like it,
leave us the fuck alone.  It's not like we want to talk to your stupid
ass."  He walked off shaking his head. 


"Freeze,"
a familiar voice called. 


Xander
turned and found Frank standing there.  "Coming to arrest the
bigot?" 


"Well,
yeah, actually.  Where are you going?  You know you're going to get
in trouble if you go out alone." 


"I'll
be fine, Frank.  I'm huffing off after being nagged again."  He
glanced around then at him. "I promise I'll be safe and everything. 
I just can't stand to be up there and be nagged for another hour. I'll be a
good and careful Xander and all that." 


"You
got taken with Wolfe next to you.  You got him taken.  It's not a
matter of careful, Xander." 


"Sometimes
it is.  That time I was ...  Never mind.  Ask Horatio about that
one."  He walked off.  "I'll be back later and they're up
in my room pouting," he called as he walked off.  A tall, thinnish,
brunette man in his late twenties stopped him.  He groaned. 
"What?  I'm trying to be good." 


"I
know you are, but you of all of us shouldn't go out without a guard, a weapon,
or both," he said quietly.  He moved closer. "The two other
level tens here are both traveling with an entourage.  There's a reason
for that." 


"But
sometimes you want to be alone." 


"That's
why they have huge estates," he noted dryly, smiling at him. 
"That way they can escape and still be safe."  He took his
hand.  "Would you let me use you as an example for my self defense
lectures?  Show the boys and girls how it should be done and how to use
your unique gifts to charm them so you can get away?"  Xander smiled
at that and nodded.  "Okay. Let's go make sure you can do that first
and then my first one is in an hour, right before dinner."  He walked
him off. "I'm Tony." 


"I'm
Xander." 


"Oh,
I know.  Every single GHS and keeper in law enforcement has yours and the
other level tens and nines's pictures.  Just in case something happens and
we have to step in."  He stroked his arm. "What happened?" 


"Being
nagged about my future.  I don't get along well with books." 


"Some
people do hands-on things better," he assured him.  "Start out
with something like massage therapy.  It's a great present to give anyone;
you don't have to work but if you end up needing to it's not a demanding field
and you can make your own hours, and it pays very well."  Xander
smiled at that and nodded.  "You could also take one of the martial
arts and learn the hell out of it, then end up teaching it some
year."  He shrugged. "Just suggestions." 


"I
thought about buying into a spa but the only one I found that was looking for
an investor had some funny ideas and I got really wary about some of
them." 


"That
shows you've got good instincts but there's three I know of up north that could
use a helping boost of capitol to expand.  I'm thinking about sinking some
of my savings into one so I've got some income when I'm ready to retire." 
He opened a door and let him into the meeting area.  "Here, we'll be
in here.  You're in good shape, jogging?" 


"Sword
practice.  I find I like the sharp, pointy things." 


"Sharp
and pointy is a good thing and it translates to a lot of other weapons as
well," he agreed happily. 


"If
it's not too personal, what level are you?" 


Tony
smiled.  "Seven.  I got suckered into giving the talk since I'm
looking for a new keeper.  My last one went dom and I had to get away from
him." 


Xander
hugged him. "I'm sorry, Tony.  That sucks." 


"It
does, but I'm okay now.  Philadelphia's a big city so I should be able to
find some other members and maybe a real keeper there."  He gave him
a gentle smile. "You hug very well."  Xander beamed at that
praise.  "Come on.  Show me how you would normally get away from
someone who was trying to detain or kidnap you."  Xander broke out
his fiercest pout and princess act, making Tony one happy GHS.  This one
clearly had it down.  He looked over as people started to wander in,
smiling at them.  "Hi, guys.  This is Self Defense for the GHS
out on their own.  I'm Tony, I'm one of the few of us in law
enforcement.  This is Xander, he's our newest level ten and he's agreed to
be my demonstration model.  Sit up front so you can see and we'll go over
some practical things that are specific to being a GHS member that you can do
and then run a general self- defense workshop, all right?"  They all
nodded and came down to work with him.  There weren't many but he could do
another one if thee convention committee wanted him to. 


***



Danny
finally caught up to Xander later that night in one of the clubs he liked to
haunt, shaking his head as he hauled him off the floor.  He took him out
back and looked at him.  "Are you okay?" 


"Why
wouldn't I be?" 


"I'm
asking because I wouldn't yell at you if you were traumatized by someone trying
again," he said dryly. 


"I'm
fine," he assured him. "I needed to get away from the nagging
bastards I seem to have sprouted."  Danny gaped. 
"Conventions are supposed to be fun and relaxing, not nagging times since
Adam was there.  You and Ray both."  He walked away, groaning
when a bike pulled up in front of him.  "And you are?" he
demanded dryly. 


Don
put up his visor.  "Get on, we'll go talk without the nagging. 
After I yell for being dumb." 


"I
was fine!" 


"You
weren't fine.  Remember, you give me rent to protect you. I can't do that
if you're halfway across the city doing shit.  Now, let's go for a ride
and talk.  It'll calm you down and this way I can keep you from being more
nagged."  Xander sighed and looked at Danny, who was scowling. 
"Danny?" 


"Fine. 
How did you find us?" 


"I
followed the homing device I put under his arm after the first time he got
really stolen.  I had to find a monitor for it.  It's a bit
old."  He nodded and Xander trudged over.  "I understand
the reasons, but it was still dumb.  I won't nag, but we will be
talking." 


"I
helped in the self defense class," Xander offered. 


"I
heard.  I talked to Tony and he said you did really well after you
verbally smacked the reverend guy.  You also missed dinner and the pudding
fest we had."  Xander groaned.  "We're doing another one
tomorrow night."  Xander nodded, getting on behind him. 
"Helmet."  Xander found the spare one and put it on. 
"Danny, we'll be back in a few hours.  We're gonna go sit on a beach
and work out ways of him to keep protecting himself." 


"Sure. 
I'm sorry we nagged, Xander."  Xander got off and gave him a
hug.  "You're okay and that's all that matters.  Ray's being
pitiful because he made you walk off that way.  He'll apologize and so
will I."  He kissed him.  "Go with Don.  Maybe he'll
teach you how to ride since Speed won't."  Xander gave him a grin and
hurried back, letting Don take him off.  He rolled his eyes. 
"Some days he's a teenager....." 


"And
some days he's a protector of mankind," a deep male voice said from behind
him. 


Danny
jumped and grabbed his chest. "Richard, don't do that!  Speaking of,
why didn't I feel you?" 


"As
you age, you start to learn how to mask your buzz," he said dryly. 
"I've had a few more centuries practice than you have, Danny." 
He smiled.  "Xander is a young teenager.  He's barely
twenty.  In many ways he's still the child he was never allowed to
be.  In others he's wise beyond his years due to his experience.  Let
him enjoy it more often." 


"Every
time he starts to enjoy it, it's paused by someone who wants to hurt him."



"That
will slow down some.  A great many of those who want him have decided that
he's too hard to woo. He doesn't pay it the proper respect to their intentions
or gifts." 


"So
they're finally catching the whole 'not interested' thing?" 


"Yes,
which leaves those who care little about where his interests lay," he
noted dryly, moving closer.  "How is his training going?" 


"Touchy. 
Eric saw him actually fight finally and he's concerned about how he slips into
his hunting mindset." 


"That
can be troublesome, but it can also be fixed.  The one who can best do it
is actually well-acquainted with him. Adam or Jace should be the best suited to
that.  She's protected by the Old Gods and their ways.  She was
trained by a priest of Ares and one of Strife's.  Adam has had centuries
of training in multiple styles and he's worked with the only other trained
berserker that is in the game, Oz."  Danny shuddered. "It can be
touchy to hit the right spot with them, especially if they're pressed too
far." 


"That
was Connor's mistake.  He was pressing him to go too deep so he could
break him of that spot." 


"Which
is wrong.  That spot may well save his life some day.  Even if some
think it's unfair or harmful.  Though I will agree it does make them more
dangerous." 


"Yeah,
but he needs it too."  He moved closer.  "Have you talked
to Connor?" 


"I
have and he's pissed with the boy. He thinks Giles was going to help him."



"Giles
was the one who turned them onto him." 


"I
heard and I shared that information.  Connor said the boy said that. 
He also said he didn't think Giles knew what he was doing.  Giles is only
a level two himself." 


Danny
shrugged.  "It's still a shitty thing ta do to the kid you used to
supposedly mentor." 


"Oh,
I agree.  Send the boy to me this week. I'll write Adam to see if he wants
the honor of finishing the boy's beginning training or not." 


"What
about Jace?  I never heard of her fighting." 


"Now
and then she must.  She does try not to but she is well able to take any
challenge.  Up to her old teachers, Methos and Theodonius." 


"Hmm. 
She's one of the really old ones." 


"Ancient
Greece.  My own Mariana is just older than she and Theo.  She also loathes
Methos though." 


"I
don't know why, he's a perfectly charming guy," he noted dryly. 


"Then
you know?" 


"Kinda
obvious with what he was studying.  That and I know a watcher so I had
them look at his file for physical clues.  I told my former watcher we
shared a beer one night and talked about our horses in the good old
days."  Richard snorted at that, smiling at him.  "Well, we
have.  Among other things.  Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  Now, go back to the hotel.  Remember, you do carry enough
of Xander's scent on you to be in danger yourself."  He walked off,
heading inside the club. 


Danny
headed back to the hotel, thinking the whole way.  He walked into their
room, finding Methos still in there.  "Old Man, we gotta talk. 
Ray?"  That got a nod and Ray went to the bathroom to give them some
privacy.  "Eric finally saw Xander in a real fight." 


"He's
worried about tripping him down too far?" 


"Yup. 
I'm worried about it. It can depend on how emotional he is at that
time."  He sat across from him.  "He avoids fighting if he
can but he has taken a few challenges, including one for Ryan." 


"Which
was a noble sentiment.  So, he needs a higher degree of training?" 


"Yeah,
and I just ran into Richard.  He suggested you or Jace, or him if neither
of you would.  He seems to think you've worked with Oz a few times." 


"We
both have," he admitted patiently.  "Oz has that same disregard
for fighting.  It probably does lead back to not wanting to go down and
get lost.  A very real possibility if you fight while angry and you lose
yourself that way.  I'll talk with the boy after the convention. 
We'll stay an extra night."  Danny nodded. "Which would you
rather see?" 


"I'd
rather not change departments this year again." 


"Good
point.  Where is he?" 


"Don
and he are going for a ride on someone's motorcycle.  They're going to
talk.  He seems fine and we heard right.  Tony had him in use as a
demonstration model in the self- defense class." 


"I'm
fairly certain Don has made sure the boy was secure in how to pout his way out
of trouble." 


"Don
hates it when he pouts, period.  He doesn't like using his skills for that
stuff.  Xander got police department and rape training self-defense from
him."  Adam smiled at that.  "Then he got the lessons with
the sharp, pointy things as he calls them."  He leaned back. 
"But that'd be good?" 


"I
think it would be.  Xander is in a unique position.  I was the
highest immortal GHS had and I don't revel in my nature as I should.  I
can't pout my way out of anything anymore." 


"Someone
once said Xander could be a standard bearer, like Connor is," Danny said
quietly. 


"It
could be.  He'll need to know more if he is."  He smiled. 
"I'll work with him after the convention, see what would be best for his
next step.  Ray?"  He came out.  "Sorry, discussing
Xander's training."  He pulled him back into his lap to cuddle. 
"He and Don are out for a ride.  Did you want to wait up for
him?" 


"Nah. 
I can apologize in the morning."  He looked at Danny. "I'm sorry
I made him upset." 


"I
know.  He does too," he assured him.  "We've nagged him a
few times too, Ray.  We're trying ta keep him from being bored. 
Hasn't worked yet, but we're trying really hard." 


"Why
not let him do the trying and you guys be supportive of whatever?" Adam
suggested. 


"Because
he's got to be prompted some days to work on his hobbies when he's bored."



"That
means you're not clearing the backlog as fully as you should," Adam said
gently.   "That's the clouding and the
confusion."   Danny groaned.  "With him, it is a
lot." 


"Adam,
honestly, I'm almost always exhausted," he said honestly.  "If
I've gotta do more, we need someone else.  Flack's being worn out
too." 


"This
could be a temporary swing upward, but most level tens do have at least two
full lovers and others who help them.  Has he been getting spa time?"



"Every
other day.  That's one of the reasons we fuss about the money stuff. 
He'll run out sooner or later and then he'll be stuck." 


"Yes,
but boys like Xander were never meant to work, the same as Ray is an
anomaly."  He patted Ray on the back. "There's only three GHS in
law enforcement.  Don, Ray, and Tony.  Horatio's in the lab so that's
counted more as a mental part with some limited physical action." 


"Now
and then," he admitted.  "Horatio's a lead from the front sorta
leader." 


"Good. 
We like that about him."  He gave him a gentle smile. 
"We'll work it out.  Tomorrow we'll let Xander have all day in the
cuddle room if he wants."  Danny shivered at the mental image. 
"No, that's usually another room.  We call it room 318." 
He walked Ray off.  "We'll see you in the morning.  Get some
rest." 


"Yes,
sir."  He settled in to think about it.  If Xander needed more
than he and Don were giving him, they'd have to let someone else have him as
well.  Even if Don was sleeping with Xander they'd probably need someone
else as well.  They could be hurting him by not giving him enough. 
That was a scary thought, that and trying to find him a backup boyfriend and
not being jealous of him. 


***



Don
parked after a long, soothing ride, letting Xander get off the bike and give
him a hug.  "We needed that." 


"We
did."  He walked Don down to the beach, sitting next to him. 
Don shifted his arm and Xander snuggled underneath it and into his side,
getting comfortable.  He smiled down at him, stroking over his arm. 
"You feeling better?" 


"Much."



"Good." 
He dropped a kiss on the top of his head and figured how he wanted to say what
he was going to say.  "You know, the first thought I had when I
learned about this was 'oh, shit, now I've got to really work my ass off for my
retirement'." 


Xander
grinned.  "Mine was 'I'll be young and pretty forever?  Oh,
hell, they'll keep coming forever."  He closed his eyes, listening to
the surf.  "Don, I ...." 


"Shh. 
Let me go first."  Xander nodded.  "Good boy." 
He went back to stroking him.  "I realize that you can probably buy a
new house every day for the next twenty years and still have a retirement fund
left over."  Xander shrugged.  "Especially if we sell the tawdry
crap that's been sent to you."  That got a wiggle. 
"What?  They'll come huff if you do?" 


"No,
some of it would send a message that it was a sign I needed more money." 


"Hmm. 
Sucks."  Xander nodded.  "Anyway, I realize you've got more
money than we think.  I realize that your nature means that you're not
going to be going into a real, hard job.  For that matter, I'm not sure
your nature means that you can get a menial job.  I'm not sure you could
focus that well." 


"I
talked with a few of the other members.  They said if I liked it and was interested
by it, it'd be easier." 


"Good. 
That's good. If you find something like that, let us know."  Xander
nodded more strongly.  "Until then, we both realize you're enjoying
being young and pretty.  Hell if I were you, I'd be begging to go out
clubbing more often." 


"Too
risky." 


"Yeah,
but you handle it okay.  Especially since Eric showed us it takes about an
hour of you being loose and fun to get the club up to the level of being
affected."  He rested his cheek against the soft hair.  "We
shouldn't nag you.  I do about your safety because that's what I'm
supposedly here for.  Even though I think we've gone past that." 


"We
have." 


"Good. 
I like that about you, you like me not just for the muscles and the
brains."  Xander grinned up at him.  "The same as I like
you for more than cuddles I get or any other perks."  That got a
giggle and a nod.  "So, as a friend, I'm not gonna nag about more
than the fact that you're not wearing it out very well anymore." 


"It's
starting to build up again," Xander sighed. 


"I
noticed.  How bad is it?" 


"A
very lot." 


"That's
probably what's making you extra pouty and unfocused.  Which is why Danny
nags."  He gave him another squeeze.  "This weekend, I want
you to enjoy yourself.  Play safely.  Play hard if you need to. 
Do whatever you need to so your hormones get canceled out fully for at least a
day.  We'll watch that to see what we're not doing enough of." 


"I
think Danny's too tired to do more than cuddle after I'm done with him most
nights," Xander admitted sheepishly.  "That's usually when he
sends me in to cuddle you." 


"Which
I appreciate. You're a fantastic bed pillow."  Xander blushed at
that.  "And other things," he agreed.  He stroked over his
arm again.  "We'll figure it out, Xander." 


"I
had a strange thought," he blurted after a minute of silence. 


"What?"



"In
two hundred or so years, you riding up on a bike to come be the knight in shiny
armor." 


Don
snorted.  "I like bikes.  I can almost see that happening. 
I know a few of the immies would've taken a harem and walked away from them
after a few years.  Or a sugar daddy and walked away after they had sucked
him or her dry."  Xander shuddered.  "I know you're not the
sort.  That's one of my biggest fears, that you're turned into the sort by
becoming jaded and bored with life." 


"Never
happen." 


"Good. 
Then I won't worry about that too much when you pout your way out of speeding
tickets and things." 


"Only
the once." 


"I
heard."  He gave him a squeeze.  "I joked and told the guy
that he now knew why I protected you.  Most guys saw that pout and wanted
to mother you to death.  He said he would have but his wife would've
killed him and kept you."  That got another shudder. 
"You're really worried about that?" 


"Yup. 
Having to coo and pout and play along until I can get to a weapon to destroy
them isn't going to make me a happy boy." 


"No,
it wouldn't," Don agreed quietly.  He couldn't see Xander not hating
himself for anything he had to do that way.  "You know, we could hide
more." 


"Tony
said the others like me have estates big enough to get privacy on but smaller
than a country." 


"You
could probably go take over part of a country, Xander." 


"I
don't want the responsibility." 


"Good. 
See, that's one less thing we'll have to work on you toward."  Xander
gave him a dirty look.  "Whatever career you choose, I figure I'll
probably be around there somewhere watching over your shoulder.  Even if I
am off in another city we're going to keep in touch and visit." 
Xander nodded and smiled, relaxing totally against him.  "Good
boy.  We're not going to suddenly abandon you or make you go out and do
things on your own.  You'd be miserable and then the world would come
running to make you quit pouting.  You'd end up taken again." 


"If
I was a bit lower on the hormone scale, it'd be easier.  Like Ray
said." 


"Most
guys Ray's level don't work.  Most guys at level seven don't work. 
That's usually the cut-off level for anything like real work.  Level fives
get housekeepers.  Level sixes get real keepers.  Level sevens get to
be the wife.  Level eights get to be the creamy filling. Level nines get
to be the paranoid creamy filling.  Level tens are true concubines and
they're lucky if they ever make it out of bed." 


"Then
I'm doing good?" 


"You're
doing great for only having one lover.  Back when I first got found, the
one level ten in New York had six boyfriends and two lovers who were her
bodyguards.  Now she's got two lovers, two boyfriends, about ten
bodyguards, and a call service she works with on occasion.  She's sixty
now."  Xander shuddered at that. "Yeah." 


"I
was scared before, thinking about what would happen when I got really horribly
old, like double Frank's age." 


"I'm
pretty sure Frank and Horatio are about the same age," Don said dryly. 


"Really? 
Frank seems older." 


"That's
the strain of the job." 


"Ooh. 
Maybe he should have some bubble bath?" 


Don
laughed and gave him a good squeeze.  "I'm sure he'd enjoy one with
his wife."  Xander smiled at that and snuggled in more
properly.  "You were scared of getting older?" 


"What
happens if I can't get it up?  Or if I'm too old and sore to have
sex?" 


"Guys
in nursing homes get boners.  They make meds for it if you can't get it
up, and you can always lay there and take it in many positions, Xander." 


"Yeah
but if I got that old, I'd be a commodity.  People wouldn't want me just
to want me.  They'd want me to say they had done me or because I paid
them." 


"No
real keeper would ever leave you just because you were getting older," he
said firmly. 


"Boyfriends
do it all the time." 


"Not
good ones and I'd never let you go to a keeper like that."  Xander
nodded, relaxing again.  "Good.  Any other concerns?" 


"Why
didn't you tell us?" he asked quietly.  "You only said that Adam
thought you were a level two." 


"Because
I've been suppressing it for years now.  I haven't had the energy or the
time to let it out in a while.  Dating was almost enough for me at the
level I am.  The cuddles and stuff I get from you more than wears out my
problems."  He stroked over his back, making Xander shift to give him
a better angle.  "Besides, Adam did say that.  He didn't
recognize me at first." 


"Tony
said all you guys in law enforcement have our pictures." 


"All
the level tens and the level nines," Don agreed.  "It's in a
small folder inside most of our drawers.  Keepers in GHS have a copy
to.  We end up saving you guys all too often or arresting you guys for
wearing it out all too often.  This way we know what's going on with
who.  It's updated yearly with new cities and things." 


"So
you knew about me before you saw me?" 


"Rumors. 
I had been out of the life for a while, Xander.  A few years
really."  He shrugged.  "I was doing okay but I was a bit
frustrated and bored now and then.  Being a cop is hard enough. 
Being a cop that's extra cuddly and special can be wearing some
days."  Xander nodded. "Adam had called around to all of us in
the NYPD to alert us that there was a new level ten after the day you nearly
got taken by a quarter of us.  Then Devi's assistant called and I put the
two together.  I figured out who you were.  You were really blunt
about it and that made me happy.  You were very honest with me. 
Otherwise I would've suggested someone like Stella or Aiden to watch over
you." 


"No. 
Eww.  Bad girl things." 


"I
know, now."  He went back to soothing him again.  "We
really should have the car painted." 


"Why?"



"Because
it's one of those things that get you watched.  Everyone on the PD knows
that's your Range Rover, Xander.  I do mean everyone.  Even the
janitors know." 


"Then
why did one of the guys stop me just to look the car over?" 


"I'm
not really sure. He sneer?" 


"A
few times.  Called me your little deficient gay boy." 


"That
was him being an asshole. Ignore those guys or pout at them.  I will let
you pout at them and when you need to use it to get out of trouble.  No
more doing it at the station to drop suspects." 


"Yes,
Don." 


"Thanks,
kiddo."  They sat there and watched the surf.  "I had the
thought earlier that I could take up smoking again and it'd be okay." 


"I
don't like the smell, Don.  If you do, you do it outside and you brush
your teeth.  Plus I think your dog's allergic." 


"Maybe." 
Don smiled.  "What did my mom want to talk to you about when she made
you take her shopping?" 


"That
she still wanted grandkids.  I was told it was my responsibility to see
that she got some." 


"Why
is it your responsibility to see that I spawn?" 


"Because
I'm the one keeping you from dating a nice girl to marry." 


"Ah. 
So you're supposed to periodically find me a woman to go impregnate for
her?"  Xander nodded.  He snorted.  "You tell her you
can't?" 


"I
did hint that you had said that an earlier groin injury might be hampering that
goal.  That you had let something slip while drunk about an older injury
from your patrol days that was hindering function but not form."  Don
smirked at that.  "Do you think IVF would work?  I know there's
sperm in there." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed.  "I don't know why we're infertile."  He
shrugged.  "That is one good thing.  We can't pick anything up
if we get hit by accident."  He looked down.  "I'm sure
Danny goes bare with you now and then." 


"All
the time." 


"So
you come to me leaking his little swimmers?" he teased. 


"No,"
he said with a small blush. "He doesn't shoot that much." 


"So
it's easier to suck him down than me?" Donn teased. 


"He's
a little bit thinner and about an inch shorter.  So yeah."  Don
cackled at that.  "You cannot start a 'my dick is bigger' taunt,
Don.  He'll know it had to come from me and the only way I know is how far
you guys reach when I go down on you two." 


"I
won't.  At least not often.  Now and then at home."  He
gave him a smug look.  "Then again, I am taller so I'd expect to be
bigger.  Just seems right."  Xander shrugged.  "Hmm,
what about you?  I'm sure you've got us both beat.  Maybe it
stretched from all the exercise it gets?  Get bulked up muscles?" he
teased. 


"No,
I was bigger before," he taunted.  "Did you know some guys put
weights on theirs?  Or used suction things to get humongous?" 


"I
did, but if I catch you doing that, I'm going to spank.  You're needy and
big enough already." 


"I
am.  And you're right, I'm bigger than both of you naturally." 
He beamed back and Don laughed. "I'll let you compare if you want." 


"Maybe
back at the hotel.  We'd get caught doing that for sure."  He
went back to cuddling Xander, getting a comfy side-clinging monkey again.
"We should go back before Danny worries." 


"We
should."  Neither of them moved.  "Want ice cream on the
way back?" Xander asked after a few minute's of lack of motivation. 
It was peaceful and nice here. 


"I
could do ice cream," he agreed.  That got both boys moving back to
the bike. 


***



Xander
pulled Don into the shopping area.  It wasn't too late and most of the
booths were still set up.  He paused at one, reading the signs. 
"Would that help me wear out my hormones?" 


"It
would.  Being happy would keep them down," the salesman offered.
"Plus, my Happy Gas is also all natural and non-habit forming.  It's
basically a bunch of herbs and vitamins in liquid form that are enriching the
air in the tanks.  So it's like a nebulizer treatment.  You can hit
it as many times a day as you want and all it'll do is make you have a happy,
peaceful feeling for a half-hour.  Would you like to try a snort?" 


Don
looked at him.  "That's a lot like using drugs." 


"No,
it's really not.  There's no drugs. It's all herbal remedies.  It's
also very good for your health with all the vitamins in it.  Really. 
You can't tell until you try it." 


"Me
or you?" Xander asked. 


"Me. 
Just in case."  He took a hit off the oxygen mask and his head
started to swim.  It cleared after a moment but his skin felt tight,
stretched too far, a bit itchy.  He scratched his arm gently and looked at
Xander, shaking his head.  "No way you're taking any." 


"How
much for the tank?" Xander asked.  "So we can see what I'll be
allergic to."  The man's eyes went wide.  "Yes, I said a
tank." 


"Um,
I planned to offer individual hits, sir."  Xander gave him a look and
he did the mental math.  "Fifteen hundred?" 


Xander
put down a card and it declined, making him groan and mutter about the bank
they had chosen, putting down a different one.  Then he took the one off
the table that Don had taken the hit off of.  He walked him up to the
suite, settling him on a couch, watching him scratch at his arms. 
"Don?"  Don looked at him. "Do you feel high?" 


"No,
I feel.....  Now I know how a cat in heat feels," he said finally. 


"Been
there, done that.  Let me get Adam.  At the very least this guy needs
kicked out of the convention."  He moved to the phone, dialing for
the desk.  "May I please speak to Adam Pierson?  I know he's got
it blocked for the night, ma'am, but it's a problem with the convention. 
Someone was selling something that's bordering on illegal and I think he should
shut them down.  Xander.  He'll take it, I'm sure of it." 
She put him on hold and checked, and then he was connected.  "Adam,
it's Xander.  We just got back, not the issue!" he said hotly. 
"We were walking through the shopping area and we found this guy selling
stuff with signs saying it was oxygen and herbs to make it like a chocolate
high.  Don tried it so I didn't and now he said he feels like a cat in
heat.  Yeah, scratching too.  Stop that, Don."  He
listened.  "I bought a tank, it's here with us, but he needs to be paused
in any more sales.  Yeah, that stuff.  I've got him and the tank back
in my room."  He looked at Don.  "I'm not sure what to do
to help him, Adam.  Please?"  He relaxed.  "Thank
you."  He hung up.  "Adam will be right over after he sends
someone down to stop that guy and test the air himself."  He came
over to hold his hands for him.  "Don't scratch." 


"Then
rub!" 


Xander
slowly stroked over his arms, keeping him calm.  Someone knocked and he
got up, letting the hotel's doctor and Adam in.  "Thanks, guys."



"You're
welcome.  Where is it?"  Xander pointed.  "What did
you tell him?" 


"Don
took a whiff and said I wasn't to take any after a few minutes.  I
explained it as I'd look it over to see what I was allergic to.  It was
weak, I'm sorry.  Is he gone?" 


"Hotel
security found him packing and stopped him," the hotel's doctor offered.
"What's his name?" 


"Detective
Don Flack Jr," Danny said as he came out.  "This was what?"



"Did
you see the happy gas booth?" 


"I
did.  I was wondering if it was like endorphin enhancing drugs
really."  Xander pointed at Don.  "He tested it for
you?" 


"Yeah. 
The guy's stuff said it was like a chocolate high." 


"No
apparently it's a bit stronger than that," the doctor admitted.
"He's..." 


"He
said he felt like a cat in heat." 


"That's
a good way to describe it.  He is putting out pheromones, I'm not usually
into guys."  Don grimaced and started to scratch.  "The
best way may be to wear it out."  He looked at the tank. 
"I know we've got officers in the building from the local PD." 


"I
work with the lab and our boss is here to watch over Xander," Danny
offered, picking up his phone to call Horatio.  The whole lab knew you
called Speed's phone if it was something after hours that he only needed to
hear before breakfast.  You called Horatio's phone after hours if it was
an emergency.  He listened to the sleepy, grumpy voice.  "Don
tested the new happy gas from the shopping area and he's like a cat in heat,
Speed.  It's a bad thing."  He hung up.  "They'll be
up as soon as they get redressed."  He came over to stop Don from
scratching.  "Quit that." 


"I
can't help it!" 


"I
know," Xander soothed, coming over to rub his arms for him. 
"Adam?" 


"I'll
call the testing board together, Don.  We can wear this out for
you."  Don nodded, giving him a grateful look.  He glanced at
Danny and Xander, getting a helpless look.  "They'll be there if you
want them."  He saw the brief flick toward Xander and got a
nod.  "All right.  Doctor?" 


"I'd
like to talk to Lieutenant Caine when he comes in." 


"That's
fine."  He walked out, passing them in the halls.  "Xander
bought some of the gas and the doctor wanted you two as well." 


"That's
good," Horatio agreed, walking in.  "Xander." 


"It
said it was supposed to be like a chocolate high, Horatio.  Nothing
bad," Speed offered.  "Did you get the tank off the
table?"  Xander nodded, pointing at it.  "Good job. 
He still here?" 


"The
hotel stopped him from leaving," the doctor offered. "As you can see,
it's quite distressing him." 


"I
picked up the ingredient list earlier," Danny offered, going to get it out
of his bag and hand it over.  "I thought it might help wear Xander
out." 


"Me
too," Xander admitted. "Don wouldn't let me try it personally
though." 


"Good
thing, you might never come back down," Speed offered, coming over to help
with Don.  "What's Adam doing?" 


"Calling
a testing board meeting." 


Horatio
moaned at that and shifted.  "That would be the only way?" he
asked the doctor. 


"He's
described it as feeling like a cat in heat to them.  He couldn't pay
attention to my questions." 


"That's
fine.  We can deal with that.  I'll get someone to analyze the
gas."  Danny and Speed both raised a hand.  "Are you
sure?" 


"Shouldn't
take more than an hour, H," Danny pointed out.  "By then, Don
might be down.  Which means you could go back to bed then too." 


"True,"
he said with a small smile.  "All right."  Someone tapped
on the door and he was closest.  "Yes?" 


Xander
looked. "Todd?  You're on the board?" 


"I
am and I'm damn thankful we never had to sit one for you, Xander.  Come
on, we've got a room set up for him."  He came to help lift Don
up.  "Wow.  Some of us are teased about being concubine
kitties." 


"Not
funny," Don grumbled. "I can walk."  He stumbled. 
"Maybe.  I feel really drunk and confused." 


"Yup,
that's because the hormones are backing up, Don," Todd assured him. 
"Come on.  Trust me, I'm still a level nine."  He walked
him down the stairs, taking him to the room they had set up.  Someone took
two vials of blood, going to hand one to Horatio and test the other for the
specific level he was operating at while Xander got Don into the shower and
cleaned off.  They let Don choose between the sling and the bed, smiling
when he chose the bed but complained about the scratchy sheets.  "Six?"
Todd guessed. 


Adam
checked his PDA.  "Bloodwork says five.  Endorphin indicators
are saying eight."  Todd shuddered. "It'll be fine. 
Horatio will stop them with his keeper's help." 


"Good!" 
He watched as Xander soothed him with a backrub, talking to him, asking him what
he wanted.  "I want him on the testing board." 


"No. 
Level tens are like diesel engines.  They'll get very warm after proper
warmup and run forever.  They'd mask the other person." 


"Point." 
He watched as Xander gently prepared him.  "Him first this time?"



"His
file said his first test was strictly het.  That he didn't protest being
touched but refused to let a man touch him sexually," Adam said
quietly.  "Xander?"  Xander looked over and nodded.
"He's agreed?" 


"Yeah,
him doing it is better for me. I know he won't pick on me like Danny
would," Don offered, sounding more coherent.  "How high am I
going?" 


Adam
came over.  "Preliminary tests say that your body is acting like a
level eight." 


"Damn,
no wonder Xander shouldn't drive," he complained, getting a smack on the
ass.  All it did was make him hiss and arch back. 
"Xander," he moaned. 


"One
more, Don.  I promise.  I'll be as gentle as I can."  He
looked at Adam.  "What else did it say?" 


"That
he's naturally looking like a level five at the moment."  Xander
nodded and undid his pants, sliding into the warm body.  Don moaned and
arched back immediately.  "We'll monitor but not watch, Don." 


Xander
leaned down.  "Don, would it help if someone else rode you?" he
asked, teasing his stomach.  He moved slowly and gently for now.  Don
didn't need a hard ride at the moment, it'd only make it worse.  Don
shrugged.  "Want someone to pound into?" 


"You. 
More?"  Xander smiled and sped up, letting him get into whatever
position was comfortable.  Don ended upon his back and Xander rode him to
the best of his skills.  Xander came but Don didn't and Xander removed his
plug, climbing on top.  "Oh, nice!  Very nice!  Wish you
were just a bit tighter." 


"Sorry,
I was wearing the big plug this time," he said sheepishly.  "If
I had my former retightening charm I'd use it around you."  Adam
pulled his off and put it on Xander, using it for him.  Don yelped and
then groaned, grabbing Xander's hips to have him hard, fast, turning him onto
his stomach to have him.  "Hold me down," he panted,
"please?" 


"Fantasy
of yours?" Don panted.  Xander nodded.  "Really?" 


"You
walk in and raise my hips but you lay across me and hold my hands down to the
bed." 


"Want
me to do all the work," he taunted, doing that for him.  Xander
squealed and kept up, liking this.  "You're loud." 


"No
one's plugged my mouth." 


"We
can do that," Adam promised, getting a few of the other guys to
help.  The guy coming toward their heads hesitated and then went in Don's
mouth, making him moan and work harder, liking this.  Xander teased the
guy's balls for him.  Another one slid into Don's hole and followed the
rhythm Don had set up, helping him along. 


"Greedy,
mine," Don said when the cock slipped out.  Xander took a lick and
grinned back at him.  Don took it back with a growl and pounded Xander
harder, making him squeal, shiver, then finally come again, which brought Don
over.  Xander and Don shared the nice guy trying to help since the one who
had been in Don was now limp and sated as well.  Then they snuggled for a
few minutes.  "Sorry, Xander." 


"It's
my fault, Don. I didn't even think it could do that."  He stroked
over his cheek. "You need a bubble bath." 


"I'm
craving your macadamia brittle."  Xander beamed.  "Oh, no,
it raised me?" 


"We
think it may have," Adam said gently, nodding the others to go since he
was down now.  "Do not let anyone have any of that air product,"
he warned.  That got some nods and they went to check on their
friends.  Just in case. He sat down beside the two.  "Want 
him to go so we have privacy?" 


"No,
he'd hear it anyway.  He won't laugh like Danny will." 


"Danny's
gonna yell at me," Xander said softly. 


"No
he won't. It was my decision.  I only took a really short whiff,
Adam," Don told him. 


"Horatio
and Daniel are doing the analysis at the lab," he assured him. "The
indicators in your blood work came up as a level five."  Don
gaped.  "Nothing will usually raise you that fast, Don." 


"So.....  
Being exposed to Xander raised me?" 


"It
has been known to happen.  Or you were more tense in the past." 


"My
rookie year as a cop was stressful," he admitted.  He looked at
Xander.  "No guilty feelings," he ordered.  Xander opened
his mouth so he kissed him.  "I mean it.  It's not your
fault.  I'd have gravitated toward you anyway.  A GHS like you tends
to draw the lower levels to you."  He stroked over his face. 
"It's a gravitational draw thingy.  Like planets to the sun." 


"So
I could start a cult among the lower GHS?" Xander teased. 


Adam
nodded.  "You wouldn't be the first.  For the longest time we
had one who was not only determining fashion but also sexual matters.  It
led to a rash of us being circumcised."  He shuddered. 
"Fortunately I wasn't actively participating at that time."  He
stroked over Xander's back.  "Your body made Don's body own up to
what it was naturally," he said gently. "It didn't make him raise
up." 


"It
let it come out of the closet," Don said, shifting some.  "I
think he's right, I'm gonna need a bubble bath." 


"We
can do that as well," Adam assured him.  "Are you fully back
down?"  Don nodded.  "Rational, able to think clearly, all
that?" 


"Just
got a sore ass."  He looked at Xander.  "How do you wear a
four inch plug?" 


"When
I was working I had a customer who was as big around as a coke can soft,"
Xander said dryly.  "He's the one who gave me the stuff that used to
be in the drawer." 


"Damn,"
he said in awe.  "What does that feel like?"  Adam texted
someone and they came in, sliding into him, making his eyes go wide.  He
squeaked.  "Oh, Gods!" 


Xander
kissed him.  "Shh.  Relax.  You look so pretty like
that," he soothed, stroking his cock since it was starting to come back
up.  "We'll help you soak later, Don."  Don swallowed and
took him again, just sliding into him and letting the other guy set the
rhythm.  "Doesn't it feel incredible?"  Don nodded, picking
up speed, rocking back and forth between them.  "I've got you. 
You can have all my size queen toys if you want."  Don gave him a hug
and moved faster, letting Xander keep up with him.  Then Xander looked at
the other guy, who nodded and pulled Don up into his lap, seating him
firmly.  "He's not very long, but he's very wide, huh?" Xander
asked, cleaning Don off with a baby wipe Adam handed him.  He went down on
him, making Don a happy, happy boy.  Who still didn't do more than wind
his fingers in his hair.  It was appreciated.  Don got off with a
moan and Xander tasted it.  He looked at Adam.  "He does taste
different." 


"He
should."  He shared a kiss and nodded. "He's probably going to
end up straddling a level five or six."  He kissed Don, earning a
happy, sated smile.  "Come on, into a bath with you both.  Thank
you, Perry." 


"Not
an issue."  Xander cleaned him off and finished him off as well,
making him moan.  "No one even tries to blow me."  Xander
swallowed and that's all it took, making him get off.  "Oh, thank
you, Xander."  Xander shared a kiss with him, making him a happy,
happy boy too.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He got Don back into his pants and then slid into his own, walking him up to
their suite and into the bathroom.  Danny came back about an hour into the
hot bath, glaring at both of them.  "What?" he asked quietly. 


"It
was my choice, Messer.  Hop off it.  We've gotta talk," Don
said, sounding sleepy. 


"It
can wait until in the morning," Xander soothed. 


"No
it can't."  He looked at his best friend, blinking hard. 
"I've been upgraded." 


"Excuse
me?" 


"They
retested his blood levels," Xander said quietly.  "He's higher
up than they were before." 


"So
you did what?  You raised his level?" 


"Adam
said being in this thing with us let him relax it.  Before his stress
levels were driving it down." 


"Oh,
damn!"  He hit the door with a backhanded fist. "How high?"



"He'll
probably want to confirm it tomorrow but they're thinking five," Don
offered quietly.  "Well able to still do stuff.  Xander was
wearing mine out before so it shouldn't change too much." 


"Which
can help with wearing Xander out at least," Danny added. He considered
it.  "Xander, can I create a list of people you're allowed to play with
if it's not being done?"  Xander blushed and shrugged. 
"It'll be people like Ryan and Eric. H and Speed if they want.  Aiden
if she wants."  Xander shrugged again.  "Good." 
He went to do that, writing down who he wanted to talk to.  Then he came
back. "He okay?" 


"They
basically put him onto a bed and let him wear it out," Xander offered
quietly, sponging Don's stomach again.  "Did you know he tasted
different?" 


"No,
I hadn't.  I'll see about that in the morning.  For right now, you
two rest.  What's around your throat?" 


"Retightening
charm.  Adam's.  I'll have to give it back to him."  He
looked at Don, who nodded, so he slipped it over his head and let it rest for a
few minutes before setting it off.  Don moaned and squeezed and flexed, but
it was good.  "Back to pure boy normal?" he teased. 


"Hell
yes.  Thank you, Xander."  He put it back over his head. 
"Keep that for now."   He flipped onto his side. "Now
I know why you fall asleep in here."  Xander beamed and sponged over
his back for him, then let him have some more water to drink. 
"Hmm," he swallowed.  "You're a good body slave too." 


"Thank
you.  It's in the blood," he teased, getting back to work.  The
sponge went lower. 


"Only
if I ask, Xander.  I'm still pretty straight." 


"Yes,
Don."  He kissed him.  "But does that mean you won't have
me too?" 


"No,
I'll start pounding you every few days," he promised, stroking over his
hair.  "It was good.  You're just kinky enough for
me."  He stole a kiss and closed his eyes again.  "Go ahead
and sleep.  I'll be fine without the body slave treatment." 


"Are
you sure?" 


"I'm
sure.  I'm basking." 


"Okay." 
He kissed him then went to help Danny, cuddling with him.  "He said
he wanted to rest for a while." 


Danny
kissed him.  "Thanks for brushing your teeth." 


"Not
an issue."  He snuggled in. "I don't want to break up
couples." 


"I
know, but it's safer because they won't steal you all the time."  He
stroked over his hair.  "It'll be okay and we'll find a discreet
brothel down here for you to go to as well." 


Xander
nodded.  "Tony said all you guys got a folder of all the level nine
and tens?" 


"We
do.  It's in the bottom of my locker.  Horatio and Speed both keep
theirs at home."  He smiled at him. "Worried?" 


"No. 
Tony said he knew of a spa that was a legitimate and good place. He was
thinking about investing there too." 


"We'll
find him tomorrow and talk to him," he promised.  "What else did
he say?  I heard you did very good as the demonstration model in his self
defense lecture.  Did you learn anything?" 


"Some." 
He wrapped his arms around him, giving him a gentle squeeze.  "He
suggested I could take something like massage therapy classes.  That it's
a good present to give and it's practical if I end up having to work." 


"True,
it would be," Danny agreed, sounding happier.  "It's also not
that strenuous and if you wanted to invest in some spas it could help you know
see how well they were doing.  Don and I would also like you to think
about taking some money management classes.  That way you don't have to pay
for someone to do it." 


"Danny,
how would we get new identities?  Don and I were confused about that
earlier." 


"There's
a few of us who can help with that.  Plus there's also the
underground."  He grinned.  "It's illegal as hell but it
helps now and then.  Are you actually making plans?" 


"Just
in case of emergencies.  Not 'next life' stuff yet." 


"That's
actually fairly reasonable," Don offered as he came out in a towel to join
them.  "He and I did some talking earlier.  We're not ready for
that step yet, but we both see the point in having an emergency ID ready. 
Plus he's got to have a will made out soon." 


"We've
got a pre-immie who does that now and then.  I'll let him and Xander talk
about it, let him come down to work on it for him."  Don smiled at
that.  "You'll have to have one too." 


"I
know.  The question came up earlier about why we're infertile.  Would
IVF work or are our little swimmers not swimming?" 


"I
have no idea," Danny admitted. "That's something to ask
Adam."  He looked down at Xander. "He wanted to test your skills
anyway." 


"I
noticed Eric wasn't pushing me." 


"Part
of that is because you're pretty good.  Part of that is because he's
scared you'll lose it on him," Danny said honestly.  He gave him a
gentle squeeze.  "Then again, Adam's helped train Oz in the
past.  He knows how to get around that.  If not, Richard's offered to
take over some of your training." 


"Richard
does some magic stuff," Xander said quietly, looking up at him. 
"Can I go to him about illusions?  That way I can look a bit wrinkly
in ten years?" 


"I
don't see as it'd hurt to ask," Danny offered.  "I don't think
anyone's dealt with that one yet."  Xander nodded, snuggling in
again.  "That would give us longer." 


"It
would," Don agreed. "I know Eric's been using the mirror a lot
recently." 


"Horatio
said he can't leave yet, he'd smack him around," Speed offered as he
walked in.  "Don, we need to take more blood in the
morning."  Don shrugged.  "He's letting our lab know how to
test for it so we're using you as a guinea pig." 


"That's
fine, Speed."  He gave him a hug.  "Do you think it'd help
if Xander had an authorized list of people who were allowed to play with him
when we can't wear him out?" 


"I
think it might if he would do that, but then again I'm not sure who would
consent to be on it.  I know H and I wouldn't."  Xander nodded
at that.  Danny crossed them off.  He smirked.  "Ask
Eric.  He's a slut, just a lesser one.  Ryan and Xander are
comfortable together so they might be able to handle something casual now and
then.  That might make him less bouncy to."  Xander blushed at
that.  "So, we're all okay?" 


"They
think being around Xander raised me," Don said quietly. 


"I
heard.  How far?" 


"Five."



"Crap. 
I wish you guys lucking finding a housekeeper.  We'll watch out for it
spiking at work for you, Don. The same as we'll hand Danny any vitamins he
needs."  Danny snickered at that. "It's a reasonable
concern.  I'm betting Xander's wearing Don's out mostly with whatever you
two do, but Xander's not being worn out. Which causes him to spike and the
officers coming in the other day to shoo someone away from your
gate."  He patted Don, getting his head tipped for more
attention.  "You're going to be so easy to spoil, just like Xander
is.  If you guys need to get another keeper, we won't say a word, I
promise."  He got stereo nods and felt another one.  "Good
boys.  Sleep now.  Remember, we have brunch then Xander's going to be
trading some of his porn for others' stuff.  Then the cuddle room if you
guys wanted to pile in."  They all smiled and he left, going to warn
Horatio that they had a true GHS on shift along with him.  Every now and
then it led to some strife and catfights if they couldn't get along. 
Horatio and the one in patrol who was a level four had gotten into it a number
of times.  He had ended up transferring out because he couldn't argue with
Horatio due to rank.  That's when they had gotten Wolfe really.  He
laid down beside him.  "H?"  Horatio looked at him.  "They
think Don's a level five.  Exposure raised him." 


"We'll
be fine.  I respect and like Don.  Don knows where I'm in charge and
where he's in charge."  Speed relaxed.  "If not, I'm sure
Xander will hormone us both and lock us in a closet or something if Don gets
upset."  He smiled and got a kiss for that joke and Speed snuggled in
to hold him.  "Maybe I should retest?" 


"No,
you haven't changed," Speed assured him.  "If anything you
might've went down from the stress."  He stroked over the tattoo only
he ever got to see, making Horatio relax again.  "They're working on
an approved playlist for Xander." 


"Good. 
Suggest he put Ryan and Eric on there." 


"Already
did.  I also told them not to include us." 


"Thank
you."  He flipped over and wound himself around his lover, going to
sleep that way.  Just like he did every night. 


Speed
smiled at him and let himself go now that his boy was asleep safely in his
arms. 


***



Horatio
walked into work Monday morning.  "Frank, Yelina, may we speak?"
he asked quietly.  They nodded and followed him somewhere more private. 
"We all know I went to the convention to watch over Xander, correct?"



"Yeah,"
Frank agreed, giving him a look.  "How was it?  I heard you had
to come in Friday night to run tests." 


"Someone
was selling some herb infused air, Frank.  It wasn't dangerous but it did
create an odd reaction in the twist that makes members GHS.  As we found
out when Don Flack tested it for Xander since it said it was supposed to be
like a good chocolate high.  It was a security precaution and one we much
appreciated." 


"He
is?" Yelina asked. 


"Fairly
low, only a level two," Horatio offered quietly.  Don had decided on
that with him late last night.  This way they knew and no rumors would get
out.  "They say the best keepers have a bit of it in them.  They
had been looking at the gas as a way to keep some of Xander's hormones in
control." 


"I
take it that got buggered?" Frank suggested. 


"And
then some, Frank," he agreed with a small smirk.  "With the way
the gas turned him into a human cat in heat....  No, not a good idea for
Xander." 


"Oooh,"
he said, shuddering and wincing.  "He could get *worse*?" 


"We're
not sure and we're not going to let him find out," he assured him. 
"Right now, Don is back to normal.  He shouldn't have surges. 
If he does, tell me and I'll let him and Danny slip off to handle it.  As
of this moment, Danny is handling Xander and Xander is handling Don's
needs.  He was wearing it out before with all the cuddling he was
doing." 


"That's
fine with us," Frank agreed. "He walking funny?" 


"No,
that was Saturday, Frank."  He smiled at him.  "He'll be
fine but he wanted you two warned so you wouldn't start to notice things out of
the blue or listen to the gossip that'll probably be going around soon." 


"That's
fine," Yelina agreed.  "As long as he has it under
control." 


"Fully,"
he assured her.  "The most common sign of him not having it under
control is some confusion and a bit of hyperactivity.  So if that happens,
let me know." 


"Of
course," Frank agreed.  "Is that why Xander's so bouncy?" 


"I
don't think we could wear Xander out so he wasn't bouncy," Danny said as
he joined them.  "I'm thinking about finding him a very discreet
brothel for the times when I'm not enough." 


Frank
considered it.  "The one on Shire got busted.  It had been a
politician's playground." 


"There's
a nice one down toward the Keys," Horatio offered.  "I'll get
their address from Vice." 


"I
know our Vice guys knew about that stuff.  They said they found members
having sex in chocolate shops," Danny teased. 


"Most
of them wouldn't dare in Miami, Daniel," Horatio said dryly, staring him
down.  That got only got a wicked smirk.  "Should Xander, I'd
have to spank you and put you on the most horrible cases." 


"Sure,
boss."  He winked and grinned at Frank.  "Wolfe in
yet?  I hear he's my rookie today." 


"Somewhere. 
I saw him a while ago pouting." 


"Cool." 
He headed off, happy and content.  A morning lapful of Xander would do
that to a guy. 


Horatio
rolled his eyes.  "They had a lot of fun.  Xander nearly missed
trading around his porn collection with the others for the cuddle room." 


"You
mean like hugging and stuff?" 


"No,
more like a pile on the floor and cuddling, Frank," Horatio said
dryly.  "It's very soothing.  No one tried to take Xander all
weekend.  Even when we did let him go shopping yesterday." 


"I'll
give the kid hugs if it'll help," he offered. "Because the next time
we have a kidnaper who comes up to a hostage scene and rants and complains
because he had to steal Xander back from those guys so he could kidnap
him?  I'm gonna slug someone." 


"When
was this?" Yelina asked, looking confused. 


"Last
week.  SWAT called."  Horatio arched a brow up.  "They
didn't tell you?" 


"I'm
not sure Danny and Don know about that either." 


"I
had Wolfe with me," he offered with a good boy grin. 


"That
won't save either of you, Frank."  He walked off to tell Danny about
that.  "Did you know Xander was taken hostage last week?" 


"Yup,
heard the rant about the guy who wanted to kidnap Xander from the
kidnaping.   He was not a happy boy by any means," Danny said
dryly.  "It took two hours of Aiden cuddling him before we got home
and heard, then an hour of backrubs and another two hours of cuddles with us
switching off to calm him down again." 


"I
hadn't heard.  Frank and Ryan never told me." 


"I
didn't know Wolfe had been there.  I'll talk with him later about that
too." 


"That
would be fine.  As long as work gets done today, Danny."  He
headed for his office, finding Rick Stetler there.  "Yes?" 


"You
didn't just go to watch the kid," he said dryly, smirking at him. "I
also have proof you're in a relationship with one of your staff." 


Horatio
sat down and looked at him for a moment, then smirked.  "I have been
now for nearly six years, Rick.  Took you long enough."  Stetler
gaped.  "It doesn't make a difference here and I have Frank do his
evaluations for me. His and Calleigh's since we're so close and friends outside
of work as well.  I'm sure the Chief figured that out sometime in the last
few years at the very least.  It hasn't affected me disciplining him on
the job either." 


"What? 
Do you take him home and spank him?" he asked dryly. 


Horatio
glared at him.  "That is none of your business, Rick.  Beyond
the occasional lunch together when we're both off at the same time, we keep it
out of the office.  Totally out of the office.  As for what we did at
the convention?  We joined in some of the fun, yes.  It was a great
time.  Very relaxing.  I found the cuddle room wonderful and
soothing.  Perhaps you should try it and find a real person to date instead
of the inflatable doll I hear you got sent the other day."  Rick's
face went purple.  "Now, was there anything else?" 


"I
know you're a member.  That won't look good to the Chief." 


Horatio
snorted.  "Even if I were, Rick, it's not like it'd be a *new* thing. 
Do you see me dancing around at work?"  He stormed off.  Horatio
took a deep breath but he knew his boss would back him on this.  If asked,
he could decide to deny or admit to it and he had been a member since he was
twenty-two.  Before he hit the academy.  His phone rang.
"Caine."  He listened, then rolled his eyes. "Of course,
sir."  He hung up and went to his boss's office, sharing a look with
Speed as they passed in the halls.  He tapped then walked in. 
"You wanted to see me?" 


"Rick
Stetler just told me some things that I'm not very comfortable
with."  Horatio shrugged.  "It doesn't matter that you're
sleeping with an employee?" 


"We've
been in a relationship now for nearly six years, sir.  I've kept myself
objective over him.  He gets in just as much trouble, his disciplinary
record is in line with the others in my unit, and I have Frank do his
evaluations." 


"I
noticed that four years ago and I wondered but you were having him do CSI
Duquesne's as well." 


"She
and I are friends off work.  That way there's no way any impropriety can
be suspected." 


"Which
is wise.  I've never had a hint that you're a level six GHS,
Horatio."  Horatio raised an eyebrow.  "He somehow managed
to get your file from them." 


"Which
is a breach of my privacy, sir.  I really do not feel comfortable with
this discussion and I will be thinking about suing Rick personally and the
department for doing so." 


"I
wasn't going to fire you or ask for any perks, Caine," he said dryly,
giving him a look.  "But that is how you know Harris?" 
Horatio nodded.  "Is he under control?" 


"Most
of the time.  He needs more attention to have it fully under
control.  His keeper was thinking about giving him a membership to an
exclusive brothel for the times he couldn't wear him down enough.  I was
going to contact Vice today to see which ones were sacred to them." 
A card was handed over.  "Thank you, I'll pass that on." 
He tucked it into his pocket.  "I've been a member since I was
twenty-two." 


"I
read that.  It doesn't matter to me.  You have it mostly under
control at work.  No one's said anything about your relationship being
exposed either.  The only rumors I've heard is that you're sleeping with
all of them to keep them in line."  Horatio raised an eyebrow at
that.  "It's how some patrol officers think it's done, Horatio. 
Relax."    Horatio relaxed.  "What's this I hear
about Flack?" 


"They
were advertising an herbal gas supplement that was supposedly like a good
chocolate high.  Xander and Don were thinking about it as a way of helping
Xander's hormones wear out a bit further since there have been days Danny
hasn't managed to beat them down enough for him to be able to drive or get out
of the house.  As a security precaution Don Flack tested it for him and
ended up being exposed as a level two." 


"Hmm,
that's not what his file says either."  He put that one on his
desk.  "I have no idea how he does it." 


"I
want him gone, sir.  Those are private, confidential, and have nothing to
do with the PD or our jobs." 


"I
agree.  That's why I called you directly.  I have a few other's here
as well.  This way I can warn them that I know and if any of you suddenly
start to spike, you can let me know and I can clear an absence.  As long
as it's not overused." 


"Someone
like Xander, they usually have at least two lovers full-time, sir."
Horatio warned quietly. "Plus other helpers like a masseuse." 


"I
heard.  That's fine.  We don't have anyone above a level seven. 
Why is that?" 


"Level
sevens are borderline for working.  The hormones are so high that they
lead to confusion, lack of focus, hyperactivity, and could be dangerous to
us.  If they work they usually work from home.  Very few of us work
in law enforcement." 


"Understood. 
Flack's keeper is...." 


"Messer
and Xander, sir.  Xander was wearing him out enough just by
cuddling." 


"I
don't care what you boys do behind closed doors, Horatio." 


"Don's
straight." 


"Oh. 
So, just cuddling?" 


"Perhaps
the occasional oral fix but I've only seen cuddling and I'm mentoring the
trio." 


"Even
better. Are you spiking?" 


Horatio
considered it then shook his head.  "Actually I've been on a negative
swing since the cuddle room yesterday." 


"Oh. 
That's a good idea!  I'm sure you two are discreet if something happens so
I'll leave you alone about it and let you handle this issue for yourself,
Flack, Messer, and whoever else you know about.  The others will be told
but I figured you'd know who to call to hand them back." 


"He's
at Xander's house working with him today."  He pulled out his phone
and called, waiting impatiently while Adam answered.  "I know you're
busy but Rick Stetler, our IAB person, somehow managed to get hold of some
confidential files the organization keeps, Adam.  My boss.  No, he's
fine with it at the moment.  Rick was going to blackmail me with it before
he handed them over and I told him to blow himself," he said
honestly.  His boss gaped at that.  "Not like anyone would touch
him, sir.  Please.  He wanted someone who should have access to come
get them.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "He'll be over
within an hour.  He has to shower first.  He and Xander were working
on his self-defense skills." 


"Excellent
idea!  Are you?" 


"Don
is.  That's part of his job." 


"Even
better.  What about Wolfe? I know they were taken together." 


"He's
not but the consensus among those of us who know is that he'd make a good
keeper.  He is being suggested as an alternate method of wearing Xander
out." 


"If
it helps the poor kid.  I had no idea this was hormone based.  Those
lab results were very enlightening."  Horatio stiffened. "Yes,
you have a leak," he said quietly. 


"I'll
be dealing with it," he assured him. 


"Good. 
Now, go tell Speedle to quit worrying.  Should I consider you two
married?" 


"Yes. 
Due to the job I wear a different sort of claim marking from him.  That way
no one can say anything about a ring." 


"Hmm. 
Rick said he caught sight of a tattoo once." 


"That
would be it," he agreed dryly.  "Rick is very nosy, sir, where
he doesn't need to be." 


"True. 
That makes him a good IAB agent but a lousy human being.  I will reprimand
him for stealing confidential files and digging into your private lives outside
of the scope of his office.  Would that suit you?" 


"Could
I convince you to fire him?" 


"Probably
not." 


"Then
I won't be happy.  He's known to let information slip as well.  This
would impact how others react to me on the job." 


"Point. 
I'll have a strong talk with him.  Should it come out, just mention you
went to guard Xander's back.  The rest is all speculation and you can deny
it.  It'll be a rough few weeks but you've had worse after Speedle nearly
got shot." 


"He
got yelled at for months, sir.  Both on the job and off." 


"Good. 
It's good that you did that.  Is the issue fixed?"  Horatio
nodded.  "Excellent.  Then I see no problems." 
Someone tapped on the door and Horatio answered it, smiling at the dark-haired
man standing there.  "Mr. Harris." 


"Sir.
Is my file in there?" 


He
looked at the stack and nodded, handing it to him.  "It
is."  Xander flipped through it then dropped it into a
shredder.  "They don't need those?" 


"It's
a printout of the electronic file.  Adam is behind me but he had to go
through security."   He smiled as Adam came in.  "I
tanked mine." 


"Good
idea."  He took the rest of the stack. "I'll put out a
system-wide warning that someone broke into the files, Chief. Thank you for
turning them over.  We do appreciate anonymity.  It keeps us from
being taken more often." 


"I
understand.  It's not a problem.  I'm not going to do anything about
it except reprimand the person who had them." 


"Technically
he blackmailed the person who had access," Adam told him quietly. "It
was two years ago and they were sleeping together.  Something happened and
he blackmailed him into giving him access.  Since then he's been taken out
of the system and banished." 


"Then
how did he get mine?" 


"Probably
through a mutual friend," he admitted.  "Not everyone was
pleased that we banished him." 


"I
guess that's understandable," Xander admitted.  "Horatio, are
you okay?  If not, I'll help you find a new job and we'll go with
you." 


"I'm
fine, Xander.  He's not going to use it against me." 


"He'd
better not or I'll have the PD destroyed in the courts for being against gay
people and in other arenas," he said dryly.  "Some of my
stalkers would gladly do that, don't you think?" 


Horatio
hugged him.  "Calm down.  They're all fine.  No one is
going to harm us over this, Xander."  Xander calmed down and quit
vibrating.  "Good boy."  He let him go and got a small
grin.  "Behave." 


"I
try." 


"I
know you do."  Adam laughed at that.  "Try with him." 


"Ray
said I can't play with him. He's jealous at the moment that I'm keeping him
here instead of at home." 


The
Chief coughed.  "What does this Ray do?" 


"He's
a detective in Chicago's Violent Crimes unit," Adam said dryly.  The
Chief moaned.  "He likes Chicago." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "I suppose we could have the budget boosted,"
Horatio offered, smiling at his boss.  "It would keep Xander calmer
and give us another very good detective." 


"Are
you sure he is?" 


"A
few violence reports from thugs that tried to hurt him," Adam
offered.  "You could call and check." 


"I'll
do that.  I hired Messer, even with the adjustments in his file." 


"That
was Mac's personality clash with him," Xander said firmly. 


"He
said so, young man.  Calm down."  He looked at Horatio then at
Adam.  "That would help you and him?" 


"It
would. Ray could use the sun more often.  It would keep him more
relaxed." 


"Very
well.  I'll inquire on Horatio's behalf for the homicide division he works
with.  You'll stay with me to talk to the other members?" 


"If
I must," Adam agreed.  "Xander, go straight home.  You're
still a bit high."  Xander nodded and let Horatio walk him out. 
He looked at the folders.  "I know some of them are no longer
here." 


"Some
have left."  He paged the next person.  "I'm letting them
know I know and that I'll back them.  That they are to call me if it's
something like a spike or a kidnaping like Mr. Wolfe had when he was taken with
Xander." 


"That's
acceptable.  Then I'll be destroying all the files since these are copies
of the electronic documents."  He checked Horatio's file and shredded
it, including the pictures of him without his shirt on and cuddling with
Speed.  He knew it wasn't the only one.  He had a copy of that one as
well in his wallet.  Something metal ground and he rescued the chain,
handing it over to the boss, who put it back onto his wrist.  "You'll
want to weld that." 


"I
know," he complained with a small sigh.  "It only broke this
morning.  Go ahead and shred Flack's file as well."  Adam nodded
and did that while the next target came in.   "Come in and sit
down." 


"What
is the meaning of this?" 


"Someone
blackmailed their way into the files as of two years ago," Adam told
her.  "They just now presented them." 


"Why?"



"It
was IAB, dear," the chief told her. "Rick Stetler."  She
gaped and sat down hard, just staring at him. "I do not personally care as
long as you are under control.  I am letting you know that it came to
me.  I thought this way would be more humane than a letter saying
so.  This way you couldn't be afraid of what I'd do.  I do need you
or someone to come to me if it's something like a kidnaping, or you're in a
spike, something that would affect your work. I will cover for that as long as
it's not an abused privilege.  I'll also be allowing you officers affected
to have time off for the conventions without question.  Even the ones in
town.  You can figure out your own excuses if you're caught there." 


"No
one, including supervisors, will know, Chief?" 


"Just
me and Stetler and he's in for a world of hurt, young lady."  She
relaxed and nodded at that, standing up again.  "Do remember that you
can come to me directly about this if your supervisor doesn't know." 


"Oh,
he does.  He caught me spiking and dealing with it the other night during
my lunch in the bathroom.  He was not amused.  That's why I've got
the crappy circuit today by the Vo- Tech.  I thought this was about
that." 


"No,
it's not," he said with a small smile.  "At least you're not as
bad as Horatio."  Adam groaned. "I'm sure she knew." 


"I
did, but most of us don't hang out.  New York has a city-wide meeting and
support system.  We mostly email and have a few picnics and things. 
Most of us in the PD don't go to keep our covers intact with the others.  It
can lead to some minor conflict and bragging rights competitions." 


"In
at least one case it was the cause of an officer transferring," the Chief
said blandly.  "They clashed." 


"They
can do that," she agreed.  "I know the guy who transferred away
from Caine's unit, sir.  It was a clash.  His princessly nature
against Caine's princessly nature."  The Chief snickered at that.
"We are all princesses, sir, especially Harris." 


"I
just met him," he admitted.  "He seemed nice but quite
protective.  Assured me he'd ruin the department multiple ways if this
hurt Caine." 


"Then
he's a good boy," she agreed.  "My file will be destroyed?"



"They
copied off the older electronic ones when we did the upgrade.  Stetler was
blackmailing Timothy," Adam noted dryly.  "That's why he was
banished." 


"Then
I have no more qualms and Stetler's in for a world of hurt, sir.  Me alone
can make him miserable.  Caine and Harris?  With Speedle, Wolfe,
Messer, Flack, and Delko?  Plus probably Duquesne telling them to calm
down?  Pity about his mental state." 


The
Chief smiled. "Go ahead and shred hers."  Adam flipped through
it and then shredded it for her. 


"Thank
you, Adam.  How was the convention?" 


"Quite
a lot of fun.  You missed the person selling endorphin-raising
gas."  She shuddered.  "Flack got hit." 


"Oh,
shit.  Harris?" 


"No,
Flack tested it for him." 


"Oh,
thank God!" she said, giving him a hug.  "Boston or LA?" 


"Vegas
next year was the consensus." 


"Oooh,
I'm so going." 


"You'll
get time off for that," the Chief assured her. "Without having to use
vacation days.  I'll make a list of all of you and the dates for it so you
can all go."  She smiled and nodded, saluting him before going. 
He worked out the list and Adam gave him the dates.  "Thank
you." 


"It
makes them happy and more secure.  Remember, we are mostly a creative
bunch as well," he said, sounding patient.  "Boys like Xander
only do hobbies," he said at the look he got.  "Very pretty
ones.  I got given a wooden model car." 


"Interesting." 
He called the next one in and got comfortable.  His private list would be
locked up later.  It only had names, rank, level, and where they were
stationed.  That way Stetler couldn't get another one.  Though he
would have someone go confiscate his office to gather all the information about
that. He made a call.  "Hillary, Chief...  Yes, it's me. 
Stetler blackmailed the GHS people to get files of officers.  Yes, that's
what I want.  Now if possible.  He's already threatened Caine. 
I'll be dealing with him after I tell the officers.  Thank
you."  He hung up.  "She'll go confiscate his office and
remove all mentions from his computer and files about this stuff.  There's
no way he memorized it." 


"I
wouldn't worry about it.  Remember, some of us do belong to powerful
people in the Middle East, Asia, and various criminal circles."  The
Chief flinched.  "We've managed to keep Xander from that fate so far,
but I'm sure at least one officer knows one of them from conventions.  It
won't be a problem.  If he's lucky it might just be political." 


"I'd
hope so."  He straightened up when the next officer came in. 
"It's not what you think.  Stetler blackmailed them for the files a
few years back."  The officer broke out in a string of swears in
Spanish, making Adam laugh.  "That's why we're letting you know,
son.  Come in, let's talk."  He came in and sat down, looking
miserable. 


***



Xander
called Tony's cellphone number from his card.  "Tony, it's Xander
Harris. I hate to bother you but I never got the name of those spas off you
that wanted investors.  Could you send it to my email account that I've
got on file with the website? Or just call and tell me when you're off
later?  Thank you.  Also, thank you for helping me with my
self-defense.  One day and it's come in handy," he said bitterly, looking
at the carnage around him.  "Thanks again and I'm okay. 
Bye."  He hung up and looked at Speed as he pulled up, waving a
hand.  "Not my fault but I don't have to paint the SUV anymore."



"We'll
get you something more subtle," Speed promised, looking at the
debris.  "Any innocent bystanders?" 


"Two
went to the ER with the ambulance.  The patrol guys told me to sit here on
the hood of their car and wait for them.  They're off questioning and
things." 


"Works
for me.  Stay there."  He walked off, going to check in and see
what was going on. "Guys?  Is this like how someone connected a wire
from his battery to his keys?" he demanded.  They all shuddered at
that.   "Is it?" 


"Probably,
Speed," one offered, grimacing but checking on Xander. 
"Um...."  He pointed. 


Speed
looked and sighed.  "Xander, unless you know him, knee him in the
nuts and send him packing." 


"He
was asking to pet my hair."  He glared at the guy and he walked off
again.  "People like my hair for some reason." 


"I
like your hair too, kiddo, but not that much."  He called
Horatio.  "Someone bombed Xander's SUV.  He's fine. 
Sitting on the hood of a cruiser trying to look like a normal guy. 
Someone's already asked if they could pet his hair," he noted dryly. 
Xander yelped and punched someone, sending them onto their ass.  "You
good?" 


"I'm
fine.  He pinched!  I hate pinchers!  They're up there with hair
pullers for me!"  He pouted and the guy on the ground gave him a hug
then left him alone.  The rest of the crowd left him alone too, letting him
sulk in peace.  "Tell Horatio I said hi." 


"Xander
said hi," he reported dryly.  "No, someone pinched him.  He
slugged the guy then pouted his way out of it."  He sighed as he
looked at the mess. "Sure, send Wolfe.  Tell Danny and Don he's
fine."  He hung up and shook his head.  "Any
witnesses?" 


"Someone
saw a car stop, someone in black and a black mask jump out to stick something
under his car, then they hopped back in and drove off," one officer
reported.  "No one got any pictures or anything but they had him
start it by remote."  He heard the yelp and someone got thrown. 
"Maybe he should come inside the tape." 


"Xander?"
Speed called, bringing him trudging.  "Thank you. 
Sit."  He found a clear spot and sat.  "Good
boy."  He patted him. "You're very soft today." 


"That
new all-natural conditioner they were selling," he said happily. "Did
you guys get to work the convention and pick up stuff too?" 


One
nodded. "I did.  That cuddle room looked like fun, sir.  Are you
all right?" 


"I
hate hair pullers." 


"I'll
remember that, sir."  He pointed at the ATM across the street and on
the corner.  "That might have some film.  We'll let you guys
ask."  Eric pulled up and got out with Ryan.  "Ah, more
help." 


"Always
needed.  Bring the bins?" he called.  Eric nodded, unloading
some rubber bins and a new box of evidence bags.  "Thanks. 
Ryan, sit Xander in your hummer."  He hauled him up and took him over
to lock him in there.  "Even better. He had people wanting to pet
him.  Give whatever you've got to Wolfe while we get to work." 


"No
more gaymobile," Eric said dryly. 


"Yes,
but we'll have to make sure he goes subtle the next car," Speed pointed
out.  "There's no telling what he might pick then." 


"He
said someone was selling a lavender hummer," Ryan joked. He came over to
get the information together, then went to hit the bank for their ATM
tape.  Plus the other stores. 


Speed
and Eric shook their heads.  A lavender hummer was an affront to the whole
hummer line.  They would be stopping that one.  Horatio would be
helping them they were sure.
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Xander
looked up at the sound of his doorbell. "What?" he called. 
"I'm on the lawn looking at the dog."  Horatio and Ryan walked
around.  "Case?" he guessed. Ryan nodded.  "My
car?" he asked, sounding more hopeful. 


"Not
yet," Ryan admitted.  "Other case.  Stalker
case."  Xander slumped and shook his head.  "The neighbor
guy.  Have you been contacted by his wife?" 


"Not
that I've been told.  Unless one of the guys made her run away." 


"Not
that we've heard either.  Though someone did make an anonymous complaint
that you were tainting the neighborhood by sunbathing naked.  The person
who took it pointed out you lived behind a fence and couldn't be seen by
anyone," Ryan offered.  "That if they were looking that hard,
perhaps they should put up the telescope since they said you had razor
burn."  Xander blushed a little bit at that.  "Anyway, we
wanted to make sure she hasn't come over to bother you." 


"No,
not yet," Xander admitted.  "But thank you for checking on
me."  He gave them a smile.  He looked at himself then at
Horatio.  "Does this outfit go together?" 


Horatio
shook his head.  "Not even Speed could match that shirt with those
pants, Xander."  Xander grinned at that.  "Laundry
day?" 


"Dry
cleaning day," he said dryly.  "Way too much of the laundry is
dry clean stuff."  The dog started to bark and he looked around,
frowning at the small glassy spot hovering above the lawn.  "That's
not a good thing," he said.  And then people came out with clubs and
swords.  They screamed and struggled but they had swords, Xander didn't,
and they pulled Horatio wrong and made him yell too.  Ryan got knocked out
temporarily. 


Danny
walked in the door and saw someone's rearend, encased in fur, disappearing
through a spot on the lawn.  He called Don.  "Since when did we
have furry people on the lawn?  No, not your dog!  Like someone
wearing fur running."  He hung up and grabbed his sword, heading out
there.  The shiny spot was only a few inches now, but he could see through
it.  "Get me something," he called when he felt a quickening.
"I can see Horatio, Xander, and Ryan over there." 


Don
came jogging out with something to hold the small spot open. 
"Here."  He looked.  "They're in fast
forward."  Danny hit him on the arm.  "What was that
for?" 


"Xander
said some planes run faster than others.  Look.  Chains!  Lots
of people.  Oooh, and Xander's breaking bad.  Ow." 


They
watched, Danny propping the hole open for as long as they could while someone
hopefully called a witch of some sort.  He called home. 
"Monroe, Messer.  Do you know any sorcerers or anyone?  Yeah,
like them.  Um, no, a portal on our new lawn that ate Xander and two of
our new coworkers.  Montana, he told me what you are," he said
dryly.  "Really.  Please?"  He smirked. 
"Thanks.  And thank you for not kidnaping Xander when he was
around."  He hung up.  "She knows someone who knows someone
so she's starting the calling chain." 


"Yay. 
How long will that take?"  He heard a footstep and looked.
"Someone stole our boys and Ryan." 


"You
had best be joking," Eric said blandly. 


"Nope. 
People wearing fur with swords," Danny offered, letting him see. 
"And see, Xander's kicking ass." 


"I'm
so going to kill Xander if Ryan's hurt."  The other immortals looked
at him.  "I know very well they came for Xander." 


"Maybe
not.  Your honey's on the block too," Don noted dryly. 
"Only Speed's isn't." 


"He
probably started to ooze the hormones so they're keeping him special,"
Danny offered.  "Xander would've fought back first and then
oozed." 


"Let's
hope it's good enough," Don offered, looking again.  "I don't
know how to get there and rescue them this time.  Should we call
Speed?" 


"Um,
probably," Eric said bitterly, pulling out his phone.  "H has
been stolen," he announced.  "Along with Xander and Ryan this
time.  I knew it was a bad idea to introduce Ryan to Xander." 
Don swatted at him.  "It is!  Look how much trouble they get
into!" 


"It's
not all his fault," Don defended, glaring at him.  "This could
be why this house was so cheap." 


"Yeah,
whatever," Eric said grimly. 


***



Xander
was drug up onto the auction block and the native guy growled something. 
He saw the situation.  He saw how bad it was going to get.  He tested
his chains.  He still had problems with iron.  Probably that little
bit of accidental magic.  He concentrated and then sighed and said a
mental prayer to the Goddess to forgive him.  Then he grabbed the guy
holding him's sword and used it on him, turning to get the other guards and
then the auctioneer.  The crowd cheered and clapped so he dove off the
stage and rolled to his feet, heading for where he *knew* Horatio was. 
Ryan was behind him and a slice to his guards got him free.  He and Ryan
headed back to the tent Horatio had been taken to, and Xander gutted his guard,
then they defended it.  "Horatio?" Xander called. 
"Armed?" 


"Only
my pistol and he took it."  He rubbed his back.  Then he spat on
the body.  "I don't like this."  He stood up and looked at
Ryan's chains.  "We need these off." 


"Mine
were welded," Ryan offered. 


"There's
a way."  Xander turned when he didn't see anyone. "Pull them
tight.  Let's see."  Ryan did that and Xander swung but it only
created sparks.  "Okay, that's a later thing to work on." 
He turned and stabbed the person trying to get in.  "Hey, Horatio, at
least he decided to eat and get more greasy first." 


"Fortunately,"
he agreed, picking up the sword from his captor's body.  Ryan took it and
dove in as well.  Horatio blinked.  "Hmm.  Someone has been
doing some training." 


"Yeah,
mostly with Xander," Ryan panted.  "Damn I hate these
things!"  He hit someone with the chains instead of the sword. 


"Enough!"
Xander roared, starting to emit.  He was finally able to think himself
hard, happy, and content.  The iron at his throat, wrists, waist, and one
ankle was hindering him some but not that much.  A few of the men wobbled
then fell.  He concentrated, bringing up happy slutty thoughts.  Then
he walked out there, tipping the guy who had been giving order's chin up. 
"Name?  That way I can let the Gods know you're coming?" 
He said something incompressible. "Know any others?" he asked in
Greek.  The man looked confused.  He growled. Ryan babbled something
and the men glared at him.  "Not their language and it looks like you
called them pig fuckers." 


"Xander,"
Horatio complained. 


"It
does."  He looked at another one, one who was holding a book. 
"Speak."  He said something in the same language. 
"Any other languages?"  The man said something in another
tongue, one that was near one of the demon ones he kinda knew.  He said
something in that one and the man looked confused, then sighed and said
something else.  That one he understood.  Xander replied in
Latin.  The man translated that he was not a happy person.  That he
did not ask to be stolen, that those two were under his protection and only his
protection.  He also added that Xander was going to destroy the whole
village if they didn't let them go.  One man stepped forward and pointed
at the chains.  Xander nodded and carefully shifted, letting him knock the
chains open.  Then he got Ryan's.  They were still cuffed but the
chains were separate now.  "Thank you.  Let's go." 


"Where?"
Horatio asked.  "The portal they brought us through is here." 


Xander
repeated that to the languages guy, getting a babbled explanation. 
"No, it's not. It travels.  Some mages can open it.  If we go
over the valley and to the other side of the forest, there's a city with a
mage.  He can help us?"  The man nodded at that.  He asked
if there was water on the way and got a nod.  "How many
days?"  The man replied three.  "Anything else we should be
aware of?"  The man babbled that they had earned the right to the
lost one's possessions.  "Hey, we get to scavenge." 


"We'll
get fleas," Horatio said, glancing at his former captor.  "Or
worse." 


"Ryan,
pick up a bedroll.  Pick up a canteen.  Then pick up a dagger if you
can."  Ryan was led off by the guy to do that, coming out with a
small traveling pack and a bedroll tied to it.  "Let's go," he
replied calmly, backing away slowly.  One of the customers at the slave
auction tried to grab him and he swung, cutting into his hand.  "Do
not touch," he snapped, glaring at him.  "Not for you." 


"Tumie,"
one said in awe, bowing to him.  "Tumie!" he called, pointing. 


"Huh?" 
He looked at Horatio, then at the guy.  "Tumie?" he asked. 
The man babbled something about a God who could make men beg.  Xander just
nodded and concentrated.  The whole group moaned and started to fondle
each other.  "Let's go."  They ran off into the woods in
the direction the man had been pointing.  He kept them moving for a few
hours, heading past one stream and to the next one.  That one had a small
indent in the river, a small shelf protrusion.  "Rest," he
ordered, letting Horatio pant and sit down.  "Let's work on the
chains. Showing up in them isn't the best of ideas."  He took the
dagger and sat down, then put his wrist on a rock and chipped at it until one
opened.  Then he did the other side, scratching himself but it was worth
it.  Ryan came over to get his neck and waist, which wasn't welded very
well.  His ankle chain was gotten by him then they got to work on
Horatio.  Then Ryan's last few while Horatio stood guard.  Xander
looked at them.  "Okay, what he said was that the portal does
travel.  That it's opened by magic but only at certain times of the
year.  We can find a magic user in the next town and he'll either be able
to fill in some information or he'll be able to send us to who can send us
home."  He looked at Horatio.  "We'll go more slowly."



"Do
we have time to wash the blankets?" Ryan asked. 


"No
but I'm not intending to sleep in them.  I'm intending to use them as tent
materials."  Ryan smiled at that and nodded. 
"Horatio?" 


"I'll
be fine, Xander.  How many days?" 


"He
said three with their group.  He said on the other side of this forest is
a valley.  We cross them both and we should run into a trade road. 
That'll take us right to the gates later that day."  He sniffed the
canteen and handed it over.  "Rinse it really well, Ryan." 


"You
don't know what's in that water." 


"Not
like we can boil it," Xander noted patiently.  "There's animals
using it, it's clean enough."  He and Horatio both shuddered. 
"Survival, guys.  Just until we can get there." 


"Then
what?" Horatio asked. "We do what to survive?" 


"I've
got some magic skills," Xander offered quietly.  "If I have to,
I can take an apprentice's position and you guys can stay with me.  Or
maybe it won't be that long.  I don't know yet.  Not until we get
there."  Horatio nodded at that wisdom.  "For now, splash,
cool off, and we'll go for another few hours, until we're past at least another
stream.  That way we're farther away from the camp." 


"We
should walk through the water," Ryan offered. "Break our
trails." 


"I
didn't see any hunting hounds," Xander told him.  "They're going
to be busy dividing up the spoils of war and finishing with anyone else they
had on the block.  For right now, I'm concerned about us.  Horatio's
obviously in pain.  We're all used to brighter civilizations.  It's
going to be an ordeal."  Horatio nodded at that.  "Then
let's do what we can and then we'll figure out the rest once we see how long
and how hard it'll be to get home."  They both nodded. 
"Now, splash off the grime."  He moved to the water to do that,
sending up mental prayers for help and guidance.  Because he was
lost.  This wasn't him anymore.  He wanted to lay down and throw a
fit at the moment.  He looked at Ryan.  "What do you want to bet
at least one of them is blaming me?" he joked. 


"For
many decades," Ryan assured him.  "Eric's going to be swearing
that he shouldn't have introduced us." 


"Speed's
going to turn into Alexx and fuss me to death," Horatio offered with a
small grin.  "Have you camped, Xander?" 


"Every
single Christmas.  Plus some memories from being possessed by a
soldier.  I got survival training memories," he said happily. 
They both relaxed at that.  "Okay, we're heading for the
valley.  I'm going to guess that's by that mountain that way," he
offered, pointing at the only visible one.  "So we should head that
way.  Even if it's not the right direction, it's not back toward them and
we'll run into civilization somehow."  They both nodded and walked
off with him. 


"Does
anyone else feel like we're in a live action D&D game?" Ryan asked
finally.  Both other men laughed and nodded.  "Is that a
road?"  Xander looked and smiled.  "So we're going in the
wrong direction?" 


"Probably
not. The road will lead to at least a village and we can probably get some
limited help there if we are."  They both sighed and nodded at
that.  "I promise, guys.  It'll be okay.  We'll get through
this and have many stories that'll get us cuddled and babied for years." 


"I
could almost wish I was going to be there with you two," Horatio said
miserably. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I'll ask Cordy if she knows a way if you want. 
For both of you." 


"Speed
would hate it." 


"He
might but not totally."  He pointed.  "That's a cairn or a
road sign.  Can anyone see writing?" 


Ryan
nodded.  "There's shadows on the side I'm looking at.  Maybe it
is a road sign."  They hurried over and they watched as Xander looked
it over, running a hand over the weathered carvings.  "What language
is that?" 


"Greek. 
Ancient Greek.  I only read it but I know some words in the more
modern."  He ran a hand over another side.  "This
way," he said, pointing.  "Temples."  Horatio gave him
an odd look.  "I'm Wiccan.  If there's one to Hecate, I'll go
beg us a room for the night and a bath until we can get some help.  If
not, we'll see what's there.  Most temples would help travelers." 


"If
you say so," Horatio offered.  "I have no idea." 


"Think
about it this way, Horatio.  If there were ten churches in a town and
there were some really bedraggled and pitiful travelers who came in, wouldn't
at least one help them?" 


"I'd
hope more than one," he offered quietly.  "Then again, not all
churches deal with the realities of life.  How far, can you tell?" 


"Yeah,
it has a moon.  Others have two moons.  So I'm guessing a
day."  They both nodded and headed off with him between them. 


A
few minutes later Ryan looked at him.  "Xander?  Hormones?"



Xander
considered it then looked at him.  "We keep joking you'll make a good
keeper, Ryan, and Danny won't mind.  He was going to suggest that we start
playing together on the nights he's too tired anyway.  He was going to ask
you soon." 


"He
already did but I never talked about it with Eric." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "With the way Eric's nature is, I'm sure he'll
understand.  Besides, he wouldn't want Xander to enslave the entire
world." 


"Realm,"
Xander corrected.  "This is a realm off ours." 


"Whatever. 
He wouldn't want them bowing at your feet no matter what it is." 


"True,"
Ryan agreed, smiling at him.  "I know you're married...." 


"There's
things I can do and I'm not as bad as Xander is," Horatio pointed
out.  "Stress makes us go down." 


Xander
nudged him and grinned.  "I'll give you backrubs anyway." 
Horatio smiled at that and hugged him.  "We'll be okay.  I'm an
okay fighter and Ryan can do more than a newbie can.  I've already worked
on his training some." 


"Including
the last time.  He's very impressive with the sword," Ryan
agreed.  "Even today." 


"Today
I was in a vicious mood," Xander agreed, shrugging a bit.  "They
deserved it for trying to sell my cute ass."  They laughed and got
out of the way when horses were heard, watching them run past. 
"Those were uniforms, right?" 


"Those
were," Ryan agreed.  "War party?" 


"Not
with only five of them," Horatio said quietly, watching them disappear.
"Advanced scouts would be spread out more."  Xander nodded at
that.  "Messengers?" 


"Or
they're headed back to base.  Which means that the village or whatever
will be higher in civilization than the camp was."  Horatio relaxed
at that and then groaned, holding his back.  "Let me see." 
He looked it over.  "When did they twist you funny?" 


"When
they grabbed me," he complained.  "I get it now and then." 


"Well,
you've got it now, Horatio.  You've got a small lump there."  He
touched next to it and watched him flinch.  "Next set of big rocks,
we're resting."  Horatio nodded and let Ryan help him for now. 
Xander played forward scout and found the rocks to shelter them from the
road.  He also found some deadwood branches and twigs lying around. 
He got Horatio seated against the rocks and then pulled his sword and his
dagger, scraping them together to get sparks that would light the twigs. 
Ryan coughed and pulled out a flint set from the pack. 
"Cool."  He started it more properly and babied it until they
had a good fire going.  "There.  That should help. 
Drink.  What else did you get?"  He took the pack while Ryan
used the bundle of blankets as a pillow for Horatio.  Xander found a small
bag in the bottom and sniffed, grimacing.  "I think this is jerky but
I'm not eating it." 


"If
you're not, I'm definitely not," Ryan said. "You've got a stronger
stomach than I do."  He looked up.  "Should it be safe to
camp here?"  Xander nodded.  "Can you catch us something
small and furry to cook and get more wood?" 


"I
can," he admitted, handing the pack back.  "Feed it more twigs
and stuff while I look."  He looked at Horatio then took the canteen
with him.  "I'll get more water."  He went to get some
bigger branches, piling them next to Ryan.  "Keep it small so it
won't go out or get out of hand."  He headed off into the nearby
trees, going to look at things.  He did find a small stream but it looked
cloudy.  He sat beside it and watched the animals, sword in hand.  He
knew what hunting was.  His hyena was cackling madly at the prey around
him.  He focused on smaller things, finding a rabbit looking
creature.  He raised an eyebrow and it paused, sniffing the air.  So
it knew what hunters were.  That made it prey.  He fingered his sword
then pulled the dagger out as quietly as he could.  The thing took off and
he threw, hitting it with the hilt.  He rushed over and stabbed it in the
head, then grimaced.  "Eww, brains."  He picked up the
beast and went back to the river to field dress it.  They weren't going to
eat the intestines.  Or the fur. When he had it dressed out and cleaned
off in the water, he cut small holes and shoved a stick through it.  Then
he walked upstream, finding the place where the water turned cloudy from a
boulder it was running over.  "Hmm, chalk."  He moved up
higher and tested the water.  It tasted clean.  He drank another few
swallows to make sure then carefully refilled the canteen.  He carried it
back, finding one of the guys in uniform at the fire. 
"Greetings," he said in Latin. 


The
man looked at him. "Greetings.  They said a member of their party was
hunting dinner.  Or at least that's what I took them as saying. 
Their language is different from most of the ones I've heard." 
Xander presented the beast and he smiled.  "Those are good." 
Xander smiled and handed the stick to Ryan. 


"What
do I do with this?" 


"Pretend
it's a marshmallow and make sure it doesn't burn," he answered, handing
Horatio the canteen.  He looked at the guard.  "Do we violate
some rules?  We were stolen." 


The
guard looked amused.  "We had heard that the beasts had opened
something and stolen someone."  Xander nodded.  "Where are
you headed?" 


"To
find someone who can tell us about the portals and to see how long we'll have
to fend for ourselves," Xander answered honestly.  "I can do
some limited magic." 


The
man nodded.  "The next town is a half day's walk from here. 
With his injury it'll take a day.  That one's very small but the temple
there will help travelers in distress and they may have something to help ease
his pain.  The nearest magic worker is in the next city, which is five
day's travel."  Xander groaned and sat down.  "They may be
able to help you if someone is going that way to sell things.  It's
usually done on a trade basis." 


"They
stole me from my home." 


"I
understand.  It is not the first time that's happened.  How did you
get away?"  Xander pointed at his sword.  "You can
fight?" 


"Some. 
Usually enough.  I lost control and went badass on them."  The
man smiled.  "Will one of us be able to find work?" 


"When
you get to the city, head to the magic worker's first.  Tell them you're
an apprentice sent to study with him and ask one of the guards to escort
you."  Xander nodded at that.  "That should allow you the
best time.  He will know the herbs to help his back, and if he doesn't
there are temples there who could help and he would probably know someone who
could lend you a spare room as well." 


"How
long do you think?" 


"They
only open every few years.  I do not know how you will age." 
Xander grimaced and nodded.  "Perhaps he can open it sooner." 


"I'll
pray so.  Thank you.  Share our meal with us?" 


"No,
I've got to move on.  I was staying until you got back.  One of my
people wasn't too thrilled with strangers and started to make threatening
moves.  I sent him on."  Xander smiled at that and gave him a
hug.  "It will be fine," he promised.  "Stay on this
road and talk to the temple first.  Before anyone else."  Xander
nodded.  "Good luck."  He stood up and walked over to his
horse, getting on and heading off. 


"I
heard the number five," Horatio said. 


"Good
news and bad news.  There's a small town within a half day's normal travel
from here.  With your back it'll be a full day.  They will help
travelers." 


"And
the bad?" Ryan asked. 


"The
nearest magic person is in the next city, which is five days past that. 
But the temple may be able to get us in with someone going to sell or trade in
the city if we could help him.  We'll have to see."  They both
nodded at that.  "He did say the temple has helped travelers in the
past and should help us." 


"The
portal?" Horatio asked quietly. 


"Opened
by magic.  He said all he's heard is it being opened every few
years.  We're not sure if it can be opened before then or not." 
Horatio swallowed.  "He also said something odd.  He wasn't sure
if we'd age at their rate or not.  His exact phrase was 'I'm not sure how
you'll age'."  Horatio looked at him, frowning.  "We know
time runs differently in different planes.  In the demonic ones my body
aged like the time was running. It may not here.  This isn't
demonic.  This is a naturally occurring realm, Horatio.  We could be
nearly immortal here, even you." 


"Will
we heal slower?" Ryan asked, turning the animal over and then handing
Horatio the stick.  He grabbed the dagger and cut into his thumb, watching
it heal.  "Normal rate.  On the demon plane that time I healed
slower." 


"You
and me both," Xander agreed.  "Right now, we need more
information.  The local temple might have some.  Depending on how
many people from our world have been drug here like we were." 
Horatio brightened up at that.  "For right now, let's focus on the
immediate goal of getting to that village and seeing if they can do something
for your back, know anything about the portals, and can help us." 
Horatio relaxed and nodded, letting Ryan have the animal back.  "Turn
it, Ryan.  It's smoking."  Ryan flipped it over and let it burn
on the other side.  Xander considered his options, then looked at
himself.  "I need a bath."  Horatio nodded. "I'll do
that in the morning." 


"Sure,"
Ryan agreed. "Both of us and we'll help Horatio if he needs it." 


Horatio
smiled and patted him on the back.  "I'm not helpless, Ryan. 
Pampered and spoiled but not helpless.  I can function now like I do on
the job." 


"If
we have to, we'll play your bodyguards," Xander offered with a grin. 
"Since Ryan thinks I'm hot with a sword." 


"I
had a few fantasies about you with it," Ryan admitted with a small
blush.  "Then again I dreamed of superheroes a few times
too."  He looked at Xander.  "Do you need spanked?" 


"Not
yet.  I'll let you know," he shot back, making Ryan grin. 


"Boys. 
Don't distract Ryan, he'll burn the creature." 


"It
was a bunny." 


"I
don't want to know," Horatio assured him.  "I'm forgetting you
said that and I'm never eating meat again once we get home."  Xander
nodded that he agreed, then took his turn with the beast on a stick. 


***



Xander
walked up to the gates of the city, smiling at the guards while the other two
caught up.  They had helped someone selling his cows come up to the local
beast market.  It was about a quarter day's walk behind them but Horatio
had gotten to ride the few days they had been with him.  "I'm an
apprentice magic user sent to see your sorcerer.  Is he in residence and
where might that be?" he asked politely. 


"Back
by the temples," one of them said, sounding bored. 


"Which
way is that?" Ryan asked, looking confused.  "We've never been
here before." 


One
of the guards peeked his head out of the wall and nodded.  "I can
take you to him.  He's shopping."  They smiled and nodded their
thanks, following him.  "So, you're a sorcerer?" 


"I
have a small gift with plants," Xander offered. "I need to ask him
questions." 


"That
is understandable," he said, looking them over.  They were wearing
clothes he had never seen before.  He noticed one was in pain. 
"Your friend is ill?" 


"We
were attacked and drug here against our will," Xander said quietly,
looking at him.  "During that his back was hurt.  Just slightly
but enough to cause some discomfort." 


The
guard nodded.  "We've heard that there were barbarians who sold
people.  We don't do that here." 


"I
killed most of the ones trying to sell me," Xander admitted, shrugging a
bit.  "I was not a happy person."  He still hoped his dog
was okay.  He hadn't been taken with them so he hoped he was guarding Don
and Danny at the moment.  They were led to a small stall and he coughed
politely, getting the attention of the customer, who turned around fully and
looked at him.   He looked like a standard white guy from their world. 
The local people were more tanned and had more bluish tints to their coloring
than most of their version of humans did.  "We were sent to
you," he said in English.  "We were snatched through the
portals. I can do some limited plant magic." 


The
man groaned and nodded.  "Come my way."  He looked at
Horatio then sighed.  "There is help for him.  Come to my house,
boys."  He paid for his things and smiled at the guard, tipping
him.  "Thank you." 


"They
were lost." 


"It
happens when one is snatched."  He smiled and led them off. 
"I haven't seen anyone from home in a few years," he admitted, his
accent odd and not one any of them could place. "Who are we?" 


"I'm
Ryan, this is Horatio leaning on me, and that's Xander," he
introduced.  "Where are you from?" 


"I
was educated in Latvia but I grew up in Denmark."  He walked them to
a small house and let them inside, then closed the door with a sigh. 
"I hate the market."  He walked them back to the kitchen,
pointing at a chair.  "Sit, Horatio. It will help." 


"I
think he's starting to slip a disk," Ryan offered, helping him sit
down.  Then he looked at him.  "We were stolen off Xander's lawn
in Miami." 


"I
hear it's a beautiful city in the making.  What do you do there?" 


"They're
cops and I'm pampered and spoiled," Xander told him with a small
grin.  "Did you get stolen too?" 


"No,
I got banished by someone.  I lost a fight with a stupid wizard." 


"Watcher?"
Xander asked. 


"No,
but I've heard of them.  You can't do much and not hear of them in my
world.  How would you know?" 


"I
helped a slayer in Sunnydale."  The man gaped.  He nodded. 
"Which is why I have some limited plant helping powers." 


"Wonderful,"
he agreed. "Sit, boys.  I will not harm Horatio.  There is much
to tell you first."  They sat and he made some tea, bringing it over. 
"Horatio, yours is laced with a mild pain killer to ease some of
that.  It's basically their version of natural aspirin." 


"Thank
you," he said quietly, sipping it.  "We were told the portals
only open every two years?" 


"Yes,
they do.  They can be forced open then.  They don't occur
naturally.  Now, where they open is different every year."  He
looked at Xander.  "What are you?" 


"GHS,"
he admitted.  The man looked confused.  "I've got a hormone
problem that makes people go gushy and nice over me." 


"You're
going to Cupid's temple tomorrow then.  You and Horatio both." 
He looked at him again.  "There is good news.  You will age at
the rate you do at home.  It will only be a few hours there." 
Horatio put down the cup and stared at him.  "Exactly.  Those of
us who ended up here have found a very long life if we're not
killed."  He frowned again.  "Your hormones, they soak out
and make others feel lust?" 


Xander
nodded.  "Basically.  There's others of us here?" 


"Tumie."



"Who
is?  We heard that name from the people who stole us," Ryan offered. 


"He's
one of you and he's seen as an avatar of Cupid.  He blesses weddings and
things and acts as a high priest."  Xander nodded at that.
"We'll get you three there today, young man.  There have been those
who would harm him." 


"We
see plenty of those," Ryan admitted, making the wizard laugh. 
"What is your name?" 


"Hershal." 
He saw Horatio's amused look.  "My mother's father.  Call me
Hersh." 


"Sure,
Hersh," Xander agreed.  "What else can you tell us?" 


"For
right now, let us deal with the practicalities.  I can shield you
here."  He looked at Xander.  "You'll probably want
something to do most of the day besides my magic books.  What else can you
do?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted.  "Maybe I can help out in a library? 
Giles ran one for years and we worked there with the slayer." 


"All
right.  Would you consent to date someone?" 


"Probably
not.  I don't want to whore myself." 


"That's
not a problem," he agreed.  "I know that Tumie must take on many
partners a year to keep himself under control.  He's visited here a few
times.  He's been here eight hundred years local time." 


Horatio
did the math.  "A few years back, a level eight named Randal Tumie
was stolen," he said quietly.  "He disappeared off the face of
the earth.  We thought he was either dead or content.  It could be
him." 


"He
does serve Cupid.  That's why I would suggest you three start there. 
They could also probably help you."  He swallowed.  "It'll
be all right, boys.  We'll do what we can." 


Xander
nodded.  "Thank you.  Is there anything else we can do?" 


"There
is a small church for those who are Christian.  There was a priest who
followed one of us over and set up a chapel."  Horatio nodded at
that.  "The others if I may ask?" 


"I'm
borderline Wiccan," Xander offered quietly. 


"On
this side of the city are Cupid, Ares, and Strife's temples.  Along with a
small shrine to someone I take as being like Zeus but not in the standard
forms.  It's to a flying bull?" 


Xander
straightened up.  "That's a demonic symbol.  It's one of their
deities.  Generally considered benevolent.  He helps those
stranded.  He's the God over the Quarth."  He looked at the
others.  "The Quarth are the sex demons.  Where my hormones draw
them more often, I'm often asked if I'm part one."  They both gave
him thin smiles.  "On the other side of the city?" 


"Ones
to Aphrodite, Hera in her local name, and Artemis.  Athena has one but
again it's a smaller shrine instead of a full temple with priests.  She's
got a major one a few cities over.  Hecate has a small shrine as well,
Xander." 


"Good
to know.  The local language.  Is it hard to learn?" 


"No,
not in the least and the priests can help you with that," he assured
them.  They smiled at that.  "It will be fine.  The two
years won't be arduous." 


"I'm
married," Horatio told him. 


"Then
the priests there can help you and share you with Aphrodite.  That is her
domain," Hersh assured him.  "No one here will push that
issue.  Well, maybe the priest but he's a bit picky most days.  We
don't associate much.  He hates what I can do." 


"Then
I'll drop Horatio off," Ryan offered.  "Is there anything else
we should be aware of?" 


"If
someone comes after you to take or hurt you, it is common to save yourself but
if the guards jump in they're going to expect a bribe.  They're highly
underpaid."  He smiled. "That is a problem world-wide around
here.  Should I write Tumie about you three?" 


"Let's
see what the temple can do for Horatio's back," Ryan offered. 
"Though we should probably talk with him to see if he wants to go
home." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Was he harmed by whoever took him?" 


"It's
said that whoever brought him over or bought him from whoever brought him over
did mark him so he could not function as a man.  Not castrated but a
system of two bars with bolts holding them together so he had blood but not
function." 


"It's
not that uncommon when one has us," Horatio agreed.  Ryan gave him a
horrified look. 


"If
they do that, we can't fight as much and we won't enjoy anyone else or do their
guards," Xander told him.  "A good half of us who're taken by
someone, especially in parts of the Middle East and Asia, are gelded,
Ryan.  One of the demons did that to me.  Thankfully he did it wrong
so I healed." 


Ryan
shuddered.  "I never, ever want to be like you, Xander." 
Horatio gave him an amused look.  "I'd guess they're stolen more
often when they're like Xander than you."  Horatio nodded. 
"Would they...."  He nodded again, pressing his lips together. 
"I'm so sorry.  No one and nothing is coming near you
two."  He hugged his boss then Xander.  "Sorry but that's
foul." 


"It
hurts too," Xander agreed.  "Thank you, Hersh.  Let us do
that now, that way they can have someone who can hopefully help his
back."  Hersh smiled at that. "When should we return?" 


"Whenever
they release you. I'm here unless I'm at the palace doing something for
him."  Xander nodded and stood up, shaking his hand.  "Be
safe."  He watched as they helped Horatio up and out to the
temple.  Then he sent up a prayer for their safety.  This is not
their world and they wouldn't be happy here. 


***



Xander
pointed at the temples.  "That's Cupid's.  The one on the right
is Ares'.  The one just to the left and behind him is Strife's.  The
church is there, Horatio."  Horatio nodded.  "Let's go to
Cupid's." 


"Do
we think they won't take advantage of our gifts?" Horatio asked. 


"They're
over us.  Cupid was over lust.  We'd have been like his priests back
in the day.  Aphrodite would be over you and Speed.  You can go there
after you can move." 


"I'll
be fine, boys.  Quit fussing." 


"Shut
up, Horatio," Xander complained.  "I've got to fuss over
someone."  Horatio moaned.  "Seriously.  Otherwise
I'll go insane from the boredom."  He walked them into the temple and
knelt to say a quick prayer.  One of the priests came out and he looked up
at him, blinking hard.  "We are travelers stolen by the portal from
our world." 


"I
can feel you," he agreed.  "Come, into the safer
areas."  He led them back, watching Horatio move.  "You are
injured?" 


"We
think he twisted his back," Ryan agreed.  "You speak
English?" 


"The
Gods gave us the language a few years ago.  They said more would be
speaking this."  He looked at Xander.  "You emote." 


"Horatio
and I both emote.  He is mated and married.  His mate is not here so
we're protecting him." 


"Agreed. 
Let me get a high priest.  Sit and rest."  He pointed at the
pillows then hurried off.  He found the Highest of the High in the temple
talking with someone he knew.  "Lord Cupid," he said, falling to
his knees.  "Two who emote are here.  One is injured, his
back." 


"I'll
look at them," he agreed.  "Come, Tac."  He patted the
younger one when he walked past him.  "You've done the right
thing.  Quit stressing."  He followed the hormone trail. 
"Oooh, one's a level ten GHS.  The other's..."  He
sniffed.  "Level seven or so."  He tapped and walked in and
Xander gaped, then got to his knees.  "Enough," he ordered.
"I don't need it at the moment."  He smiled at him. "It's
all right, you're safe." 


"You
have wings," Ryan said, stating the obvious. 


"That's
Cupid," Xander said dryly.  "Welcome to the other strange stuff,
Ryan." 


"Oops. 
Didn't mean to insult or anything," he offered, blushing some. 


"Plenty
of people stare at my wings, Mr. Wolfe," he said with a smug look. 
"They're very soft too."  He looked at Horatio. 
"Seven?" 


"Six,"
he said quietly, staring at him.  "I don't..." 


"Things
are different here.  This is where we retreated, Horatio Caine.  Your
own faith is here as well.  For right now, we can help you suppress that
problem and help your back."  Horatio smiled at that. 
"Plus give you something to do.  My mother's priestesses could use
someone to talk to the young and stupid who want to marry for no reason. You
know what it takes to make a true love match work."  He tipped his
head at that.  "Come here."  He helped him stand up and
looked him over.  "Let me see your back."  He turned him
around.  "You've got a swollen and protruding disc.  Not the
first we've seen.  There's some massage techniques we use that can minimize
it plus some heat.  Come into the back.  This is a section only for
people like you and Xander there."  He smiled and hauled Xander
up.  "Come on.  Quit thinking those thoughts." 


"Not
like I can help it." 


"True." 
He looked at the priest.  "Get me some of the redberry oil and some
of the berries for them."  He nodded and hurried off.  Cupid led
them back, opening a special door.  "Anything with that mark means
they're mine and for GHS, guys.  Memorize it."  They nodded so
he let them back there.  There was a large wading and lounging pool. 
There were a few doors off to each side.  "On this side of the room
are rooms to help you wear those out if necessary.  Go find something,
Xander."  He blushed but walked off.  He let out a squeal at the
sight of the toys at various heights around the room.  "That's to let
them do whatever they need.  There's ones in the pools in certain spots
that're warmed by the water and the water laps around you to make it better
while you play.  The middle one has a bed with a toy chest.  The one
on this side...."  He smirked.  "Xander?"  He
came out and went where he pointed.  "Find one you like.  I'll
show you how to strap it in."  Xander looked and walked in, looking
at the strange things.  "Pick a toy."  Xander pointed at one.
"Good choice. I like that one."  He strapped it into the small
harness at the end of the swing.  "Strip, swing up." 
Xander stripped, facing away from Horatio, then looked at the swing.  Ryan
helped him into it.  "Play often?" 


"Now
and then.  How does this one lower?"  Cupid pointed. 
"Ah.  Scoot back down, Xander.  Hands in the loop, stretch
out.  Xander stretched then wiggled his way down. 
"Lower."  He helped Xander's hips hit where they needed. 
He got some lube and slicked the marble toy, then gave them another yank down,
making Xander yelp when the toy slid in.  Then he gave the swing a shove,
watching as the natural rhythm of the swing moved the toy for him.  Ryan
smiled at him.  "I'll have to remember this for his home." 
He set it moving harder then suddenly stopped it and Xander shot off, panting
hard.  "Swing."  Xander shifted and the swing moved. 
Ryan set it in motion again then he walked Horatio out and helped him lay down
on the padded table someone had set up.  "Thank you."  He
looked at the berries.  "Will that help them?" 


"It
helps suppress it," Cupid called.  "I'll be there in a
minute.  Let me finish wearing him out."  He took off the toy,
making the boy whimper.  "Hold on, greedy."  He grinned and
put a different one in.  "This one is longer.  It'll hit your
prostate better."  Xander nodded eagerly.  "Bring me a few
of the berries," he ordered, taking a few to feed them to him while one of
the priests moved the swing.  "Gotta love you level ten boys. 
You're my best curse ever," he shared, smiling and patting his hair. 
Xander moaned.  "Relax.  It'll take a few hours.  After
this, go to Strife's temple.  We'll take care of Horatio for a few
hours."  Xander nodded.  "Good boy."  He walked
out, going to feed Horatio a few of the berries.  "These will help
you suppress it.  It'll bring you down to a level one or two.  It'll
bring Xander down closer to you if they work on him."  He took some
of the oil and worked it into his hands, then attacked the lower back, making
Horatio moan. 


"Relax,
let me do this.  Dad did this to himself a few times, Horatio.  After
you're more relaxed, we'll send you to the church tonight.  I'm sending
Xander to Strife's and then probably to Ares' temple.  He'll come get
you.  Come back here tomorrow and we'll work on teaching you and Ryan the
local language.  Then we'll send you to mom's since you're married. 
That way you have something to do and you're not so bored."  Horatio
nodded.  "Good boy.  Just relax.  I've got you." 
He worked a few spots harder, releasing the stress that was keeping the disc in
compression.  The lump got a bit less prominent and he applied some heat
via some wrapped warmed stones.  Horatio moaned and shifted. 
"Good.  That'll help.  You'll need this every few days but
that's easy enough."  He stroked over the back of his hair. 
"You guys were the best curse I ever laid," he whispered. 
"One young man wanted to be as wanted as I was.  So I let him
be.  One finds another because you call out to others.  He found
others and they formed the group you belong to."  Horatio looked at
him so he smiled.  "Truth." 


"We
were told it was a group of concubines." 


"Which
was under me, dear.  I'm over passion, lust, and desire."  He
stroked through his hair again.  "No one here will ever make you
violate your vows.  If they offer, they're trying to help.  Be polite
and firmly state you're married."  Horatio nodded.  "Good
man."  He ran a hand over the mark.  "He loves you and
misses you."   He smiled.  "When you're done, I'll
have one of the priests escort you to the church." 


"Thank
you." 


"You're
one of mine.  Of course I take care of my own.  Especially since
Xander could probably enslave the whole city," he said dryly when Xander
shrieked in pleasure.  He looked around, Ryan was back in there. 
"We'll help you keep him under control.  Remember, you're not
helpless.  You're a very strong man with a very strong mind.  There
shouldn't be any danger of you losing either one for years."  He
smiled at his thoughts of his mate.  "Or him, Horatio.  You'll
go together."  Horatio nodded and swallowed.  "They lost
viewing abilities when you guys escaped.  How did you escape?" 


"Xander
got the people trying to sell him and got a sword." 


"Hmm. 
No wonder Strife wanted to see him.  Guys his level are as much Strife's
as mine," he said with a wink.  "They cause a lot of chaos and
very pretty hell." 


"All
over my poor city," he agreed dryly, putting his head back down. 
"Thank you, Cupid." 


"I
know it's strange, but the world is a wonderful place.  If you need me,
I'm here.  I don't expect you to convert.  Like I said, you're
already mine."  He grinned. "Now rest and let the heat and
berries work.  I'm going to get Xander out of there and rinsed off in the
pool then send him to Strife's temple."  That got a nod. 
"Thank you."  He got up and went in there, finding Ryan was
helping Xander out and letting him cuddle.  "Good.  Is it
better?" 


"He's
not oozing it anymore," Ryan admitted.  "I think he drove some
of the cattle we traveled with into heat." 


"It's
possible.  Go toss him in the pool.  He needs to go to
Strife's.  You'll stay with Horatio for now."  Ryan nodded,
whispering in the sleepy man's ear.   That got a nod and Xander went
out and dove into the water, getting fully clean for the first time in
days.  Ryan dove in with him, letting them scrub each other's backs. 
He swatted Xander with a wing and he got out, going to get his clothes and head
off.  When he checked the rocks and found them cool, he put Horatio into
the pool and let him bath with Ryan's help.  Then he led them to the other
side's rooms and put him onto a bed for now.  Once he woke up he could go
to the church. 


***



Xander
looked around the temple as he walked in.  "This isn't what I
expected.  For some reason I expected pink and orange paisley." 
A high pitched voice giggled and he followed it, finding someone beside the
altar.  "I was sent here to give thanks for our survival." 


"I
heard already," he promised, grinning at him.  He pulled Xander over,
staring into his eyes.  "You've been mine since you were five and
pulled your first pank, Alexander Lavelle Harris.  Do you acknowledge
that?" he asked, smiling at him. 


"Um..." 
He pulled back and looked at him.  "I don't recognize you." 


"I'm
Strife."  He pointed at the symbol.  "You used to find me
in the clouds."  Xander stared then looked at him and nodded, going
to his knees.  "Not necessary and Cupe should've worn that out of you
for now.  All you level tens are mine but you're special.  Your daddy
even gave you to me by naming you mine."  He pulled him up and closer
again.  "Do you acknowledge that you're mine?" 


"I'm
yours," he whispered. 


Strife
kissed him.  "Good.  Now, mine, there's some things you gotta
know.  All you level tens are mine because you guys cause hell that makes
me hard and wet."  Xander blushed at that.  "It
does."  He grinned and hopped up, pulling him up beside him onto the
altar.  "You are as much mine as you are Cupid's.  There is much
not even Giles' books told you, including that we have anchors in your world as
well." 


"I
figured you would.  Faith itself is an anchor." 


"Yes,
but we have priests we imbue with ourselves to protect ourselves and keep our
powers steady.  Our main anchor is one of you.  Immortal." 
Xander blinked at that.  "Unc's half over the game," he said dryly. 
"We knew when you were pulled across." 


"Was
it me?" 


"No,
it wasn't.  It was Horatio.  Redheads are really rare around
here.   I'll make sure he knows that too if he nags you." 
He stroked over his face.  "I should mark you as an anchor but I'd
need the other two you serve's permission." 


"Who? 
Cupid and who?" 


"You're
a warrior as much as a lover, Xander.  Think."  He flipped him
on the forehead.  Xander gave him an adoring look.  "Think he's
hot, huh?" 


"Who
didn't!  After that show?  Did you guys do that?" 


"Jace,
the main anchor, did."  He smirked.  "He's related ta
Joxer."  He stroked him again. "Unc?  Can I have a
few?  Cupe, I'm marking this one as mine." 


"Go
for it," Cupid's voice called.  "Add mine too, dude.  He's
definitely anchor material."  It faded off. 


Ares
appeared, looking at Xander.  "Coming my way next?" 


"Cupid
said to come here first, Lord Ares," he said, sliding off the altar. 
"I meant no offense." 


"Good." 
He looked him over, moving closer until he could lay a hand on his head. 
"Interesting.  Would you give up my area while you're here?" 


"I'll
need to be able to defend myself and Horatio." 


"Agreeable
but you would let others fight for you?" 


"Ryan?"



"I
can have him trained.  You would not lose yourself while you are here? 
Berserkers upset many around here." 


"I
would.  It's a survival instinct." 


"Agreed.
I will train Ryan.  You will sit around and look pretty, plus work for
Cupid and Strife." 


"My
self-defense?" 


"I'll
train him and he'll train you at home.  Hershal could use it too.  In
return, we'll guard your party, Xander.  Nothing will touch you if I have
my way."  Xander considered it.  "Let it go, Xander. 
You're one of mine but not naturally.  It is counter to your true nature
to fight.  When you go home, you'll go to Las Vegas and see our anchor,
Jace.  You and Ryan both.  She'll help him and you'll split her
duties.  You'll be able to fight when necessary, but it is not your
nature." 


"I
have no true keeper, Ares." 


"I
know.  Danny is good for you."  He smiled.  "You'll
make it with what you have and what you can find.  That alone will keep
Strife in power for centuries each time you try to date."  Xander
blushed at that and looked down.  "Think hard, Xander." 


"I
know I need to drop into that special spot when I fight, but the berserker
tendencies are dangerous."  He looked at him again.  "I
won't use them if we'll be protected, unless I have to protect us and nothing
else will." 


"Good
enough," he agreed.  That was something he could understand. 
"For that, we'll protect you and only let those who want to worship you
near you."  Xander nodded at that.  "It will make your life
easier and we can use it to show them how big their egos are because you three
are untouchable.  Now, when Tumie comes, he'll be going with you. 
He's getting ill." 


"Can
I learn from Hershal, Lord Ares?  Or Lord Strife?" 


"It
can only help," Strife promised.  "Learn away,
kiddo."  Xander smiled and he felt himself melt.  He came
over.  "I'm marking him as an anchor, Unc." 


"Agreeable. 
It will hurt, Xander.  It's a tattoo here so it's visible." 


Xander
swallowed.  "I don't think they'll mind and it won't have to be done
every day, right?"  They shook their heads.  "Then I
accept.  It'll give me something to do."  They both smirked at
him.  "Will Ryan agree?" 


"He
needs the instruction, Xander.  I'll escort you to talk to him
personally," Ares promised.  "On the altar."  Xander
walked back there and stripped down, letting them do whatever they
wanted.  Ares growled.  He was very pretty.  Strife gave him a
smirk.  "Where is he on Cupid's scale?" 


"He's
a level ten GHS, Unc," Strife said proudly.  They got together and
Cupid came over to help wind the tattoos with their marks around the boy's
waist and hip bones.  All their marks, but a few new ones popped up. 
One or two of Aphrodite's.  One of Hera's.  One of Hecate's just
under his navel.  Ares let a small line of symbols flow down from the back
to the crack of his ass, then they sealed it off.  Xander closed his eyes
and prayed, they all felt it.  It was an energy rush like they hadn't had
in years.  They sealed their influence into him.  That's when Cupid
grimaced.  "What?" Strife asked. 


"He's
allergic to the berries.  He's gonna surge."  He hauled Xander
up and disappeared with him, coming back a minute later.  "There,
solved," he said, sounding sleepy.  "Ryan and Horatio are in the
church."  They nodded and he smiled at Xander.  "We'll make
sure you're safe, Xander.  Here and at home.  Remember to see Jace
when you get home." 


"Yes,
Lord Cupid."  He kissed him again.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
dear.  Put back on your pants.  We'll work on clothes tomorrow plus
something for your hair.  That's gotta be braided again." 


Ares
smirked.  "He is a consort of a chosen warrior, Cupid.  He can
pick and choose what I've been given.  It's only fair.  They need new
swords."  Xander concentrated and called his to him, handing it
over.  "That's crap," he noted dryly.  "No wonder you
beat the barbarians.  We'll get Ryan a better blade too.  Come
on.  Say goodbye to Strife until tomorrow."  Xander waved with a
shy smile and walked out with Ares beside him protectively.  Even then a
few tried to touch him.  "I'm giving you guys a guard," he said
finally, giving one a disgusted look.  He shook his head and opened the
door of the church.  Horatio and the priest were talking, countering each
other about his marriage being valid.  It sounded friendly and Horatio was
smiling at the logical arguments.  "Good, you're here." 


"Lord
Ares?" the priest asked, looking horrified.  "You never come
here." 


"This
time I had to."  He looked at Horatio.  "You will not see
another redhead on this realm.  They're so rare, they're more precious
than being the lover of a God."  Horatio blanched at that. 
"Tumie's one.  He'll tell you the same thing when he comes
soon.  Xander and I talked.   If he stays in warrior mode, he'll
start to lose control and he'll surge and then explode one day.  As much
as Strife might like it, we don't want this city to be under his boot." 
Horatio nodded quickly.  "So we've come to a deal.  We have
people who are our special priests." 


"Anchors,
those who hold the faith when the times are hard," the priest
agreed.  "He is?" 


"He
is.  He's mine, Cupid's, and Strife's.  All level tens are Cupid and
Strife's together."  Horatio nodded quickly at that, making Xander
grin at him.  "So he's going to leave the defense to Ryan.  Who
I will see trained."  He looked at Ryan.  "Starting first
thing tomorrow morning, Mr. Wolfe.  Am I understood?" 


"As
soon as I've gotten up." 


"Wear
him out before you come," Ares said, handing him over. 


"If
I do that, I'll nap afterward and won't get up until noon," he noted
dryly, smiling some.  "How about each night?" 


"That's
fine, just try.  Between you and what Cupid can do, we should be able to
keep him under control.  Unfortunately he's the type that the berries made
surge."  He looked at Horatio again.  "Also, since even *I*
couldn't keep him from being touched, I'll assign you a guard." 


"Why?"
Horatio asked. 


"Xander's
important.  There's not a lot of anchors who can be anchors for more than
one God or Goddess.  Xander has three.  We're going to keep him safe
at all costs.  That's why Ryan can spend an hour a day after he's done
working with Xander on what he learned that day."  Ryan nodded at
that.  "Good.  Do your best, Wolfe.  Let the priests know
if he starts to surge or send Horatio in with him.  They'll expect to see
you both often."  Horatio nodded at that.  "Also, Aphrodite
is squealing in eagerness over you.  You're the sort of couple she loves,
Horatio.  You'll help her a lot.  Tomorrow, he'll bring you over
there to make his prayers over there in thanks, including to Artemis," he
reminded Xander, who nodded.  "Good.  Aphrodite will use you to
teach and tell others what a marriage should be.  Not what is always
is." 


"I'll
do what I can," Horatio agreed.  "What about
his...admirers." 


Ares
moaned.  "Don't remind me but I'll be letting Ryan borrow some of the
tithes I've gotten.  To everyone around here, Ryan will be seen as a
favored warrior of mine in training.  Xander is his consort and they both
protect you.  Xander consented to be marked."  He moved his
waistband to show off the tattoo.  "It shows who he belongs to and
who he powers basically.  It lets us check on him and help him if he's in
trouble." 


"Will
it work in Miami?"  Ryan asked. "This is the second time I've
been stolen with him." 


Ares
smirked at him.  "And you'll get to do that for many more centuries,
Mr. Wolfe. We're going to make sure of it," he said cheerfully. 
"Nothing will happen to Xander.  Ever."  Ryan nodded at
that, looking down.  "Good boy."  He patted him on the head
like he would one of his dogs.  He looked at Horatio again. 
"You're in charge."  He disappeared. 


Horatio
looked at Xander.  "Well."  He smirked.  "No
wonder you get along so well with the ferrets."  Xander blushed but
giggled.  "You okay?" 


"I'm
fine."  He moved forward to hug him.  "He said I'd explode
and it'd be worse than the cows trying to mate under you." 


"Wonderful. 
We'll keep you out of the public eye, Xander.  As much as we
can."  He nodded at the priest. "Thank you." 


"I'm
here if you need me, Horatio.  Even knowing this.  Knowing and
helping an anchor shouldn't shake your faith, just widen your
perspective."  He nodded politely at Ryan.  "No weapons in
my church." 


"Of
course not."  He smiled and shook his hand.  "Thank
you."  He walked out, guarding those two.  "Xander, less
cuddly you.  We're getting a lot of looks."  He saw a few
warriors coming their way and mentally hoped they were good guys.  One of
them stiffened and hurried over. 


"Let
us escort you to your friend's house before something happens."  They
surrounded them and escorted them back to Hershal's house, waiting until they
were inside to go back to their fun.  It was their night off. 


Ryan
sighed and looked at Xander.  "Are you on a high?" 


"I'm
happy and at peace, Ryan.  It explains so much!  My father offered me
to Strife when I was a kid." 


"That
does explain a lot about your high school years," Ryan agreed dryly. 
Xander shrugged at that. "Horatio, how's your back?" 


"It's
better.  Not fully perfect but better." 


Hershal
came out of the kitchen, pausing to look at Xander.  "Hmm, three of
them and you do the work of a few others. Hopefully we'll be able to keep you
safe." 


"We
were escorted back and I'm learning how to use my sword better," Ryan
offered. 


"Good,
you'll need it.  I threw those gross blankets into the wash to soak,
boys.  Come eat."  They headed back with him.  He smiled at
Xander.  "That feeling of peace will last.  Reset your levels
based on it tonight."  Xander nodded, concentrating until he was
muted.  "Good."  He handed over food.  "Tumie
will be here within two months' time.  He's heard and he sent a
messenger.  The king is always pleased.  It gives him someone to
mentally spar with and talk to plus his wife always ends up pregnant. 
It's a good omen for the city."  They all smiled. 
"Eat."  They dug in and ate, Horatio moaning.  "Are
you allergic to things?" 


"No. 
Thinking about something.  You surged on the berries?" 


"Cupid
kinda had to help me personally," Xander agreed sheepishly. "I'm
sorry, Horatio." 


"It's
all right, Xander. We'll work on it."  He patted him on the
back.  Someone tapped on the door.  Hershal got up and went to answer
it.  "Try, Xander. Please?" 


"I
am," he assured him. "I promised I wouldn't fight unless I had to so
we were protected." 


"That's
fine," Horatio agreed. "It's probably wiser."  Ryan smiled
at that.  "Good boy."  Hershal dropped a box in front of
Xander.  "Already?" 


"Tumie
sent it with his messenger.  He heard one was like him.  Where would
you be with what he is?" 


"Higher,"
Xander offered. 


"Lower,"
Horatio told him. 


"Interesting. 
Did they say anything?" 


"Ryan's
going to Ares' in the morning.  Horatio and I are going to Hera's first,
that way we do it in the proper order.  Then he'll go to Aphrodite's while
I go to Artemis' and then back to join him.  I'll put some of my lunch at
Hecate's."  He finished up and opened the box, staring at the hair
sticks in there.  "Those are beautiful works."  He pulled
one out to look at it more closely. "I'll have to thank him for letting me
borrow them.  Horatio."  He pulled out a bracelet. 
"Since you don't have girly hair." 


"Thankfully. 
I'd look dumb in it." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Do I?" 


"No,
it suits you." 


Xander
beamed.  "Thank you."  He looked at Ryan.  "Bring
your sword with you.  At the very least it's a decent enough practice
blade." 


"Sure." 
He smiled and pulled Xander over to wind up his hair, using the hair sticks to
hold it up. "There.  Off your neck."  He looked at
Hershal.  "Will we sleep on a normal schedule and all that?" 


"You
will.  Your hair will grow on a natural schedule as well.  It's only
the aging, the base cellular issues, that are on your native planet's
schedule."  Horatio gave him a searching look. "I've been here
so long it makes no difference, Horatio.  It was barely the turn the
century when I was banished." 


"The
nineteen hundreds?" Ryan asked.  He nodded. "Wow.  It's
2003 at home."  Hershal moaned.  "Sorry." 


"No,
I knew my body was aging.  I'll use the last of my time to tutor Xander so
he's not perpetually bored and so he learns more control and more than how to
make plants grow."  He smiled.  "Eat more, boys. 
You're not robbing me of resources."  They dug in and ate more. 
Then he showed them up to the attic.  "It's not the best but it's
clean and private." 


"That's
fine," Ryan agreed.  "It's a great room.  Thank you,
Hersh." 


"You're
welcome, Ryan."  Xander hugged him.  "You as well, young
man.  Now, get Horatio to bed."  They nodded and he left,
leaving them a small oil lamp. 


"I
agree, let's go to bed," Ryan said.  They looked at the large straw
mattress then at them.  "Horatio, do you mind sharing with us?" 


"I
like to cuddle, Ryan.  It's all right."  He stripped down to his
boxers.  "Was there money in the box?  I don't want to depend on
the temple for things." 


Xander
sat down on the foot of the bed to dig in it.  "Yup, about ten
coins."  He held them up.  "We'll go to the market after
you're done at Aphrodite's."  Horatio nodded at that. 
"That way we look more like natives.  Because no one around here
wears suits."  Horatio smiled at that and they all stripped
down.  Ryan looked at Xander, who put back on his pants. 
"Sorry." 


"I
know you won't molest me, Xander.  Snuggle into Ryan's back," Horatio
ordered.  Xander stripped down and snuggled into Ryan's back while he got
Ryan's front.  He blew out the lamp and they listened to the house go
quiet.  "Xander, are you sure you should do that?" he asked
finally.  "It could warp their world." 


"It
won't and I'm sure.  It's an acknowledgment of who I am, Horatio.  I
was already theirs.  So much made sense," he offered quietly. 
"It all clicked into place when Strife said my father had given me to him
when I was younger." 


Ryan
shifted to hold him.  "We'll still watch over you, Xander. 
You'll need it."  Xander nodded against his shoulder. "Go to
sleep."  He stroked his back and hair, waiting until he snored. 
"Horatio?" 


"I'm
worried he'll decide to stay." 


"He
won't.  He likes his tv and computer too much," Ryan assured him.
"We'll be fine."  Horatio nodded. "You can cuddle. 
Speed knows you won't cheat with me." 


"Thank
you."  He shifted closer, taking Xander's hand to hold. 
"I'm just as worried as you are; we'll watch him, Ryan." 


"Thanks. 
Sometimes he enjoys being the courted one." 


"Everyone
does," Horatio assured him. "It's a massive ego boost when you find
out someone wants you enough to treat you well and buy you things.  For boys
like Xander it's addictive.  We'll still be fine."  He snuggled
in a bit better. Ryan stroked his back. "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
boss. Whatever you need without making you break your vows to Speed. That's too
special to break unless you're in the worst sort of surges." 


"Agreed,"
he said quietly. He closed his eyes and Xander shifted.  "Sleep,
Xander.  We're safe now."  Xander mumbled something and snored a
few more times.  Horatio let himself drift off as well, comforted and warm
for the first time in days. 


***



The
three immortals got together in the living room that night with Speed. 
"We're doing what?" Speed asked again. 


Danny
coughed. "I got a call from someone who deals with some strange
stuff.  They'll only be gone for a few hours total, guys.  Two years
will pass for them but only hours for us."  Speed nodded slowly at
that. "They're fine and well. Someone is watching over them for us. 
Her contacts said that they're safe.  They've found someone who knows
about the portals and another GHS over there." 


"Why
were they taken?" Don asked.  "Did she know?" 


"Yeah. 
Redheads are so rare they're almost mythical over there."  Speed
moaned, holding his head.  "They've got it and it's okay. 
They've got shelter and there's a few temples who're looking after the boys.
Including one to Ares that's helping Ryan protect them." 


"Tell
me Xander didn't charm a temple?" Eric begged.  Danny shook his head
so he relaxed.  "Then why?" 


"Someone
must've seen the fight.  Realized Xander nearly lost it during it. 
They said they're protected and all we have to do is get ready to spoil them
when they get back."  Danny smiled at Speed. "Our guest room is
yours.  Anything you want, go ahead and get.  Oh, she did say that
Horatio's back went out.  Something about a lump, might've been a
disc?" 


"He's
had a few problems for the last few months.  Stress and physical
reasons," Speed admitted, sipping his beer.  "I need to get him
home." 


"For
the first few minutes, let's keep the boys together," Eric offered.
"They're going to be used to being together.  This way if we need to
deprogram the instincts they've got to protect each other it'll be
easier."  Speed nodded at that.  "Like prisoners held
together." 


"That's
fine.  I need to get some lube and stuff." 


"Steal
from his toybox, please," Don said dryly, sipping his own beer. 
"Plus we've got nearly two cases of lube in the closet.  Take
some."  Speed smiled and nodded.  "You too, Eric.  You
can have the other guest room.  Speed, take my bedroom.  Eric, pick a
bedroom.  We'll set up now."  They nodded and went to do that
while he and Danny set up to welcome Xander home and spank him until he begged
for mercy. "How does your contact know what's going on over there? 
Are they a sorcerer type?" he asked finally. 


"No,
Jace has some odd contacts," Danny admitted. "She runs a resort on
holy ground that's a sanctuary and refuge for us and our families.  She's
a great lady.  She's also Ancient Greek.  She still prays to Ares and
them." 


"So
she's got a hotline to the Gods over there?" 


Danny
shrugged. "I don't know.  I didn't want to ask.  She sounded
certain and that's all I needed to know." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed.  "Whatever."  They shared a look. 
"Xander's got to be in heaven." 


"Yeah,
hot and cold running strange stuff that's not dangerous.  Plus some mild
adoration."  They shared a smile and got out the handcuffs. 
Xander wasn't going to be getting away for a very long time. 


***



Xander
came to the door when Hershal called a few months into their tenure.
"Yes?" 


"Sire,
we have a summons for you to attend Tumie," the messenger said. 
"You and your party." 


"Give
us ten minutes to change."  That got a nod.  He walked off.
"Guys, Tumie's here and wants to see us," he called.  "Put
on clothes and stuff."  He headed up the stairs and put on what
Horatio laid out, then let Ryan fuss with his hair.  Ryan liked his hair
and he was good at fussing over it.  They came down the stairs and found
their shoes, following the messenger back to the palace.  Xander smiled at
the man waiting on them.  "Well met." 


"Well
met, Priests of Cupid," the man said.  "Tumie is this way
please."  He looked them over and nodded.  "You are
appropriate."  He walked them into a private audience chamber and
smiled at the squeal and hugs they got.  He left them alone, closing the
door behind him. 


"Oh,
thank the Gods!  You're what, American?" he asked, his accent
sounding French. 


"We
are.  Ryan and I are native of Miami and Xander's recently moved out
there," Horatio said, smiling at him.  "I'm Horatio Caine."



"I've
seen your name in the membership book, Horatio.  And this one?" he
asked, looking at Ryan.  "A keeper?" 


"Temporary
for Xander.  Ryan Wolfe."  He shook his hand. "I work with
Horatio." 


"Wonderful. 
I don't know you, young man." 


"I'm
Xander.  I've only been found a little bit over a year now.  I'm a
level ten," he admitted sheepishly. 


"Dear
Lord, man.  How are you surviving with only one of you?"  He
looked at Horatio, who shook his head quickly.  "No?" 


"I'm
married to my keeper." 


"Ah. 
Love can be like that." 


"Cupid's
temple helps a lot," Ryan assured him.  "We drag him back there
at least once a week." Tumie laughed at that and drug them to some
seats.  "We're figuring out how to open the portal." 


"Please,
Goddess, take me with you," he begged. "Please?" 


"Of
course," Horatio agreed. "Anyone who wants to come with
us."  Tumie smiled and relaxed, nodding at that.  "We're
hoping to land back in Miami." 


"I
can always call my former keeper and have him pick me up or get a ride somehow,
dear.  I'm not going to be picky.  Just get me home.  I want
this bar removed!" he complained.  Horatio nodded. "If I do it
here, I'll infect and possibly die." 


"We'll
get you to the hospital right after we get home," Horatio promised. 


"Oh,
good.  Would you two like to help me now and then?  Blessing weddings
and the like?  It's good money in presents and Xander could probably find
someone now and then if he needed to.  I've taught many a young man how to
be a better lover for his wife." 


"If
you need my help, you'll call," Xander promised.  "Right now I'm
studying magic.  Horatio's teaching at Aphrodite's temple about how to
have a good and happy marriage.  Ryan's learning at Ares'." 


"Wonderful. 
The portal won't open in the city.  You'll need to be out further away
from humanity.  At least a day's walk.  That'll come in
handy."  They smiled and nodded.  "Anyway, I'm going with
you boys and I'm staying in town until you go.  I'll be at Hera's a lot
since I do sanctify weddings and make them want to mate that night.  They
think I bring fertility and I'm not sure if I do or not anymore."  He
touched Horatio's hair.  "You are so rare here." 


"I
was told that's why we were taken." 


"Why
you were taken.  They were taken to be sold as slaves.  You were
taken to be someone's concubine.  They wouldn't know Xander was without
him broadcasting." 


"Which
was why I killed a few people getting us away," Xander agreed dryly. 
"Who took you?" 


"Oh,
there was a king once who had a sorcerer he ordered to find him someone exotic
and special as his concubine.  He found me when the portals opened and
stole me."  He fingered his own copper hair.  Then he
smiled.  "He's also the one who put the bar on me.  He died
centuries ago and I went to Cupid's temple because they had told me to. I found
shelter and they suggested I help sanctify marriages."  He shrugged.
"It's great.  I get to tell some guys that they're stupid for wanting
that girl.  I get to tell some women that they can do better.  Every
few months I give a short class on how to prepare and treasure your lover on
your wedding night so I get what I need."  He smiled at Xander.
"Plus I get bribes to make weddings go through sooner.  Including
some very nice kings who wanted their daughters to be blessed with fertility
since they were pregnant.  Those hair sticks you wear came from one of
them recently.  I loathed the man but he was good at what he
did."  They nodded at that.  "Oh, I've been so
*bored*!" he complained. 


"I
can understand why," Ryan assured him.  "We're down with
Hershal, the sorcerer, if you want to borrow us."  That got him
hugged again.  "Thanks." 


"You'll
learn, sweetie, trust me.  You'll learn.  Having a boy like Xander on
your lap is a wonderful thing." 


"Oh
it is," he agreed happily, smiling at him.  "As a matter of
fact, I'm supposed to bring him with me tomorrow."  Xander looked at
him. "The trainer said so. From on high." 


"Sure. 
Any idea why?" 


"No. 
I was told to make sure you weren't going to smarm the whole training group but
maybe you'll be there to help them learn to fight while distracted by their
bodies.  It's a valuable lesson."  Horatio nodded at that. 
"Either that or we'll be getting new guards since the last ones tried to
break in and steal him from the bed a few nights ago."  Tumie
laughed.  "I heard a long rant about how Strife had gotten a rush so
bad he was shiver and shaking for hours before he finally got it under
control." 


"It's
a good thing you're training then," Tumie offered, smiling at them.
"Now, come, tell me what I've missed on tv."  Xander smiled and
chatted with him in one of the few subjects he knew while the other ones looked
around the room and guarded them from the people who wanted to come in during
it. 


Ryan
pulled his sword and glared.  "Out!"  They ran out and he
put it away.  "Xander, please lock it down?" he asked patiently.



"That
might be me, Mr. Wolfe," Horatio offered. "If it was either of them,
they would already be taken and we'd have been taken as well."  Ryan
moaned and nodded. "I'll go tonight." 


"Thank
you."  He smiled sweetly.  "This is the toughest job I'll
ever love.  I won't need military service after this." 


"I've
got my own guards, boys.  No one would *dare* touch me," Tumie
assured them all.  He rang a small bell and three men rushed in and fell
to their knees next to him.  "Someone tried to break in and steal us.
Guard the doors, boys."  They moved to do that.  He sighed.
"I'll miss them.  I always do when they die." 


"We
all must die some day," Xander said pragmatically.  Tumie nodded at
that and let himself be hugged.  "It'll be all right.  You're
nearly done here." 


"Thank
the Goddess," he said quietly.  "I love it here but I want to
work and I want to go home."  Xander nodded and he let go, comforted
by others who understood what it was like to be taken. 


***



Xander
walked into Cupid's temple on their year anniversary and knelt to pray. 
He was surging, he knew he was surging, and there was going to be a problem
soon.  Ryan was out of the city on maneuvers with the rest of his training
class.  Horatio was at Aphrodite's.  Hershal had died the week
before.  So not only was he surging, he was bored, tired, and stressed
out.  He had taken on some of Tumie's duties since he was feeling more
ill.  He was also doing some freelance magic work.  He looked up at
the statue behind the altar.  "Lord Cupid, it's going to be
bad.  Please, help?" he whispered.  "I've tried
everything.  I was back in the back room yesterday.  I've gotten
worse since then.  I'm surging," he said frantically.  "I
don't want to enslave anyone."  He felt someone pop in behind him and
looked at Strife.  "I'm so going to give you a rush," he said
pathetically. 


Strife
nodded. "Already there, sweetness."  He yanked on his braid,
making him hiss, but the hormones didn't care, they liked that. 
"Crap.  Cupid!" he yelled.  "He's out of control
already!" 


Ares
appeared.  "Cupid's out of town with that priestess giving
birth."  He looked at Xander, then at Strife.  "How do we
solve this?" 


"We
wear it out," Xander said, looking at him.  "I was in the back
room yesterday.  I wore Ryan out before he left.  I don't know what
to do, Lord Ares.  I'm afraid I'm going to hurt someone or make them break
their vows." 


"Come
on," Strife said, hauling him up and into the back room, going to work on
him.  Anything he did, the surge got worse as he got happier.  Ares
came in and shielded the room but it wasn't going to help.  Strife could
already feel the trouble radiating.  "Tell Hera," he
ordered.  "Get 'Dite here."  Ares nodded, heading to do
that, dragging the scent clinging to him to their temples.  Strife got to
work trying to make Xander come quickly.  His body wasn't cooperating,
even though he knew the boy was trying to help by fantasizing loudly enough
that normal people could probably hear. 


Ares
appeared in Hera's, watching the nearest priestesses swoon.  He looked at
his mother when she flashed in.  "We need you at Cupid's.  His
level ten is out of control no matter what he's doing. He's broadcasting. 
He's been handling it," he said at her opening mouth and harsh look. 
"He tried to relieve it yesterday and it didn't work.  He called out
to Cupid but he's with his favorite priestess since she's giving birth." 


"I'll
check on her and tell him then meet you there."  She flashed off. 


Ares
left the priestesses groping each other and headed to Aphrodite's, watching as
the marriage class Horatio was running moaned and went after their
partners.  Aphrodite came out looking alarmed.  "He's tried to
get it down and it's not working." 


"Tartarus!"
she complained, heading over there. 


"Excuse
me, Xander?" Horatio asked, standing up.  Ares nodded. 
"I'm coming." 


"You
can't.   You'll surge too," he ordered.  "Stay
here."  Horatio opened his mouth. "If you surge, there's nothing
here that can help you, Horatio.  Your spouse is at home." 
Horatio nodded, getting away from the new orgy.  "Get them to rooms,
each couple to their own.  Stay here or go air out the house
tonight."  He headed off, finding the training group.  Most of
them moaned when he popped in. 


Ryan
looked over from his battling one of the priests, glaring at him. 
"He surged?" 


"Fully. 
He's out of control.  He tried last night to get it out.  Go. 
You'll be back by tonight."  He created a horse and Ryan mounted,
heading back to the city.  He headed back to the room Xander was locked
in, walking in and shutting the door, sealing it.  Aphrodite was trying to
channel the energy he was putting out.  Hera was helping her. 
"With what I feel, you two are going to have a boost soon."  He
came over and helped Strife.  He was the better lover between the two of
them.  Xander moaned when he took over, but he was lost in the haze he was
putting out.  Ares finally got him to come and the surge washed over them
all.  The city was definitely going to have a surge of births and marriages. 
It should make Hera happy. 


Strife
tested him, sharing a look at Aphrodite.  "He's still too high. 
It's already leaked out." 


"The
orgy's nice but way too much.  I'm getting a headache from the extra
energy," she complained.  She knocked Xander out but his surging got
worse.  They looked over as Cupid came in and helped.  "How is
she?" 


"Better,
but she felt it in the center of a contraction.  She lives a few hours
travel outside the city and they're already reaching her."  He worked
on lowering the hormones while they channeled the pheromones.  He woke him
up and it went down some because he was trying to control it with them. 
"Dude, what did you use?" he demanded. 


"Oil
in there," he panted. 


Cupid
made it come to his hand.  "It's normal oil. Not the berries." 


"I
hadn't even thought of that," Aphrodite offered, creating some. 


"NO!"
Strife yelled. "He's allergic, he'll surge worse!" 


"We'll
never get him stopped," Ares groaned.  He was back to trying to wear
him out.  A few priests broke in and took Xander with them to help
them.  The open air of the temple diluted it some but it also let it
spread further out. 


Ryan
got there about the same time Xander was worn out, even though he was still
broadcasting.  Ryan walked over and grabbed Xander, shaking him. 
"What did you do?"  Xander whimpered and hugged him. 
"Damn it, Xander.  I've been gone a day!" 


"I
can't help it," he whined.  "I tried!  I really
tried!  It just started to go up!" 


Hecate
appeared and glared at him, then manifested a knife.  "I need some of
his blood for lust and love spells.  Would you mind?" 


"Yes!"
Ryan complained, handing it back.  He made Xander look at him, shaking him
when his focus shifted.  "Lock it down, Xander!  You have more
control than this!  I know you do!" 


"I'm
not doing this!" he shouted, getting free. 


"That's
how," Ares said suddenly.  "Xander, drop into hunting and
fighting mode!" he snapped.   He sent a spare sword at Xander,
letting him catch it.  He nodded at Ryan, who attacked him.  Xander
had to drop to defend himself.  His mind snapped out of it and he dropped
hard since he couldn't think well enough to stop himself.  Ares grabbed
his head as the headache started.  "Ryan, he's fully gone. 
Bring him back." 


"How!"
he said, sounding a bit frantic.  He was getting really good, but damn
it!  He finally pinned Xander and smacked his head on the floor, yanking
on his braid to do it.  "Xander," he growled.  "Let it
go!  I've got you.  You're safe."  Xander growled.  He
did it again.  "Now!  Let me handle it!"  Xander
whimpered at that.  "It's Ryan," he said more calmly. 
"Come back out." 


Ares
came over and squatted down, making a link between Ryan's voice and bringing
him out of this lost state.  "Do it again," he ordered. 
"I linked you two.   You can bring him out." 


"Xander,
it's Ryan.  Come on, time to come back."  Xander blinked at him
and he yanked on his hair again.  "It's me, come on.  Time to
come back."  Xander whimpered and dropped the sword, then started to
cry.  "Shh, I've got you," he soothed, holding him. 
"I've got you, it's all right.  You're down now." 


"I
tried," he gasped. "I tried so hard to keep it under control but it
surged during lunch.  I don't know why!"  He looked at
Cupid.  "What did I do?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted. "Strife'll find out.  Grandma, could
use the help?  Please?"  She nodded and went with him.  The
scent on them got the rest of the small village and their animals.  He
didn't care and his priestess was ready to start pushing. 


Ares
hauled Xander up, making the kid look at him.  "Go soak in the
pool." 


"I'm
sore," he whispered. 


"That's
fine.  Soak off the scent, Xander.  We'll vent it that way and bottle
the water later."  Xander nodded, letting Ryan walk him that
way.  He ran his hand through his hair, looking at Strife, who was
lounging against a wall in relief.  "Go find out what he did and if
it was done to him or not."  Strife disappeared.  He looked at
Hecate.  "You're not exactly helping, Auntie."  She snorted
and disappeared.  Ares looked up then around.  "We need some new
weather.  Some rain and wind to disperse it."  He went to call
in a favor to get it dispersed.  The whole city was already engulfed in it
and even Horatio was trying to hold on.  He went to get him, making it
rain on him.  Horatio shivered at the cold water.  "It'll clear
it off you.  He's down." 


"What
happened?" 


"We're
trying to figure that out.  Go home." 


Horatio
nodded, heading home quickly.  Before anyone could grab him in the
marketplace.  He walked in and found Strife in the dining room. 
"Was it the berries?" 


"I
haven't found a thing with them on it," he admitted.  "He was
having meat and cheese for lunch."  He held up the meat, sniffing
it.  "How would you tell?" 


"pH. 
The berries are fairly acidic."  He looked at him.  "Do we
have anything like litmus paper?" 


"There's
a natural plant that stinks whenever anything acid comes in contact with
it," he offered, bringing some to him.  Horatio walked around,
testing everything.  He found it on the silverware.  Strife licked
one and nodded.  "Yup, that's it." 


"This
wasn't Xander's doing." 


"Nope,
probably not.  Someone's a goner when Unc finds out."  He
gathered them up and headed to his uncle's temple, putting them in front of him
on the altar.  Horatio walked in a few minutes later, once he had changed.
"We've got it." 


"I
can find out who touched it.  I can pull fingerprints." 


"Huh. 
I forgot you and Ryan did that stuff."  He looked over as Ryan
stomped in.  "Shouldn't you be with my boy?" 


"I
asked a few of the priests who're soaking off the scent too to watch him. 
He's napping on one of the beds."  He looked at Horatio. 
"The charcoal from the smithy would do as fingerprint powder,
boss."  That got a nod so he went to get some, and some tape because
the priests still used tape to tie down bandages. Someone had imported it
probably but it'd work to capture the fingerprints.  He and Horatio got to
work on it, the berries made Horatio's hormones lay down and nap so he was
safe.  "Did he use one for lunch?" 


"It's
possible he's sensitive enough to rubbed against one," Ares said, sounding
tired.  He yawned.  Ryan grinned at him.  "Unless you want
to clean the stables again, I'd wipe it," he said firmly. 


"Xander
in normal mode is enough to wear out a strong man, Lord Ares.  When he's
like that I would expect him to wear you into needing a short catnap.  A
lesser God would need a real nap."  Ares snorted at that but it was a
compliment.  "Sorry if I overstep myself, but was there a guard on
the house?" 


"There
was.  He's nearly dead from the strain," Ares said grimly. 
"When he wakes up I'll get him to tell me who was in there with him."



Horatio
pulled off a fingerprint and blew gently across it.  He handed it to
Ares.  "That's their fingerprint.  I know Xander's and Ryan's
already.  It's not ours." 


Ares
looked at it, then at him.  "Good work, Horatio." 


"It
is what we do, Lord Ares." 


"True. 
Strife, find this person," he snapped. 


Strife
took it to compare, finding them and bringing them back a few hours
later.  Ryan was pacing in the temple waiting on him.
"Here."  He gave the kid a shove. 


Ryan
looked at him, glaring at the teenager.  "You were in our
house?" he said calmly. 


"I
wasn't." 


"Your
fingerprint and essence was found in our house," he countered.  The
kid swallowed.  "Why?" 


"I
was paid."  Horatio came out and he gaped, then looked at Ryan. 
"I was paid by Lord Tysdit!  I swear!  He wanted the dark one
for himself!  Said with him he could gain Ares' and Cupid's ears for
favors!  I didn't mean to hurt anyone!" 


"Any
children that are born you should help birth.  Your actions caused Xander
to spike to the point where the animals outside the city were affected,"
Horatio said grimly.  "Lord Strife?" 


"That's
perfectly reasonable to me," he promised.  "Hey,
Unc?"  Ares appeared.  "The kid's a flunky. He was paid so
Tysdit could steal Xander to get yours and Cupid's ears.  Horatio said he
should have to birth the babies who came to be." 


"He
should," he agreed.  "That's a reasonable punishment.  Send
him to Hera's to help with the healing and the marriages that'll be
upcoming."  The kid gaped.  "You made them do that and get
hurt. You'll help them heal.  When the last one is born, you'll be allowed
out of punishment."  He whimpered.  "Tough." 


"Only
women help birth babies!" he said, his lip quivering.  "I'm not
female." 


"I
can change that for you," Ryan promised, hand on his sword.  The kid
backed away and bowed, then allowed Horatio to walk him off.  Ryan looked
at Ares.  "I want to be there to help you bring him down.  He
tried to bribe one of the other priests a few weeks back." 


"I
heard.  You can help.  You and the kid both," he said with an
evil looking grin.  Ryan grinned back and bowed, then headed back to
Cupid's.  "He's got balls." 


"Yeah,
more than I do," Strife agreed.  He yawned.  "I'm gonna
nap." 


"Go." 
Strife disappeared and Ares checked the city, seeing how many of his people
were going to be in trouble. 


***



Horatio
walked into Hera's temple with the boy, handing him to the high
priestess.  "It was decided that since he was paid to spread the
berry's gel on our things to get Xander that he should help heal those who need
it and help deliver the children he caused to come into being.  Then he'll
be free of his punishment."  Hera appeared.  "Lady Hera."



"I
heard, Horatio.  It is reasonable," she agreed coldly. 
"Take him to the medical ward.  We do have some injuries from
today.  Let him see the one who fell from the ladder and died because of
it as well."  The priestess bowed and drug the boy off. "It is a
unique punishment." 


"It
will also give him a way to earn his own way later in life so that none need to
pay him," he offered respectfully, hands going to his hips. 
"Xander is better now.  He's resting." 


"Thank
you.  Did you find all the sources?" 


"As
far as I could tell but I was going to ask Lord Ares for one of his hunting
dogs to see if they could sniff out more."  She nodded at that,
cracking a smile.  "Do you have need of me, Lady Hera?" 


"No,
Horatio, you've done well today.  Go soothe the boy.  He's unduly
distressed." 


"He
is gentle and he had no intention of doing this." 


"I
know.  None will punish him and I'm quite certain Ares will make the
problem known very shortly."  He nodded and bowed, then left, going
back to help Ryan with Xander.  She sent a thought at Ares, getting back a
smug, content thought about he would be exposed publically.  It was the
only high point of today.  That and the increase in the birth rate. 
At least a quarter of the city and surrounding areas' women were pregnant and
most of the animals as well.  She and Aphrodite would be doing a great
many weddings soon. 


***



Ryan
bowed at Ares' feet a few days later.  "Your horse refuses to stay,
Lord Ares.  She's been nibbling on Xander's hair and trying to nibble on
Horatio's suit."  That got a smirk.  "May I take care of
her for you?" 


"You're
keeping him in control?"  Ryan nodded.  "Fully?" 


"He's
so far down at the moment he's nearly at Horatio's original level," he
said proudly.  "Thank you for excusing me from practice for the last
few days to do that." 


"It
was worthwhile, Ryan.  As long as you keep Xander down, you can keep the
horse." 


"Thank
you, Lord Ares.  I'll take good care of both of them."  He bowed
again and grinned.  "Does she have a name?" 


"No,
but the stablehands thinks she's a princess Aphrodite changed for being
vain," he said dryly. 


"Then
I'll name her Princess, thank you."  He backed out and went out to
practice, putting his horse in the stables.  "Stay here for now and
we'll go eat more of Xander's hair later."  The horse dug into the
food he put in her stall with her and he went to jump into the training of the
new cadets.  He was good enough for that.  The priests nodded at his
training style and he picked a few who *really* needed the boost of
self-confidence to help personally. 


Ares
came out to watch him, nodding at his performance.  Xander came a few
hours later to lay an offering on the altar, then came out to watch.  Ares
looked at him. "Pick one."  Xander looked at him.
"Now."  Xander shrugged and took a practice sword, picking the
most cocky guy out there to work with.  Within a few minutes he was less
cocky and pouting.  Ares laughed at that and crossed his arms over his
chest.  "Now teach him correctly."  Xander nodded and
showed him the right way to do what he was trying to do, getting a nod. 
Ryan mirrored him.  When it came time for Ryan to teach a new move, he
used Xander as a demonstration model.  Xander mirrored it back.  The
cadets all 'oohed' at Ryan nearly tripping but he rolled back to his feet,
getting some claps for it.  "You should be learning that and Ryan
should better learn his terrain." 


"There
wasn't a rock there until a second ago," Ryan panted.  He looked at
Xander.  "You're so spanked later," he hissed in Spanish. 
Xander just smirked and took Ryan's students to work with. They were happy to
work with him, his standards were less than Ryan's but he still got them up to
the same spot.  Just a different way. 


Ares
nodded.  They were good.  "You two, stay after.  It's time
you learned to fight together."  Xander nodded and went back to
teaching.  The bragger was doing it again and Ryan smacked him with the
blade of his sword, making him yelp and Ares laugh. 


"Pay
attention or I'm wounding you and making you do it that way," he said
coolly.  "Your ego is out of control." 


"I
can beat you and him," he sneered, nodding at Xander. 


"Really?"
Ryan said with a smirk.  "Lord Ares, which one would you like him to
prove that with?" 


"Xander's
the lesser skilled.  Let him.  Xander, control." 


"I
will."  The class moved and the priests looked at Xander, who
snarled.  They got out of the way too.  "Come on, little
boy.  Come to your spanking."  Horatio walked out. 
"In a minute, dear.  He thinks he can beat me and Ryan." 
The kid lunged and Xander beat him badly.  By the end the kid had a bunch
of small cuts and a lot more bruises from sword swats.  Xander, however,
was frowning.  "It's too heavy I think." 


"It
is," Ryan agreed.  "I think you should be using something longer
but lighter." 


Ares
considered it and manifested a sword, handing it to him.  "Spar with
Ryan with that."  Xander felt it and grimaced.
"Tough."  Xander nodded and attacked him, but the balance was
throwing him off.  Ares changed the sword in the middle of a lunge and
Xander stumbled but it was better.  He shifted his stance and it was much
better.  The katana was easier and fit better in his hands. 
"That one I think."  Xander got Ryan against the stables, making
Ares laugh.  "So much for his ego too," he joked. 


Ryan
frowned at him.  "I don't have a swelled head, Lord Ares." 
He shoved Xander off then went after him again, making him dance backward and
fall down but come back up with a grimace and start off again.  Ryan
lunged, laughing when Xander tripped again.  "Having fun?" 


Xander
smirked and let some of his control slip, making Ryan moan.  "Yes, I
am."  He went back to his former style, side and rear attacks, making
Ryan moan when he got his side.  "Ha!"  He lunged again and
the sword was changed with a snap of the fingers.  This one, it was longer
and it felt perfect to him.  Xander sped up, making Ryan keep up with his
boundless energy.  Finally Ryan pulled him in and kissed him, making him
moan and cling to his chest.  "Okay, do my hair?" 


"You
did win one round, I got the other so I get a backrub when I'm done?" 


"Agreed." 
He stole another kiss and they bowed to the priests and Ares.  "With
your leave, Lord Ares?" 


"Have
it. Keep the sword, practice once a week so you and Ryan get used to working
together now."  They nodded and left, taking Horatio home. 
"Ryan, horse?"  He came back and got Princess out, walking her
away, boosting Xander onto her back to make him laugh.  They pulled
Horatio up too and he let them ride her back to the house and the small stable
behind it. 


***



The
three immortals and Speed all looked out as the portal opened again and luggage
came flying out. 


"Gee,
they did take Xander," Speed noted dryly, going out to help. He was almost
run over by an elephant.  Then again this was Xander's house so things
were supposed to be strange here.  A few more bags got tossed out.
"Can't you pack it on the elephant or something?" he called. 


"Not
mine," Horatio called.  He came through in a gap.  He looked at
Speed.  He was wearing the same shirt he had put on that morning. 
His hair was messy, he had been running his hands through it, and it was down
to his shoulders in the back.  He stepped closer and Speed pulled him in,
kissing him. "I'm home." 


"You
are home and you have princess hair.  We'll have to fix that." 
He walked Horatio out of the way of the second elephant.  "It's going
to step on stuff," he called.  A breeze blew out and moved most
everything out of the way.  Horatio got that one.  "Let me
guess, the elephants are Ryan's?" 


"Bribes
to bring Tumie back some day," he said dryly. 


"Tumie? 
The level eight who disappeared a few years back, that guy?"  Horatio
nodded. "Oh. Hell.  No wonder!  Guys, come help!  We've got
another one being rescued!"  Don and Danny came out, Eric trailing
behind them with bottles of water.  Fourteen guards came out, two leading
horses that were packed with things.  And Ryan, who looked like he was
asleep.  The rest hefted things, sorting them into groupings and then
bowing at Tumie and Xander before leaving. 


Xander
stepped through last, smiling at one and stroking his cheek.  "Tell
him we'll see Jace within the month.  As soon as I'm no longer tied to the
bed," he ordered quietly. 


"Yes,
Xander."  He bowed deeper and ran off.  The portal closed. 


Xander
had to fight to get his shirt from it.  "I like this shirt.  Let
it go!"  He concentrated and it reopened just enough to let him go,
and a new thing flew out.  He caught it and looked at it.
"Sure.  Just as soon as I'm not tied to the bed I'll go visit
Jace."  He grinned and ran over to pounce Danny and Don. 
"I'm back!" 


"I'm
nearly scared," Danny teased, hugging him. 


Don
looked at the wound-up hair.  "How long were you there?  Horatio
has princess hair like you do.  Yours was trimmed." 


"Two
years."  He stole a kiss and grinned.  "Only a quarter of
it is mine.  I swear.  Oh, we need to get Tumie in to see someone
*today*.  They stuck a bar on him to semi-castrate him and it's showing
signs of infection." 


"I'll
call someone," Eric agreed, watching Ryan nap. "I see he's
vigilant."  He pulled out his phone and dialed.  "Jessup,
Delko.  Send an ambulance to Xander's house for a newly unkidnaped GHS
please?  Yeah, he's been semi-castrated, whatever that means.  Xander
said so.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "Why is he
napping?" 


"There
was a celebration since I came home," Tumie called.  "Don't
worry, the forty virgin dancers wore him out." 


"Hell,
they wore me out," Xander complained. 


Don
gave him an odd look.  "How many were virgins this morning?" 


"None
of them were my fault.  I danced with them.  Ryan was off playing
with the other guards trying to keep our asses *there* and safe."  He
shrugged. "Ryan, get off your nag!" he yelled.  Ryan snapped
awake and looked around then relaxed and spotted Eric, coming over to hug him. 


"We'll
be talking." 


"Xander's
got a ticklish belly button."  He gave him a squeeze.  "I'm
better trained too." 


"Good.
I can feel the new muscle."  He pushed him back some. 
"Forty virgins?" 


"Yeah,
dancing for Tumie to send him on a fond voyage home and to entice him to come
back.  This morning he sanctified all but one's marriage.  She didn't
have anyone and we weren't going to bring her home.  You might try to
adopt her."  Eric gave him a look. "She's beautiful." 


"She
might've snuck into one of the bags," Xander called. 


"Point." 
He went to look in the bags.  "Xander, can you maybe locate
her?" 


Xander
concentrated.  "Purple flowers?" 


Ryan
went looking and found that one, finding her sleeping in it with the purple
flowers.  "Looks like Miami has another runaway
immigrant."  He helped her out and stood her up.  He pointed at
Eric when she tried to hug him. "He's mine."  She pouted at him
and walked over to hug him.  Eric moaned. "Told you you'd adopt
her."  He spotted the ambulance and went inside to let it in. 
Then he pointed at the redhead in the cream silk.  "Him, guys. 
It's starting to infect and he's been weak and lethargic.  He's just
gotten home. They basically put two warm pieces of gold on either side of his
ball sac and then drove small spikes through it to pierce anything that wasn't
a vein or the main nerve." They shuddered at that.  "He's been
gone for a while now and it's starting to heal in but it infected for some
reason."  They walked over to talk to him, leading him off. 
"We'll watch your horse and your elephants," he called. "Come
see us when you get out, Tumie." 


"Thank
you, dear.  I'll come back soon."  He waved and let himself be
loaded into an ambulance. 


Xander
looked at the elephants.  "We need hay." 


"Where
would you get hay in Miami?" Speed asked.  He was having a surreal
moment. 


"Call
the animal store.  They'd know," Don offered.  He looked at the
other things. "How much of that is his?" 


Ryan
coughed.  "See the bags in the pile I rescued her from?  That's
Xander's new magic collection from Hershal.  He died a few months ago. He
was about a hundred and sixteen our years.  The pile of blue bags are
gifts Xander got given to sanctify marriages and promote wedding night
fertility and lust.  Tumie was doing it, he made Xander help when he
started to get sicker.  The few green bags are gifts from the admirers in
the city and the few other places we visited.  Including some that Tumie
hated and gave over.  Like his hair sticks.  Oh, and the two red bags
are clothes from all of us.  Horatio's got a bag of his own.  I've
got two bags on the back of my horse."  Eric gave him an odd
look.  "He's going to Vegas to live at Jace's.  Ares said
so."  He looked at Danny and Don again, who were gaping. 
"And the rest is all Tumie's."  That was the two largest piles
and what was on the other horse and the elephants.  "We should strip
them down, Xander." 


"We
should.  Someone call and get them hay and stuff."  He came over
to unbuckle things and strip off the packing straps and baskets.  They
were all put with Tumie's stuff in the garage.  Xander and Ryan carried
their stuff into the rec room/practice room.  And then Xander growled and
pounced Danny.  "I want sex, now.  I need it.  I want
it.  And if I don't get it I'm tying you down and licking you until you
beg me to top." 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed, leading him back to the bedroom.  "Don, do the animal
stuff then come relieve me before I die?" 


"Sure,"
he called, going to call their pet store.  "Hi.  We just got a
newly rescued person dropped off on our doorstep with animals.  I'm not
sure where I go to get hay for them.  No, two elephants and two horses
actually.  That's what I said. Yeah.  Oh, on the news," he told
Ryan and Eric as they walked in.  Ryan shrugged and drug Eric back to one
of the guest rooms.  "Really?  How much?"  He
smiled.  "I can be there in a couple of minutes.  Thank
you."  He hung up and grabbed Xander's wallet, heading out with
it.  Only their boy could come home with another GHS member, four animals,
and enough luggage to pack the entire royal family of Great Britain. 


***



Speed
looked his boy over once they made it to Don's room, paying attention to his
back.  "You still have a lump here." 


"It
doesn't hurt today but I need to see someone."  He held up a
hand.  "Call Philip and then come cuddle me?" 


Speed
stripped down and called while he cuddled. "Hey, it's Speedle. Is Philip
in?  Horatio's having a problem with his back and there's a small
lump.  Just give him my name, Janice, he'll take the call.  Sure,
I'll hold."  He stroked through the longer red hair.  "You
definitely need a trim tonight and we're taking tomorrow off."  He
smiled at the cheerful voice.  "Philip, it's Speed.  No, he's
okay, but he's got a lump on his back and he's had some pain.  No,
recently kidnaped.  We just got him back.  We're at Xander's
actually.  Yeah, him.  I was going to ask you to take them on anyway,
man.  There's too much strange shit in their lives as is.  Yeah,
Xander's a member too.  Ten."  He grinned. 
"Thanks."  He hung up.  "I can only cuddle you until
he gets here." 


"Join
with me, Speed," he ordered.  "We'll be gentle but it's been two
years since I've been touched by you."  He swallowed. "I did let
them cuddle, I'm sorry." 


"I'm
not.  Danny's got a friend who told us how long it'd be for you
guys," he promised, stroking through his hair, giving him a smile. "I
would've understood if you had broken your vows to me. That was an extreme
circumstance.  I'm not mad that they got cuddles.  You needed
them."  He sniffed him. "You smell off." 


"There
was some berries there that suppressed it some.  I'm down around a level
one now.  At least for a while longer." 


"Huh. 
Did they work on the little trouble magnet?"  Horatio moaned and
shook his head.  "No?" 


"No. 
He's allergic.  He surged badly.  Cupid had to take care of him personally." 
Speed looked confused.  Horatio stood up carefully and slid out of his
pants, letting Speed see his claim marking, the tattoo of his name that he had
gotten when they had gotten married.  "The two little marks at the bottom. 
I was helping at Aphrodite's temple, teaching what a marriage should be,"
he said quietly.  "And we're all Cupid's.  Somehow they were
there." 


Speed
pulled him down to kiss him, then his forehead.  "It's all right,
you're home now, Horatio.  You're mine and you're home.  I don't mind
that they did that. It kept you safer and mine."  He stroked over
him, making sure he was all right in every other way.  He got up to get
the bottle of lube he had borrowed, sliding in behind his boy again. 
"I'm here and you're mine.  Say it." 


"I'm
yours.  You're my keeper and my sanity," he vowed.  He relaxed
with a small whimper as Speed stretched him.  "Please?" 


"Shh. 
What did you do to solve it, Horatio?" 


"Toys. 
They had a room full of toys attached to the walls and a pool with toys on the
benches.  I imagined you but it wasn't the same." 


Speed
smiled as he slid in.  "Good to know."  He rocked them
gently, back and forth, in and out, bringing his poor mate over the edge
quickly.  "I'll get you again in a while.  I love you." 


"I
love you," he said, taking his hand, putting them over his tattoo. 
It felt right to him.  He closed his eyes, feeling a warm glow go over
him. 


Speed
tried to move but it didn't let him.  It did stop on the top of his
head.  "What is that, Horatio?" 


"I'm
not sure.  I saw it at the temple a few times.  Plus in the church
there. Just relax.  It's beneficial I'm sure."  He felt Speed
relax and the glow finished, meeting above their heads in between them. He
heard what had been requested in the Goddess' voice and sighed. "They
wanted us with them." 


"They're
selfish." 


"We're
family." 


"We're
still mortal." 


Ryan
walked in and closed the door, leaning against it.  "Out of everyone
that any of us have met, you've impacted us the most.  Not only would we
miss you but we'd miss having you there with us.  We're a family, guys,
and we want you to join the family. This is the only way we could." 
He came over and touched their throats, the new necklaces sitting on
them.  "When you're ready to move on, take them off. But if one dies,
you both go," he said quietly.  "Before you say a word, I
asked.  Xander feels the same way but I'm the one who asked her.  We
were talking about it when he brought me lunch. One of the trainers brought up
the fact that we'd lose you guys and it'd devastate us to the core of our
beings."  The necklaces sank in, all but the clasp.  It looked
like a beautifully colored and realistic looking tattoo now with the Goddess
Aphrodite's sigil hanging off it.  He touched the clasps. 
"They're there.  In a few hours, the skin will grow over them but you
can still get to it.  It'll just take a few minutes to give you time to
think."  He looked at Speed.  "We need you two. More than
we need each other.  Eric and I will probably break out some year soon -
he's getting antsy and wants a woman again.  You're the ones that hold
this family together.  You two and Xander.  That's why we're all his
harem according to the demons," he finished with a small smile. 
"Please don't make us face that agony soon." 


"That's
dirty," Speed said coolly. 


Ryan
nodded. "Yeah, but think about it this way, Speed.  You'll have
however long you want just like you are now, all to love Horatio." 
Speed melted at that. "He'll be your boy as long as you keep those
on.  Nothing like what we are, you have to keep them on.  No extra
prayers or anything.  You guys are what Aphrodite wants from her love
matches.  We're watching you two to see how to have a real relationship.
So wear them, please?" he begged. 


"We
will, Ryan.  Go back to Eric." 


"He's
pouting and wants to spank me."  He hugged them both and went to help
Don for a few minutes.  Eric came out and drug him off by the wrist again,
making him come back to bed. "You were pouting." 


"I'm
still going to spank you later," he vowed, slamming the door. 


"My
Tim," Horatio said quietly, squeezing his hand. 


Speed
moaned.  "Say it again, Horatio." 


"Timmy. 
Please?  I'll feel better if you have me some more.  Your touch is
the best pain killer ever made."  Speed felt himself get hard and
reinserted himself, making Horatio groan.  "Please, Tim? 
Please!" 


Tim
moved, slowly.  "I'm going to claim you like I should, Horatio. 
Every inch of you will be begging for me by the time I let you go in a few
hours."  He inched out slowly then inched back in even more slowly.
It was a test of his patience.  He wanted nothing more than to put Horatio
on his knees and pound him into the headboard.  Or to spank him for being
taken again, one of the two or both.  "What way do you want to do this?"
he asked. 


"On
my back, I want to see you." 


"What
about your back?" 


"Prop
my hips up, Tim. If I was in better shape, I'd ask for you to tie my knees to
the headboard."  Tim moaned and went to find something to do
that.  Two pillows under his hips to ease it, one going width wise, the
one on top cradling his lower back as well.  Another pillow was tried but
Horatio shook his head.  "Too high."  It was tossed aside
and Tim looked down at him.  He smiled at the love he showed, reaching up
to stroke his face.   "I missed having stubble burn. 
Please?" 


"You'll
have plenty tonight," he vowed, moving back inside him and starting off
slowly again.  The longer he could draw this out, the more insane Horatio
would become.  "Need something?" he teased a minute later. 


"Ring,"
he panted.  "So I can finish in you."  Tim moaned and
tensed up, nodding at that.  They didn't do it often but if Horatio wanted
to claim him as well, he was his husband and it would be good.  It would
make him feel like he was home again.  "I got naughty ideas at the
temple.  They had a swing with a toy attachment.  Xander loved that
thing often."  Speed laughed and worked on his boy, going a bit
faster now.  His control was ready to shatter.  He finally gave up
and went his usual speed, making Horatio moan and wiggle underneath him, making
him beg and groan his name with noises that made his brain rot and his insides
turn to mush.  He came because he had to, Horatio needed it from him and
he couldn't hold back.  He untied him and let Horatio turn him onto his
back and prepare him then slide in. 


"Want
me on top?" Speed panted, clutching Horatio's arms. 


"Screw
my back, Tim.  I have sick time.  I need this to feel like I'm
home."  He sped up, doing it as best he could with the way his back
was screaming at him.  He came and Speed caught him, holding him close,
just holding him for now.  "I'm home." 


"You're
home," he vowed.  "You're staying home.  The next time some
barbarian wants you, he can go through me." 


"Xander
killed him before he could do more than touch my hair and my face and make
disgusting hand motions at my crotch.  He decided to have a snack for
energy first. He was seriously greasy as well." 


"I
should see if Xander can revive him so I can kill him again."  Speed
flipped them onto their sides, letting Horatio wrap himself around him. 
Someone tapped.  "We're good." 


"The
doc's here," Don called, bringing in a small tray with drinks and a
snack.  "I figured you two could use it.  You two okay?" 


"We're
good," Horatio said, smiling at him.  "The tattoos mean that
Xander's found his spot, Don.  They protected us." 


"What
tattoos?"  Speed shrugged. "Okay then. Let me get your doc in
here.  I've already signed us all up to go see him soon for our
physicals."  He nodded once he was in the hall.  "They're
cuddling." 


"Cuddling
is good for them."  He smiled. "Go cuddle your
lover."  Don nodded and walked across the hall, slipping in and
shutting the door again. Philip walked in.  "I could've sworn I said
no sex, Speed," he complained as he shut the door. 


"I
needed it, Philip.  Someone had me and I needed him.  I haven't been
touched in a while." 


"I
noticed the hair.  Realm or plane?" 


"Xander
said realm.  Let me guess, you know some?" 


"Yeah,
I'm a former Watcher.  It's the family business you know," he said dryly,
smirking at him.  "That's why I don't blink at you guys." 
He looked at the lump.  "What did you do and how long has it
been?" 


"Two
years," Horatio offered. "And a few hours here." 


"Okay. 
What treatments did you use?" 


"Some
minor massage, some heated rocks.  One time with something that felt like
a chiropractor." 


"Even
better," he agreed.  "Rest more fully on Speed so I can press
and prod."  Horatio snuggled in on top of his husband, whispering at
him.  He did yelp once.  "Sorry.  It does look like it
slipped, Horatio.  I'm going to prescribe an antibiotic and a scan to look
at it.  We hopefully won't have to do surgery.  Got it?" 
Horatio nodded, putting his head back down.  "Can you go
tonight?" 


"I'm
taking tomorrow off to get a hair cut.  The guys at the station would
laugh at the hair." 


"They
don't laugh at Xander's hair but he's a princess and they all know it,"
Speed teased. "You're not usually a princess."  Horatio gave him
a look and he grinned.  "You're not." 


"I'm
not a princess.  I'm a prince.  I'm every bit male, Timothy." 


Speed
shivered.  "Hmm, sounds like you need a spanking too." 


"Not
until his back is better," Philip ordered.  "Gentle
cuddling.  Non-energetic sex in the spooning position if you must. 
Nothing else, Speed." 


"Yes,
Phil." 


"Thank
you."  He stroked over Horatio's spine.  "The rest looks
okay.  Still having the stress aches?" 


"Not
for two years.  Xander spoiled me often with massages." 


"Good. 
You're off work until I see whether or not you need surgery.  It'll give you
time to deal with the elephants having sex on the lawn."  He gave
them a knowing look and left. 


"Maybe
he can donate them to a wildlife reinsertion program," Speed offered. 


"Both
elephants are male, Speed. They weren't gay last night."  They shared
a look.  "XANDER, QUIT BROADCASTING SO LOUD!" he yelled.
"NOW!  YOU'RE AFFECTING THE ANIMALS AGAIN!" 


"Sorry,"
floated that way.  "Can't control it, Danny keeps breaking my
concentration."  The sound of a slap.  "Ow! 
Meany!  Spank me again and I'm going to sleep with Ryan!" 


"Mine,"
Eric called, slamming that door.  "If you come in here, you're both
ours'." 


Danny
opened their bedroom door.  "That's an interesting image.  I'll
remember that for when I'm too tired to pop him again."  Eric opened
his.  "They did?" 


"Ryan
and a lot of toys." 


"Huh. 
Want him now?" 


Eric
smirked.  "After I make Ryan beg for bringing home a
horse."  That got an evil smirk from Danny.  "Are we all
going to Jace's?" 


"Probably
could.  It's a refuge."  He smirked evilly as he closed the door
and went back to tormenting Xander with Don's help.   They all moaned
as the surge snapped over them and then suddenly crested.  At the
crescendo, Xander squealed and screamed, then it drifted down slowly, just
fading off on the breeze. 


Speed
and Horatio shared a look.  "Someone is going to be wondering why
Miami had a sudden birth surge in nine months."  Horatio groaned and
tickled him, making him squeal and shriek and wiggle underneath him.



[bookmark: _Toc300424693]Games


 



Danny and the
others watched as Xander packed.  A relatively small bag considering what
he was.  Most GHS packed their entire wardrobes for a mere weekend
away.  Xander seemed to be packing mostly jeans and leathers. 
"Good clothes," Danny ordered. 


Xander got into
his closet, looking at the suits Horatio had helped him shop for while he was
supposed to be resting.  "What are you guys doing while Ryan and I
will be gone?" 


"Ryan's
going?" 


"Yuppers. 
We were ordered to bring both of us."  He looked at Danny and
shrugged.  "That's what was told to us."  He went back to
deciding, putting two suits into the suitcase carefully.  Horatio would
complain if he wrinkled them.  Ryan walked in and dropped his bag. 
"Think that's enough?" 


"It's only
for a week, Xander." 


"Point." 
He grinned and looked, then packed his shoes carefully, including his good
dress shoes.  Then he got his toiletries bag and tossed it inside before
closing his suitcase.  "Okay, now I need to decide what to
wear." 


"Wear the
blue pants," Danny ordered.  Xander grinned and pulled out the gauzy
blue pants he had recently bought.  He looked at Ryan.  "Why you
two?" 


"Notice the
marks on his hips?" Ryan countered.  Danny groaned and nodded. 
He had looked the marks up and called Oz when he had found out they were the
marks of Gods.  "They were kinda there." 


"Jace...." 
He shook his head.  "Never mind.  She's one of the few that
old.  Are you guys stopping in on Adam on the way back?"  Xander
nodded. "Good.  Ray's pouting."  He grinned.  "We're
going to be having some light days of crime while you're gone and going through
those stupid bags."  Xander blushed.  "Then we'll talk
about what's going and what's staying.  Speaking of, when is Tumie getting
out?" 


"Two
days.  I went to visit him last night, his keeper was there sobbing on
him," Ryan promised.  "So the elephants and horse will be gone
shortly afterward. Plus all the stuff in the garage.  I'm hoping no one
else snuck in." 


"I
checked," Don called from the hallway, leaning in.  "Xander,
fiscal responsibility while in Vegas?" 


"Of
course."  He pouted at him.  "I'm not a big gambler. 
Though I do want to try baccarat."  He shrugged and grinned. 
"It looks like it's an easy game to learn."  He snapped his
fingers and went into the practice room, looking at the bags.  He picked
up one but when he opened it what he wanted wasn't there.  He tried
another one, and it was there.  He pulled out the small bag, making Ryan
moan.  "I swear I'm going to have a few implanted so we're never
without money, wherever I may be stolen to." 


"I'd like to
stay in this dimension for a while," Ryan complained, leaning against the
wall.  "Pull out the hair stuff."  Xander gave him a
look.  "Not the gaudy gold stuff you wore during wedding ceremonies,
the other stuff."  Xander nodded and found that bag again, pulling that
large bag out. 


Don blinked. 
"That bag is bigger than what you pulled it out of," he
complained.  Xander kissed him as he walked past him. 
"Danny?" he called when his mind cleared.  Danny came in. 
"Xander's hair thing bag was longer than the bag it got pulled out
of.  How is that possible?" 


"It squished
down?" 


"No, it was a
solid tube."  They looked at the bags and moaned.  If that was
true, there was enough space in them to pack all of Europe's clothes in there,
plus all the fabric for the next sixty years' fashions as well.  That was
something only a GHS could need sixty of.  They came over and picked up
the one on top, pouring it out.  When the pile got a few inches high, Don
walked it off, letting it spill the whole way.  He squeaked at some of the
things coming out.  Including the few dead animals.  Finally, nothing
more came out.  He looked, he had walked a six-foot distance. 
"Xander!" he yelled.  Xander leaned in.  "What are
these?" 


"Um,
everlasting.  Don't rip them or everything in them will be sucked into a
black hole forever and ever.  It's magical," he said at Danny's glare
in his direction.  "Something quantum, don't ask me. I sucked at
science."  He went back to working on his hair.  "How do I
wear my hair with a suit?" 


"Pulled back
from your face so you look serious, but loose down your back," Ryan
offered.  He came over to help and Xander smiled at that look. 
"Even if it does need brushed." 


"It
does," he sighed.  "Help me?" 


"It's your
hair." 


Xander grabbed his
brush and sat down to wear out his shoulders.  "Fine, but you get the
luggage." 


"Sure." 
Ryan shook his head and went to look.  He reopened the bag they had tried
to empty and pulled out whatever had been blocking the opening, walking another
two lines once it was down.  "Crossbows."  He gave it a
good shake and a few last things fell out.  "Presents for blessing
weddings.  He got bribed a few times to marry totally unsuitable people
who were rich because of the kids on the way."  He shrugged and
walked off after he picked up something. "I didn't know I put my bracelet
in your bag." 


"It was
probably on the dresser and I dropped it in there," Xander admitted. 
"Did you get your earring?"  Ryan walked back out, finding the
blood red ruby, sticking it back in with a hiss as he walked off again. 


Danny looked at
Don.  "Why do we put up with Xander?" he asked quietly. 


"We'd be
terminally bored?" Don offered. 


"Let's see
how that works for us this upcoming week," he suggested. 


Don shrugged.
"You know I'll be more bored than you will be."  He went to help
Xander with his hair.  He liked Xander's hair.  Maybe he'd let his
grow in a few hundred years.  "How are you wearing it on the
plane?" 


"Braided down
my back." 


"French or
just plain, ponytail from the bottom braid?" Don asked, picking up a clip.



"Either's
fine." 


"You've got
some breakage and some shorter pieces," Ryan pointed out.  Don
shrugged and french braided his hair, using the small silver clip to seal the
ends.  "That works.  You do that so much better than I
do."  Xander grinned at him.  "It is relaxing to play with
your hair.  On bad cases, I'll drag you in to pet in the
station."  Don giggled at that.  "I will."  He
shrugged and fussed with his own hair.  "We ready?" 


"We're
done," Xander assured him, turning to kiss Don.  "Thank
you." 


"Put on a
shirt and grab your carry-on," he reminded him.  Xander grinned and
pulled out a darker purple shirt.  "Doesn't match and isn't that one
mine?"  Xander handed it over and pulled on a light blue button up,
sliding it over his head and doing the last few buttons.  He slid into his
sneakers and stole another kiss, then went to get one from Danny. 


"Be
safe.  Sword?"  Xander grabbed it from the rack and waved
it.  "Be good and be safe.  Don't blow your wad at the
tables." 


"I
won't."  He grabbed his carry-on from the doorway, petted his babies
and Don's puppy, then left with Ryan.  "They think I'm horribly
inexperienced." 


"You can
be," Ryan pointed out.  "I heard you had to ask Stella how to do
laundry."  He got in to drive. 


"Of course I
did.  All I knew was the 'soaking demon goo' method."  He put
his bags into the back and climbed in, buckling up.  "I still have to
replace my car." 


"Get
something sporty and flashy this time, but classic," he offered, turning
so he could back down until he could turn around.  Then he headed out
through the gate, checking to make sure it had closed behind them.  He
drove them to the airport.  "Which airline?" 


"Private. 
I don't want seatmates today." 


"Sure." 
He grinned at him.  "You're so spoiled." 


"I know I
am."  He grinned back, beaming really.  "I'm very proud of
my spoiled level. Speed said I should be when I let Horatio talk me into buying
suits." 


"Good. 
At least you'll have some." 


"I've got two
in the bag.  Danny suggested it." 


"At least you
didn't bring one of the other bags." 


"No, they'd
get scared if I took all the clothes with me. Plus then I'd have to do a lot of
laundry.  I have way too many clothes." 


"I know but
it's occasionally a good thing.  After all, I borrowed a shirt the other
day.  When will Horatio be back?" 


"Two more
weeks."  He waved at the guard as they pulled up to the fence. 
"Harris.  Private flight?" 


"Park beside
the terminal and check in, sirs."  They nodded and did that while he
marked them off his list.  Security was very tight today for some reason. 


Xander got out and
headed inside, using his sunglasses to hold up the few broken pieces that kept
getting into his face.  "I'd put on a headband but it'd look stupid
and I'd look even more like a girl." 


"You would,"
Ryan agreed, grinning at him.  "Not the first time that mistake was
made." 


"Yeah, but I
slapped the last one."  He waited patiently behind the man in the
robes and headdress in front of them.  When it was their turn, he walked
up and smiled.  "Hi, Harris and Wolfe, to Vegas.  Private
flight?" 


She looked in her
computer and nodded. "I do see your reservation, sir, and I see there's a
note here asking if you'd take on an extra passenger.  We have a diplomat
needing to go that way and his party overfilled his chosen plane." 


Xander looked at
Ryan, who shrugged.  "It'll be fine.  He can retreat to the back
and we'll nap," Ryan offered. 


"I'm nice
that way but he pays his own way," Xander told her.  She nodded and
clicked a few keys, accepting the offer.  One of the men in desert gear
came back over. "Hi, Xander Harris.  You needed to hitch a
ride?" 


"We do. 
Unfortunately we overfilled out plane with the family that had said they didn't
want to go when we made plans," he said, his accent British.  "I
will gladly pay my own way." 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed happily enough.  "This is Ryan Wolfe.  He's my
buddy.  You know we're going to Vegas, right?"  He nodded. 
"Then that's fine."  He filled out the forms and they were led
to their gate by a guard, who checked their swords for them.  Ryan's sword
was longer and heavier than Xander's katana, but his fit his style
better.  "Be careful, they're priceless and special," he ordered
as his was slid into a safety tube. 


"Of course,
sir."  He noticed both boys looking around. "Something
wrong?" 


"Thought I
smelled my ex's perfume," Xander said, frowning some as he continued to
look.  He found a youngish looking woman staring at them.  He
grinned.  "I'll be right back."  He jogged over. 
"Hi, I'm Xander.  Who are you?" 


"Amanda,"
she said carefully.  "I don't want a challenge." 


"Good, I
don't like to fight."  She smiled and relaxed.  "The same
Amanda who let Macleod go?"  She groaned and nodded.  "He
came after me, that's how I know.  Richie said some decent things about
you.  I will mention it now.  If you hit my house I will take your
head," he offered quietly. 


"I don't
usually hit our kind," she promised.  "What are you?" 


"GHS." 
She gaped and he nodded.  "And the National Head's student." 


She swallowed.
"I know him.  You're safe enough.  Who's the other one?" 


"Ryan. 
He's going with me to Vegas to visit Jace.  Heading our way?" 


"No, I'm
heading to LA." 


"Oh. 
Well, be careful.  The strange in LA is getting kinda worse right
now.  Cordy was complaining about Angel not doing enough work recently and
the strange things bothering her again and messing up her clothes." 


"Sure,"
she agreed, not sure what he was talking about but it was a warning.  If
she figured it out, she'd listen to it.  "Have a nice trip. 
Jace's is a sanctuary and a very nice resort." 


"Cool." 
He grinned and went bouncing back to Ryan, who was frowning at something. 
"Her name's Amanda.  Richie said she's a great Lupin
impersonator."  He knew he and Ryan watched the same anime.  The
guard gave him an odd look.  "She's leaving town, she was in on
vacation." 


"Sure. 
As long as no one tries to stop her, I can't say a word."  He handed
over the locked tubes. "There you go, sirs.  Have a nice
flight." 


"Thank
you," Ryan agreed, taking them to put on their baggage trolley.  He
walked Xander off.  "She's a thief?" 


"Richie said
she's a world class thief." 


"Huh,"
he said slowly, considering it. 


"I told her
if she hit my house I'd be taking her head too." 


Ryan smiled at
that.  "I have no doubt the boys would stop her." 


"Hopefully
they're kicking back with beers and a game tonight.  They're awfully
uptight, Ryan." 


"It's the
present thing, Xander.  You got way more than they could've even
considered if they had thought it was possible." 


"Not like I
kept that city enslaved to my hormones," he pouted. 


"True. 
That was nice of you and they did give you back after their fertility ceremony
was done with.  I thought that was very special of them." 


"They only
wanted me to broadcast.  And hey, Horatio didn't laugh." 


"Where you
saw," Ryan countered with a grin.  "He went to the temple and
laughed there when Cupid did.  He had been hellishly pissed." 


"Not my
fault," he said with a pout.  He even stuck out his bottom lip
some.  "I was only going there to go play." 


"I know you
were," Ryan promised, patting him on the back.  "That's why you
started coming in for lessons."  Xander nodded at that.  Their
fellow passenger looked over at them. "Someone decided he should bless
their spring fertility festival." 


"Ah." 
He went back to his reading.  He mulled that over in his mind.  He
knew the woman they had talked to and it hadn't looked like they were old
friends.  "Your ex?" he offered. 


"No, but she
knew her," Xander admitted.  "More of a friend of a
friend.  So I wanted to meet her for that reason." 


"Interesting.
You do know what she does for a living?" he asked, looking at them. 


Xander nodded.
"Our mutual friend told me but who better to test our security at the
house?" 


"Good
point," he admitted.  "I'll have to consider doing that after
our next security upgrade.  It is a worthwhile use of the
skills."  He nodded and went back to reading until their flight was
called. They walked out there and he looked at the tubes. 
"Plans?" 


"Swords,
antiques," Ryan told him. 


"Ah.  Going
to show them or sell them?" 


"Talk to
someone about them," he said with a small shrug.  "We both got
given ours recently and I wanted to know more history on mine." 


"That's a
good thing.  Especially for insurance purposes." 


"It is,"
Ryan agreed happily enough.  They put their bags into one of the closets,
Xander's on top since he had fussy things, then the swords on top of
them.  They buckled in on a couch and the diplomat took the back of the
plane to read and leave them alone.  He looked at him.  "We've
got to figure out how to anchor the broken and shorter bits." 


"Bobby pins
would look odd and so would a headband.  I can use my sunglasses." 


"You can't
wear one pair and hold your hair back with another. Horatio would growl at you
for lack of sunglasses etiquette." 


Xander grinned at
that.  "Maybe.  We'll see a hairdresser out there at the spa I
booked time in." 


"Sure." 
He fingered the end of his braid. "It's about time to condition this thing
again." 


"I know, but
last time I couldn't get it all out before the water ran cold.  It took me
forever to get the conditioner out." 


"Try a leave
in." 


"Then I have
wet, limp hair all day." 


"Wash your
hair in a separate shower," the other man offered from the back. 
"Take a real shower, then come back after the water has had time to warm
to condition it."  He turned the page.  "My wife has hair
down to her waist and she has to do that as well." 


"Thank
you," Xander agreed happily.  "I hadn't thought about
that." 


He looked
over.  "Sometimes, necessity is all you need," he said
wisely.  He smiled and went back to reading.  "Where are you
boys going to be staying?" 


"We've got a
friend who manages a small resort, we're going to stay with her," Ryan
offered.  "It's off the strip." 


"Those are
always more comfortable and less crass or commercial.  Plus probably less
gaudy and bright."  He shivered.  "Too many of them go for
overly bright lights and colors to make you bet." 


"No, she's
thinking of hers as a relaxing sanctuary," Xander assured him.  He
grinned. "I'd give you a card but I don't have one on me." 


"That's
fine.  I'll look into them the next time I'm in the city. I head there at
least twice a year.  My son's in school out there." 


"I hope he
graduates very high in his class," Ryan offered. 


The older man
smiled.  "Thank you.  We hope so as well.  Or else his
mother will beat him soundly and rant for a few years.  The only thing
that will appease her is grandchildren. He knows this however so he's trying
hard."  Both boys laughed.  "Seriously.  You don't know
my wife.  She's probably ranting at the rest of the family.  Oh,
please ignore my daughters." 


"I'm
gay," Xander assured him.  "I wouldn't go near them even if they
hit on me." 


He nodded. 
"Excellent.  You're both very fine young men but I would rather have
them marry in-country." 


"It's a hard
thing marrying into another culture," Ryan agreed.  "My lover's
Cuban and Russian.  There've been some loud fights in that family from
what I'm told."  The man laughed and nodded.  He looked at
Xander's hair again.  Then he bopped him on the back of the head. "We
should've taken the blue bag." 


Xander shuddered.
"No, I'll let Danny unpack that," he decided, smiling again. 
"That way he knows that there's people who want to do more than own
me." 


Ryan snorted and
gave him a look.  "He already knew that, Xander." 


"Yeah, but
now he'll be very sure.  That tapestry someone wove of me dying for
enticing her boyfriend by breathing is very vivid." 


"It is. 
I thought it was cute when you stunned him and sent him after her so she'd
leave you alone." 


He grinned
smugly.  "A perk of the skills, baby." 


Ryan swatted
him.  "Nap.  You're channeling horrible seventies movies,
Xander." 


"Yes,
dear.  Can I nap on your shoulder?" 


"Not the
first time.  Go ahead."  Xander curled up to rest against
him.  Ryan looked up to see the tolerant and fond look.  "He's
my best friend.  The last time he was taken I was taken with him." 


"He is one of
those flighty, pleasured ones?" 


Ryan nodded
once.  "Yup."  That was a good way to describe most GHS
members he knew.  Well, not Horatio at work, but probably at home. 


"Then I
understand fully.  He should always travel with a guard.  I know of a
few who took care of one of them.  It takes a stronger man than I
am."   He tipped his seat back.  "You should rest, it
is a long flight." 


"Sure." 
He put up his footrest and pulled out a book from his jacket pocket.  The
stewardess came over with the drink tray, letting him pick his own soda. 
She went to get the other guy a drink as well, then got Xander a blanket since
it was a bit chilly on the plane today. 


*** 


Xander walked off
the plane and into the heat.  "Damn," he said in awe. 
"I thought Sunnydale was bad."  He wiped off his forehead. 
"Okay.  To the security station so we can get the tubes opened." 
They put their bags onto a trolley and walked that way to get their swords
undone, then headed out to find a rental car.  They found a man with
Ryan's name on a sign.  "Looks like Jace was expecting us." 


"I hope
so."  He walked over. "I'm Ryan Wolfe.  You were sent from
Jace's?"  He nodded. "Thank you. Lead on.  This is
Xander."  The man smiled and they headed out to his car, letting him
handle everything but the swords.  They put them on their backs, Xander's
mostly covered by his hair.  Ryan's under his jacket.  They settled
in to watch the scenery go past, smiling at the resorts and the lights, plus
the prostitutes.  The resort looked like a small castle when they pulled
into the circular drive, the old stones darkened with age and the seams unseen. 
Xander tipped the driver and the bellhop, then they walked inside.  Ryan
walked up to the check-in desk.  "Hi, Ryan Wolfe and Xander
Harris?"  The clerk there nodded and typed in those names. "With
an 'e'."  That got a smile and their keys were made and a button
pushed. 


Xander looked
around at the feel of the quickening.  Ryan was the better fighter but he
was more on guard. There were people around who would want to steal him
again.  "Hi," he told the youngish looking woman walking
out.  She had shoulder-length brown hair and was wearing a tailored
business suit.  She was a stunning and curvy woman with natural looking
grace when she walked.  "Xander and this is Ryan." 


"I've been
expecting you boys.  Take their bags and swords upstairs," she
ordered to the bellhop, who smiled and took the keys to do that. 
"This is holy ground, boys.  You won't need them." 


"We heard you
might want to spar with us," Ryan offered.  "Big, dark, and
deadly was fond of that idea," he offered with a small grin when she gave him
a look with a raised eyebrow. 


"Hmm, I do
know him," she agreed, smiling at him.  "Come back to my office,
boys."  She led them off, putting them into the office.  She
looked at Ryan. "I heard a chosen warrior and an anchor." 
Xander moved his pants so she could see the tattoos.  "Oh,
my."  She came over to look.  "Cupid's, Strife's,
Ares'.  I see one to Hera, one to Aphrodite, one to Hestia and a few to
Hecate. You use magic?"  Xander nodded.  "A lot?" 


"Barely. 
I can grow plants and those herby things.  Not very strong but I don't use
it often." 


"That's
fine," she agreed, tracing them.  She could feel the power embedded
in the marks.  "They obviously enjoyed you."  She
straightened up and looked at him.  "I'm the main anchor on this
plane, Xander." 


He shrugged. 
"Okay.  I'm not trying to usurp."  She smiled and nodded at
that. "I know Cupid helps me when my hormones start to go out of control
and Strife enjoys me a lot.  Then again, I'm kinda a semi-berserker so Ares
gets headaches from me." 


"He said you
could still drop into it if you were in that sort of situation," Ryan said
quietly.  He sat down and pulled Xander into his lap, making him look at
him.  "That's one of the reasons you have protectors and keepers
though, huh?" 


"It is and
you make a wonderful protector," he promised, giving him a gentle
kiss.  "Did Eric and my two fussy ones talk?" 


"Eric told me
to bring you home limp, sated, and tired so Danny and Don got another night off
from your hormones." 


"What?"
Jace asked. 


"I'm a level
ten GHS," Xander said, shrugging a bit. "All GHS are Cupid's, but
level tens are special and partially Strife's too because I can enslave the
whole city by broadcasting my hormones at the right spots if I haven't had them
worn out." 


She sat down hard
in her desk chair. "I've heard of your kind."  He grinned.
"Any special precautions?" 


"He's not to
be kidnaped," Ryan said dryly.  "When we were kidnaped across
planes with my boss, another lower level GHS, we needed an armed guard from
Ares plus me.  That's why I was learning, so Xander didn't have to give
him headaches and so they'd be protected from those who wanted the two cuddly
ones.  Then again, even we failed a few times."  Xander shrugged
at that.  "I know, it was mostly benign." 


"Yeah, no one
tried to castrate me."  Jace shuddered. "Sorry." 


"No, it's all
right.  I know it happens, Xander."  She smiled and
relaxed.  It was clear to her those two were cute and together. 


Ryan saw her look
and shook his head.  "I'm with Eric Delko.  I'm his backup
protector.  He's with Danny and Don Flack." 


She burst out
giggling.  "I know Danny.  He's got all the earmarks of one of
Strife's as well."  Xander nodded. "That's got to be cute."



"Danny goes
all 'dad' on me most of the time," Xander admitted sheepishly, blushing a
bit.  "Every now and then I get him to break bad and let loose but
most of the time he's protecting me." 


"We'll make
sure he remembers what fun is," she promised with a wink.  Cupid
appeared and she smiled, accepting her kiss.  Ryan got one on the forehead
and Xander moaned and made him moan.  They were very adorable
together.  Cupid shot her a wink and grinned at Xander.  "Will
he be taken?" 


"Once but
after he leaves here."  He stroked over Xander's hair. 
"Some broke again?" 


"Yeah, that
red root thing that looked like rhubarb made some of it break," he
admitted. "I'm going for another conditioning treatment this week." 


"Good. 
I like your hair." 


"I do
too.  The only part I don't like is the hair yanking mother fuckers who
use it to try to make me blow them," Xander offered. 


"I've had
those," he admitted, smiling at him.  "It won't happen,
Xander.  They'll think you're a princess." 


"I'm not a
princess." 


"Not
usually," Ryan said like a faithful and true friend.  Xander gave him
a heated look.  "Every now and then you do turn into one and pout at
everything." 


"Yeah but it
helped me get away from the people who wanted me to bless their fields." 


"You did
good, they had bumper crops, bumper fertility yields from the animals, and more
births than they thought possible.  For five years running," Cupid
assured him dryly.  "Fortunately the next one of us that got taken
was a level three so it was more mild.  She had some empathy and didn't
make the women as fertile.  She concentrated on the animals and the
ground."  He stroked over Xander's hair again, getting it tipped for
better stroking.  "Good boy."  He grinned at Ryan. 
"You've got your work cut out for you." 


"He's pretty
calm," he offered.  "He'll start to broadcast tomorrow most
likely."  Cupid nodded.  "Then I'll wear him out again
tonight to hold it off for another day or so."  He gave Xander a
squeeze.  "Besides, he's easy to spoil." 


Jace smiled. 
"You two are so cute together."  She stood up.  "I'll
let you two freshen up.  Have dinner with me?" 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed, smiling at her.  "Suit or is this okay?" 


"Something a
bit more upscale, Xander."  He nodded and slid off Ryan's lap, giving
Cupid a full-body cuddle before heading off to find their rooms.  The desk
clerk gave him his room key with a smile.  Jace smiled at Ryan. 
"I'll make sure you're driven when you want to go gamble." 


"Thanks. 
Xander said he wants to try baccarat."  He shrugged.  "He's
watched the Bond films back to back to see how he played it and
won."  He grinned.  "Whenever you want to spar for the big
guy's pleasure and amusement, let me know."  He looked at
Cupid.  "Please help me keep him calm?" 


"Shopping,
Ryan.  Shopping."  Ryan nodded and went to get his room key and
head up as well.  He looked at her.  "Xander's got tremendous
hormone surges.  He's the first natural level ten we've had in a
while.  Most of them for the past few centuries are borderline level nines
with a bit of spiking now and then.  He's a true level ten.  He's
also one of Strife's by his father naming him that way." 


"Sure. 
I'll watch out for my fellow anchor, Cupid.  You know I will." 
She came over to cuddle him.  "He is adorable." 


"Yeah,
especially after he realizes he's in trouble," he offered with a
grin.  "Then he's got this puppy look."  He kissed her.
"I shouldn't.  You'll never make it to dinner." 


"I know he
affected you like he did me," she teased, stroking a fingernail over his
chest.  He growled and pounced, taking her back to her room to play with
their anchor.  He loved playing with Jace. 


*** 


Ryan watched as
Xander cashed out some of the hard assets he had brought with him, shaking his
head.  No one needed that many things. Especially not shiny things and
jewel things.  Not even Xander.  Xander came out and grinned, making
the driver take them to a bank, where he ran inside.  Then he whispered
another address and Xander went in there, coming out with a small folder, the
type that folded in or expanded.   Ryan looked at it then at
Xander.  "What's that place?" 


"Um, the
other bank Don hates."  He handed it over, then he pulled out his
wallet to count the funds in there.  Ryan looked and moaned. 
"I'm going to play baccarat while you play some slots nearby.  Then
can we go shopping?  I still haven't found a good leather jacket." 


"Sure." 
He put the folder between them.  "We can send that back to the
room?"  Xander nodded and squealed so the driver pulled in where he
pointed and Ryan followed Xander over to the hotdog stand to get him
lunch.  Then some new clothes since the old ones were stained thanks to
some ketchup spilling.  He watched as Xander picked up some upper crust
silk dress pants and a new silk shirt, noticing how much better he looked in
them.  "Xander, broadcasting?" 


"I always
look better in natural fabrics," he admitted with a shy grin.  Ryan
rolled his eyes but let it ride.  The folder went into the bag with the
old clothes and they were let off at a good casino while the driver took the
bag back once he was tipped. Xander patted himself down.  "We left
the wallet."  Ryan moaned.  He walked back outside and
concentrated.  His wallet landed in his hand.  Along with his phone
since it was ringing. "Hello?"  He smiled.  "No, I'm
going to learn how to play baccarat, Danny.  I'm being a good boy.  I
promise.  Even Jace said so.  Ryan's right behind me."  He
handed over the phone.  "Worrywart Danny is back." 


"The last
time you were out of his sight this long, you had been taken," he reminded
him mildly, listening to Danny choke with laughter.  "He was. 
Oh, and Jace said you needed to remember that you're one of Strife's too."
He grinned.  "I promise, I'll play slots with him.  He's being a
good boy, Danny, I promise.  Thanks."  He hung up and took the
wallet from him, walking him inside.  "Let's start at the normal
tables.  Watch a few hands, bet very small."  He took out three
bills and blinked at them, but had them cashed out.  "He needs
smaller denominations, he's a first time gambler." 


"Of course,
sir.  The rest?" 


Ryan handed over
two hundred of the chips. "Slot coins?"  She smiled and did
that, turning them back into quarter rolls.  He found the baccarat tables
and Xander frowned at the machines, finally pointing at one.  "That
one doesn't have a good view." 


"I'll be fine
and I can scream.  Play that one."  Ryan sighed but did that
while Xander went to the tables.  He sat down and watched the first two
hands, then put down a small chip.  The dealer smiled and dealt him
in.  "I have no idea."  He read the rules on the
table.  He checked his cards.  "Hit me please?"  She
did that with a smile.  He pouted and turned his over.  "Is that
bad?"  She nodded. "Thought so."  He played the next
hand, getting into it, much to the amusement of the players next to him. 
He had one really good hand and put down a hundred dollar chip.  It
disappeared into the dealer's side too and he got smarter, betting on the
house.  He had the same funny feeling about this hand he was being dealt
as he had about the machine and bet on himself, wining this one.  He
grinned and started to inch up his bets.  He paused when he broke even,
sipping the soda that had been given to him when he was asked by a cute,
scantily clad waitress.  He considered it.  He was getting that
feeling again.  "How high can I bet?" 


"Table max is
five hundred, sir."  He put down five on himself and two on the
house.  She dealt and he won, making him squeal.  He accepted his
chips and stuffed his pockets, then took his soda with him after tipping
her.  He walked over to where Ryan was playing, sliding into the seat next
to him.  "I won.  A lot." 


"Congrats. 
How good?" 


"I doubled
what I came in with."  Ryan choked.  "Play fifteen
more."  Ryan sighed and did another pull.  Number fourteen
hit.  For the nicer jackpot.  This one built up each pull.  He
looked up then at the coins rushing out.  Two of the waitresses came over
and helped him gather things up.  He shrugged and Xander took the card
from the machine.  He slid it into Ryan's pocket with a grin. "I've
got an okay gut instinct.  Can we try some of the other ones?" 


"As long as
you don't lose any more than we had changed out, no tapping into the real
money."  Xander beamed and went to find another game while Ryan
cashed out quickly and followed.  Xander would get into trouble, he knew
that.  He found him trying craps.  "It's the wrist action,
Xander," he said quietly.  Xander hit the next throw and smiled,
walking off after getting his chips.  "Didn't like that one?" 


"It's fun but
it's not exciting.  It's too much to chance."  He went to look
at roulette and bypassed it, going to look at the blackjack tables.  He
lost pretty well there and went back to baccarat, with a different dealer,
settling in to play some more while Ryan watched him.  He started to win
and smiled at Ryan.  "See?  I've got a good gut instinct." 


"You
do.  Danny will be impressed."  He gave him a shoulder
squeeze.  "Hurry up so we can eat."  Xander nodded, playing
two more larger hands.  One he lost but the other one he wiped the table
with the others.  "Come on.  We'll eat here then go try some
traditional poker," Ryan offered.  "I was okay at the
academy."  Xander went to change out his pockets full of chips,
leaving a few for later on, and tucked the cash into his tighter pocket. 
They went to get dinner at one of the enclosed restaurants, then found a sedate
looking poker game.  Ryan watched then led him off to another one. 
He sat Xander down.  "We're both playing but I'm teaching him." 


"You're not
the first," the dealer promised, letting Xander hand over two
hundreds.  "What denomination?" 


"Twenties,"
Ryan told her. 


"Two hundred
dollars on the table.  Exchanged," she announced, putting it down and
clapping her hands, then handing over the chips and clapping again.  They
both put in a bet and Ryan slowly taught Xander how to play poker, making him a
happy boy when he won a hand his first time.  Then a third hand
came.  Xander started to inch up his bets but he started to lose again
too.  Ryan gave him a look so he went smaller again until one very good
hand.  Then he bet on the house and himself, and won on himself.  He
beamed prettily at Ryan, making the dealer smile. 


Ryan shook his
head.  "You're going to brag for weeks, aren't you?" 


"Yup. I
deserve it.  The same as I deserve a sundae?" 


"You do
deserve a sundae," he agreed with a smile.  "One more hand?" 
Xander considered it and nodded, betting on the house instead of himself. 
He had to fold so he helped Ryan, whispering in his ear.  Ryan nodded and
put down three cards, getting a new set.  He grinned and upped his bet,
splitting it.  The dealer did that for him and one hand one, one
didn't.  Ryan gathered his winnings and they both tipped the dealer,
heading out to get the poor guy a sundae.  One of the security guards was
watching them.  Ryan inched out his badge.  "I'm his
bodyguard." 


"You're my buddy,
it's much different," Xander said with a pout.  He looked at the
guard.  "What?  He was teaching me." 


"He did it
very well, sir." 


"Thank
you.  I'm feeling lucky tonight since I did so good at
baccarat."  He looked at the video poker machines, then walked over
to one that had just been abandoned.  He took some of Ryan's remaining
quarters and played a few hands, losing horribly.  Then the last one hit
and he giggled, gathering the shower of silver and the slip out of the
machine.  He walked it up there to be changed out.  The guard came
back.  "Let me guess, you want to check us out for electronics?"



"We would,
sir.  Where are you two staying?" 


"At
Jace's," Ryan sighed.  "He's not.  Really, he's not
cheating.  He's dating two cops, they'd paddle him black and blue if he
did." 


"I've got
good instincts from hunting," Xander agreed.  He grinned. 
"I've always been pretty lucky."  They nodded and walked him
back to the office to check them over.  Then they let them go and they
went back to the hotel.  "We should go shopping tomorrow for
presents," Xander offered as they were driven back. 


"We
should," Ryan agreed. "It'll keep you out of trouble." 


"It
will."  He grinned and bounced some.  "I can't believe I
was that lucky tonight. I thought the gut instinct thing only worked on when
Danny was coming home." 


"Apparently
not.  Then again, you also learned the rules of the games.  You bet
on the house most of the time in baccarat unless you had a gut instinct. You
did the same with the poker game.  That thing with the slots was just
odd." 


Xander
shrugged.  "It spoke to me, said it wanted to eat more money and then
puke it back for my pleasure.  It's like it called out to me." 


"Sure. 
They were even the low..."  He looked at him.  "Next time,
find me a higher jackpot machine, Xander."  Xander shrugged.
"None yelled at you?" 


"One but it
was one of the hundred dollar ones.  We can go somewhere else if you
want.  Or Jace has some." 


"We'll go
there, see what sort of gut instinct it is." 


"Sure." 
Xander beamed at the driver.  "First time gambling."  That
got a nod as he pulled into the driveway of the resort.  They got out and
tipped him, checking the seat to make sure nothing had fallen out.  Ryan
walked Xander up to his room and let him through the connecting doors, then
Xander went to bounce around his room and hide his new winnings in his
bag.  Then he bounced downstairs to get a sundae.  He deserved
it.  He ran into Jace, grinning at her. "I won a lot." 


"I heard,
precious.  Were you cheating?" 


"No, gut instinct."



"Um, like
your tattoos?" 


Xander considered
it then shook his head.  "I don't think so.  I had it back in
New York about traffic lights too.  Plus problem ATMs.  I'm a good
boy, I don't cheat," he said with a small pout.  "You can ask
them." 


Strife appeared,
leaning on Jace's shoulders.  "We don't know how he does it
either.  Drives Hermes nuts," he shared with a wicked smirk. 
"He's got a feel for electronics that're going to give out.  He'd be
hell finding bombs if Horatio could train him."  He kissed her on the
cheek then took a deeper one from Xander.  "Behave.  It was a
good idea to bet on the house in baccarat and poker."  He winked and
disappeared.  Xander smiled and dug into his sundae again. 


"Fine. 
I'll let it be known you feel electronics.  Try to stay off the
slots." 


"Ryan wanted
to know why." 


"I'll tell
him.  Stay off the slots, Xander." 


"Yes,
ma'am.  I'll go back to playing baccarat and poker again."  She
smiled and walked off shaking her head.  He dug into his ice cream and
fudge sauce, moaning in pleasure even if he did have brain freeze.  He
called home.  "How are my ferrets?"  He grinned at Don's
complaint that they had escaped again.  "Check under your bed,
Don.  You've got stuff down there they like to crawl through." 
He ate another bite.  "Ice cream.  No, we had dinner.  It's
a reward for winning so well at poker, baccarat, and that funky electronics
feeling thing making Ryan and I win at slots."  He ate another
bite.  "It's not cheating.  I won't play any mechanical
game," he sighed.  "Baccarat is a card game, Don.  Like
they played on the Bond movies. That one. Took me a few hands and about a grand
but I did learn and I won about six thousand my first round of
playing."  Don choked.  "We only cashed out three,
Don.  Ryan won on the slot machine I picked out for him.  Few
thousand."  He ate another bite.  "He taught me how to play
poker too."  He grinned at the comment.  "Sure.  Next
precinct-wide tournament as long as you teach me the differences.  Of
course.  He's napping.  Love you too and if they're not there, check
the fridge.  Beauty likes to curl up with the veggies now and
then."  He giggled and hung up when Don ran to check that area
first.  He went back to eating his treat, smiling when Ryan came in. 
"The ferret babies are loose." 


"Wonderful. 
So, no more mechanical games?"  Xander shook his head. 
"That's fine.  We'll let you play card games if you want
to."  He ruffled his hair since it was starting to come down. 
"Let me have a bite?"  Xander let him have a bite then finished
up.  "Let's get a shopping guide so we can figure out where we're
going to get presents tomorrow."  Xander bopped after him, smiling
and happy.  He'd have to wear him out tonight after all.  So he
ducked into the small shop attached to the resort to get some lube and a few
condoms.  He'd need them, he hadn't packed any.  He thought Xander
would wear himself out losing at the tables.  Boy was he wrong. 


*** 


Xander came off
the plane in Miami, smiling at the buzz that met them.  Danny walked out and
he kissed him. "I'm not a princess.  Tell Ryan to quit picking on me
about being a princess, Danny?" 


Danny looked at
the small jeweled band over Xander's brow then his hair, which was braided with
a strand of gems that matched the crown.  He looked over his outfit of
silk, loose clothes.  "You look like one."  Xander swatted
him and glared.  "We can fix that when we get home." 
Xander beamed and kissed him, then hurried to hug Don since he felt him coming
in.  He pounced him and made Don laugh.  Danny looked at Ryan. 
"Who?" 


Ryan shook his
head.  "Some single guy from the Middle East who wanted him to be his
princess.  His father drug him away from the room he had been keeping
Xander in, yelling the whole way at his son for being so stupid.  He
called me and I finally found him." He shrugged.  "He was
fine.  He was trying to talk him into it.  The coronet and hair
string was part of that."  He handed over the second bag. 
"Presents."  He walked past him.  "I'm heading
home." 


"Did I get a
t-shirt at least?" Don pouted. 


"I got you a
book and Xander got you a great present," he promised, patting him on the
cheek.  "By the way, the guy who had him had his hair fixed. 
It'll stay conditioned for a while." 


"How long did
he have him?" Danny demanded, watching as Ryan's sword was unlocked and
then Xander's.  "Boys?" he asked impatiently. 


"Six
hours," Ryan said, glancing back at him.  "He escaped to go play
baccarat.  He's evil at the tables.  He's got a great gut instinct of
what hand's going to win."  The guard laughed.  "He
did.  He cashed out stuff and only spent a tenth of it.  Hell, I
could live off his winnings for the next ten years."  He walked off.
"I'm heading home.  Have fun with him." 


Xander looked at
his boys. "Home?" he suggested.  "Dinner?  Ryan,
dinner?" 


"Sure. 
Let me nap first.  You wore me out, Xander," he called back. 


Xander giggled and
looked at his men.  "Take me home?" he asked, looking hopeful. 


"It's still
home," Don promised, taking his arm to walk him out to the car. 
"We gave up after the second bag and Horatio not being very helpful. 
They didn't take you with him?" 


"There was
stuff that helped wear his hormones out," he pouted. "It made me
surge." 


Danny
moaned.  "Please don't ever take it again." 


"I won't if
we can go to this year's convention. It's back there," he offered, teasing
Danny's shirt.  "I can make reservations soon.  All of us."



"Spoil
away," Danny promised, grinning at him.  "Speed could use it and
so could Don."  Don beamed at him.  "But no gambling."



"I'll be much
too busy to gamble at the convention, Danny."  They got into the car,
his bags going into the back.  "I mostly went with gift certificates
that Horatio and Speed could use during the convention since I know they'll
want to go.  Calleigh I got a catalog and a gift certificate to a
specialty weapons place. I got Eric something nice too.  You two are
getting majorly spoiled plus me." 


"And you're
the real spoiling part," Don agreed, grinning at him. 


"You two are
mushy, wait until we get home to have sex," Danny ordered, backing out of
the parking lot and heading home.  He could smell Xander. It was like he
was in heat.  "Didn't you and Ryan have fun?" 


"Yeah, but I
wore him out a lot.  Every night actually."  Don grinned at
that.  "Does Eric need viagra?  Ryan said he only gets off twice
a night." 


"Mere mortal
men do that," Danny assured him.  "It's only you guys who are
multi- orgasmic that way, Xander."  He pulled through their gates and
parked, watching as Don pulled Xander inside to play with him. He carried in
the bags, shaking his head at the tolerant and amused trio of Eric, Speed, and
Horatio on their couches.  "Ryan went home to bed." 


"I'm sure he
did," Eric agreed. 


Danny nudged
him.  "He wanted to know if you needed viagra because Ryan was only used
to two times a night." 


"Most men are
like that," he defended. 


"Everyone but
GHS," Horatio reminded him. "Xander can probably have four or five,
maybe even six if the person with him is good." 


Eric
shuddered.  "I'd never get out of bed if I could do that." 


Speed
grinned.  "He walks around plugged most of the day.  Not much
different."  Eric leaned back and covered his face.  "So,
what will he be showing us during the convention?" 


"He said he
got you guys presents to use during it," Danny offered.  "Ryan
called him evil at baccarat and poker."  Xander squealed. 
"And Don just showed him the new toy he found him," he noted dryly,
sitting down.  "Oh, Xander has some sort of electronic sensing thing
going on.  He knows when slots are going to hit." 


"I'm so going
to have him point me toward some," Speed complained.  Horatio gave
him a look.  "You could use the extra spoiling." 


"I could but
still." 


"Shut up,
Horatio." 


Horatio gave him a
look.  "We'll see."  Speed kissed him and he smiled. 
"We'll still see."  Xander came out bouncing with Don, his hair
redone with the new ties Don had gotten him, leather ones.  "Those
are very pretty, Xander.  Much better than the crown." 


"Blame the
guy who had me, Horatio."  He grabbed his present bag and pulled out
the envelopes he had.  He tossed Eric his.  "They said they have
a branch here."  Eric smiled at the diving coupon.  He could get
new tanks or a new wetsuit, anything he needed, plus go out in their private
section of the Keys.  Xander handed Don his, making him smile.  Don
opened it and squealed, hugging him.  "Everyone should have one
really *nice* suit," he teased. 


"I'll get one
in mauve to replace my last one." 


"Already
done. It's in your closet, dear," Xander noted, handing Danny his. 
"That can probably only be used out there but Jace said she wanted a visit
soon.  You're being too grumpy and need the vacation." 


"I'll go
during the convention so you guys can have fun," he promised, looking at
it.  It was very generous and for something he liked to do, collect
books.  "Thanks, Xander."  He kissed him.  "Give
Horatio and Speed theirs." 


Xander looked at
them and looked in the bag again.  "Hmm, should I give you the one
you can use here in town or there or the one that you can only use
there?"  He pulled out both sets and weighed them.  "Got an
opinion?" 


"Depends on
what they are," Speed offered.  He snatched both sets and mixed them
up, handing Horatio his.  "Thank you, Xander."  Xander
beamed.  "Make the other one his birthday presents?" 


"No, I've already
got one of those.  It's next week right?"  Horatio nodded. 
"Good."  He grinned and dug into his bag, pulling out
Calleigh's, Frank's, Yelina's, and her son's.  He got up and headed to get
the keys and go give those over. 


"What did he
give you guys?" Don asked, looking over there.  He stroked his trip
to the Hershey spa. 


"Ten thousand
dollars in a gift certificate to a famous chocolatier," Speed offered,
waving it.  "Plus a five thousand dollar one to Armani." 
Horatio smiled at that.  "I'm guessing the other set was the
same."  He checked and nodded.  "I don't need
Armani."  He put the gift certificates back into the bag and
looked.  "Hmm, ferret toys."  He pulled out the long strand
of jewels like had been braided into Xander's hair.  "Hopefully a ferret
toy." 


"Probably
not," Don admitted.  "I took one of those out of his
hair."  He went to put it into the cage anyway, waking the little
creatures.  He jiggled it, making it hit the cage.  George came up to
sniff and nibble then batted at it and ran around it.  Beauty came up to
try to climb it.  He grinned and closed the cage again, going to sit down
with his special one once he took it from Danny's hands.  "They have
a full chocolate soak there.  You can soak in hot cocoa." 


Horatio
moaned.  "Bring me back some of the bath products, Don?" Don
beamed and nodded. "Thank you.  Tell me when you're going." 


"It's open
ended."  He winked and went to hide it in his things.  Then in a
different spot so the ferrets couldn't find it and chew on it like they had his
badge and ID recently.  He had no idea how they got into his dresser. 


*** 


Xander parked at
the station and walked inside, smiling at the guards.  "Hi, guys, I'm
back.  How was the city while I was gone?" 


"Quiet,"
one said, giving him a look. "Most of your regular people aren't
here." 


"I'm dropping
off presents from Vegas for those who can't come to dinner tonight." 
That got a nod and he went up to find Frank and Yelina.  He kissed her on
the cheek and handed her hers and the one for her son.  "From Vegas
and they do have a branch here."  He found Frank and grinned at him,
getting one back.  "Want a present, Frank?" 


"Should I
bark like the dog?" 


Xander giggled and
hugged him. "Only if it flips your crank."  He handed it over.
"Mail order but very nice and kinda diverse because I didn't know what you
liked that way." 


"How was
it?" Frank asked. 


"I'm evil at
baccarat according to Ryan and two security guards who came to watch me
play."  Yelina came over.  "Oh, and I'm not allowed to play
anything mechanical. I have a gut feeling for slots that're going to go
off."  She stared at him in horror.  "What?" he
whined. "I do.  I got Ryan a small jackpot and everything." 


"Xander,
these are too much," she complained. 


He snorted. 
"Shut up, Yelina.  I won more than that in a hand of poker. 
Speed just got a ten grand gift certificate for chocolate."  She went
pale at that and he smiled sweetly.  "Don't complain or else I'll
have to help Horatio spoil your son so he turns into me." 


"He'd better
not," she said firmly.  He kissed her on the cheek and bounced
off.  "Xander!"  He waved a hand.  "That's not
possible, right?" 


"Ask the
man," Frank said, smiling at the catalog from his place.  "This
is really nice stuff and pretty diverse.  I can probably find something
here.  If not, the wife definitely can."  She sighed and went to
find Xander to make him take it back. "He won't," he called.
"He's in full spoiling mode." 


"It's still
too much," she complained.  She heard Calleigh squeal and followed it
but he was already gone.  "Where is he?" she demanded. 


"Gone,"
she said happily, showing off her catalog.  "Antique and unique
weapons.  The boy's so good!"  She looked at Yelinas and smiled.
"That must be a less expensive place.  Mine is more than that." 
She shrugged. "Either that or he thought you'd complain." 


"It's still
too much." 


Calleigh looked at
her. "Yelina, the boy will spoil you and everyone around him to wear out
some of his energy. It's helping him stay in control.  Say thank you,
write a nice note, have your son do that too if he got something, and then let
him spend to his heart's content.  It's a thoughtful thing that made
Xander a happy boy who grinned and bounced."  She sighed and walked
off shaking her head.  Calleigh sat down with her lunch to go over the
catalog, bending down corners.  She could only get a few things.  It
was so much temptation. 


*** 


Xander came back
and cuddled next to Horatio.  "Your sister-in-law is a grouch." 


"She
protested?" Don asked. 


"She said
it's too much," he offered with a pout. 


"We'll spank
her tomorrow," Don promised, grinning at him.  "Maybe I'll take
the week after the convention to go.  Or even a few days
maybe."  He went over the lists of what he could do. 
"Should I plan on bringing you back something, Xander?" 


"Some
candy?" 


"If I
can," he promised with a smile.  "Or I could save it for later
and you could go with me." 


"No, that's
for your extra special anti-Xander time," he said firmly.  "That
way you have a way to unwind and relax without us." 


"Sure." 
He blew a kiss. "Love you.  What did you get Aiden?" 


"Oooh, I
think she'll like it," he said with a grin. "She'll either get the
other chocolate one or the one I got her from the college."  Danny
smiled at that.  "Up to her.  The other's her holiday present."



"Sure,"
Danny agreed. "She will like that.  She's still complaining about how
expensive textbooks are.  Too bad she's got a test tonight." 


"I mailed her
a note saying I had one for her," he promised, settling back into
Horatio's side.  Horatio gave him a tolerant look. "If she comes over
to complain, I'm wiggling behind you too."  Horatio and Speed both
laughed at that.  "Ooh, I only got a bit of shopping done. 
Mostly because I spilled stuff on my shirts. But I did get one thing on my
own."  He summoned his suitcase over and popped it open, digging into
the top zippered part.  He came out with it and showed Horatio. "It's
a charm bracelet. See, it's got one for LA, one for New York.  Now one for
Miami."  Horatio hugged him.  "Thanks." 


"It's a good
present for yourself," he assured him.  Xander beamed. 
"Now, go put things up before they wrinkle.  You shouldn't fold
suits."  Xander went to do that, still bouncing.  "What
else was in his spoiling bag?" 


Danny looked then
held up the roll of money.  "Either he bumped off a major dealer or
he was serious about being evil at baccarat and poker." 


"I won a high
stakes game and I'm in for one locally," Xander called.  He came to
the door and leaned out.  "It's a small tournament."  He
went back to putting up his clothes.  "Don't worry, I didn't take the
wife that one guy offered," he offered when he came back.  Speed
choked at that and he shrugged. "Sorry, but I didn't.  I told her so
she beat the crap out of him for offering her in exchange for twelve grand, but
I didn't take her when I won her."  He plopped down in Danny's
lap.  "Did you get a chance to unwind and relax without my hormones
floating around you?" 


"I did but
Don was lonely at night since I don't crawl all over him like you
do."  He stroked his back under his hair.  "Were you good
for Ryan?" 


"I was very
good, daddy." 


Danny gave him a
look.  "If I was, I'd spank you for the roll of cash." 
Xander looked and put all three of them down then looked at him.  Don
whimpered.  "What did you do?" 


"I took some
of the loose jewels I had in the bags and cashed them out.  I took the
smaller leftover account at the demon bank and cashed it out, plus had them
roll over the rest to the new financial guy, Steve, you introduced us to. 
Then I let Ryan hold the wallet after he cashed out three grand of the original
eleven and a half."  He handed over his wallet.  "The rest
was won and not spent on spoiling stuff."  Aiden breezed in, looking
flustered.  "Grabbing supper before class?" he teased. 


"I wanted to
see my present." 


"Pick,
chocolates or college?" he asked. 


"Both?"
she asked with an impish grin. 


"The other's
your holiday present." 


"Hmm. 
I've got this semester paid for so chocolates?"  Xander dug into the
bag and found that one, handing it over.  She looked then squealed and
hugged him and the rest.  "I love you!"  She kissed him and
ran out, going back to school to brag.  Only Xander would've given her
that much to spend on candy and chocolates.  Even if they were horribly
overpriced she decided when she looked at their website.  She decided on a
sampler pack and typed in her gift card number, getting back a balance and it
made her smile.  She'd have chocolates for years!  She could even use
it to buy Stella her holiday present so she didn't have to use her own cash.
Maybe Mac's too.  She wiggled in her seat, then went to take her forensic
pathology test. 


*** 


Horatio looked up
as his nephew walked into his office the next day. "Ray, what can I do for
you?"  He gave him a hug.  It wasn't often his nephew visited
him in his home office. 


"Who is
Xander?" 


"You know
that guy that Danny's dating?"  He nodded, he liked him. "That's
Xander." 


"Oh.  He
gave me a major present.  He's not...funny, right?" 


Horatio laughed
and shook his head.  "He'd never consider you until you're an adult,
Raymond."  He gave him another hug. "Xander is a lot like me,
only a lot more happy and squealing." 


"You know mom
still hasn't figured out you and Uncle Speed are together yet, right?" 


"I had
realized that," he said, shrugging. "It happens.  She'll figure
it out I'm sure."  Ray smiled. "What did he get you?" 


"What did he
get you?" 


"Five
thousand to use at Armani." 


Ray gaped.
"Then mine's nothing compared to that.  I got a grand to use at a
comic shop he heard about.  Mom's still complaining."  He handed
over a sealed envelope.  "My thank you note." 


"You're a
nice boy, Ray.  Stay that way, okay?" 


"I
will.  As long as Mom doesn't complain too much."  They shared a
smile.  "Can I make a snack?" 


"Sure, as
long as you watch for the UPS driver.  I'm getting some chocolates
delivered from Speed's treat.  He spent more to get the first part
overnighted." 


"What did he
get?" 


"Ten grand at
a very expensive chocolate maker's store."  Ray moaned. 
"I'll give you a few pieces," he promised.  Ray beamed and went
to make a snack and call his mother to reassure her that Xander wasn't after
him in any way.  Horatio kicked back and went back to reading his
journals.  He hadn't had a chance to catch up recently.  Ray answered
the door since he was closer and Horatio was still slower thanks to his back
surgery, and the delivery driver wheeled in a large box.  Horatio signed
his name on the pad and tipped him, then he smiled so the man left. 
"Go ahead and open it. I can't bend." 


"I
know."  He took his uncle's pocket knife and carefully opened the
box, moaning at the sight of all the chocolates.  "Oh, man. 
Uncle Speed is seriously spoiling your poor butt," he teased. 


"Yes, he
is," he agreed happily, digging into the sampler basket.  He handed Ray
one of the duplicate candy bars, making him a happy twelve-year-old boy. 
Someone knocked then walked in.  "Office," he called. 
Yelina walked in.  "Speed's spoiling present." 


"Why is he
using it on you?" she asked. 


Ray looked at his
uncle then got a nod.  "Um, mom, have you not noticed that those two
have been living together now for six years?" he asked.  She gave him
a shocked look.  "Yeah, they're, like, married and everything. 
Uncle Speed's majorly spoiling Uncle Horatio with the treat.  Besides,
this is a small thing compared to his gift certificate from Xander." 


"It is,"
Horatio agreed, leaning back to enjoy his first piece of really good
chocolate.  He moaned.  "Oh, this is excellent.  Chilled
just right.  Ray, put the rest in the fridge before it melts?" 
He nodded and drug the box that way to do that.  "Use the crisper so
it doesn't freeze either." 


"Sure, Uncle
H." 


Horatio looked at
Yelina.  "We thought you knew and were being discreet, Yelina." 


"Six
years?" 


"Six years in
another four months," he agreed.  "Six and a half at that point
from when we started seeing each other.  It'll be our fourth marriage
anniversary on that same day."  She stared at him again. 
"Don't fall, I can't move fast enough to catch you."  She found
a seat and sat down.  "We thought you knew." 


She shook her
head. "No, I didn't know.  Did Raymond?" 


"He wasn't
happy but he knew," he admitted, eating another bite.  He let her
have a piece of his candy bar with a smile.  "He makes me centered
and content, Yelina.  He understands me." 


She swallowed the
chocolate and looked at her son when he came back to sit at his uncle's
feet.  "How did you find out?" 


"Well, the
time you and dad sent me over here to fight when I was eight and had the day
off school, I walked in on them since it was their day off.  Speed nearly
freaked, mom.  Hopped up, grabbed a pillow, yelled at me to knock next
time.  Then Uncle Horatio came down to talk to me once he had taken a
shower and gotten dressed.  I shrugged and said I knew gay guys existed
and as long as he was good to him and not a player, I was fine with it. 
Boy, did I have the wrong definition of player."  Horatio gave him a
look.  "I did." 


"You probably
did," he agreed dryly.  "It's fine, Ray.  We forgave you
for interrupting."  He smiled at his nephew.  "Did Speed
help you with your science fair experiment while I was in recovery?" 


"Yeah, he
said it gave him a way to wear out the fussing so he wouldn't make the nurses
laugh."  He grinned.  "I got an A." 


"I'll tell
him."  He smiled at Yelina.  "It's as it was before,
Yelina.  I'm still the same man." 


"Not the one
I expected."  She looked at her son.  "Are you gay?" 


"I like
breasts, mom.  They bounce nicely on the beach," he said dryly. 
"Ask me again in four years when I've tasted one."  She swatted
him with a glare.  "Seriously!  I'm only twelve and
three-quarters.  It's not like I've had the chance to compare
already."  She relaxed at that.  "If I do decide that boys
are my thing, I'll come get the extreme sex talk from Uncle H and Uncle
Speed.  I'm sure they'll even watch over my shoulder to make sure I only
date nice boys."  She moaned.  "If not, they'll make sure I
don't date like Delko can." 


She looked at
him.  "Should you, I'm having you fixed, son." 


"Sure, mom,
but I hear castration hurts." 


"So I'm
told," Horatio agreed.  She glared at him. "I got taken the last
time Xander was and the GHS member in the hospital was there with us. 
What got done to him was more than painful simply to consider."  She
shuddered, she had taken the report of what had happened. 
"Anyway," he sighed, finishing off his treat.  "I'm going
to be fat soon and need that other gift certificate."  Ray
giggled.  "He was less generous with you two because he knew you'd
complain, Yelina.  The same as he came back and said he was going to hide
behind me.  He had no need of the extra money and he knew you're family to
me." 


"He's not...
after my son?" 


"Geez,
mom.  Just because Xander's gay in both meanings of the word, and the
slang version too since he's so squealy at times, doesn't mean he wants my
ass.  He's got boyfriends I'm sure." 


"Two of
them," Horatio agreed.  "He needs more but he'd never go for
someone younger." 


"He and Ryan
Wolfe...." she started. 


Horatio held up a
hand.  "He and Ryan are very good friends, Yelina.  Ryan was
with us the last time we got taken together, and it was because of me. 
Ryan protected us very well without getting too pushy."  She gave him
a confused look.  "That's when my back went." 


"Oh. 
Are you better?" 


"Still a bit
sore and slow.  Getting there soon.  If I don't gain too much weight
from the chocolate."  He saw her look.  "Ray, would you
please go pick me out another one?"  He nodded and left. 
"What?" 


"You're like
him," she said firmly.  "I knew you were." 


Horatio looked at
her.  "I'm not going to confirm or deny that rumor, Yelina. 
Doing so would only make it worse at work."  She glared at him. 
"You would you let it slip." 


"No I
won't.  I'm your sister-in-law, Horatio Caine." 


"Yes, and
before you ask, Ray figured out what I was and got them pointed in my
direction," he said firmly.  She swallowed and leaned back. "I'm
fairly low on the charts, but that is why I'm enjoying the spoiling I'm
getting."  Someone else knocked and walked in. 
"Office," he called.  Calleigh walked in with a bag. 
"Did Speed make you bring me his lunch?" 


"No, I made
you lunch."  She looked at the candy bar Ray brought in for him, then
at Horatio.  "Speed's or yours?" 


"His. 
Mine was to Armani," he said with a small grin.  "I made Xander
buy a few new suits and we looked there. I noted that some of this year's line
were very nice.  I can now get a few of them.  Did you figure out
what you wanted from the weapon's catalog?" 


"Oh, I
did," she said happily.  She bounced on the balls of her feet. 
"That was so great.  It made me choose and I had to narrow it down
from about twenty things to three, but I managed it and only had to pay fifty
dollars for the shipping costs. Frank and his wife picked out his present
too."  She smiled at Ray.  "What did you get?" 


"One to a
comic shop."  He grinned.  "With a note saying that's the
only bookstore he had spent time in at my age." 


"It probably
was.  Xander's not the most bookish sort," she agreed happily. 
She smiled at him.  "I also got a very cryptic call from Cordelia
Chase.  She couldn't get Ryan's phone because he broke it diving out of
the way of the guy trying to run him over.  They're coming?" 


Horatio moaned and
put down his lunch.  "Buffy and/or Willow.  I'll tell
Xander.  You tell Danny and Don." 


"I told
Danny, he said to warn you in case they chopped her head off?" 


"I wouldn't
put it past them.  Those are the girls who told Xander not to come
home," he said blandly.  She gave him a look and he nodded. 
"Did he forget Alexx?" 


"No, she got
hers in the mail today," she admitted.  "It had to come
specially.  He got her somewhere to get some new gear or scrubs or
whatever she wanted and needed." 


"Good. 
That's good."  He smiled. "It'll be fine but watch out for
Xander to come running in and hide behind Don or Frank again." 


"Okay. 
With that, I'm going to go back to my late lunch since Speed said I could have
an extra half an hour to do this."  She winked. "That means I
get an extra ten minutes since traffic was so light today."  She
patted Ray on the head.  "Yelina, I'll have results on your latest
case after lunch."  She walked out. 


Horatio called
Xander. "Sit down.  Yes, I'm serious.  Sit.  In Don's lap
is fine."  He smiled.  "Cordelia called Calleigh since
Ryan's phone is broken.  No, not a major problem.  More one coming
here to visit.  All Calleigh said was that *they* were coming." 
He nodded once.  "That's what I thought but you might want to check
with her just in case, Xander.  I've already told her to warn Frank you
might come running in and dive behind him this time.  Oh, I don't
know.  I think Frank could tell either of them off very well,
Xander.  Even her.  Yes, I'm sure.  Just relax about this and
make emergency plans."  He smiled.  "I've already gotten my
first one and they're very good.  Thank you, Xander, and I do have Ray and
Yelina's thank you notes here.  I'll bring them over the next time I come
over for dinner."  He smiled.  "If you want you can go with
me when I look here.  Of course.  It's only fair since I helped
you.  That way we can surprise our boys that night.  Of course. 
Have a good nap.  I'm sorry you have a headache.  Nap with the
ferrets and the puppy."  He smiled and hung up.  "We're to
be on guard for them. He'll give Don their pictures since he's home for lunch."



"It's nice
that they live so close so they can check on him," Yelina agreed. 
She stood up.  "I'll write out that letter tonight."  She
gave him a look to let him know this discussion wasn't over with.  He
stared back and she walked off shaking her head. "Raymond?" 


"I'm helping
Uncle H this afternoon, mom.  Remember, he just had back
surgery."  He rolled his eyes.  "If I ever date a woman
like her, remind me why I might like boys instead?" he whispered. 
Horatio burst out laughing and nodded, patting him on the head. "I took
the small one marked coconut truffle since I know you're not fond of
them." 


"That's fine,
Ray.  You can have all those if Speed didn't want them."  Ray
smiled and they heard his mother drive off.  "Stand firm, young
man." 


"Oh, I will
be.  She thinks I'm two!  There's been gay men in movies and on
tv.  I do know what they are.  Really."  Horatio smiled.
"Even if I do like breasts.  I figure the more gay men there are, the
more straight women for me." 


"That leads
down to the Delko path, my nephew.  Do beware of it before you get a
girlfriend who would stalk you and smash in your future girl's
windows."  He nodded wisely at that.
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Xander hung up and
the phone and grabbed his wallet, showing Don the picture in there. 
"If they show up, expect me to hide." 


"Sure, who
are they?"  He looked up.  "That's them?" he asked
blandly.  That look on his face, part confusion, part anger, could only
lead back to one source. 


"Horatio said
Cordy called Calleigh to warn her *they*'re coming.  So yeah.
Probably.  He said I could even hide behind Frank and Frank could snark
back at Buffy." 


"Sure." 
He took the picture to study then nodded. "I'll make sure the others know
what they look like."  He gave Xander a cuddle, calming him
down.  Then he took a kiss.  "Go nap.  Nap with the animals
if you want.  Turn on the security system too." 


"Yes,
Don.  I can run though, right?" 


"Go right
ahead.  Run to us and we'll protect you." 


"Thank
you."  He took another kiss and slid off his lap.  "Go be
brilliant and make people beg and cry."  Don smirked and straightened
himself out from the blowjob for lunch he had gotten, then headed back to
work.  "Oh, I'm going car looking," he called after him. 


"Then you're
taking Horatio or someone," he ordered. 


"Sure." 
He went to print out his list and then grabbed one of the rolls of money from
the freezer, where Don usually put them.  He put the baggie into his
jacket, it was like air conditioning.  Then he called Horatio.  "Don
ordered me to take you car looking.  He can come.  Can I drive the
hummer?" he teased.  "Well, someone in the group is selling a
lavender one."  He laughed at the spluttering. "I'll show you
when I get there.  Okay?  Sure.  Turning on the security and
everything."  He hung up and grabbed his wallet and turned on the
system before walking out.  The house was locked up and he went to close
the gate.  No one without the code could get in.  They'd be
shocked.  He twitched the small wards he had and set them as well for
magic not his own.  Then he called a cab.  There was usually one
waiting up by the station so he didn't have to wait long.  He gave them
Horatio's address and they were off.  He got out and knocked, smiling at
the guy who opened the door. "Hi, Ray." 


"Thank you,
Xander."  He gave him a hug.  "Mom sends one too but she
took back her letter to fix."  He let him into the house. 
"Uncle H is still groaning over the thought of a purple
hummer."  Xander winked and went in, logging onto the site with his
ID.  He pulled up the Classifieds section and clicked on the picture,
making Horatio whimper.  "They would never take me from my car."



"You'd have
to repaint it before it defiled any of the crime lab ones," he assured
him.   Xander just grinned.  He looked over the ad and
moaned.  It was a nice car.  "No," he said firmly.
"It's lilac."  He clicked off it.  "How about
something faster and sportier this time?" 


"Sure. 
I made this list off the Yahoo Autos 'pick my car for me' listing." 


Horatio looked the
list over, then at him.  "Most of these would get you carjacked
within minutes of leaving the dealership," he noted, handing it
back.  He got onto that site and clicked on the link to help you find what
you were looking for.  He looked over the categories.  "I take
it we're looking for something flashy?" 


Xander sat beside
him, still able to see.  "I am.  Something like me,
Horatio.  The SUV was nice and it was safe, it was even a bit flashy, but
I'm still only twenty-one." 


"True." 
He got onto the size selector.  "Would a two door coupe suit
you?" 


"Depends on
the car." 


"Good
point."  He got things where he should be.  "What's your
top price range?"  Xander snorted.  "We don't want a lam,
Xander.  You'll get carjacked and possibly killed." 


"So set it
under a hundred grand." 


"Fine." 
He set that.  "Style over price and safety over price,
right?"  Xander nodded, leaning against his leg.  He reached
down to pet the unbound hair.  "Do you want a convertible or
not?" 


"I can see
him going down the road with his hair flowing over the trunk," Ray said
from his seat in the corner.  Both of them smiled at him.  "It's
kinda funny.  Like a wedding train." 


"Convertibles
are nice but I might get sunburned on really long trips.  I'm trying to
stay out of the sun most of the time since I'm more used to nights." 


"Good
point."  He pushed that model lower than the others, then moved it to
the neutral position.  He hit 'find me a car' and looked at the
options.  "There's a good few."  Xander got to his knees to
look, looking over the pictures.  Some of the higher end models and the
'rich, old money' cars were taken off the list.  He saw the one Xander was
looking at.  "Can you drive a stick?" 


"I did in
driver's ed but I haven't since then." 


"We'll have
to make sure of it."  He stroked over his hair.  "Look at
the blue one."  He did that and smiled at him.  "I think
you'd look great in that.  It's a car for a guy your age.  It's power
and a statement of that, but not of a lot of money.  Unless you tricked it
out," he offered quietly. 


"It'd have to
have a kicking sound system," he pointed out.  "I like my
music." 


"Okay, now
I'm seeing the car thumping the others on the road while his hair flows back
and over the trunk," Ray joked.  Xander grinned at him.  He came
over to look. "I know a car place that's got one out front.  It's on
the way to school."  Xander beamed at him. 


"There's a
few good dealerships that way as well," Horatio agreed, smiling at him for
that. "How much did you have on you?" 


"One of the
rolls from the freezer.  It's not as cold now."  He handed it
and his wallet to Horatio then got back to looking.  He found a few. 
"Would I look right in a corvette?" 


Horatio looked at
him.  "Yes, Xander."  Xander grinned and kept that,
printing out the amended list.  It was much more realistic and nothing on
there should get him carjacked.  Hopefully.  He stood up with a small
moan, Ray helping him.  "Thank you.  Xander, you're not driving
the hummer." 


"The doctor
said you can't drive," Ray reminded him. 


"Still."



Xander hugged
him.  "We can cab.  That way we can get home in it." 
Horatio smiled and nodded because Xander understood his possessive nature over
his babies: Speed, his hummer, Speed's bike, and his lab.  Xander called
them a cab and made sure Horatio had his own license and things.  Then
they went out to meet it.  The driver looked at them.  "His
back's hurt.  Where, Ray?" 


"You know
that audio place next to the seven-eleven on Grant?  There," Ray told
him.  "He wants to look at the road thumper."  The cabbie
smiled and drove them that way.  Xander went to look, having him wait then
came back. "Was it nice?" 


"Fairly
so.  Bit too much chrome.  Maybe something like that but less cramped
inside." 


Horatio patted his
hand. "You'll find something and we'll find out who blew up your SUV,
Xander."  They pulled into his choice of a car lot and Xander paid
then got out, helping him out with Ray behind him.  The salesman gave him
a look.  "I'm a voice of reason." 


"I can see
that.  Are you all right, sir?" 


"Back
surgery.  He's looking for something powerful, flashy, he's
twenty-one.  He's hyper.  He's very powerful and charismatic." 


The man
smiled.  "Well, we do have a Shelby."  Xander gave him a
look.  "That would be a bit girlish."  He walked them over
to the more classic, muscle cars, letting them look at them. 


Ray pointed at
one.  "What's that?" 


"That is one
of the salesmen's cars."  He let them look.  "We can try to
find you one if you like it." 


Xander slid into
the seat and wiggled.  "It's a bit tight." 


"The seat
moves, Xander," Horatio pointed out.  Xander put it back then back
up, shrugging.  "Let's continue looking."  Xander let him
rest against him and they went back to looking, letting Horatio rest on the
trailer's stairs.  He looked at the other salesman when he came out. 
"Sorry, back surgery." 


"That's
fine.  What is he looking for?  I saw him try my car." 


"He's
twenty-one, charismatic, powerful, and flashy." 


"Ah.  I
know just the car."  He went in to call someone, bringing them with
theirs.  He came out.  "Try his, sir."  Xander came
over, getting a nod from the owner.  Xander slid into the corvette. 
"Now, this is the older version." 


"I like
this."  He stroked the dash. "I want one of these." 


"Sure. 
Let's see what we can find in the database," the salesman offered, smiling
and taking everyone inside into the air conditioning.  Horatio got the
seat, Xander knelt beside the desk.  "Let's see.  I've
got...  Hmm.  Someone imported their british revamped one over
here.  I hadn't seen that before.  What color?" 


"Black or
blue.  It's less likely to get you tickets.  Or green, some sedate
color, Xander.  The car itself speaks so you don't have to." 


Xander looked at
him. "He'd know.  His lover drives a yellow racing bike." 
That got a smile and that was clicked on.  "What's that one?" 


"Cherry
red," he said, pulling it up.  "Hmm, we have one noted as
scarlet."  He pulled that one up.  "That's a very dark red
it looks like. It's local, a few hours away.  It's got a rebuilt
engine.  Looks barely street legal," he admitted. 


"I'm good
with speed." 


"Sure. 
It's not listed as having a sound system." 


"I can fix
that." 


"Let me call,
see if we can get you there for a test drive."  He called the number
and the man agreed to bring it down.   He hung up.  "He's
about an hour up the coast if you wanted to go have lunch and come back?" 


"We could do
that," Ray agreed.  "There's a nice place across the
street."  Horatio smiled at him.  "Too far to walk?" 


"No, I'll be
fine since I sat down."  That got a smile from Xander. 
"That way we can watch as it pulls in to see it in action."  He
stood up with a small groan.  "Speed will give me a massage
later," he pointed out the two worrywarts with him.  "We'll be
across the street."  That got a nod and they walked over there. 
He smiled at the waitress.  "We're waiting for them to get his car
in.  Can I have some ice cream?" 


"Of course,
sir.  Water, coffee?" 


"Coffee
please.  Xander?" 


"Can I have
some fries with ranch dressing?"  She smiled and nodded. 
"Coke no ice?  Ray, I'll get it.  Eat, you're a growing
boy." 


"Can I have a
burger and fries, ketchup and pickles?" he asked.  She smiled and
nodded.  "And a milk so my mom can't complain."  She
laughed and walked off.  He looked at Xander.  "He's trying to
make sure I can't turn into Delko." 


"He's doing a
good job so far.  Turn out like your uncle, Ray.  You'll be a good
man with a great reputation and a loving and caring family
hopefully."  Ray smiled and nodded.  She brought back their food
and he pulled his wallet out of Horatio's pocket, shrugging at her look. 
"It keeps falling out of mine."  He pulled out a fifty. 
She opened her mouth.  "Keep it," he offered. "Buy someone
who needs it lunch or you."  She nodded, going to do that.  He
poured the dressing over his fries and sipped his coke, adding salt before
nibbling.  He watched the street. 


"It's an hour
drive, Xander."  Horatio dug into this treat.  "I'll have
to remember this place, they use the good ice cream." 


"I like here
too," Ray agreed. "This is where I come to skip school." 
His uncle looked at him. "I know I shouldn't." 


"You
shouldn't, you'll end up like me," Xander said dryly.  "Violent
instincts and hunted by people who want to keep you as a sex toy." 


Ray blushed and
shook his head. "I'd better not.  My mother would scream if I became
a member of GHS like you two."  Horatio spluttered.  "Yes,
I know.  I have known, I found your card years ago when I went wallet
diving for a soda."  He ate another bite of his burger. 
"It's cool with me but I'm sure that's why Xander's got two boyfriends." 
Xander nodded, eating another bite.  "Is there a way you guys rate
yourselves?" 


"Ray, your
mother would scream if she heard this topic," Horatio warned. 


He snorted and
looked at his uncle. "Uncle H, not like I'm going to tell her." 


"We're rated
by hormone levels and how much we affect others," Xander said honestly. 


"Which is why
people try to take you and not Uncle H," he said plainly.  Xander and
Horatio both nodded.  "Which would also be why you've got two
boyfriends and they're clearly not wearing you out but he's okay with just
Uncle Speed?" 


"Yup,"
Xander agreed.  "That's very wise, Ray." 


"Yeah, well,
I've got a kid in my class who'll either end up a member or a slut." 


"Some days,
there's not much difference," Horatio noted patiently.  "Older or
younger?" 


"Older. 
Slightly.  Can't concentrate either." 


"Have them go
to the spa to get it worn out.  Female?"  Ray nodded. 
"Go to the spa, get pampered and spoiled.  It should help.  If
not, has she been checked for ADHD?" 


"Yeah and the
meds aren't helping her."  Xander sighed and nodded, taking a sip of
his drink.  "You think that'll help?" 


"Yup, and
have her learn meditation techniques as well.  That helped with my
ADHD," Xander offered.  "The first'll help with it if she is a
future member.  The second will help with both." 


"Sure, I'll
talk to her.  She's my lab partner.  Which explains why my science
grade is not what it should be.  She's scatterbrained and I'm clueless
about half the time." 


"Ray, you
know you can come to Speed and I for help in science," he pointed out. 


"Oh, expect
to see a lot of me," he offered dryly.  "Were you good in
school, Xander?" 


Xander cackled and
shook his head.  "No, honey, I was so horrible in school it wasn't
funny.  I held *the* record for detentions in middle and high
school.  I also had the record for most skipped days in my tenth grade
year.  Mostly due to what I was doing after school.  There was no
subject I was good in, including PE and lunch."  Ray smiled at
that.  "Seriously.  That and I was so outcast I was the bottom
of the outcast pool.  Not even they would talk me." 


"Wow. 
Did you have Columbine feelings?" 


"Now and then
but then again...."  He looked at Horatio, who shook his head. 


"I can
know." 


"Not yet,
Ray. There's some hard truths coming and we don't want to get you there
yet," Xander said plainly. "Let's just say I had a better way to wear
them out.  Let's also leave it at when you turn sixteen, if I'm still
around, I'll gladly explain that to you and show you how to defend yourself."



"Sure,"
he agreed.  "Actually, can I learn the second now?  I've got a
bully on my ass." 


"Make fun of
them, Ray.  They hate that." 


"That's why
he's on my ass," he noted quietly, pointing across the diner. 
"His older brother." 


"Do not get
into fights, Ray," Horatio warned. 


"I'm trying
hard not to, but they've cornered me once before, Uncle H.  Especially
since I was protecting one of the gay kids from them." 


"I'll see if
Don can help you learn some self-defense if your mom allows," Xander told
him.  Horatio looked at him.  "If the kid jumps him, he's got to
be able to protect himself, Horatio.  How old is this kid, and big?" 


"Sixth grader
but he's nearly your height and he's about twice as heavy," Ray admitted
tiredly.  "Look at his brother and add a foot." 


Horatio looked
then sighed.  "Self-defense is one thing, Ray.  Starting the
fight is something clearly different." 


"I
agree.  I'm not going to win a brawl.  I'm not that sort of
muscle."  He shrugged.  "I've got to learn
though."  He pointed.  "There is it.  He must've
sped." 


Xander looked and
squealed, then put down another bill and hurried over there. 


Uncle and nephew
shared an amused look. "Finish," Horatio ordered. 


"Can I get a
bag?" Ray called.  She smiled and nodded, coming over with it.
"His car," he said, pointing. 


"I heard the
squeal."  Once they were gone she gathered up things and found the
edge of a bill in the ranch dressing.  She pulled it out and wiped it off,
gaping at it.  Then she looked up.  "Thank you.  I'll make that
kid eats if he comes back in," she promised, going to start a tab for the
kid she knew was homeless that came in now and then to get a small treat. 
She put it with the cook, who nodded and signed off on it, then the
manager.  She added some of her tip out of it.  After all, not too
many people got two five hundred dollar bills stuck together as a tip. 
Especially not from a family like that one.  She liked Ray.  He'd get
great service from now on. 


*** 


Xander bounced up
to the salesman, giving him a greedy look.  "That's him," he
said with a smile, pointing at Xander.  "You have a
license?"  Xander pulled out his wallet to show him. 
"Okay, go for a spin with him."  Xander took the keys and
whooped, getting in, letting the former owner get into the passenger's
seat.  They roared out and he shook his head.  "He's
twenty-one," he reminded himself.  He saw the other two come back and
smiled.  "They're off for a test drive." 


"I
heard.  Is that engine legal?" Horatio asked. 


"I'm not
really sure. Are you going to arrest him?" he teased. 


"I probably
should but I won't."  He smirked back.  "I'll teach you how
to drive in the hummer, Ray.  That way you can drive anything." 
That got a grin and a nod.  "Let's sit and wait on Xander." 
They came back a few minutes after they had sat down and Xander got out and
hugged the former owner.  "Is it yours?" 


"It is
mine.  Hand him however much out of the air conditioning pack,
Horatio." 


Horatio laughed
and pulled the baggie out, making the salesman gape in horror. "He got
lucky in Vegas," he said blandly. 


"Can I go
with him next time?"  He got the forms and the asking price from the
computer, coming down to fill out the forms with Horatio.  "His
boyfriend?" he asked finally. 


"No, his
boyfriend is an officer in my lab," he admitted.  The man gaped at
him.  Horatio pulled out his badge.  "Like I said, I probably
should arrest him if it's not legal." 


"But you
won't because you know I'm not going to drag race," Xander teased. 
He looked at the form.  "Sure, that's a good price."  He
peeled off the money and handed it over.  The salesman took his cut and
handed the rest to the owner, who Xander paid the rest to, getting a wink and
the keys.  "Need anything from it?" 


"Just my
tape, son."  He popped it out. "Be good to my baby." 


"Oh, it's going
to be my baby now," Xander assured him.  That got a smile and the old
owner went to call his wife, who worked here in town, to tell her.  That
way he didn't have to walk home.  They all heard the squeal through his
phone. 


"Where am I
sitting on the way home?" Ray asked. 


"There's a
tiny space behind the seats.  You can squeeze in there this once,"
Xander told him.  "Otherwise, the trunk."  Ray laughed and
hugged him.  "Horatio?" 


"That's fine,
Xander.  Just this once."  He watched Xander finish signing
things.  "You'll have to file for your title in the morning." 


"Sure." 
He took all the forms he'd need and helped Horatio up and to the car. 
"But first, we're getting a CD player put in."  Horatio gave him
an indulgent smile. "I can." 


"You
can.  It's your car now."  Xander beamed and helped him in after
Ray had wiggled back into the free space for the seats to move back.  Then
Xander got in and drove them off. Horatio turned on the radio.  "It's
not too bad." 


"Still needs
a CD player," Xander reminded him.  He pulled into the audio place
and went inside.  "How much and how long to replace my tape deck with
a CD changer?" 


The guy looked
outside then at him.  "What do you have now?" 


"Radio and
tape deck.  The type where it goes in on it's side."  He let him
come out and look.  "Ray's blocking some of the speakers with his
butt but it's okay on speakers.  I want a five disk and maybe a better
radio." 


"I can change
it today, dude.  Come look at this system."  He led him back
inside to look at something.  "This has satellite and regular radio,
plus a changer that goes in the trunk.  It's got a remote if you wanted
it." 


"No, I love
the steering wheel. He's got a wooden one on there."  He
grinned.  "Is that the best?" 


"No, the best
is that one," he said, pointing at one. "I've installed one in the
past.  It was in a beamer though." 


Xander looked at
him.  "I don't want to thump Horatio's hummer off the road.  I'm
looking for quality, not quantity of volume." 


The guy smiled and
nodded.  "That's still the best.  It's got a ten disc and it can
get loud but it's also got a more particular dial.  More numbers mean you
can get a better bit of sound and more room to go from loud to softer." 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "How long?  Horatio's recently had back
surgery." 


"Twenty
minutes to remove the old one.  It looked like it popped out easily. I can
slide this one in, hook up the changer fast, then you can go music
shopping."  Xander smiled.  "It's about two grand though,
dude."  Xander walked out and came back with the baggie of
money.  "Whoa.  Drugs?" 


"Vegas,"
he said with a shy grin. "I got told I was evil at the baccarat
table."  That got a knowing smirk.  "Who did your eyebrow
piercing?  I've been thinking about a nipple ring."  He handed
over the money. 


"Guy down by
the biker strip.  I'll get you his card.  Let me open the
garage.  It's got a couch in there for your boys."  He went to
do that and pull that one off the shelf, taking his own CDs out of it.  He
walked out and smiled at the two guys on the couch waiting on him. 
"By the way, it was playing on two inside.  At two and a half it's a
bit louder. It's got a good sound and volume range."  He gave Horatio
a look.  "You won't disgrace it with opera, right?" 


"No, I'm more
a bit goth, some country now and then, and some rock." 


"That
works.  I love how Kid Rock sounds on this thing.  That and some
dance music."  He slid into the passenger's side, getting under the
dash to pop it out. "Dude, did you know you had cash stuffed down here
already?" 


"No,"
Xander admitted.  Horatio came over to look.  "Tell him if
there's drugs too." 


"No, just
cash, and some sort of hole in the soundproofing."  He felt it and
then moved the foam, closing it.  "There, that fixed it." 
He handed the cash to Horatio and got to work.  The old unit was popped
out and the new one put in.  The cable was run underneath and attached to
the frame.  The changer was hitched in and hooked into the power supply
lines back there.  "Got tunes?" 


Xander shrugged.
"I will soon."  That got a smile.  "How do I load
them?"  He walked back and looked.  "That's pretty normal.
I can get that."  The guy nodded and shook his hand. 
"Thank you." 


"Hey, not a
big.  I like those systems."  That got a smile and he put one of
his own in, showing them the controls and how it sounded.  Horatio winced
at the 'eight' setting but that was all good.  He turned it back down and
taught him how to use the satellite radio system.  "There you
go.  Now, if you need it, you might wanna think about On-Star, ya
know?" 


"I do,"
he sighed. "I'm thinking hard about that." 


The guy nodded and
shook his hand, wiping them off once he had his CD back and they were
gone.  "Man.  I love guys who know what they want." 
He went back to make notes for his boss and put the cash away.  The marker
test proved they were good bills.  "Gotta love the rich
boys."  He called his boss.  "I sold the one we use in the
office. I'm going to turn on the Specter."  He hung up and put his
stuff in there to listen to.  It was nearly as good but a bit more bass
heavy. 


*** 


Don pulled into
the driveway.  He looked at the dark red corvette, then parked and walked
inside.  "Who's visiting?" he called. 


"She's
mine," Xander called.  "I need more music." 


"You have
umpteen billion CD's, Xander.  Pick some."  He walked into the
study, watching him sort through stuff he didn't know they had. 
"When did we get Pink Floyd?" 


"Danny's. 
I'm going to copy it."  He moved another one into the 'copy' stack
and then another few into his 'going in the car' stack.  It was getting a
bit too high. "I need one of those CD holders." 


"You need to
make copies of all those for your car," he noted dryly.  "That
way you don't worry about having to find the originals because it took me three
years to find that one disc." Xander grinned sheepishly and put the piles
together.  "Let's go look.  We'll go for a ride to get you
one." 


Xander wrote out a
'it's a system, don't touch yet' note and left with him, letting him have the
keys.  "It's used but it's so pretty and I had a new stereo put in
today." 


"It's very
pretty."  He smiled when Danny pulled in and parked. 
"Xander's." 


"I can see
that."  He came over to look, nodding in appreciation. 
"Good car.  Very good car.  Let's hope no one targets this
one.  What're you two doing?" 


"I need a
holder for the CDs I need to copy for the car."  Danny grinned. 
"And some CDs to copy onto.  This one plays copied ones." 


"Sure. 
So there's a mess in the study?"  Xander blushed and nodded. 
"That's fine.  Pick up some dinner, you two."  They nodded
and Don got in with gleeful grin.  Danny watched them pull out, wondering
what was under that hood with the way it growled. "That was not the
regular corvette engine," he said dryly.  He went inside to look,
adding a few more he knew Xander liked to the stack.  He watched the two
come back after feeding their pets, noticing the box and the bag.  Plus
the food.  He let them in, taking the food.  "What's in the
box?" 


"CD
copier.  It's faster than using the computer," Xander
admitted.   He settled in to copy it next to the ferret cage, going
to get his stack.  He looked at the top ones and grinned, then got another
few he had snuck into the collection, carrying the stack out and around
Aiden.  "Hi, dear."  He blew a kiss. 


"Is that your
penis statement out in the yard?" 


"Yup. But
it's a statement of fact, not of compensation."  He grinned and
settled in to copy things.  It went a lot faster.  He walked the
first few out there to test them, they worked.  He had to turn down the
volume on a few of them but they worked. He came back and loaded those into the
binder's holding pockets. Eighty CDs later, he was done and hungry.  He
went to rob the kitchen, finding Danny had put his in the fridge with a
fork.  He kissed him then dug in to eat.  "Did you want to test
it, Danny?" 


"This
weekend.  When we can go for a longer ride."  Xander
beamed.  "I've got it off and Don's got it on." 


"That's fine,
if you want." 


"We can go
picnic down by some uninhabited bit of water."  Xander beamed and
nodded, kissing him again.  "Eat.  You're too skinny.  Your
ferrets eat more."  Xander grinned and went back to his CD stack to
make sure they were all together and labeled. Danny shook his head at
that.  His boy was so goofy sometimes. 


"You didn't
go alone, right?" Aiden asked. 


"Nope,"
Xander said. "I took Horatio and his nephew out for some air." 


"Good. 
That's sensible."  She stroked over his hair.  "Whatever
that guy did, it's nice feeling, still." 


Xander blushed.
"Everyone wants to pet me today.  Even Ray petted me." 


"It's wonder
that a guy has hair like this," she assured him. 
"Eat."  He finished eating and carried the CDs back into the
study to reshelve their library.  Then he pulled out his babies to play
with them. They needed the free roam time.  She looked at Don, grinning
and winking.  "Think we'll see more clothes?" 


"He's got
plenty," Danny assured her.  Xander giggled, giving him a look then
he went back to teasing his babies with his hair.  The puppy barked and
came over to play too, getting to play with his actual master as well. 
They all settled in to talk about Xander's new car and the insurance bill,
which might not change that much.  SUV and sports cars were about equally
expensive for boys Xander's age.  Then Don made Xander sit down to pay the
bills before something got turned off. 


*** 


Frank looked over
as a new engine came in, blinking at the corvette that pulled in. 
"Wow." 


Ryan looked
over.  "That's Xander's new gaymobile.  He woke me up at one to
take me on a ride last night.  He had worn them both out and was still
bouncy."  Frank gave him a look.  "Just a ride,
Frank.  It's a nice ride too."  He walked over, looking
inside.  "Hmm, Air Supply, Xander?" 


"I mislabeled
that one."  He grinned and handed over the bag.  "For Speed
and everyone.  Including you and Eric."  He blew a kiss and
backed out, going for another drive. 


Ryan smiled as he
left, then he looked inside the bag.  He swallowed. 
"Frank?" he called, waving a hand.  "This is a
bomb."  Frank called Horatio, who was in his office again.  He
had been bomb squad.  "Horatio, it's not blinking or anything. 
Xander said it was for Speed and everyone, even me and Eric." 


"I doubt he
made it to blow us up," he said patiently, taking the bag to open it
carefully.  "No, it looks like he pulled it off
something."  He looked at the paint flecks on the duct tape. 
"That's a blue car.  Which one of them...  Danny."  He
looked around.  "Someone call Danny!"  Calleigh stepped off
to do that.  Horatio finished looking over the bomb.  "It's got
a radio trigger." 


"Bomb squad's
a few minutes out," Eric reported, frowning at Ryan.  "He handed
you the bag?"  Ryan nodded.  "Did he look upset?" 


"No. 
Not particularly. He was grinning about how he mislabeled a CD, blew a kiss
before he left.  Normal Xander." 


"It's been
disarmed," Horatio offered.  "He knew it was safe." 


"How does he
know explosives?" Frank demanded. 


"Probably
where he worked construction for a few months," Don called from the
back.  "Can I see, people?"  They let him through and he
looked.  "It's not hard to do." 


"No, it's not
hard to do," Horatio agreed.  "Or to make."  Bomb
squad pulled up.  "It's been disarmed," he called.  They
came over to look anyway.  "One of the people we watch over drove it
over and handed Mr. Wolfe the bag."  He stepped back and went to call
Xander.  "What were you thinking?" he demanded. "That's
still..."  He paused.  "How did you know about explosives,
Xander?"  He blinked at that name, taking Speed's PDA to type that
into, finding the mention.  It got a moan.  "When?  Better
yet, why?"  Xander explained it to him.  "That's reasonable
at least.  Radio trigger..."  He smiled.  "Do you
now?"  He nodded.  "Thank you for that.  Did you email
us the footage?"  He nodded at Calleigh, making her run off. 
"Into Danny's, it's the only one he knew," he called after her. 
She nodded. "That's fine, Xander.  Next time, give us some
warning.  No, you may not go after them.  I don't care.  Come
back to the station now, Xander."  He hung up and walked out. 
"Don, he has security footage off your system showing who put it on. 
He went to stalk her." 


"Cheery. 
Who?" 


"Calleigh's
pulling it up now, he sent it to Danny's inbox," Horatio offered.  He
pulled him away.  "Did you hear anything about his
graduation?"  Don gave him a look then swore.  "That's how
he knew." 


"Charming. 
Any idea?"  Calleigh came back with pictures.  "Who's
that?"  He studied the picture.  "We need better cameras on
the system." 


Ryan looked. 
"That's....isn't that Buffy?" 


"She's a
brunette in this.  She's a blonde in his pictures.  Could
be."  He pulled the other one out to look at it.  "Could
very well be.  Where is she?" 


"He went to
stalk her. I made him come back here and tell us so we could do it,"
Horatio offered.  Xander parked and leaned against his driver's door, foot
tapping.  "Xander."  He walked over.  "You can't
kill her." 


"Yes I
can.  She did this to me.  Fuck her," he said bitterly. 
"Not that I would.  I still have some standards."  Ryan
punched him on the arm.  "I do." 


"You
do.  Very high ones."  He looked over as Danny pulled in and
parked the hummer, hopping out as soon as the engine was off.  "We
need to check your car," Ryan called. 


"Why?" 


"Because I
disarmed the bomb that Buffy so kindly stuck on your car," Xander
said.  Danny gaped at him.  "Cordy was right, they're
coming.  They're apparently here." 


"The
gaymobile?  Or was that someone else?" Frank asked. 


"We can
compare any hair or DNA we find to the hair we found in that debris,"
Speed offered.  "Horatio, take Xander to your office to debrief
him."  His boss nodded.  He looked at the others. 
"Guys, go with Messer to get his car."  The bomb squad guys
looked amused.  "Caine's just off back surgery for a blown
disc.  Go.  Now."  They headed off with Danny. 
"Eric, Calleigh, do the bomb.  Ryan, I want everything you know on
this girl.  I'm sure he's told you stuff.  Don, go sit with Xander
and protect him.  Frank, whatever."  He walked off with Ryan. 


Frank looked at
Don.  "I'll take lead since you're involved." 


"Sure, I like
you.  You know your shit and all that," Don said dryly.  He
showed him the picture.  "That's Xander, Willow's the redhead, and
Buffy as of graduation." 


"She's
bruised." 


"She got into
a fight the night before.  That was before the carnage that was their
graduation ceremony, complete with the school being blown up during an assault
on it."  Frank moaned.  "It's probably how he knew how to
do that." 


"Sure. 
Let's put out an APB on them then go check on what Horatio's got for
us."  They did that and he put both pictures of Buffy on there, just
in case.  Then they went to check on the boy, finding him pacing. 
"APB is out, Horatio." 


"Did the
footage catch her car?" 


"She cabbed
in with a bag.  It's likely she cabbed back out," Xander offered,
staring outside.  "I haven't felt Willow.  I should have if she
was involved."  He looked at Don.  "I came home from doing
the grocery shopping and found the system blinking a warning from the
gate.  I went in to check the tape and fixed the bomb." 


"You said
she's more powerful than you.  Can't she hide from you?" Don asked. 


Xander looked at
him.  "Yeah, it's possible but my wards still would've broken." 


"Maybe. 
Maybe she's found a way around them." 


"Huh?"
Frank asked. 


"I'm a witch
and so is Willow, Frank," Xander admitted. 


"That's not
real," he said slowly and cautiously.  Xander looked at the plants
near him and they grew.  "Holy God." 


"Goddess,
Frank.  Green mother," Xander offered dryly. "That's my level of
skills basically.  Willow's a lot more powerful than I am.  She
handles things and makes things happen."  He sat down and looked at
Don.  "If that's true, she could've been in and out and we'd never
know." 


"I'll have
the place searched for cameras and things," Don promised, calling Danny to
have him do that.  He hung up and looked at him.  "We haven't
seen a messenger demon in a while." 


"I think I
made them all stop," Xander admitted. 


"I hope so.
Being your harem is fun but really."  Frank gave him an odd
look.  "According to some of the things that want him, those who
gather around him like his family and those who help him, like his friends, are
his harem." 


"The gold
flakes Wolfe kept finding?" 


"Yup. Them
too," Xander said bitterly.  "They've mostly stopped so
apparently they've gotten the point.  Though I have seen a
messenger.  The guy who supposedly adopted me from my original parents'
care wanted to know if he should send me people to replace Stella since she
couldn't follow us and I'm missing two members of my harem." 


"Two?"
Horatio asked. 


"They thought
Mac was one, the guardian and protector of my harem," he said dryly,
making Horatio laugh and grab his back.  Xander hopped up.  "I'm
sorry, I didn't mean to make you hurt.  Let me look, Horatio, maybe I can
ease the pain some."  He probed the area around his back. 
"Shh, let me try to ease some of it."  He did some gentle
rubbing out of the cramps, making Horatio moan.  "Let me do this,
it'll make it feel better." 


Speed leaned in.
"He okay?" 


"Xander made
him laugh," Frank offered.  "He cramped." 


"Not too
hard, Xander, and make sure the stitches don't pull." 


"I am. 
I'm sorry, Horatio." 


"It was the
image of Mac Taylor in harem gear," he assured him, reaching back to pat
his hand.  "Thank you, I needed that Xander."  Xander
grinned and went back to it. He moaned again, going limp under his talented
hands.  "You need to take more lessons in this. I'll take this as my
holiday present over Armani."  Xander beamed proudly and got to work
on his shoulders.  "Oh, very nice." 


"What is
going on?" Yelina demanded. 


"I made
Horatio laugh and he cramped," Xander admitted.  "Did you ask
her what we talked about?" 


"Not
yet." 


Xander looked at
Yelina. "Your son's got a bully on his butt since he protected one of the
gay kids," he told her.  She groaned and shook her head, looking
down.  "He's asked us to help him with his self-defense.  Not to
attack or anything but in case something happens.  Don taught me and I can
help work with him, even with Don if he'd agree." 


"Sure, I like
Ray.  He's a neat kid and it'll take my mind off your former friends
trying to bomb Danny's car," Don agreed.  "I think he's asleep,
Xan."  Xander slowly eased off, leaving Horatio there to nap. 
Speed came in to put him on his couch, then he went to check on things. 
"It's a reasonable thing at his age.  He should be able to defend
himself if something happens, or if something happens due to a
case."  She gave him a horrified look.  "Xander got stalked
due to one of mine and Stella's cases back home." 


"Self defense
only, Donald." 


"Of
course.  Attacking first is for bullies."  She smiled at
that.  "Now, Xander.  We need to know what you know." 
Xander flopped down behind the desk and finished the notes Horatio was making,
handing them over.  "Thank you.  You wanna talk?" 


"I wanna go
beat the bitch." 


"We'll cuddle
later then," he promised, leaving them alone.  "Guard
him."  Xander nodded and settled in to do that.  He walked
outside, finding the guards posted.  "Let us know if anything
happens."  He showed him the pictures, getting a nod. 
"Thanks."  He went back inside to help Frank.  Because
Xander wasn't the only one with violent urges at the moment. He'd like to kill
the girl himself.  Danny came back and paused.  "Horatio's
asleep.  Xander's watching over him.  They've got everything being
processed.  Anything else?"  Two cameras and a small black box
were held up.  "Where?" 


"Cameras in
his bedroom and the living room.  Both with sound capabilities.  Both
on a remote signal.  The box was on the computer for someone to hack
easier." 


"Good
deal.  We know Willow can."  He shared the notes.  Danny
read it over and nodded, going down to AV to see if they could do anything with
what he had. Don looked at Frank.  Someone was going to die.  Danny
was not a happy camper by any means. Don had a thought and called him. 
"The bags.  Have they been moved?"  He nodded at
that.  "Sure.  What about Ryan's horse?  Yeah, okay, he
already sent it to Vegas.  Thanks."  He hung up. 


"Horse?"
Frank asked. 


"When Ryan,
Horatio, and Xander got taken the last time, Ryan got given a horse," he
said with a shrug.  "That Tumie guy got given the other horse and the
two elephants that had been on the lawn until last night." 


"Do you guys
*ever* get a normal night?" he complained. 


Don looked at
him.  "Of course we do.  Xander cuddles while he's watching tv
or a cooking show.  Danny reads or watches with us.  Sometimes we do
the game and Xander goes into the study to play since he doesn't like it when
we've been drinking. It's normal most of the time, Frank.  It's the odd
things you hear about.  Come over more often." 


"Only if you
promise he'll be wearing clothes this time." 


"The last
time you got him out of the shower and the time before that was moving day and
the pink thong.  Usually he's at least got pants on," he promised.
"If not, we make him when people other than Aiden come over.  She
quit looking after that one time her mind got stuck." 


"I don't
wanna know." 


"Probably
true," Don agreed with a small grin.  "Yelina, when's a good
time?" 


"This
weekend?" 


"Sure. 
Our house good?  We've got a great lawn." 


"If you
want.  I'll bring him over."  She smiled at him.  "It
can't be that normal." 


"It is. 
Even though we're still cataloging all the various stuff Xander got given
recently." 


"Not my
fault," Ryan admitted as he came in.  "I tried to keep an index
but I got lost."  He handed over a report. "Buffy.  No
signs of Willow on the bomb so far.  DNA is positive.  They rushed
it." 


"It's a good
thing she's got hair that likes to stick to tape."  Ryan nodded at
that.  "Xander's in the office." 


"I heard the
snoring."  He smiled.  "We're doing it, Don.  Give us
a few hours at the most."  Don nodded so he went back to work. 


Don sat down in
his desk chair, looking at Yelina when she came over.  "Hey, anything
new coming yet?" 


"A few of the
patrol guys are incensed that Xander left it like that." 


"I've learned
a few things about Xander.  If he's perfectly calm and smiling, it's a bad
thing." 


"Run for the
hills?" Frank teased. 


Don considered
it.  "It means he's ready to destroy someone and he knows how he's
going to do it, he can clearly do it in his head.  So, yeah, running for
the hills is a good idea.  Getting between him and his target means you
become a target so really good idea."  He looked at Yelina again.
"If he's bouncy and smiling, he's happy.  If he's perfectly still and
paying attention he's in hunting mode.  Something has that incredible
focus at the moment.  Usually that's right before he smiles and is still
perfectly still.  If he's bouncy, it's a normal day." 


"Is this like
a girl's mood swings?" Frank teased. 


"Yup,"
Don agreed, grinning back.  "Then again, he was raised by Willow and
Jesse, then Jesse died right after he got Buffy in his life.  Jesse was
his only male friend."  He licked his lips.  "If he's
sitting or something so you can't see bounciness or not look in his eyes. 
It'll always tell you what sort of mood he's in.  Right now, I'm betting
he's staring out the window in contemplation.  That means he's
planning.  Never mistake the lack of bookishness for not being smart. 
The kid survived in a near war-zone for five years, Yelina.  The only
thing I was surprised at was that he could disarm one." 


"But...he's
goofy and bouncy." 


"Yeah, and
he's also the guy who hunted with the slayer for five years," he said
quietly, glancing around.  "You don't do that when you can't
focus.  Not and live." 


She sat down,
looking at him.  "Then why can't he protect himself?  Or
work?" 


"Because
there's two Xander's, Yelina," Frank said dryly.  "He's got
goofy, GHS Xander.  The cuddly, bouncy one that feeds us.  Then
there's Xander like today.  That Xander's probably a bit dangerous. 
He's focused on his survival." 


"And if he
stays there, it'll be a danger to others when he loses his temper at some
bookish thing he never wanted to know," Don agreed.  "He's GHS
because of that other side.  I'd rather have him living in that one than
living in the other one and dying.  Because he would within the
year."  She sighed and nodded. "That's just a fact of life. 
The first time he relaxed he'd be back to goofy guy Xander.  The cuddly
little lap crawler who plays with his ferrets and my dog." 


"I thought it
was his dog," Frank said, looking confused. 


"No, I bought
him Beauty to play with George.  I bought Spots to play with me," Don
said dryly.  "It's just that he's home all day and he can play fetch
all my dog wants. Then I get a cuddly, calm puppy all night to sit and pet with
a cuddly, calm boy who likes me to play with his hair.  Speaking
of."  He looked around then at the patrol guys.  "Hey,
Jessup?"  He looked over.  "Go glance in on Xander, see if
he's playing with his hair?  He twirls it when he's thinking up ways of
escaping to do what he wants to do."  That got a nod and he went to
do that.  He came back a few minutes later blushing.  "He asleep?"



"The
Lieutenant is back behind his desk.  Your boy is presently on his couch
being made to take a nap.  He's handcuffed to the couch and pouting,
saying he's mean." 


Don snorted. 
"No, that means Xander started to sneak out to kill her," he said
dryly.  He stood up.  "Let me go deal with the lap
bait."  Jessup blushed harder at that.  "He is very cuddly,
Jessup.  He loves to cuddle.  His parents never did."  He
walked up there, going to look at his boy.  "Tried to escape?"
he asked him.  Horatio made an agreeing noise. "Did you wake him
up?" 


"I was mostly
awake," Horatio admitted.  "I've got him, Don." 


"I can put
him beside me at my desk." 


"No, you have
work to do. I've only got paperwork and I can withstand the
pout."   He looked at his detective.  "I've seen
worse.  Go back to work, Don." 


"I was hoping
he could come make my next suspect confess." 


Horatio shook his
head. "That would be an invalid form of questioning a suspect.  If I
have to, I can have Speed get our camping kit." 


"What are you
going to do with a tent and sleeping bags?" Xander asked. 


"It's not for
literal camping, Xander," he said calmly.  He called Speed. 
"Where's the camping kit?"  He smiled.  "Please. 
He's still agitated."  Speed hung up and came up a few minutes later with
a small zippered bag.  Horatio got up slowly and came over to open it,
putting the blindfold over Xander's eyes, then the muffling headphones over his
ears.  He unlocked the uncomfortable handcuffs and used it on the boy's
hands as it should be but in front of him.  Xander made grumbling noises
so he turned on the CD, then looked at Don.  "It's nature sounds with
quiet instrumental music overtop of it.  It helps."  Don nodded,
watching as Xander yawned and calmed down.  "Go," he ordered
quietly.  Don nodded and left.  Horatio mostly closed his office
door, keeping an eye on Xander.  The tape was only an hour long.  By
then he had dropped into a nap. 


*** 


Danny walked up to
the hotel room, nodding at the guys with him.  Eric nodded.  Calleigh
nodded.  The patrol guys all nodded so Calleigh knocked. 
"Miami-Dade PD, open up," she ordered.  No one answered. 
They gave it to a count of five then one of the patrol guys came forward with
the key.  The door was opened and he got out of the way, letting the
patrol guys lead the way inside.  They found one grumpy redhead sacked out
on the couch. Calleigh looked at her.  "Not her usual shade?"
she guessed. 


Danny shook his
head.  "Bottle blonde."  He reached down to smack her, just
once.  Less hard than he wanted to.  "Rise and shine,
Summers.  Miami-Dade PD.  You're under arrest." 


"For
what?" she whined. 


"For planting
two explosives devices.  It's bordering on terrorist activities, little
girl," Eric assured her. 


"No I
didn't." 


"Yeah, you
did.  We've got you on tape doing it to my car," Danny assured
her.  He got a whiff of her breath and moaned.  "Been
drinking?" 


"Um,
yeah."  She pinkened. "I did what?" 


"Get her and
let's go," Calleigh ordered.  "I don't believe in blackouts like
that."  The patrol officers cuffed her and drug her off.  The
CSI searched the room, finding the rest of her stash and a laptop that had
footage from the cameras when Danny turned it back on.  "That's
enough for me." 


"Enough for
me too," Eric agreed. 


"Ditto,"
Danny agreed, closing down the laptop and bagging it.  "Now, is the
other one here?" 


"The manager
couldn't be certain.  He said she signed in by herself but she's had a few
deliveries," Eric offered. 


"With her
breath, that could've been the liquor store," Danny assured him. 
"Any other proof?" 


"We'll call
Cordelia back, see if she knows," Calleigh offered.  That got a nod
and Eric went into the hallway to do that.  She looked at Danny. 
"Are you okay?" 


"Nope, wanna
kill me a little girl." 


"Oh, I
understand that perfectly.  How can you not appreciate Xander?" 


"They don't
care," he reminded her.  "They also think he's helpless and
useless." 


"Huh,
yeah," she snorted. "Right.  Because he didn't protect Horatio
and Ryan wherever they went the last time." 


He grinned. 
"Technically, Xander only got them free. Ryan protected them." 


"Uh-huh. 
Sure," she agreed dryly.  They gathered everything they needed and
walked out, letting Eric seal the room in case they needed to come back. 


*** 


Horatio looked at
the young woman through the one-way mirror.  Then at the one up the
hall.  Both of them were here.  Willow had been found at the mall
buying a new outfit.  He walked into this first one, looking her
over.  "Miss Rosenburg.  What brings you to Miami this time of
year?  Shouldn't you be in school?" 


"I came to
see Xander.  I had a long weekend," she said quietly.  "Is
he okay?" 


"He's
perfectly fine.  He's napping in my office as a matter of
fact."  She sighed and nodded.  "We have evidence of
someone hacking into his computers and I do know that you are a suspect in a
bank hacking a few months back.  The FBI are still trying to prove it was
you."  She opened her mouth.  "Don't," he ordered.
"Why are you in Miami?" 


"I'm here to
see Xander and make amends." 


"By putting
cameras in his house and a link into his system so you could hack him
again?" 


"It's clear
he made some sort of evil deal to get this stuff," she said firmly,
glaring at him. "There's no way he didn't." 


"Actually, he
didn't," he said, looking expressionless.  "You'd be surprised
at what Xander can do on his own." 


"Yeah, fall
over his feet.  Trip me.  Like that Joxer guy on the show." 


"He was the
most loyal of them all and he did manage to save their lives." 


"Oh, don't
even!  We saved each other.  Just because he was there didn't mean he
was doing special things." 


"Like the
bomb in the basement?" Xander asked from the doorway.  She gasped and
he walked in, shutting the door.  "Test me, Willow.  Find
demonic taint that wasn't there."  She did and moaned, pointing at
his arm. "Yeah, but that's been there.  You saw that before. 
You're the one who pointed out how to cover it."  He moved
closer.  "Do it again," he said coldly.  She did it again
and then stared at him.  He leaned down.  "Do you want to know
how I got everything I had?  Well, let's talk about basic biology,
Willow.  What's the reason for pheromones?" 


"To attract
others to you.  So?" 


"What happens
if a human has excessive levels of pheromone production?" 


"It smells
like they're in heat to the other humans." 


"Not always
human," Xander corrected.  "There's been plenty that draw other
things instead.  Or else the dog wouldn't hump your aunt every single
time."  She blushed at that. "You know what a Quarth demon
is?"  She blushed bright red and nodded.  "What happens to
those who are basically human ones?" 


"There's no
such thing."  He put a card in front of her and she gasped, looking
at him.  "But..but... it's not the same," she said finally. 


"It is the
same and with where I was born, my pheromones are naturally tilted that
way.  I attract them both," he said bitterly.  She gulped air,
starting to shake her head.  "Yeah, Willow.  You can ask the DPP
people.  They have me on file.  They had to test me to make sure I
wasn't partially a quarth by birth."  She shook her head again. 
He put something down on the table.  "Call them."  She
touched the call stone and a vampire appeared.  "Thank you for
sending a human-looking one," Xander offered. "Horatio, please get
the windows?" 


"Of
course."  He closed the blinds over them, letting the other officer
in further.  "You are?" 


"My name is
Raphael Mystick."  She stammered at that name.  "I am in
the books?"  She nodded at that, swallowing hard. He put down his ID
badge in front of her. "I am a member of the Demonic Police squad. A
detective.  I've seen your friend many times and he did alert us we may
have to produce our file on him."  He put it down in front of
her.  "Look and learn, young lady." 


"I'm
not..." 


"I'm over six
hundred years old.  You're a mere child and acting like one," he
sneered.  "Read!" he snapped and she did.  He looked at
Xander.  "Any recent ones?" 


"Some sort of
planeular portal that took me somewhere redheads were incredibly scarce with
Horatio and my buddy Ryan.  Some barbarians took us to sell us." 


"I know of
that one.  Did you meet your overseeing God?"  Xander moved his
pants to show off a piece of his tattoo.  "Good.  That should
help you stay here instead of every other plane in existence.  Though
there is one that you might want to visit.  They have some very unique
dance and self defense styles that could aid your body with its natural
grace."  Xander smiled.  "If you want, come see me and I'll
gladly send you there, Mr. Harris."  He took the file back when she
closed it.  "Now then," he said firmly. "You were spouting
off?" 


"May I?"
Horatio asked.  It was handed over with a smile. "Thank you." 


"Not an
issue.  I'm sure he tried to call us to there but couldn't.  We don't
have access to many planes, mostly realms."  He looked at Willow
again. "Did you have more comments?" 


"Why
him?  Why not me or any other that was born there?" she demanded. 


"Because he
has the hormone switch to become GHS.  The others with this problem
probably got eaten sooner."  She blushed and slumped.  "The
vampires are very attracted to his sort as well as other demons. 
Unfortunately I'm fixed so it doesn't matter." 


Xander looked at
him.  "Someone tried to do that to me.  It hurt like hell,
man.  I'm so sorry."  He hugged him and the vampire gave him a
back pat.  "It'll be all right."  He pulled back. 
"Before you were turned?" 


"Unfortunately
sealed with holy water.  It won't heal with that contagion." 


"Then trim
off the infected parts," Horatio offered.  He brightened and
smiled.  "You can't have Xander either." 


"I'm a
realistic being.  I'd die.  Any vampire near him would. Any demon
will.  He's went after a monsoon demon, one made of wind, with a sword for
trying him." 


"He tried to
make me a girl and castrated me. Hell yes I went after him with a sword,"
Xander agreed. "Thankfully I grew back."  The vampire smiled at
that.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  That's a copy of the pertinent reports for the confidential
files down here.  I know your overseer wanted them in the GHS files, young
man.  Do be well and hopefully you can stay home.  But do come to me
if you want to travel there.  I'll send you with an escort." 


"Yes,
sir."  He grinned.  "Dancing?" 


"Dancing,"
he agreed, rolling his eyes.  "Very erotic dancing.  You don't
realize that the knife's killed you until after you get off sort." 
Xander blushed at that.  "I'm a blunt being," he noted
dryly.  "Be well.  I wish you luck, Lieutenant."  He
disappeared. 


Xander put the
call stone back around his neck.  "Now, you were saying,
Willow?"  She burst out swearing and lunged for him.  He punched
her and sent her flying.  "Don't do that.  Just because I'm gay
doesn't mean I can't kick your ass, still.  I taught you how to fight,
Willow."  He walked out and walked down the hall with the file he
took from Horatio's hand.  He handed it to Eric.  "From the DPP
officer.  I just hit Willow so I'm going to find some ice." 


"Give it ten
minutes, you'll be fine."  He walked into that room with Calleigh,
handing her the report.  "Miss Summers.  Hangover better?"
he asked. 


"Somewhat. 
Thank you for the tylenol."  She looked at the tv as it was turned on
and the tape started, frowning.  "That's me?  But... no, that's
not me.  No, I'm a blonde."  Calleigh grabbed some of her hair
to pull it around, making her look really confused.  "When did I do
that?" 


"I don't know
and I don't care," Calleigh offered. "This is the second bomb since
you've dyed your hair red, Miss Summers."  She put down the DNA
report.  "This is from Mr. Harris' first car after it got blown
up.   We found it attached to a piece of the bomb, under some
tape.  That video proves you were there today when a bomb was planted on
Detective Messer's car." 


"I don't know
bombs," she said, looking really confused.  "Am I
possessed?" 


"Probably by
the alcohol," Eric said grimly.  "What was the last thing you
remember?" 


"Um, a frat
party to celebrate the first week of school." 


"It's early
November, Buffy," Calleigh said dryly.  "Welcome back to
reality."  She gave her a horrified look.  She looked at the
other file.  "Ah.  The reason Willow panicked."  She
put it in front of her.  "You think he's so worthless, yet he's taken
by people who want to coddle and protect him." 


"Demons,"
she sneered. 


"Not
all," Eric assured her.  "There have been others." 
She shook her head. "Yes, there have been, Buffy."  He pulled
something out of the file and handed it to her.  "Including your
mentor who tried to have him taken by a demon."  She stood up, her
chair slamming to the ground.  "Sit," he ordered coldly. 
"That's his statement."  Buffy shook her head, starting to open
her mouth again. "I said, sit down," he ordered.  She righted
the chair and sat.  "Thank you.  Unfortunately, the demonic
police do exist and they did apprehend him for this crime, and that of taking
one of our officers with Mr. Harris to incarcerate, sexually torture, and
mutilate him."  She went pale.  "So he's presently
incarcerated on the plane Mr. Harris ended up shutting down to save his own
life and that of our officer."  Someone walked in.  
"Stetler." 


"What are you
doing?" 


"She planted
a bomb." 


"You're
talking about demons." 


"Demons are
real," Buffy assured him.  "I've killed many of you." 
She stood up again.  "I'm the slayer.  Who are you?" 
He backed away from her, giving her a horrified look.  "Xander is *mine*. 
He's my backup.  He never should've left to go on that second road
trip.  It was wrong of us to let him go.  And then it was wrong of us
to tell him to stay away.  Because he wasn't there I got attacked. 


"No, that's
because you were really drunk," Calleigh assured her.  "I got
that police report.  By the way, how would Xander have stopped them?"



"He would've
been there," she said coldly, rounding on her.  Stetler escaped and
slammed the door.  "He would have been there." 


"Xander
doesn't drink.  He hides from us when we go over to drink and watch the
game on his tv," Eric told her.  "He disappears at the first
sign of a beer.  He wouldn't have been at a frat party.  He wasn't in
college.  They wouldn't have let him in."  She opened her
mouth.  "I was a frat brother, Buffy.  We don't let townies into
those things.  Not even hot chicks."  She glared at him. 
"So, even if he had managed to sneak in, he wouldn't have because of the
drinking issues he's got thanks to his parents.  So he wouldn't have been
there.  Yes, rape is horrible, but you were seriously drunk, and as this
has proven, prone to doing stupid things while drunk.  I'm not sure it was
rape."  She took a swing at him and he ducked, then put her back into
the seat.  "That was incredibly stupid of you.  That's
assaulting an officer.  Unlike Sunnydale, we charge you for shit here in
Miami."  She went pale again and he saw the gag.  "Nice
try."  He got out of range and took the file back.  "Then
again, you sent Xander off.  He would've come back if you hadn't told him
he was worthless and unwanted.  You nearly destroyed him when he heard
that from you two.  He still has issues with what you guys told him."



"We do have
to watch out for him," she said hotly. 


"Yet, he
managed to undo the bomb today without help," Calleigh said dryly.
"He's managed to save that officer twice now, the second time with another
one that was taken and injured, to get them free.  So what was your part
of this, Miss Summers?  It seems apparent to us that Xander can easily handle
himself.  He does here in Miami all the time.  He did in New
York.  It's only when his hormones are spiking that he needs the
protection." 


"Hormones?"



"Hormones. 
The reason you kept picking on him about being a demon magnet," she said
coolly.  "Not like he can help those coming out of him.  It's
from where he was born and part of what he is." 


"Is he a
halfie?" she sneered. 


"No. 
But he's been compared to a human version of the Quarth," Eric said,
putting that report in front of her.  She looked then gagged again and ran
to the trash can.  "Thank you for abasing yourself that way. 
When you're done, sit down," he ordered.  He put that file back
together again.  "I think it's time she talked to someone who's going
to talk to her about charges." 


"No, they
don't need to. I'm going to charge her with making two explosive devices with
intent to use.  Use of an explosive or dangerous device in a manner that
endangered lives.  Stalking.  Hacking.  And then I'm going to
finish it up with use of terroristic threats.  That's a federal level,
right?" 


"Last I
heard, yeah."  He nodded.  Buffy moaned and whimpered. 
"Sit down, Miss Summers."  She came back and sat down, clutching
her stomach.  "Good.  Now that you're done, did you hear the
charges laid against you?  Two counts of making explosives, two counts of
planting explosives.  One count of endangering lives with a deadly
weapon.  Two counts of stalking.  Hacking.  Making terroristic
threats.  If you have anything to defend yourself with, I'd give it
now." 


"Xander's
mine," she told him. "He's mine to abuse, he's mine to send out to
die.  He's my backup.  Not yours." 


Speed walked in
and shut the door.  "No he's not.  He's Danny's.  That guy
you put the bomb on his car today?  That's his boyfriend."  She
burst out laughing.  "He's still a police officer.  That would
add a count of attempted felony murder since he's an officer." 


"So that's a
potential death penalty charge there," Calleigh agreed. "I had
forgotten about that."  She looked at him and smiled.  "How
is Xander?" 


"Icing his
knuckles."  Eric rolled his eyes.  "That other one attacked
him and he had to hit her."  He shrugged.  "Pity." 


"I've saved
the world," Buffy screeched, standing up again.  "Xander is mine
to help me do that!" 


"Funny thing
is, he could probably take any bad guy you'd get and make them beg to serve
him," Calleigh said dryly.  "Pity you didn't use him properly,
huh?"  She gathered up everything and waved. 
"Boys."  They came in to get her.  "Book her. 
I'll have the charge sheet in a minute.  Let me amend one part to add one
and then sign it."  They nodded and led the struggling young woman
off.  She looked at Speed.  "How can you be friends with someone
who sees you like their dog?" 


"Xander
treats his dog better than that," Eric assured her, going to find
Xander.  He found him in a corner of the break room.  "Your hand
okay?" 


"It's
emotional pain but the ice is keeping me focused and not crying," he
admitted, looking at him.  "What the fuck did I do to deserve
this?  It wasn't bad enough she blamed me for not coming home after she
told me not to and blamed me for being attacked.  Her mother helped in
that.  Now this?" 


"Some people
are incredibly selfish and users."  He shrugged. "I can't
explain it.  I probably won't ever be able to.  I don't think it was
how she was raised.  You said her mother was a nice lady and sweet, kind
and nice you called her."  Xander nodded.  "She got angry
with what happened to her daughter and you were easy to blame since you hadn't
been there."  He moved in.  "That's all that was,
Xander.  A scapegoat."  Xander looked up at him again. 
"These two are selfish.  They'll learn their lessons over their time
in prison." 


"If they
stay.  The Watchers Council might not let Buffy stay.  Faith's still
in jail in LA.  They won't have a slayer handy.  All Willow needs is
to concentrate really hard and she can escape," he said quietly. 
"They might kill Buffy instead of letting her go but I wouldn't count on
it." 


"We'll watch
for it," Eric assured him.  "If so, we'll handle it." 
Xander nodded, slumping down again.  "Why don't you go home?" 


"Can't."



"Why
not?" 


"It's a crime
scene.  Danny said I couldn't until Bomb Squad released it.  He did
say he put down fresh water and food for the animals and got my wallet for
me."  He looked up again.  "Eric, what happens if they look
in that other stuff?" 


"They
shouldn't have to.  Besides, what'll they see?  Bags of stuff you
were given by people who wanted you to do things for them."  He
shrugged.  "It happens.  I'll check on that for you." 
Xander nodded.  "Want a soda?" 


"No, I want
to be cuddled and told it's a nightmare, that they didn't turn on me for their
own selfish reasons." 


"Mostly
alcohol," Eric offered.  "The last thing Buffy remembers is the
first week of school."  Xander snorted.  "Exactly. 
Willow's might be different." 


"Maybe. 
I knew it was evil." 


"It is. 
A drink now and then is one thing.  Doing it like that is bad." 
He patted him on the head.  "It'll be okay.  You'll get through
this." 


"People think
I'm scary.  A few of the patrol officers gave me looks when they came in
to get a drink." 


"Of course
they do.  You disarmed a bomb and handed it over like it was
lunch."  He swatted him.  "Next time, some warning,
okay?"  Xander nodded.  "Good.  Now, sit and don't
think about it.  Think about making Horatio take you shopping to use his
present or the next convention." 


"I don't feel
like masturbating," he said dully. 


"I
know.  I wasn't suggesting you do that.  I was more suggesting you
look forward to showing them what you saw on your week's vacation." 
Xander nodded at that, perking up some.  "Maybe you can teach Speed
how to beat baccarat or something so he can buy real clothes."  He
walked off when Xander snorted, going to finish his reports.  Because if
he had friends like that he would have hurt himself for it.  He ran into
Danny and Don.  "He's fine.  He's in the break room
thinking." 


"He'll be
fine," Don assured him. "They'll release the house in an hour, when
they find the ferret that came to help."  Eric cracked a smile at
that.  "He's loose somewhere in Xander's car." 


Xander peeked out.
"Check under my seats.  George hid there before." 


Danny talked to
the person on his phone, getting a nod. "Beauty's there and she seems to
like the black interior your car.  She's laid out on her side and
napping." 


"She's being
visually pleasing," Xander teased. 


Don gave him a
look.  "You have us.  We're ten thousand times better," he
reminded him.  Xander nodded. "They'll dry out and see what they've
lost.  Won't mean much since they'll be in prison, but they'll see their
issues and apologize."  Xander nodded and came to get hugs, then went
back, putting his ice pack back in the freezer. 


"He hopes no
one gets them out," Eric said quietly. 


"They do,
they're toast too," Danny assured him. "No problems
there."  Eric smiled and nodded.  "One did look at the
stuff in the garage.  Tumie left it when he went back to France. 
They found one of his boy toys in one too.  He's on his way to the
hospital.  They decided he had been hiding there to get some of Xander
too." 


"Maybe. 
You never know," Don agreed, shaking his head. "How did he
survive?" 


"It's a bit
of agelessness in there," Ryan said as he came over.  "I stuck
Xander in one for a day to keep him out of trouble while I had to be out of
town and Horatio was having his back worked on again.  It mutes his
hormones beautifully as well." 


"How do you
know that it's agelessness?" Don asked. 


"Big, dark,
and deadly said so." 


"Who?" 


"Explain it
later, Don."  He smiled then went back to get Xander. 
"They've released the house but they called Horatio about the bags. 
He called Tumie to point out he had left them.  Tumie said to give them to
you.  Bomb Squad said we should go through them to make sure there's no
other illegal aliens hiding in there."  Xander groaned and leaned his
forehead on his knees.  "So, looks like we're going to be
unpacking." 


"We need
bookcases and another room," Xander moaned.  "I wouldn't mind
the garage back for my car." 


"For now,
we'll go through and make an index of those bags we'll need packed and then
what's being sold off.  Because I remember some people with really bad
taste gave you both stuff."  Xander looked up and nodded. 
"It's even sedate enough for Horatio and you can tell the other stories
about what happened since they've all heard by now." 


"Sure." 
He got up and followed Ryan out, getting another hug.  "Order and
bring it home.  I'm too tired to cook." 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed. "We'll be home soon."  Xander nodded and trudged
off with Ryan, giving him a ride in his new car too.  He looked at
Don.  "Are we sure we wanna know with how deep those bags are?" 


"Not really
but I could use the stories." 


"True." 
They went to talk to Horatio and the others since they were having a
meeting.  "Bomb Squad suggested Xander go looking for more illegal
aliens hiding in the bottomless bags.  They've promised stories if someone
brings dinner." 


"I'll order
something soothing," Speed promised.  "Then I'll show you the
camping gear that we used today." 


"Please. 
It looks like it helps."  He grinned.  "We still
here?" 


"Wrap up this
case, Danny.  I sent Ryan with him."  They nodded and went to do
that.  Horatio shook his head. "Those two have more energy than I do
now." 


"It's the end
of a long day and we're all tired emotionally," Eric agreed. 


"I kept
thinking if I had friends like that, I would've hit myself and woken myself to
reality," Calleigh agreed quietly. 


"That was all
he knew," Speed told them.  "Literally.  He was raised by
Willow and Jesse.  He lost Jesse, his only male influence, and then gained
Buffy.  They're all he knew." 


"Shit,"
Eric sighed. "I still might've hurt myself." 


"He might
have tried," Horatio pointed out.  "We don't know everything
that went on back there."  They all nodded at that.  "Now,
is it a solid case?" 


"Tape showing
her," Calleigh offered.  "Plus DNA and strand matches on her
hair." 


"AV said that
her computer shows they were trying to hack his accounts again," Speed
offered.  "Plus hours and hours of Xander porn with a lot of
different angles.  One was in his bedroom."  Eric blushed. 
"Not like we care, Eric.  We may have to explain *why* to the
judge."  He shrugged.  "Or there's the Federal charges of
hacking the bank." 


"Xander
thinks they might not be staying," Eric offered.  "That the
Watchers, the people over girls like Buffy, might try to release or kill
her.  He said for Willow it's a mater of concentration for her to pop
out." 


"She'll have
a cellmate after tonight," Calleigh offered.  "Lack of
concentration right there." 


"We'll make
sure she'll be in a noisy part of the prison," Horatio agreed. "I'll
note it to the warden as well."  That got nods.  "Anything
that could go wrong?" 


"The DPP
officer?" Eric suggested. 


Speed
snorted.  "No, he's not in the official files.  Stetler?" 


"He ran off
after she called him a halfie," Calleigh told him.  "He may
still be hiding somewhere."  They all smiled at that. 
"It's as solid as we can make it.  Can we get someone other than
West?" 


"We can and
we have," Horatio agreed.  "I noted to her boss that she'd have
a conflict since she hated the victim because his ferret got loose down her
shirt.  He laughed for a good ten minutes."  He smiled. 
Speed giggled.  "It was rather flustering." 


"I almost
thought the first one was her," Speed agreed. 


"Me as
well," Horatio sighed.  "Unfortunately not."  Someone
came to the door.  "Yes, Miss West." 


"Where are my
new clients?" 


"You weren't
sent on the Summers and Rosenburg case, correct?" he asked. 


She smirked. 
"No, I was sent as their defense attorney.  I quit as of today."



"They're
already in booking. You can get them before their arraignment," Calleigh
said, looking at her.  "It's pretty airtight." 


"Really?"



"Video
showing her planting the second bomb.  DNA, hair strand match," Speed
said sarcastically.  "Federal charges against Miss Rosenburg for
hacking a bank.  Have fun with that." 


"Oh, I will
be."  She stomped off, heading down to booking. 


"That's
trouble waiting to happen," Speed said quietly. 


"Won't
happen," Ryan said as he walked in, whispering in Horatio's ear, getting a
nod.  "By the way, Giles is back.  That's trouble waiting to
happen.  The bomb squad guys had to separate him and Xander when Xander
went for his throat."  He looked at Eric.  "Without a
sword."  Eric moaned.  "He was going to twist it until it
popped off," he said happily.  "Not like I blame him.  So
we need our statements from that kidnaping since he sold Xander to them." 


"Agreed,"
Horatio said quietly.  "Is he coming here as well?" 


"No, they put
Xander in his bedroom with the dog to rant, scream, and howl with." 
He looked at his boss again.  "So I'm not going to be allowed near
that case." 


"Understood,
Mr. Wolfe.  There's plenty of crime in Miami for you to help
with."  Ryan smiled.  "Go back to him." 


"Yes,
boss.  I left one of the guys there in case something else
happens."  He walked off, jogging out to his car and heading back to
Xander's house.  He nodded at the other guy, feeling two
quickenings.  "Who else showed up?" 


"Some guy
named Ray that your friend clung to like he was his boyfriend.  I didn't
see any harm in it." 


"They're
buddies.  Very tight. We've got it, he's a Chicago cop.  Thank
you." 


"They get the
guy who bombed his SUV?" 


"Yeah, same
girl," he said happily.  "ADA West quit to take their cases
because the brown and black ferret got down her shirt at the
station."  He giggled at that.  "Seriously."  He
walked off smiling.  "Ray?" he called, heading for the
bedroom.  He popped out without a shirt.  "He calmer?" 


"He'll be
fine.  I've let him cry and rant on me and the dog.  Spots is very
good for him."  He grinned.  "Sorry to barge in." 


"Not an
issue.  With the day we've had?  You're more than welcome to help us
sort crap he got given when he was taken across planes."  He gave him
a hug.  "How is Adam?" 


"Bitchy. 
That's why I'm here.  That and I had ta quit.  I had some guy who
challenged me in the station and pulled a sword.  I kinda got stabbed in
the chest so it wasn't that fun."  That just got a nod and another
hug.  "Let me finish calming him down." 


"Sure." 
He went to play with the ferrets and let them help with the bags.  Though
he did make sure the bags were sealed once everything was dumped out.  He
didn't want to lose a ferret in a neverending bag.  He started to make
lists of what he found and which bag it was in.  He even marked the
handles with bag numbers to keep track of things.
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The rest of the
family trooped in, Speed carrying the deli fried chicken and sodas, and paused
when they heard a moan. 


"Xander?"
Danny called patiently.  "Are you playing with Ryan again?" 


"No,
me," Ray called, coming out without a shirt on.  "I was giving
him a back rub.  His dog puked on me," he said at the stares at his
chest. 


"Works for
us," Don said with a shrug.  "You're on the approved play
list."  Danny shrugged too and went to get plates and cups for those
who wanted them.  "We're apparently sorting crap and hearing funny
stories." 


"Sure, I can
help."  He stopped Horatio.  "Was your boss for real?"



"He
was.  Why?" 


"I had ta
quit after a guy challenged me at the office.  Pulled a sword and
everything.  I didn't die or nothin', but it still happened.  They're
giving me funny looks. I excused it as a nut with a sword but no one believes
me since they all said I'm dating one so I should've recognized him." 


"I'll talk to
him tomorrow, Ray."  He patted him on the cheek.  "For now,
we've got neverending bags of things.  Mostly gaudy things."  He
looked behind him as the door opened.  "Frank." 


"It's
me," he agreed.  "I brought a pizza and Yelina's promised a cake
but she's not bringing Junior tonight.  She thinks it might end up being
dirty stuff." 


"Only some of
it," Horatio said blandly.  "This is Ray Kowalski.  He's
going to be applying soon to join you and she." 


"Hi.  We
do require shirts to be worn usually." 


"Yeah, well,
the dog puked on me.  They do that," Ray said philosophically,
grinning at him.  "No mounties down here, right?  Because the
last one drove me nuts." 


"No, no
Mounties," Speed said, frowning at him.  "You worked with
Mounties?" 


"Yeah, well,
Vecchio did and I had ta be him for an undercover since he was undercover, so I
got to work with him too.  Talk about *stories*.  Inuit
stories.  With morals."  They all smiled at that. 
"These'll hopefully be funny and not have points?" 


"Only to not
get kidnaped with Xander," Speed said with a grin.  "Ryan?"



"Working on
the first bag," he called.  "Horatio, who gave Xander the box of
inhumanly small butt plugs?" 


"The tree elf
person as you called him.  I never did catch his name."  He
headed that way. 


Frank looked at
him.  "You're one of them, aren't you?" 


"Level
seven," he said proudly.  "One of the few who can apparently
work."  Frank just nodded and went to go help once he had a
drink.  The others filed in once Ray went to wake up Xander and get them
dinner.  Xander came in to cuddle between his guys and let Ray tease him. 


"Okay, I'm
gonna agree.  No way can a human body hold those in place for very
long.  They're made for Barbies," Frank said, holding up one
plug.  It was long but only a few hairs' width thick. 


"For the
people who use them, they're important and sacred, used after conception since
they've got male breeders," Xander said with a small grin.  "I
married their high priest to his chosen one and they gifted me with the sacred
objects."  He carefully put the box aside and looked at the rest of
the stuff.  "Ah, here's my pants from that outfit." 
Horatio blushed at the buttless pants.  "That was not intentional, it
was a dragon, people.  It tried to get a taste."  He folded the
thin silk, pale cream pants on top of the other box.  Yelina walked
in.  "Come on in and eat.  We're sharing stories.  If I can
remember who everyone was." 


"You
should've made a list then," Ryan complained. 


"I thought I
did."  He looked around then chose a bag and looked inside.  No
list came to the top.  He looked in an identical bag and a book came to
the top.  He pulled it and the book it was in out.  "Here it
is." 


Danny looked at
the book.  "This is in Greek." 


"I read
Ancient Greek. I speak Latin."  He handed the list to Ryan, who shook
his head and moaned.  "I know, it's only a partial one. I kept
getting distracted because Horatio was making muffins." 


"They were
good," Ryan admitted, going over the list.  "Okay, we've got one
top, from the High Cleric of Hera?" 


"He said I
was being childish, it was a reminder to act more mature."  He
shrugged.  "I knew I was throwing a fit.  The couple didn't
match very well and he liked them since it was his family.  Then he
abandoned her when I asked him if he would be willing to trade places with his
spouse for a day a month.  He said that wasn't his job because he was a
man and stomped off." 


"Yeah, he got
hit with a shot of power outside and turned crispy," Ryan reminded him. 


"True. 
She was one of Ares' high priest's daughters.  Very pretty and very
strong.  She walked over and tried to get Ryan but eventually gave up and
went onto someone more able to keep her."  The others laughed and
Ryan shrugged.  He put the top into the other pile.  "What else
have you done?" 


"Hmm." 
He looked at his pile.  "Not much. A few shirts."  He
tossed one at Horatio's head.  "That's yours I believe." 


"It was. 
I like this shirt."  He put it into his lap.  Xander tossed over
a set of ankle chimes, making him blush very hard.  "Those are mine
as well," he admitted.  Speed looked at him.  "I got bored
so the temple there taught me how to, um, belly dance." Speed just
grinned.  "Later, dear." 


"Later,"
he assured him.  "In private." 


Ray giggled. 
"Damn, and I thought the whorehouse demons coming for me were bad." 


"They
are," Xander and Ryan assured him together.  Everyone laughed at
that. 


Ryan picked up the
next thing in his pile.  He held it up so Xander could see it and
blush.  "Which one gets the miniature of you?"  He pointed
at Danny, letting him have it.  "Some artist paid him greatly to
paint that.   Took him a week of oiling Xander down to get it perfect."



Danny looked at it
and blushed.  It was a very candid miniature portrait of a naked and
aroused Xander.  He was laying on his back, his far leg up, his hair
spread over his chest and across his lap, but unable to hide the sprouting
column he was very familiar with.  "He even included that scar it
looks like." 


"Oh, he
did," Xander said with a brighter blush.  "He got very close to
examine that with a magnifying glass."  They all laughed. 
"Don't you guys dare.  There's one of Ryan somewhere.  Horatio refused
and went to hide from him at the church." 


"I'm
married.  I didn't need naked pictures to be done of me and possibly
spread around."  Speed gave him another look.  "You've
already got one." 


"I know I
do.  I could have a wallet sized one." 


"With you
luck, the day you put it in there, you'll wreck the bike and be knocked
out," Eric teased, making Frank laugh.  "They'd have to identify
you by it." 


"Let's not
hope that," Horatio said, sounding firm.  He sent a silent prayer
that it wouldn't happen.  He got a feeling of reassurance so it was all
right.  He looked at one bag, it looked brighter than anything else. 
So he got up to look in there, groaning as he brought it over and dropped it in
Don's lap.  "Since you do all the financial stuff." 


Don looked, then
at Xander. "It's full of really pretty coins.  Got an
explanation?" 


Xander cleared his
throat but squeaked a, "no," much to everyone's amusement. 


Ryan looked at it.
"Was I in town or out of town on that exercise?" 


"You were
setting up the place we were going to open the portal," Horatio said
dryly.  He looked at Xander, who gave him the begging look. 
"Unfortunately, this one got caught out shopping for some fruit.  He
had to get a craving." 


"Not my
fault," Xander said weakly.  "I was bored and hungry." 


"Yes, well,
I'm sure you were."  He looked at the other parts of the trio, then
around.  "I hear this screaming in rage.  Realized that was
where Xander was.  Hurried out to see if he was in trouble.  Two
women had gotten into a catfight over who would bear his children.  They
were drawing a crowd to watch the entertainment. They drew people who bet on
it.  That's where about a hundred of it came from.  They donated it
to him and another ten percent to the temple of Hera because he blessed marriages
with fertility."  Xander gave them all a sheepish look when they
looked his way.  "Then someone bright got the idea that he should do
them both in the middle of the market.  To sanctify them as he had so many
others."  Xander shrunk down some more.  "The people
started throwing money at them to support the children and their mothers. 
The city's guards came.  They got in on it when they heard what was
happening.  The unit Ryan was training with, the rest of it not with him,
came out and started to get into it until one suddenly jumped and screamed,
grabbing his ass.  He shouted that Hera had to say he could.  So they
gathered up the coins and drug them there.  They all made offerings for
her to make it so.  Xander was off to the side praying he wouldn't have
to." 


"I remember
hearing about that," Ryan admitted.  "I come back to find Xander
hiding in Hera's temple.  Just the next day.  There's ten more
women.  Hera's people said that those two weren't the ones she'd
choose.  If a suitable woman could be found before we left she would allow
it.  Xander looked up and said a mumbled 'I'm infertile due to birth
defect' prayer.  We watched as half the women in a six day radius walked
in.  Princesses, priestesses, sorcerers, theologians.  Some of them
gave to the temple, some of them gave to Xander." 


"I could've
sworn I left that there," Xander complained loudly, looking up.  The
bag disappeared.  "Thank you!"  Something hit him on the
head.  "Ow!"  He picked up the wand and looked at it, then
up.  "Not what I need for my hair either, Strife."  It
disappeared too.  He sighed.  "Unfortunately, I threw that at
the priests when I escaped the most perfect woman to walk the earth. 
Beautiful.  Radiantly beautiful.  Would've thought she was the
daughter of a Goddess beautiful.  Cultured, well mannered, studied. 
Knew ten different languages.  Virgin, which was important to them. 
The most perfect woman known to mankind.  Two damn days before I
left." 


Strife appeared,
handing back the wand.  "She said she didn't need sex toys and
'Dite's got one.  By the way, that was Athena's daughter.  She's the
one who made the protest to stop that."  Xander said a silent prayer
to her.  He smiled and patted him on the head.  "The bars
underneath were still yours." 


"I'll gladly
donate them." 


"'Dite said
they were given to you in her service.  You can't do that," he said
in a sing-song voice. 


"Then she can
have them?" 


"She don't
need 'em either," he agreed, smirking at him.  He pointed at the
corner and the bars appeared, all sparkling.  Some gold.  Some
gemstone.  All very pretty.  "Ha."  He smirked. 
"No, we can't take those three if they manage to be let free.  They'd
try to take over." 


"Ares would
have someone to send some of the guys against," Ryan offered, grinning at
him.  "Were you behind those first two or not?  I never did
figure that out." 


"Not me,
toots.  Not me in the least.  Artemis."  Xander
whimpered.  "Hey, you're the one who said the woman should feed her
family not hunt since her husband was a hunter too." 


"She might've
been better but she was pregnant and could've died," he complained,
looking up at his God.  "I'm sorry, Strife, but it was more practical
for her to rest during that time.  I told her that later when she demanded
to know why.  That children were too precious to risk losing from hunting
when someone else could do a poor imitation.  Then when the child was born
she could go back to it and he could take care of the kid."  Strife
grinned at that.  "I told her that." 


"She
knows.  That's why you only got mild mischief and the elephants didn't
stampede."  He stroked over the hair. "Are you being good?"



"I was,"
he pouted.  "Then *they* came and then Giles got free."  He
hugged his legs.  "Do I need to go cause hell?" 


"Go shopping
tomorrow, Xander.  It'll be happy for all of us."  He winked and
disappeared. 


"Strife?"
Frank asked. 


Horatio looked at
him.  "Where we were taken is where they retreated to.  They
like Xander too."  Ryan nodded at that.  "He trained at the
temple of Ares.  I did a lot of marriage counseling at Aphrodite's temple,
telling them what a marriage should be and what it can be with some work. 
Xander spent a lot of time making marriages fertile.  Tumie started that
tradition and he shared it with Xander, letting him take it over when he got
sick from the infection." 


"Yeah, which
is why I got stolen two years running by a small town that wanted me to make
their fields, animals, and families fertile," Xander said dryly. 
"I heard back through Jace.  It lasted five years the last
time."  Horatio snickered at that.  "Record crops, birth
rates, and animal birth rates." 


"How?"
Ray asked. 


"I know just
enough magic to make plants grow," he admitted.  "I combined the
two the last year.  The year before then it was mildly okay so they
brought me back because the drought they'd had for a decade was broken. 
But I was in the middle of a surge. I was confused because they had to cart my
bound ass for ten days each way to get me there.  And my magic was itchy
from something we nearly got eaten by.  So they came out together. Instant
fertility.  The animals started to rut there in front of us." 


"Like the
night we got you back," Speed noted. 


"That was
only a few days later," Ryan admitted.  "We had to go steal
Xander back that time."  He held up a sash, making Xander moan and
shudder.  "Another time he got taken to sanctify a marriage he
shouldn't have." 


"No, they
wanted it.  She was pregnant.  They had hand-fasted already. 
The father was a minor lord on the serfs and lord of the manor system we
learned in class.  It was his only child, a daughter.  So instead of
asking politely, because I probably would have since they wanted it, I got
snatched.  He had a strike team move into the city and to take me from
Hershal's house.  Carted me the week there in a very nice carriage. 
Let me clean up once I got there, gave me new clothes.  Then they left me
with the new couple, who told me what was going on.  She apologized for
daddy's arrogance and asked that I do bless it.  I got a head's up that
she might lose the baby.  I told her and got her a healer.  The
healer fixed the issue and I blessed the wedding a few days later.  She
was carried down the aisle by four of the serfs bearing her chair.  She
was in gold.  He was in gold. I was given gold and cream colored stuff
again.  I blessed the union and I told them that even if the first child
could not survive due to the nature of the illness that had delayed the
wedding, another few would appear within years.  What I had been told. 
The father showered me in stuff."  He pointed at the blocks. 
"Any of the gold with blue lines was his."  Ryan made a note of
that.  "Then they sent me home in the carriage and sent praise to the
local king and temples for me."  He shrugged.  "All I did
is make sure they'd be happy and listened to them." 


"Sometimes
that's the essence of what a good marriage counselor does," Speed
agreed.  "Alexx does it all the time for us."  Horatio
nodded at that. 


Ryan picked up
something and looked in it.  "Dirty pictures given by a priestess of
Aphrodite's at a temple party."  He gathered the other ones together
to look through, noticing one was darkened with a 'censored' tag over it. 
He laughed and handed that one to Xander. 


"Oh, they
caught her surfing and the same guy who did my portrait did those." 
The others grabbed them to look at, smiling at the pretty blonde woman. 
Xander grinned at Horatio. "It's kinda strange not to hear 'Pookie' being
yelled from Aphrodite's temple when she was looking for you," he
teased.  Speed giggled at that, leaning on Horatio's shoulder. 
"She called everyone pet names." 


"Hold on, she
looks like the woman who played...." Frank protested. 


"Jace is like
us," Xander told him.  "She's the one who told the tv
people."  He gave a wise nod at that.  "She runs a resort
in Vegas.  She's where Ryan and I went for that week."  Ryan
moaned.  "Still sore?" 


"She only won
one match against me and it was a sneaky blow.  She got me in the
nuts.  The next time I was on guard for it.  That's why I kept
pinning her against things and grinning."  He grinned at him. 
"I could practice with you." 


"I could use
it." 


"You
could," Eric agreed.  He looked at his boyfriend.  "Then
again, you'll be practicing against me soon too." 


"Of course I
am."  He picked up the dolls.  "Awww, the 'please adopt us'
pledges."  Xander leaned forward, hiding his face in his hands. 
"There were some orphans there who made 'please adopt us' pleas to
us.  They decided Xander and Horatio's land was a prosperous place where
they could find work or marry well."  Horatio blushed at that. 
"It took us two weeks to convince them that it's not that way all the
time." 


"How long
were you gone this time?" Yelina asked. "I noticed the last time Ryan
got taken with you it was four months when it was only two weeks here." 


"Different
planes and realms run on their own time code," Xander told her. "This
last one we were gone for three hours?" he asked Don. 


"Three and a
bit.  Maybe three and a half." 


"For us it
was two years," Horatio told her.  "Xander guarded us because
they hurt my back during the snatching portion." 


"We need to
find out how many more realms consider redheads so rare as to be mythical and
next to the Gods," Ryan teased. 


"Mr.
Wolfe," Horatio said, glaring at him.  "It was not my fault."



"I'm not the
redhead and no, it was their fault for deciding they liked Miami.  Can you
imagine what they'd have done if they had stolen Willow?"  Everyone
laughed at that.  "Fortunately Xander broke free before he was sold and
then he got me free so we could rescue Horatio." 


"I still say
he stopped to get more greasy.  His clothes would've burned like an oil
lamp," Xander complained. 


"Very
true," Horatio agreed.  "Fortunately he didn't touch me after
knocking me in the head and hurting my back."  Speed growled. 
"Xander killed him, dear." 


"Good!" 
He looked at Xander, then at Ryan.  "Thank you for protecting what's
mine." 


"Not an
issue.  You guys are family and part of the harem too," Xander said
with a shit- eating grin. 


"Fortunately
no one's had to gift us recently," Horatio said, giving him a smug
look.  "Or was that where the money came from?" 


"He said he
put the foam over the hole.  I'm not letting you rip apart my car to find
out, Horatio." 


"Pinhole
camera?" Calleigh asked.  "Maybe we can catch sight of it so we
know what it is this time.  Because the sudden showers of rubies and gold
dust was kinda annoying, guys." 


"I made about
two grand off the stuff I collected when it kept hitting me," Ryan told
her. She giggled at that.  "Horatio's idea.  I used tape and I
gathered it up.  It went to the pawn shop and they were more than happy to
melt it down and give me weight value for the scrap gold." 


"I'll have to
do that. I have an old sock full of the stuff.  Where did you go?" 


"The one on
Madison.  He's not real legal but he pays well." 


"I've been
there looking for guns before," she assured him happily.  "Maybe
I'll go tomorrow during my lunch break."  She reached over to pick up
something, holding up the chain of those same coins pierced together like they
had been sewn into a collar.  "What is this?" 


"That was the
way someone fitted me for chain mail," Ryan said, getting up to find their
joint bag.  He found his and pulled it out, putting it on. 
"See?" 


"Very
nice," Eric agreed.  "Don't come to bed in it.  Still won't
cover your neck." 


"Most
warriors would've went for a gut shot," Xander pointed out. 
"Easier, no swinging down, just stab or swing and move on."  He
looked at him.  "Are my leathers in there? I couldn't find them to
take to Jace's." 


Ryan looked and
tossed over the bundle of leathers.  Then he wiggled out of his chainmail
and got a hanger to put it on.  "I'll get a better form later,"
he said at Danny's opening mouth.  "It'll do for the moment." 


"Yeah, it'll
do for the moment," he agreed. 


"Go put them
on, Xander, I wanna see," Calleigh wheedled.  "Please?" 


"Sure but if
you drool you clean it up," he ordered with a grin.  He got to his
feet and went to change, letting the dog out of the bedroom at the same
time.  "Someone let Spot out.  He's sounding anxious and he's
got puppy tail incontinence still."  Don got up to let his poor dog
outside, watching as he peed then came back in to help.  Spot found one of
the ferrets and brought her over to help too. 


"Hey,
Beauty," Ryan said, stroking down her back once she was next to him. 
"Let's see, this was...."  He held it up and Horatio snatched
it, wrapping it in his shirt.  "That thing.  What did the other
one look like?  Blue?" 


"Blue
marble," he said quietly.  Ryan found it and tossed it over so no one
else could see.  Speed did peek then looked at his mate.  "It
was as close as I could get to you."  Speed smiled and kissed him,
earning an 'aww' from Calleigh and Frank.  Eric and Yelina just giggled at
that.  They were cute.  Xander came back in his leathers, making Eric
drool.  Horatio looked. "You couldn't find the other set?" 


"He found
these."  He sat down with a creak of the leather, looking at his
boys.  "Yes, they're hard to get out of.  They're so soft
because I wore them a lot for that property."  Danny casually tried
to pinch them off Xander's leg.  "Okay and because they're tight and
make my ass look really hot," he admitted with a bright grin. 
"It was my naughtiness of the day.  I was to go distract Ryan's
training crew." 


"Which you
did," Ryan assured him.  Then Ares showed up and half the guys who
were hard before went off because of it."  He nodded. 
"Ares had to call practice so the guys could go find a pro or their mates
to deal with it." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Strife said they needed lessons in how to fight with
distractions." 


"We certainly
did," Ryan agreed.  "I learned how to fight even when you're on
such a high that you're enslaving a whole city."  Xander blushed and
ducked at that. 


"It's not his
fault one of the priests who didn't know fed him those red berries, Mr.
Wolfe," Horatio cautioned.  "It was his bad luck the priest
didn't know and got to be worn out first.  Before Xander killed someone in
bed."  Xander mumbled something.  Horatio looked at him. 
"That would've been an accident, Xander.  Not on purpose." 
Xander got up and gave him a hug, bending over.  Yelina saw very well why
people drooled over his butt since it was near her face.  Horatio patted
him on the back.  "Go back to your cuddlesome ones," he said
quietly.  "Before Speed gets jealous." 


"We only
cuddled him.  Even though I couldn't sleep in pants, we only cuddled
him."  He went back to sitting between his boys, moving his other
ferret off the warm spot.  "Hi, George."  He nuzzled noses
with him and put him in his lap.  The ferret crawled out and went to
examine things. 


Ryan picked up a
ruby dildo and tossed it at Danny.  "That was yours."  He
moved the rest, all but two, over to him.  Those went into his pile. 
That only left a few things.  "This bag wasn't very stuffed." 


"No, we
separated them out so they wouldn't be," Xander reminded him. 
"I could've stuffed everything into one bag but can you imagine unloading
all that?"  Ryan nodded and moaned.  Xander spotted something
and blushed, putting that in the pile of toys.  "That's one of
those." 


"How?"
Eric asked, picking it up to look at.  He jiggled it and then looked at
him. 


"Fill with
warm water, Eric. Then rock." 


"Oh, one of
those.  It's oddly shaped." 


"That's
because it's meant to hit the prostate," he promised. "It does it
very well."  Eric blushed.  "Wanna borrow it?  Ryan
did once." 


"No, that's
okay.  Is it clean?" 


"It's smooth
but it's stone, Eric.  We boiled it anytime it got used."  Ryan
picked up the next item, holding it up.  "Wasn't this the jock strap
they tried to make for you?" 


Xander snatched it
and nodded.  "Yup.  As close as I got to describing
it."  Everyone stared at him, Horatio giving him tolerant
looks.  "They didn't have elastic and the thongs were a problem to
tie by myself.  Since I didn't want a helper in the
bathroom...."  He shrugged.  "Besides, I couldn't wear
their style of boxers under these.  They'd have showed." 


"Thongs would
show, Xander," Danny pointed out. 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted.  "My other pair has a very small hole and
some of the priests at Cupid's used to bet on what color my underwear was that
day."  Danny blushed.  He looked at Horatio. "I need to put
in a pool like that one." 


"Don't you
dare," Ryan warned.  "You'll never get out." 


"It was
nice." 


He looked at his
keepers.  "They had a few spots that had built-on toys.  You sat
on them and the water lapped around you while you moved.  Xander spent
hours in there having fun.  You'll never get him out." 


"Maybe a
special one for the tub then," Don offered.  "One we can
remove," he said when Danny gave him a look and a head shake. 
"It'll be fun and he could have fun in there when we're both tired and
Ryan's at home." 


"No,"
Danny said slowly and clearly.  "No!" 


"Fine, spoil
my fun," Don sighed.  "I'm trying to help Xander." 


"You wanna
try it," Frank teased. 


Don
shrugged.  "Sure, why not?"  They all laughed. "It
sounds like fun."  Xander nodded.  "How were the showers
done?" 


"Big
pool." 


"Ah,
those.  Sure."  He heard a door slam.  "We're in the
practice room," he called.  Aiden walked in and flopped down,
cuddling Xander's back.  "Did you have a bad day?" 


"I hate
tests."  She looked at Danny and saw the pile of sex toys, then at
Danny.  "Are you hoarding them for future use?" 


"Xander came
home with them," he defended. 


"Some were
even modeled on me," Xander said proudly. 


"You and me
both," Ryan agreed. 


"Horatio?"
Speed asked quietly. 


"Another occasion
I hid," he told him. 


"Sure. 
Maybe that's not such a bad idea though."  Horatio gave him a look
and shook his head.  "We could do it at home.  They have
kits." 


"No," he
said firmly. 


"Fine, spoil
my fun." 


"You'll have
plenty later I'm sure."  Eric laughed at that and Yelina
blushed.  "He will be.  He'll be rubbing my back for
hours." 


"Lay down,
babe, let me do it now," Speed said quietly.  "Guys, some sort
of padding?"  Xander got up and got him some pillows from his room,
tossing them over.  Horatio took off his shirt and laid on top of them in
front of his husband, letting him work on his lower back.  "Sorry,
he's still a bit sore from the surgery." 


"It
happens," Danny assured him. 


"Xander, are
those paint?" Aiden asked.  He took her hand and put it on his thigh,
making her moan as she stroked.  "Those are leather." 


"I wore them
a lot over there because they were hard to get into." 


"Good idea,
dear."  She patted him on the knee and let go, going back to looking
over the toys.  She found one that was above average and looked at
it.  "That's a nice size.  I don't think I could do that
personally but it's nice." 


Danny looked at it
and then at her.  "That's modeled after slut boy." 


She blushed and
put it down carefully.  Some day she'd find out when she had to pitch in
and help with a surge or something.  For right now, she wasn't ready for
that yet. 


"The guys at
Cupid's temple said that they took a lot of impassioned pleas whenever he wore
those.  Mostly to not make them cheat on their spouses or whoever and to
not make them stray from the breeding population but a lot of pleas." 


"The priests
at Cupid's temple said they got so many it was a running joke," Horatio
agreed. 


"I liked all
the guys at Cupid's.  It was how they teased me back."  He had a
sudden headache and felt his hormones leave.  He apologized for his
informality of making his temple sound like a pub, begged to have his gifts
back.  He got back an amused noise so he kissed Don, making him horny
without it.  It slowly flowed back into him.  "Sorry. 
Forgot a word in there.  Can't do that again." 


Cupid appeared,
looking down at him.  "Some informality is all right but I don't know
you that well yet, Xander." 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Good
boy."  He moved closer.  "When you're as close to me as
Jace is then I'll think about it.  For now, consider me like a favorite
uncle."  Xander gave him the begging pout.  "Don't even
think about it. I originated that look." 


"I thought
you said that was...."  His mouth was covered and Cupid gave him a
warning look.  "Yes, dear." 


"Thank
you."  He let him go.  "I should spank." 


"Only if you
rub me later."  Horatio snickered at that.  "I don't like
being spanked." 


"That's
because it's a punishment," Cupid noted dryly.  "Like I did all
too often to my son."  He pulled Xander up and took him with him,
bringing him back when he was limp, sated, and cuddly.  "There. 
The more he broadcasts the closer to Strife he is, guys.  We want him
evenly balanced." 


Danny looked
up.  "Then can I have some more stamina?" 


Cupid
grinned.  "You can build some." 


"I'm doing
phenomenal.  I'm up to three a night." 


Cupid groaned and
nodded. 


"We can't
explain it if you turn his house into the back rooms, Lord Cupid," Horatio
said firmly.  "Plus, Danny might be embarrassed to have them." 


"I'll put it
under the house, kids."  Xander gave him a begging look.
"Including a small pool," he sighed.  "How do I let you get
to me?" 


"You like
me?" he guessed.  "I'm cute and adorable and I make you pounce
Strife until he quits laughing?" 


"Usually
true.  Just stay a bit more formal, okay, dude?" 


Aphrodite
appeared, leaning on his shoulder.  "He's the cutest thing and leave
him alone, Cupie.  If you let him go, we lose an anchor."  He
shuddered. "Got me here?"  He moaned and nodded. 
"Good boy."  She pinched his cheek.  "Pookie, are you
still in pain?" 


"It's only
been a week and a half since his surgery," Speed offered.  "He's
healing but he is mortal." 


"True." 
She knelt down to look at his back.  "It might help if they took out
the small bit of metal they left in there."  She held out a hand and
it disappeared, and Horatio went limp.  "That help?" 


"Much, thank
you," he offered, looking back at her.  "Thank you, Lady
Aphrodite." 


"You're
welcome, Pookie."  She stroked over his hair.  "You're one
of my favorite couples; you give me great inspiration to make more happy
matches."  She stroked Speed's cheek.  "If you don't clean
your gun, I'm going to beat you with a shoe," she said quietly. 
"Tonight, Timothy."  He nodded at that.  "Good
boy."  She kissed him on the cheek, then the back of Horatio's
shoulder.  "You feel better, pookie, and take care of your studly one
for me.  I don't wanna lose either of you."  She looked at the
others, then at Aiden.  She pointed at Eric.  "Go there,"
she said slowly and clearly. 


"He's with
Ryan." 


"He's bi, he
needs breasts now and then.  Ryan, sweetie, would you mind?" 


"He's slept
with other women in the past," he noted dryly.  He looked up at
her.  "I knew we weren't going to stay together forever even before
you gave me the pitiful looks." 


"True. 
You're a realistic and a very good boy, baby."  She patted him on the
head and walked over to Xander, stroking over his cheek.  "My poor
studly one."  She waved a hand.  "There, fixed some things
my idiot son left out."   She swatted Cupid's bicep. 
"He's our anchor, Cupid.  We need to make sure he stays balanced and
in control."  She swatted him on the butt.  "Now go get
laid by someone.   You're seriously grumpy today."  She
looked up. "Strifey poo?"  He appeared, giving her a hesitant
look.  "Dear, please go take my poor baby and straighten him back
out?  He's sounding like Athena again." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, winking at him and stealing him away.  "Laters." 


She grinned. 
"They're so cute!" she cooed, then she waved and left. 


"We weren't
even in bed this time," he told Xander, who gave him a shy grin. 
"Too informal?" 


"Just a
bit." 


"Does this
stuff happen around you often?" Yelina asked. 


"Now,"
Ryan and Xander admitted. 


"But hey, it
may have stopped the demons," Xander said happily.  "I
asked.  He said only the really strong and persistent ones would keep
coming."  He looked at Aiden then at Eric.  "She's cuddly
too. And very soft to snuggle."  Eric blushed. He looked at the pile
in front of Ryan, using his foot to pick up something and toss it at
Speed.  "That was a present he bought you and forgot he had." 


"It's
cute.  What is it?" 


"It's a
prayer bracelet for newly married couples.  Mostly to pray for
understanding and patience," Horatio offered, putting it on him.  He
gave him a kiss.  "I helped make that one for you.  I made all
the couples I counseled make one."  Speed smiled and kissed
him.  He looked at the pile.  "There's only five things
left." 


"There's
umpteen billion bags, Horatio," Danny said dryly.  "I'm sure
we'll find more stuff." 


Xander looked at
him and grinned. "Yes, but that's a surprise for another
night."  He pointed at one of the things.  "Those were
Ryan's." 


"They're
earrings," Eric said.  "Speaking of, Ryan, earring?" he
asked. 


"Mark of
favoritism," he said, swatting Xander's foot. "Those are mine the
same way the headband coronet Xander came home from Vegas in was
his."  He put them aside, then handed them to Aiden. 
"You'll look prettier."  He picked up the next thing, looking
inside the box and blushing.  "Your suggestion box,
Xander."  He handed it over. "Weren't you supposed to use those
for a contest at Cupid's?" 


"We used half
of them for the art contest."  Frank gaped at him.  "It was
to inspire artwork for the temple.  Cupid is over passion and lust. 
So, took options for smutty thoughts and drew them out. The best couple to do
them got painted that way.  It made a bunch of people happy.  The
artists were ecstatic.  Cupid got prayers out the kilt."  Frank
giggled. "It did." 


"Did you
broadcast at them?" Aiden teased. 


"Didn't need
to.  I was a good boy because he was helping keep me worn out. 
Because Ryan doing it alone was going to kill him a few times." 


"Yeah, he
walked in after coming home from Vegas and wanted to know if Eric needed viagra
because he only got two a night," Don told her, grinning at his
buddy.  Eric moaned and swatted at him but his buddy giggled. 


"GHS probably
get the most," Ray agreed happily. "I get six." 


"I've gotten
twelve in one night," Xander offered.  "Over seven
hours."  Everyone stared at him.  "What?" 


"How in the
hell?  I know women who can't do that," Calleigh said, just looking
awed. 


"GHS are like
that," Horatio advised. 


"That would
be why higher level GHS often have more than one lover," Speed
agreed.  "Xander should have a whorehouse-worth all to himself."



"They tried
that," Ryan said after coughing.  "He wouldn't take ownership of
it or take the owner as his war prize when he got to rescue himself that
time."  Xander whimpered.  "Sorry, I didn't know you had
been taken, Xander.  Even Ares didn't know you had been taken.  Only
Strife knew and he was giggling." 


"Who took
him?" Don asked patiently. 


"One of the
guardsmen.  His wife ran the whorehouse and Xander ended up shoving him
into the fireplace to get away from him.  He had some nasty second degree
burns on his backside," Ryan shared.  "She wanted to thank him
for getting her free and become his war prize, including everything she
owned.  The girls and the whorehouse basically."  Xander moaned
again.  "So yeah, he refused one of those." 


Xander looked at
him and stuck his tongue out.  "She chose you second." 


"She did and
I told her if she wanted me that badly to go to Ares and ask his
permission.  He annexed her services for the trainees so they would quit
going broke."  He shrugged and looked at the next thing, smiling at
it.  Then he went back to the box to find his suggestion, balling it up
and putting it in his pocket.  "Remind me to wash that before I shred
it."  He picked up the next item.  "Ooooh, Horatio,"
he said, dangling it. 


"Snatch that
from him, Speed, I'm too comfortable," Horatio said sleepily. 


"What is
it?" he asked as he took it.  "It looks like a carved
fetish."  Horatio looked up and nodded.  "Present for
counseling?" 


"What one of
them presented me for not letting her marry the bastard. It was a thank you
gift," he said over the younger men's laughter.  "It was." 


"I'm sure it
was," Speed agreed, going back to his backrub.  "Anyone got any
oil?" 


"Second
drawer of my dresser.  The orange bottle has allergens so read the
label," Xander told him. 


"The entire
second drawer?" Danny asked. "I thought you had a few bottles,"
he complained when Speed left. 


Xander looked at
him.  "I do." 


Speed came back
with one.  "How many did he have?" 


"Seventeen,"
Speed offered as he sat back down.  "Can I have this one,
Xander?" 


"Sure. I need
to get another one anyway. I can show you where I got it from." 


"Thanks. I
like this scent."  He let Horatio sniff it, getting a smile.  He
got to work on his lower back again, making him a happy mate. 
"What's the blue paper thing?" 


"It's a
mobile," Xander said, standing up and letting it unroll.  They smiled
at that and he went to hang it up in the living room by the windows.  Then
he came back and plucked the last few things.  "Those aren't
interesting.  Everyone go get more and I'll let him do another one. 
One with better stories." 


"Sure,"
Ryan agreed, smiling at him.  "But if I find that statue you're so
getting it." 


"I said I
burnt it." 


"Uh-huh." 
He looked over and saw the bag he needed, it was glowing.  He brought it
over and started to dump it out but Xander snatched the statue and took off
running.  "Get back here," he shouted, running after him. 
"Give that back!  You carved it of me and I want it, Xander!" 


Eric looked at Don
when he came back.  "Think it's naked?" 


"Yup,"
Horatio said quietly.  "Very naked.  With a sword.  Two
different people tried to buy it off Xander when they saw him carving it. 
He was waiting on Ryan to come off practice and carving it in the yard of the
training area."  He looked over at them.  "I thought it was
burned too." 


Strife
appeared.  "Well, not really," he offered with a wide
grin.  He coughed and pointed at a bag, letting it fall out. 
"The stuff he was given to appear to be Ryan's consort?  Should
probably be hung up and put away too." 


"I'll make
sure he gets a new chest tomorrow to hold it, Lord Strife," Horatio
promised. 


"Good
boy."  He popped outside, catching Xander and holding him. 
"You called?" 


"Save
me," he begged, giving him the puppy eyes. 


"And I get
what in return?" 


"Smutty
thoughts?" 


"I get plenty
of those from you anyway."  Xander sent him one and every muscle
tightened, making him moan when he got instantly hard.  "Oh, damn,
that's good," he groaned.  He took the statue and sent it back
inside.  "Your boytoy has it, Ryan.  Be a good boy to
Xander." 


"He's not
being good." 


"Yeah he
is."  He stroked Xander's back. "How can you resist this
innocent face?" he asked, letting Xander give him his best innocent
looked, which had gotten him declared a holy virgin once.  "Or deny
him anything when he's dressed as your consort." 


"Danny and
Don handle it," he said firmly. 


"Yeah,"
Strife snorted.  "Sure they do.  We'll talk about it.  For
now, make sure his consort stuff is put up properly tomorrow.  That means
clean, folded, hair sticks and things wrapped," he reminded Xander, who
nodded.  "Good boy.  You're good at the protocol shit. 
Now, what can I do with you two since you're out here?"  He pulled
Ryan closer, kissing him hard.  "He gave me the best thoughts,"
he said with a wicked grin.  "Go shopping tomorrow, Ryan." 


"I've got to
work." 


"Take it
off." 


"I
can't.  I'm out of vacation time." 


Strife pouted. 


"Go tell the
boss, Strife, not me.  Besides, he gets in better trouble when there's no
one there to mute him." 


"Point,"
he said, wobbling on that idea. "Take the cute skirt, Xander.  She'll
help by amplifying you."  He stroked his ass again.  "I
like the other ones." 


"They're
assless thanks to that dragon," he complained. 


"Even more
reason to like it," he growled, then he disappeared, leaving Xander with
Ryan. 


"Sorry."



"No you're
not," he said, smacking him on the ass.  "Inside, boyslut."



"I am
not." 


"You're a boy
and a slut.  Yes you are."  He turned him around and gave him
another swat.  "Now."  Xander trudged that way. 
"What happened to your hair?" 


"Cupid put it
up." 


"Fine. 
I'll take it down later if they don't."  He followed the jiggling
butt, getting to watch the leather work the whole way.  He walked in and
in front of Aiden.  "Guys, Strife said if the pretty female is off
tomorrow could they please help him shop." 


"I'm
on," Calleigh admitted. 


"I've got
back-to-back lab classes," Aiden said. 


"I'm
off," Yelina said quietly.  "I can take him." 


"We'll take
my car and you can even pick the music," Xander said happily, making her
smile.  "Thank you.  I need to pick up the dry cleaning
too."  Don nodded at that.  "You can wear one of the ones I
bought you," he said firmly. 


"Xander..."



"Hush." 
He kissed him stupid.  "Wear what I bought you.  I'm spoiling
you so I don't have to send Mac more bubble bath."  Horatio snickered
at that.  "I did.  It was to help him relax." 


"I thought
you were only evil on the baccarat table," Ryan teased.  "Okay,
let's see what's in this one."  He finished pouring it out and
blinked, then quickly pushed some things behind him, taking the statue to do
that as well.  "Sorry, some things I needed now and then to get
myself ready for the incredible hunger and need Xander has."  He
moved on. 


"You bought
porn?" Calleigh asked. 


"I was so
tired by then, I had to see a healer for exhaustion," Ryan told her. 
"And Xander still needed to be worn out.  I didn't do it for a
week.  He literally enslaved the whole city with a surge.  They all
came begging to be his. King and his wife and all.  Down to the guy who
ran the stables.  Everyone.  Straight and not.  Yes, I needed
the porn to get me past the exhaustion." 


"I said I was
sorry," Xander pouted. 


"I know you
were but you're still very hungry and needy when you get into that
mood."  He looked at Danny.  "Have you seen that one
yet?  The that starts with fingers teasing on the chest and a shy, sweet
smile, and moves into inability to move or breathe?" 


"Twice. I
took him to a whorehouse," he admitted. "Been way too long since he
had worn some of it out." 


"His hand had
a burn from trying to learn from the blacksmith," Horatio said
quietly.  "On the other side and a little higher?" he
requested.  Speed's hands moved and let out a small moan of pleasure.
"Thank you, Timmy." 


"Welcome,
Horatio."  He kissed the back of his head. "Nap if you want
to."  Horatio nodded and went to sleep there.  "I'm
wondering if the red box is anything."  Ryan looked and handed it
over, making him look, then blush.  "Well, it's clearly not drawn to
scale." 


"He didn't
get to look but his red hair inspired him to such lust.  So therefore
Horatio was next to Priapus for him," Ryan told him dryly. 
"Redheads were their viagra of choice." 


"One guy got
proclaimed king because he had bedded twelve redheads and had twin redheads as
concubines," Xander agreed.  "The old king said he was more than
worthy since he had managed such an unheard of feat and named him his heir over
his son, who couldn't contradict him."  They laughed. "Not
kidding.  Only one out of a million people there were born redheads. 
Having one who's bound or sworn to you was like having the favorite concubine
of the Gods as your lover.  Between having Horatio with us, my tattoos,
and Ryan declaring me his consort and he was a favored warrior of Ares, there
were some who wanted to know if we wanted a shrine.  I said no.  I
said to make an offering to Cupid because I was his.  He got some very
ardent people who wanted their own redhead."  He looked at the pile,
digging through it.  Then he scooped most of it into the bag and slid it
over to Speed.  "That's all his and offerings to him to bless them,
their marriage, or to give them some of his time."  Speed nodded his
thanks and put it with the other things.  "You think about emptying
it to do that or whatever you want to come up to the surface if you want to
pull something out." 


"Sure. 
What's the rest of that stuff?  More ankle bells?" 


Xander handed
those to Ryan.  "It was part of his training to move silently,"
he said at Eric's laugh.  "Really it was.  If they didn't jingle
he had the lesson down.  Only took him three months.  Everyone was
very proud."  He dug into the rest of the pile and shoved it with the
sex toys.  "More sex offerings.  Sorry, Danny, but you are my
keeper." 


"I'm not your
pimp." 


"Ryan
threatened to give me to one of them but I said no.  You still get the
spoils of the offers since I don't wanna look at them.  It's a perk of the
job, dear." 


Danny looked at
the stuff, then at him.  "Looks more like you're reducing your amount
of stored crap into some of mine." 


"Just wait
until we get into Tumie's stuff."  Danny moaned.  "Because
my car will sit in that garage soon." 


"I'll get the
stuff moved tonight," Don said patiently. 


"I can heft
and tote, Don.  I promise I'm not quite that gay."  Don swatted
him.  "I'm not."  He heard something.  "Who is
it!" he yelled.  Something tapped again so he got up and went to
answer it, finding Stella there with a cast on one arm.  "Oh, you
poor baby," he cooed, pulling her inside to hug her. "What
happened?  Is everyone all right?" 


"We're
fine.  It was a car accident."  She smiled ta him and looked
over his clothes. "Aren't those a bit much for home, Xander?" 


"They wanted
to see them.  Come on, let's go.  We're all in the practice
room.  Including Aiden.  Want dinner?  They picked up fried
chicken and stuff.  Soda, milk?" he asked, heading for the kitchen. 


"A water
would be good," she offered.  He got her one and a plate, leading her
back to the practice room by her good hand then sitting her down on Ryan's free
side, handing her the plate and the bottle of water, then he took his seat
again.  "Hi, guys. I'm Stella for those who don't know." 
She looked at Horatio.  "That's one relaxed guy who I got sent to
about a case." 


"He's out on
medical leave," Speed offered. "Can the rest of us help?  All
but Aiden, this is the lab and most of Homicide." 


"Maybe
then."  She dug out the disk and handed it over.  "For you
guys on someone.  Someone who wants Xander." 


"Surprise,
surprise, surprise," Ryan said, imitating an older tv show.  He
looked at Xander. Then at Stella.  "Which one?" 


"The hair
yanking bastard at the precinct.  He escaped custody when some idiot judge
gave him bail." 


Ryan just
nodded.  "Sounds like we've got a briefing first thing." 
Everyone nodded.  "Yelina, come in and then take Xander
shopping?" 


"I probably
should," she agreed, looking at Xander, who could only shrug. 
"Was this one hormones as well?" 


"No, this one
was Xander's tougher than he was and gay so he has to prove himself
better," Stella offered.  "It offends his manliness to have a
stronger gay man." 


"Hmm. 
Wonderful," Frank said once he swallowed.  "I'm Frank
Tripp.  This is Yelina Salas.  We're the detectives with Don and
possibly Ray soon.  Ray's from Chicago by his accent."  He waved
and grinned.  "He's like Xander only lesser intensity."  He
pointed at the others.  "You're sitting next to Ryan, who's next to
Aiden, then Eric, then those two you guys sent down here with the bothered
one.  Then there's Calleigh.  That's pretty much our lab if you know
Speed and Horatio." 


"We've worked
with Horatio before and I've chatted with Speed," she said with a
smile.  "I knew you said you were scruffy." 


"Sorry, end
of the day scruffiness." 


"Not that
it'll be better in the morning," Don teased. 


"I'll try to
trim it tomorrow," he said with a smirk.  "Better, oh great gay
one?" 


"Yup. 
Did you know Xander has more hawaiian shirts than Magnum?" 


"I did,"
Ryan admitted.  "He angsted over them while we were gone. 
Thought you end up tossing them on him." 


"No, we're
keeping them to remind him of his former tastes," Danny assured him. 
"You two trading fashion tips?" 


Ryan looked at
him. "Do you honestly think I have the body to fit into his
leathers?" 


"Nah, your
butt's too flat," Aiden offered with a grin. "Nothing against it,
just a fact of nature that you've got a flat ass.  Stella, hand?" 


"Car
crash.  Someone decided to try to run me into one of those spots where the
train crosses a road outside of town during an investigation.  Train hit
the front of the SUV."  Everyone hissed. "This is all I got and
he got two counts of attempted felony murder.  He had tried to run me off
the road the day before."  They all smiled at that.  "So,
what's this?" 


"What we
brought back from the last trip," Horatio said sleepily. 
"Stella?" he asked, looking confused.  "Did they take us
all this time?" 


"Yes,
dear.  There's a whole planet of women just like me somewhere." 
Danny and Don both shuddered at that.  She waved her cast.  "I
got sent with a warning of someone who wants Xander's head because he's gay and
more manly than him." 


"That's
fine."  He put his head back down then looked at the pile. 
"My other blue shirt."  Ryan dug it out and checked inside it
before handing it to Speed. "Thank you, Ryan." 


"Welcome,
Horatio.  You rest.  You need your rest," Ryan said
quietly.  Horatio nodded and shifted so he was facing the other way,
letting Speed stroke his shoulder until he fell asleep. 


"Sorry, he's
just off back surgery," Speed excused. 


"Not like I
care.  I don't wanna watch, I'm not like that, but it's all good to
me."  Speed smiled at her.  "So, anything
naughty?"  Danny pointed at his pile and she looked, then
blushed.  "Um, yeah."  She shivered and curled up.  A
lady in pink appeared.  "An actress?" 


"She's cute
and all but nothing beats the real thing, baby."  She stroked over
her forehead. "Club your man in the head.  He's stupid." 
She nodded.  "It'll make him happier and you happier." 


"Yeah but I'd
have to club him more regularly and then he'd get mad again and sleep on the
couch so I'd be grumpy," she said dryly.  "Sorry, Lady
Aphrodite.  Which one...."  She pointed at Horatio and
Speed.  "Ah, true love?"  She smiled and nodded. 
"Good, now what about finding Xander someone who'll baby him?" 


"We were
going to ask Danny if he wanted to coopt Ryan more often," she
admitted.  "I don't see a permanent soul-deep love like those
two."  She sighed.  "I wish I did."  She gave
Danny a look. "You have one in a few years.  He'll know and let it
happen."  He nodded once at that.  "She'll understand him
if that helps any." 


"Might be a
good thing," Danny agreed with a small smirk.  "Any of those
your things?" 


She looked at the
pile and nodded, pulling out something.  "This very muchly is
mine.  Someone took it out of my temple to try to woo Xander." 


"I gave it
back," he protested. 


"I know you
did.  That's like the third thing that's come from the temples when they
shouldn't have." 


"Which means
Jesrun was in town," Ryan said wisely.  She looked startled, then
looked at the necklace then nodded and snapped her fingers.  A few more
things disappeared and she left, going to tell the others so they could find
that bastard and tie him up.  "Jesrun is the prototype for
Auto," he shared. 


"How did they
get the show?" Stella asked. 


"This great
lady named Jace.  She runs a resort in Vegas.  She's from where
they're from." 


"Cool." 
She nodded.  Danny gave her an odd look.  "I've seen Hermes
before, guys.  There's not that many older bike messengers in the city of
New York, especially not ones who carry gold envelopes now and
then."  She picked up something and looked at it.  "That's
beautiful." 


"It is,"
Calleigh agreed.  Yelina nodded. 


Strife appeared
and snatched it.  "It's to ensare all those who appreciate the male
form, ladies," he said, staring at Stella.  He purred and moved
closer.  She gave him a look.  "Ooh, you'd be a fiery one."



"Pity you'll
never find out, but yeah, Strife.  Not yours. I like order." 


"Chaos is
exciting." 


"I know, I
see it every day on the job."  He winked and disappeared with a few
more things.  "Interesting company you keep Xander."  He
moved his waistband to show her, making her move closer.  "Is that
what I think it is?"  He nodded.  "Wow."  She
looked at him.  "Then who's over GHS?" 


"Big, tall,
buff, blond, wings... but level tens are him and Strife," he said with a
grin.  She giggled and nodded.  "Makes sense, huh?" 


"Oh, it so
does.  I'm sure Horatio has fun with the strife and chaos you bring
daily." 


"I'm a good
boy." 


"Keep
tryin'," Don teased, giving his head a nudge.  Xander gave him a hurt
look.  "I was picking." 


"Pick on me
and only get cuddles tonight." 


"Ha, knew
it," Frank said with a mean grin. 


"Spread it
around, Frank, let everyone know how much you want me in these pants,"
Xander countered.  "The patrol guys won't like him as much." 


"We're pretty
tolerant and half of everyone thinks he is anyway, just in the closet." 


Don shrugged.
"I'd rather stay that way, thank you.  Less problems if it's
unconfirmed." 


"Sure, I get
that," Frank promised.  He pointed at something.  "Is that
one of those restriction devices?" 


Ryan looked and
shook his head, pulling it out.  "Someone walked up to Ares' temple
one day only wearing this studded belt with a pouch and a butt plug
attached.  Said it was his people's ceremonial armor."  He put
it aside and made a note on his list.  "Ares gave it to Xander to see
if he'd do it too.  He did.  He looked so good there was a true orgy
in the training yard that day.  Strife showed up with popcorn to share
with Xander."  Don giggled at that. "Seriously. He can model it
if you want.  It's his."  Danny blushed and shook his head.
"You sure?  He looks awfully cute." 


"Torture is
wrong," Eric reminded him. 


"I'm
not." 


"You are,
you're torturing poor Xander.  Behave."  He swatted him behind
Aiden's back. 


"Xander, Ray
said something about his teacher wanted to read more of something that you
wrote?" Yelina asked.  Xander squeaked.  "I take it it's
not clean?" 


"Hardly. 
He writes gay boy smut," Don assured her.  "Good gay boy
smut." 


"People
traded him their official gay boy smut for his," Speed agreed. 
"The convention had a whole room of trading smut."  Yelina
blushed at that.  "Which story?"  She squeaked.  He
called Ray's house.  "Hey, kiddo, it's Speed.  Which story did
she want more of?  No, we told her why and she's blushing. 
Ahhh.  Read it over her shoulder?"  He got up to keep the phone
away from Yelina.  "Liked it?"  He laughed. 
"Yeah, it loses something if you're not gay.  Which one? 
Xander, unicorns and mages?" 


"I'm working
on it," he promised. 


"Tell her
he's working on it and he'll try to open it again tonight if they don't make
him model the studded loincloth he brought home from wherever.  Sure,
verbatim if you want.  I can do that too.  Thanks, Ray." 
He hung up.  "Can she have an autographed copy of
something?"  Xander blushed but nodded shyly.  "Cool. 
It'd make her semester." 


"My son did
what?" Yelina asked. 


"Snuck up
behind her and read over her shoulder," Speed told her.  "She
screamed at him when she realized it, Yelina.  Gave him detention. 
She was in her office."  She huffed but sat back down. 


"I have
something new if someone would edit it for me," he offered. 
"Anyone?" he asked when everyone looked at him. 


"I'm bored, I
can," Stella said.  "Het?"  He gave her an odd
look.  "Never mind.  Any het?" 


"Secondary
het.  Longish for me too.  I did a lot of work on my
characterization." 


"I'm
proud," Don said, giving him a squeeze.  "We'll see if I can
help her."  Xander beamed proudly.  "That's an option if
you wanted to work toward publishing something."  Xander shook his
head quickly.  "Why not?" 


"Too much
rejection."  He looked the pile.  "What's next, Ry?" 


"The
bag."  He held it up, letting everyone see it and blush. 
"Yes, it was molded on certain people," he said, giving Speed a
pointed look.  "Again, he only gazed at the bathroom window when he
was bathing and snuck into the temple once."  He opened it and looked
inside.  "And inside, Horatio stored a really odd offering to
Xander." 


Xander
groaned.  "You're doing this on purpose." 


"Of course I
am."  He pulled out the small statue.  "Someone wanted
Xander to be female to truly serve Cupid directly."  Stella took it
with a giggle to look over. "They wanted him to have nursing breasts and
breeding hips too."  Cupid appeared to look at it, then giggled and
disappeared to cackle in private. 


"My
fault," Strife's voice called.  "Sorry.  Give it to the
fiery one." 


"Thanks,"
Stella said happily.  She tucked it into her purse.  "It'll make
Sheldon giggle and he could use it." 


"Montana
dragging on him?" Danny asked.  She held her fingers a little bit
apart.  "New rookie?" 


"Yeah. 
Two.  Not a great one either.  Can you come up on vacation?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "Don's getting to go to Hershey for alone time, maybe I
can go then and pick him up on the way back." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed, grinning at him.  "We can let Ryan have him that
week."  Ryan blushed.  "I know, but sometimes even Xander
needs time off from us." 


"He's not the
dog to need a babysitter," Ryan protested. 


"No, but he
definitely needs to have someone watching over him.  Since the only people
on the approved list we agreed with were Adam, Ray, you, Eric, and
Aiden...  Or Stella if she came down and wanted and he needed..."
Danny offered.  Stella blushed and shook her head. 


Aiden looked at
him.  "Remember, I still have to make it to classes and things,"
she protested.  "I'd never move if he's this size for real," she
said, picking up that toy. Stella squeaked. 


"I'm very
gentle with women," Xander protested.  "I make them squeal
nicely and everything." 


"Uh-huh. 
When was the last time you had a woman?" 


"Anya,"
he said dryly.  "She squealed a lot.  Many times a night." 


"Did she have
feeling down there?" Stella asked. 


"She was a
nympho.  She used to nag if she didn't get six a night." 


"No wonder
you think a satisfying two is too little," Eric complained. 
"Two is great for normal guys." 


Aiden looked at
him.  "Two is all I can handle a night.  Otherwise I might turn
nympho."  He grinned at her.  "We'll see.  I need more
than that.  Including wooing, boyfriend."  He nodded.  She
looked at Ryan, then at Eric.  "I don't care if you and he are
together if he doesn't."  Ryan shrugged. "You sure?" 


Ryan looked at
her.  "You're the first open one and I don't mind.  I know we're
not true, eternal love like Speed and Horatio, Aiden.  I'm realistic and
I'm good with his time now and then."  Eric frowned at him. 
"I am.  I'm easy about that stuff at the moment." 


"Are you sure
you're not one of them?" 


"I'm not a
concubine, Eric.  Are you sure you're not?" Ryan countered. 
Eric nodded.  "Then we're good with whatever and we'll discuss this
at home, without an audience." 


"Agreed,"
Eric agreed.  "What's that next one?" 


Ryan picked
something up then went 'eep' and hid it behind him.  He got another one
and held it up.  "My award." 


"For being a
smart ass," Xander agreed.  Everyone giggled. "Seriously. 
They had a sarcasm contest for one of the temples for charity.  He
channeled Speed."  Speed laughed at that and reached over to swat him
and get the medal to look at. 


"It was for
little kids who needed a new farm," Ryan said with a blush. 
"Between channeling Speed and the high priest at Ares' temple?  Of
course I won."  He took it back and put it on. 


"I've got to
go next time," Speed complained.  He picked up a coin to look
at.  "Is this one different?" 


Xander leaned over
to look at it when he held it up, nodding.  "Yup."  He
grabbed his can when he tipped over.  It was empty anyway.  Don got
up to get him another one and bring in a few more.  He put the box in
front of the other side of the stack. "Thank you, Don." 


Don gave him a
smile.  "Need to ask." 


"I know, but
I was involved."  He grinned.  "Want a hug?" 


"Not
yet.  Later.  Then you can tell me the naughty story you promised
about being chased through the streets by the virgin priestesses." 


"Oops?"
he suggested. 


"Uh-huh. 
Did you broadcast by chance?" 


"See those
pants?  Think a size tighter and molded to his crotch," Ryan told
him.  "Then think no shirt because he was trying to clean the new
spot off his brand new shirt.  He was eating fruit and dripped.  So
he was licking off his shirt and his fingers and using his fingers to clean his
chest.  One priestess saw him and complained.  He looked up and gave
her this boyish grin and said 'fruit stains on my new shirt' and then kept
going with a small blush.  One of the younger priestesses saw him and
moaned.  The older one started to scream at her for it.  So the older
ones decided to hunt down the danger to their chastity."  Danny
laughed at that and so did Stella.  "That's what they called
him," Ryan defended.  "He made them have dirty thoughts. 
He was a threat to their chastity.  He walked into Cupid's temple. 
It confirmed what they already knew.  He came out and they were there with
bludgeons and things.  Seriously," he said when Stella cackled.
"They were going to chaste-bash him because he gave them smutty
thoughts.  He ran. For his life. 


"He ran to
the temple where I was and inside, hiding behind Ares since he was there. 
Ares glared at the uptight virgins and they demanded he be handed over so they
could teach him the error of his ways by beating the crap out of him. 
Ares took off his vest and most of them moaned too, then they went after
him.  It was like they lost their minds.  Ares and Xander both ended
up having to get away from them.  Xander takes off running through the
market again when Ares finally hides by disappearing, leaving him alone. 
He runs into Hera's temple and hides behind *her* when she appears.  She
bitches the priestesses a new one and says if they have to beat someone for
giving them impure thoughts, they're not as holy and in tune with their Goddess
as they thought.  She banished them.  The first priestess comes back
and kneels in front of her, asking if she could have Xander.  She'd switch
to Hera's service if she'd give her Xander for even a night." 


"I was
standing behind her going 'I'm gay, I'm gay, I'm gay, oh please Cupid, point
out to them that I'm gay and hate women' over and over again," Xander
agreed dryly.  Don giggled.  "She heard and looked at me and
shrugged.  The priestess didn't care!  She told Hera she wanted to
suck and lick on my chest.  Hera looked up and called her patron saint to
talk to her about the girl.  I begged them *both*.  Her patron saint
agreed that she needed some help.  She growled and tried to get me by
going around them.  She ended up a very harmless kitten for a few hours
until they figured out how to help her.  Ares showed up and suggested they
fix the cat, therefore fix the problem.  Then he disappeared again before
the women could get him for suggesting it." 


"To come back
to taunting us," Ryan assured him.  "We were all wondering what
happened. One unwise guy asked."  Xander giggled.  "He was
walking funny all day from the new marks on his ass.  Ares literally took
a spiked boot and kicked him hard enough to drive a spike into him.  He
walked funny all day."  Eric giggled at that.  "I just
stood there and grinned.  When I got yelled at, I simply said of course
they had dirty thoughts.  Look at Xander in those leathers, then Ares' own
chest."  Ares smirked and let me go early so I could make Xander quit
cowering in the corner away from scary women." 


"Won't
happen, not with his former friends," Danny told him. Xander
frowned.  He gave him a hug.  "Drink and eat,
Xander."  Xander dug into his chicken.  "What's next?"



Stella pointed at
something.  "What's that?" 


Xander looked and
grinned. "Payment for doing a marriage.  It's a carving of her family
for luck that she'd need to do another one within a year." 


"Did she need
to?" Don asked. 


Xander looked at
him.  "I don't know if we can make someone go into heat or not, but
she definitely had a fun wedding night."  He shrugged.  "It
was only a few days before I got stolen right before we left." 


"You got
stolen while you were stolen?" Stella demanded. 


"It was a
whole world and they liked to steal him to make the spring plantings and animal
heats prosperous.  The GHS member already over there before us got treated
as a demigod because he certified and made weddings fertile too.  We
rescued him too; he left for his home in France a few days back." 


"Fortunately
he gave the elephants to the local zoo," Horatio offered, lifting his
head.  He looked at Xander's sheepish look.  "The day they
chased you through the market to bash you for giving them normal
thoughts?"  Xander nodded.  "Better than the time the
Amazon-like tribe caught you." 


"They were
the remains of the barbarians who stole us.  The women beat the men into submission
and came back for us to get us all again." 


Horatio smiled.
"They thought I had already been taken as a favorite and protected
concubine.  They wanted Xander to give them many strong daughters and Ryan
to take care of them."  Ryan nodded at the giggling going on. 
"Not kidding."  He sat up and looked at himself, then grabbed
his clothes and the other clothes bag to go change. 


"Horatio,
just borrow.  I have things that'll fit you," Xander called. 
"Look in the second closet." 


"Thank
you," drifted out of the bedroom.  Horatio came back in a pair of
cotton lounging pajamas and sat back down.  "Sorry.  I'm still
too sore to put on things with a hard beltline." 


"We
understand," Calleigh assured him.  "If I had back surgery I
wouldn't wear anything but long shirts for days on end, Horatio."  He
smiled at her.  "Right, Eric?" 


"I can only
imagine what sort of pain you've been in.  Especially since she took a bit
of metal out of there."  He looked at Horatio's side, then
smiled.  "You're wedding ring or just a statement of ownership?"



"He can't
wear a ring without Rick or someone saying anything," Speed said quietly,
stroking over it.  "That's how I remind him I'm there for him." 


"Awww,"
Calleigh said, sniffling some.  "That's so great!"  She
moved over to hug them both.  "Though I wanted invited to the
wedding, dumbasses, but I love that you're there for each other.  Don't
you worry about the idiot IAB guy.  He's so toast."  She smiled
at them.  Then at Danny, Don, and Xander, who was looking a bit sleepy
himself.  "Maybe someone should curl up with Horatio and nap?" 


"I'm fine
now," Horatio assured her, looking at Xander.  Danny looked at
Xander, then got up and hefted him up, carrying him to bed since he was fully
asleep.  "He's had a bad day." 


"That's why
we're doing this tonight," Ryan reminded him with a small smile.  He
looked at the rest.  "Those are mostly things that Xander got given
to perform weddings, tokens and bribes."  He went back to his list,
tossing something at Don.  "That was your present."  He
ignored the horrified look.  "Don't like their version of
paisley?" 


"Did someone
make me a tie?" 


Ryan grinned and
nodded.  "They did.  One of the priestesses at Cupid's place did
it." 


"That's
cute.  I'll hang it up and maybe wear it someday."  He went to
do that, finding Danny cuddling Xander.  "He not staying down?"
he asked quietly. 


"No, he
is.  It's good. He pulled me down to cuddle.  I'll stay in
here.  Get Stella into whatever room's gonna be open.  Let the others
stay if they want." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed.  He walked out.  "Guys, find a spot and squat if you
want. Xander's down and demanding Danny cuddle since the ferrets are curled up
against his back.  That leaves three empty rooms and the couches.  I'll
curl up behind the ferrets." 


"We're going
to head," Eric told him, looking at Ryan. Who nodded. 


"I'll call
you guys tomorrow after I've had time to process the woman in lingerie pointing
me at a taken guy," Aiden offered.  Eric and Ryan both grinned and
nodded.  "Thanks, guys.  Stella?" 


"It'll save
the department money.  Show me to a guest room, Don." 


"Horatio,
Speed?" 


Speed look down,
Horatio was back out.  "He said your bed's harder and better for his
back if you don't mind, Don," Speed said quietly. 


"Not an
issue, Speed.  You know that. You're family."  He helped hold
Horatio in place while Speed got up so he could help him up and walk him that
way.  "Yelina, Frank?" 


"My wife
would be really upset if I made her sleep alone for no good reason," Frank
offered with a grin.  "Yelina, drive you home?" 


"I wouldn't
mind. I walked up from the station."  He nodded and stood with a
small moan, helping her up.  "Night, Don.  Tell them it was a
great time and I look forward to the next one."  She walked off
talking with Frank about a case. 


"Ray, want a
room?" 


"Please. 
Calleigh?" 


"Sorry, but
you're taken," she offered with a grin. 


"Not offering
that way but I am extra cuddly too."  She blushed and giggled, but
shook her head and let Don help her up.  She even helped clean up and
headed home after shaking Stella's hand.  Aiden walked out with her and
they headed off at the same time. 


Ray stood up and
helped Stella up.  "Come on, I'll help Don lock down the house and
take out the dog for the night while you get your bag."  She smiled
and he let the dog watching the night with a small whimper now and then
outside.  He ran and relieved himself immediately, almost sounding a sigh
of relief.  He laughed.  "Sorry, did we forget about you,
Spot?"  The dog marked a few more spots then came back in and headed
to sleep on the foot of Xander's bed.  Ray locked the porch door, waiting
until Stella was in to lock the gate and do the alarms.  He headed back to
the back bedrooms.  "You're in luck, both guest rooms are plain but
nice."  He smiled and let her into the first one.  "I'll
even let you have first shot at the bathroom while I say goodnight to the
ferrets." 


"Sure." 
She patted him on the cheek.  "Want to come to New York?  We
could use you since we lost Don." 


He turned her
wrist over and rubbed his thumb over the tattoo there.  "We'll
see."  She smiled.  "I'll talk to my bitchy one about it if
I can't get on down here."  She nodded and went to settle in for the
night.  He walked into Xander's room after a knock. "I came to steal
the minorly furry ones so they could use their litterboxes."  Danny
pointed at the spot in the corner in the plant.  He grinned. 
"Spot nearly sighed in relief too," he promised, patting the dog's
head when it came up.  "Sleep, dog."  He picked up the
ferrets, getting protesting squeaks.  "Let's go visit the cage for
ten minutes and then we'll go sleep with me so Don can't complain that you're
sleeping against his balls again."  He walked them out, letting Don
get the door.  He put them into the cage, watching as they ran all around
it to check everything out.  Then Beauty used the litter box that needed
cleaned.  George used the other one.  They both drank and ate some,
then came back to get out again.  He carried them back to his bedroom,
which had a hidden litterbox in the closet.  He opened the door, letting
them see it.  They investigated it then ran around the room once he had
closed the door.  Stella squealed and he leaned into the bathroom. 
"Sorry, thought it was shut." 


She leaned out of
the shower and handed him a wet, furry log.  "Not quite. She's
apparently wanting a bath." 


Ray grinned and
took her with him, going to get the other one and close the door.  He sat
down to use his shirt to towel Beauty off and call his bitchy one. 
"Hey, it's me.  No, I'm toweling Beauty off because she decided to
see what naked human women were like.  She's fine.  Just
wet."  He smiled.  "It's good," he admitted.  "Xander's
kinda bummed for some reason but so far it's okay.  Horatio said he'd
ask.  Stella said if not, maybe New York could use me."  He
listened to the complaints about the overpopulation of immortals in New York
and sighed.  "Tough, Meth.  No, I'm going to sleep with the ferrets. 
Yes, I'm certain.  Stella's one of the people Danny and Don worked with
before.  Showering with a cast.  No, he's got his boys.  It's
all good," he promised.  "We'll be fine."  He
smiled.  "I'm sure I'll be fine and so will he.  Jump off it,
Meth.  He's fine.  He's well wanted now.  No I won't go wake him
up.  Yeah and we're still on the east coast."  He looked at his
watch. "It is but he's still asleep.  No, he came back from Jace's
easily enough.  He's fine!  Jeez!  Call him in the morning and
me when you feel like being *my* boyfriend." 


He hung up and
went back to cuddling the wiggling, furry things.  "I know.  I
should've gotten you guys and a puppy of my own.  Less stress." 
He settled in to rest, listening to everyone else.  Speed was talking
quietly to Horatio.  Stella was out of the shower but still in the
bathroom, probably drying her hair in the mirror.  It was soothing, like
he was in a home and a family instead of borrowing a bedroom in someone's
house.  Maybe he did need to move to Miami and make his boyfriend follow
him if he wanted him.  If not, he was sure there were plenty of others and
hey, it had sounded like Ryan was going to be single soon.  He was kinda
geeky but seemed pretty nice, if a bit focused.  Plus he was protective
but he wasn't overprotective like his present owner.  And hey, Xander had
said Ryan would make a great keeper some day.  Maybe today was that
day.  He heard someone up and moving and looked out the door, seeing the
unknown person.  "How in the hell did you get in here after I set the
alarms?" 


"I had it
turned off, young man.  Go back to bed. This does not concern you." 


"Bullshit. 
Chicago PD.  Freeze."  The man looked amused.  The other
doors all opened and people with guns stepped out.  "Still
amused?" 


Don looked at
him.  "Hey, I know you. You're the idiot who broke in here our third
night in the city," he noted dryly.  "Um, Speed?  Do we
call the asshole in IAB or does Horatio?" 


"No, I can
call him," he promised.  He called Yelina's house. "Is the idiot
Stetler there, Ray?  Have him come to Xander's.  No, a patrol guy
broke in again.  Not wearing his uniform.  Said he turned off the
alarm.  Told a visiting Chicago PD guy this didn't concern
him."  The guy stared to move.  "Do it, make one of us
shoot you." 


"You can't
use that thing," he said with disgust. 


"I can,"
Don said happily.  "And I will.  Like I should've last
time.  Come get him, Stetler, before my dog has a new human-skin
collar." 


"Hear
that?" Speed asked dryly.  "That's us. Apparently the alarms are
off.  Thank you for doing your job."  He hung up and slipped his
phone back into his pocket.  "He's on his way.  They live a few
miles off.  Mandatory call-in restrictions are nice."  Horatio
patted his shoulder. "Look who we have, Horatio." 


"So I
see." 


"You're gay
too?" he demanded.  "It's not possible!" 


"Gee, am I
gay?" Speed asked, looking at Horatio. 


"I never
asked that question."  They both glared at him and the man shrank
down.  "Good idea.  Sit, right where you are.  Hands in
plain sight."  The man started to sit then he turned and ran. 


"Spot,
fetch," Xander ordered.  The dog took off and bit him, making him
scream and flail on the ground.  He came out and took Don's gun, walking
out there whistling.  "Good boy, Spot.  Go get daddy to give you
a treat."  He patted the dog on the head and he ran back inside to
sit in front of his daddy, all happy puppy and wagging tail. 


"Good
job," Don praised, patting him on the head.  "Very good
boy.  Let's get you a dog biscuit before we go take the gun from the other
master."  Horatio headed out there, making him smile. 
"Awww, let him shoot the asshole in the nuts or somethin'."  He
walked the dog into the kitchen, giving him some wet food and a few dog
biscuits, even sitting down to pet him while he ate.  "Good
boy.  You're being well trained."  His puppy barked and lowered
himself, his tail wagging.  "Go get the ball, we'll play
fetch."  The dog ran off and brought it back.  Don petted him
for a minute, then threw it over the counter and off the back of the
couch.  The dog raced around to get it, bringing it back.  He dropped
it and barked again. 


Don grinned and
threw it again, this time toward the door to see what he'd do with an
intruder.  He set up an unholy racket and Don stood up.  "Good
boy, Spot.  Down."  Spot went back to growling. 
"Bring daddy the ball."  Spot got his ball and brought it back,
barking happily.  "Good boy!"  He tossed it and it got
brought back.  He scratched his ears and gave him a kiss on the
nose.  "You're such a good boy, Spot.  Such a good boy.  Go
play with the Stella."  He pointed at her. "Go play with the
girl person."  Spot looked at him.  He tossed Stella the ball
and she threw it, making him a happy, unconfused puppy again.  Ball plus
person was a happy dog.  Confused dog looked a lot like Danny first thing
in the morning.  He'd have to remember that.  He walked out there and
took his gun back, looking at Xander. "I can assure you you've got the
bigger set," he said quietly. 


"I hate
people who interrupt my safety," he said, staring him down, perfectly
still. 


Stetler moved
closer.  "Can you ...leash him?" 


"I'm not the
dog," he growled.  The man backed off.  "Just take your
bitch and go, halfie." 


"Fine,"
he agreed, grabbing him and dragging him off a bit. 


"Xander, he
has a job to do, even if he does try to pin other's sins onto me," Horatio
said quietly. 


"Do I
care?" 


"The
alternative is worse," Horatio said in his ear.  "Let him do his
job." 


"That's fine,
he can do his job without releasing confidential and private information that
could get you killed or kidnaped again.  The same as he can do his job
without giving me long stares when I come in.  The same as he can do it
now. I'm not stopping him from doing his job.  His lack of morals and backbone
is keeping him from doing his job." 


"Shh,"
Don soothed, stroking his back.  "Inside, Xander. Go play with Spot
and the ferrets before George comes out to bite him too."  
Xander sighed but went back inside.  He looked at Stetler.  "You
were okay enough in his book until you released those files and tried to
blackmail the boss," he noted dryly.  "We're counting on you to
do your job in a professional manner.  If you can't, hand it off
now." 


"Oh, I assure
you I can.  He'll be without his badge in the morning." 


"Good then
this makes the second count of trespassing.  He did it to us our third
night here.  Also pat him down now.  We've got valuables out in the
practice room."  Rick did that, finding a small statue. 


"That's
mine," he said, snatching it back. 


Horatio
looked.  "Really?  Because it looks like something I got given
during my last kidnaping as a souvenir."  The man gave him a
horrified look.  "Unless I can find my copy, were you in the same
place?" 


"No," he
said, swallowing hard.  "I...I saw him in the ring. I bet on him and
he won me money."  He nodded at that. 


"Ring?"
Stetler asked. 


"The first
time Officer Wolfe and Xander were taken together they were taken to some sort
of battle ring thing where Xander had to defend them both," Don told him. 


"Those places
don't exist," he laughed.  A messenger appeared next to him and
handed over a letter.  "What's this?"  He read it and went
pale.  He nodded "I'll comply."  The messenger disappeared. 
"He's a Metharn?" 


"No, he's
human.  One of them adopted him because his father was a gambler,"
Don said dryly.  "He didn't know until they found him when they
started to take him in New York.  The first time he was in that ring they
were there."  The man gave him a horrified look. 
"What?" 


"I...." 
He laughed nervously. "What's a Metharn?" 


"The green
Jabba the Hut demons," Xander called.  "With spikes." 


"Oh,
shit."  He nodded.  "I owed one some money." 
Xander came to the doorway.  "He wanted you in payment." 


"He can't
have me, payment or not.  You can die."  He slammed the door,
then came out to get his ferret and go back inside.  Then he slammed the
door. 


Horatio reached
down to get Beauty.  "Did you sneak?" he said, smiling at her.
"You're very good at that."  He looked at Rick.  "Make
a report, fire him, and then we'll let the DPP handle it." 


"You know the
demonic police?" Rick asked. 


"One showed
up today to help us with Rosenburg," Horatio agreed, smirking at him.
"He was most kind and they've saved Xander a few times.  He's got a
calling stone necklace if we need one." 


"Let me do
that then I'll call one. I have one."  He walked him off, considering
these things.  If the boy was Metharn, even adopted, then that made his
adopted family his harem.  His harem were to be treated the same way you
treated the head of the harem in matters of protocol. His mother had told him
this a long time ago.  That meant Caine and Speedle were sacred unless he
could find something linking the boy to organized crime.  He looked at his
suspect.  "What did the boy do?" 


He shrugged. 
"All I know is that one like he was talking about forgave my ten G's in
debts if I took that one from his harem and sent him there."  He
snorted.  "I didn't think they were his harem." 


"It's a
technical term of protocol.  To them that's a family unit that's not
related by blood."  That got a horrified look. "Anyone who's
like family to that boy, his lovers, anyone who helps the family significantly,
is considered his harem.  Doing so would've set off a war that would've
reached down here as well." 


"Hey, one
less thing in this world, okay?" 


"No, it's not
okay," Rick said, shoving him into the back of his car and heading
off.  He hoped the boy could undo whatever was wrong with his security
system.  He considered it then called Caine.  "Those two today
and the one your harem lord nearly took the head of are gone.  They
disappeared earlier tonight."  He hung up and went to write up the
report.  "How did you do the alarms?" 


"He gave me
this little thing, I put it on the keypad box.  He said it'd eliminate the
system for at least six hours.  Plenty of time.  I slipped it on
earlier when the chick went through." 


"Female? 
There?" 


"Yeah, curly
haired, has a cast on one hand right now.  Really pretty.  She his
girlfriend too?" 


Eric strolled in. 
"That's CSI Bonasera down from New York on a case.  Someone who wants
to kill Xander for being more manly than him and gay."  Stetler
moaned.  "Stella's like family to Danny and Don, the same way Aiden
is." 


"Is she
considered harem the same way you are?" Rick asked.  Eric moaned but
nodded.  "I noticed Wolfe getting rid of the gifts he was giving for
consideration.  Doing so usually sends a signal that they need more
things, that money's tight." 


"I'd hope not
since it hasn't come back," he said bitterly.  He looked at the
guy.  "Anything else we should know?" 


"Those three
from earlier are gone." 


"We've got
protection on them and their security company is coming out now.  They
know that shit too apparently."  The man swallowed. Eric looked at
him. "I could let Wolfe have you.  He's not in a great mood at the
moment." 


"No
thanks," he squeaked.  "If I don't get him up there, they're
going to kill me." 


"Then next
life remember not to gamble," Eric said prosaically.  He walked off
again, happier now.  He called the house and told them what had been said,
then smirked at the answer of yes, Stella was part of the original harem. 
Someone had sent him pictures of possible replacements for her since she hadn't
followed.  Eric laughed and hung up, heading back to his house to finish
his talk with Ryan.  Maybe he and Ray would get together sometime. 
They were adorable together and highly protective of Xander too. 



[bookmark: _Toc300424696]Visitations.


 



Xander woke up to
the feeling of being watched, turning over to find the dog watching a messenger
demon. "He's harmless.  It's emotional stress," he
offered.  The dog barked and climbed off the bed, heading for his water
bowl.  "What?"  The letter was held out. 
"From?"  It was pointed to.  "Do you guys not
speak?"  It shook its head.  "Sorry.  I'll quit asking
questions."  He opened it and read, then groaned.  "Thank
you.  I'll handle this."  It nodded and left.  Xander
sighed and got out of bed, going to pull on some pants and any random shirt,
even if it was one of his hawaiian shirts.  He slid into his sneakers and
grabbed his sword to go check on everyone.  The ferrets were back in the
cage.  The dog was happily crunching breakfast.  "Give me
twenty, Spot, and I'll come let you out."  He left the house, heading
up to the station, walking.  His sword was under the loose shirt and his
hair this time.  He walked up to the front desk and wrote a name on the
note, handing it to the receptionist.  "Please?"  She
smiled and nodded. "I'm going to go shower and change.  Have them
call. I'll have my phone."  He walked off and found trouble in the
parking lot.  He found Richard with bruises.  "Are you
okay?" 


"I'm fine,
young man."  He looked at him.  Then he glanced behind
him.  "This is not sanctuary." 


"With five of
us in the building?  Damn near."  Richard cracked a smile. 
"Can I help?" 


"No. 
Not this time.  If I die, I'll move on."  He headed inside. 


Xander looked that
way, seeing a glint.  He stopped and officer and looked that way, giving
him a meaningful look.  "What is that?" 


"That's... 
I don't know.  That's usually just trees.  Maybe it's a car?" 


"There's no
road there," Xander pointed out.  "Could it maybe be a bad
thing?" 


"It's moving,
sir.  Maybe you're paranoid."  Someone started shooting and they
ducked.  He called for help and Xander found his pocket knife, throwing it
at the shooter, hitting him in the leg.  He yelled and started to run
off.  The officers responding ran off after him. 


Xander looked at
his target, then back at Richard.  He shook his head.  Richard nodded
and he groaned when he felt the buzz.  He turned and found a man who had
been insane a few months back.  One he hadn't answered the challenge
of.  "So, are you sane again?" 


"I am. 
You're hereby challenged." 


"Agreed. 
Not here, but agreed. When, where?" 


"The docks,
tonight." 


"The docks
will have traffic tonight.  It's a cloudy night. They'll be watching for
swimmers."  The man looked furious.  "I don't care to take
it but I won't get us all busted for it.  I have some common sense. 
Pick somewhere deserted." 


"Warehouse
221, pier 13." 


"Agreed. 
If I can find it I'll be there.  When?"  The man gave him a
look.  "I've been here all of five months, dear.  I haven't been
to the docks more than once.  What time?" 


"Now?" 


"Can I go put
my hair back first? I came up here to hand in evidence to someone." 
He felt another one walk out.  "An hour?" 


"Fine. 
Don't show up and I'll hunt you down." 


"I'm sure you
will.  That's fine.  Like I said, I'll do my best to find
it."  The man stomped off.  He turned and found Eric. 
"Pier thirteen, building 221?" 


"The green
one we busted the rave in.  Um, off the shopping area to the right, then
keep going. That's pier thirteen.  Do put your hair back." 


"I plan on
it."  He walked off a bit faster, doing his hair on the way.  He
grabbed a hairband once he walked in and let the dog out, then went to
change.  By the time he was done the dog could come back in.  
He checked his ferrets, they were napping.  He locked the house once he
had his katana and headed out.  He did manage to find it, just a few
minutes late.  He walked inside.  "Thank you for giving me the
time to change at least."  He looked around then shrugged. 
"You sure you wanna do this?  Fair warning, I can be a
berserker.  I have in the past.  I know some people consider us bad
luck." 


"You're
trying to talk me out of it?" 


"No, I'm
giving fair warning.  I don't attack first.  I'm a defensive
person."  The man sneered.  "We can stand here and trade
insults.  You want me, come get me.  You challenged me." 
The man rushed and Xander moved his blade to block then aside, taking a quick
shot at his unprotected side, then again at his back as he completed his
turn.   He scratched his ear with one fingernail while the man
panted.  "And?"  He pushed back the shorter strands and
growled.  "I need to grow the rest out and keep it from
breaking."  The man laughed and lunged.  Xander defended by
blocking casually and then hitting him twice in fast succession. 
"This is boring.  Are you sure you wanna do this?  I don't
really want your head, man.  I could care less about the game." 


"There can be
only one!" 


"Sure, but
why should I stress about you?  Especially since you were nuts the last
time I saw you."  The man lunged and he blocked faster this time,
attacking back. He drove him against a pillar roof support, pinning him. 
"I don't know you, don't want to know you, and I sure as hell don't want
your quickening.  You insane guys are damaging to the brain.  I have
enough brain damage as it is from vampire hunting.  You can easily walk
away, the same as I can."  The man cackled and pushed him off. 
Xander shrugged and walked off.  He was tired of this.  The man
ranted behind him, throwing a fit like a child.  He wiped his sword down
and got into the car, heading to drive home so he could shower as well. 
He saw the lights go on behind him and sighed, checking his sword before
pulling over after the stoplight.  He turned off the engine and looked at
the man coming over.  "Hi.  Was I speeding?" 


"A bit. 
You also changed lanes without signally."  He spotted the
sword.  "Out of the car please, sir?" 


"Sure, if
you'd move an inch or so?"  The officer moved and he unbuckled then
got out, leaning on the door.  "The registration's still in the glove
compartment.  I'll let you get it if you feel more comfortable but I can
tell you right now, there may be a gun in there." 


"Are you
licensed?"  Xander patted himself down and did it again,
concentrating. His wallet thumped in the car.  He nodded. "Go
ahead."  Xander reached in and grabbed it, the officer's hand on his
gun.  Xander opened the glove box too and came out with his registration,
his license, and his gun permit.  "What were you out doing today,
sir?" 


"Someone
challenged me to a duel believe it or not.  He picked swords.  He was
ranting and insane so I blocked a few hits, scratched him, then walked away
when he started to lose it for real."  The officer gave him an odd
look.  "Don't ask.  It's about where I'm from," he
admitted. "I'm from near LA.  Sunnydale, ever heard of it?" 


"Can't say as
I have, sir."  He looked at everything.  "May I see the
sword?" 


"Sure. 
Would you like to pull it yourself?"  The officer nodded. 
"Go ahead."  He moved to lean against the hood, waving at the
car as it went past.  The officer looked at him. "I know him.  I
have an officer who protects me when he's not on duty." 


"Why?" 


"I'm a member
of GHS." 


"Umm...."



"Remember
that convention with all the cuddling and sex?  I'm one of them," he
explained.  "People like to kidnap me." 


"Oh, all
right."  He checked the sword.  "You missed some blood,
sir." 


"I
know.  I'm going to go home and properly clean it in a bit.  Like I
said, I nicked him, nothing more.  I've had to use it in the past to
defend myself. I like sharp, pointy things." 


The officer gave
him a look.  "Are you for real?" 


"Unfortunately
so," he said dryly, grinning at him.  "It's all about where I'm
from.  My town had a high homicide rate.  I started carrying a knife
then to protect myself.  The sword is just a bigger knife and I can use it
for exercise as well as balance and movement work." 


"Are you a
trannie? I noticed the hair." 


"No, someone
who had me made me grow it out.  I decided I liked it so I kept it. 
He had me for a good three months and I've grown it ever since.  All
because I've got hyperactive pheromones." 


"I
see."  He checked everything again. "Stay there." 
Xander shrugged and slid onto his hood while he went to call it in.  He
got a full rundown on the young man up there.  He reported the sword with
traces of blood.  The dispatcher told him to wait while she asked. 
She said she'd call CSI. 


*** 


Speed answered the
office phone.  "Speedle?"  He listened.  "No,
that's just Xander.  Most likely someone challenged him and he talked down
to him, banged him a few times, maybe nicked him, then walked away." 
He had already gotten a head's up from Eric.  "Yeah, he's a good
guy.  No, I'm sure.  He's had to use it to actually hurt someone
before.  It's fine.  Let him go with the ticket if he was screwing
around."  He smiled.  "That's fine."  He hung up
and texted Eric, telling him to go check the building for a body.  He had
no idea what they did with the headless bodies. 


*** 


Eric pulled up in
front of the warehouse, feeling the quickening floating around.  He
carefully moved closer, considering it.  He touched the door and it zapped
him.  He backed away from there and looked, then called Xander. 
"What did you do?"  He listened to how it had went, listening to
the officer write him a ticket.  "He was alive when you left? 
Because there's loose quickening here.  Get back here."  He hung
up.  One of the stray bolts hit the frame again, making it glow for a
moment.  Xander pulled up a minute later.  "You left him
alive?" 


"It was the
crazy guy from the parking lot, Eric.  He made me take it, I showed up, I
warned him I was a berserker.  He was lax in attacking me.  He was
unfocused.  He was still muttering to himself.  I pinned him and gave
him a chance to walk away after pointing out no one wanted the insane people's
quickenings.  He was still alive then." 


"Fine. 
Now it's loose." 


"Could he
have beheaded himself or been done by a normal guy?" 


"Maybe. 
Probably himself.  It's really hard to do though." 


"Depends on
what you've got to make it from.  How hard is it to build a
guillotine?" 


"Point." 
They looked at the building again when it lit up. "Go ahead." 


"I don't want
it.  He was fucking insane."  Eric swatted at him.  The officer
from earlier pulled up and he coughed.  "Guy who gave me the
ticket," he said quietly.  He waved at him.  "He got sent
to check on the guy who challenged me but there's some current hitting the
doorway." 


"We can't
waste it," Eric complained. 


"So we
won't.  You're older.  He was still insane."  Eric sighed
and went to touch the door, soaking in the quickening, panting hard. 


"Sir!" 
The officer rushed over. "Detective?" 


"I'm
fine," Eric groaned.  "It's not fully electrical."  He
opened the door. "It's also over with."  He let the officer walk
in with him, looking around with his flashlight.  He saw the sword
mounted.  He saw the body with the mostly detached head.  Just a
piece of skin and tissue on it.  He saw the swing rope.  "That's
a new one." 


"Did he...
commit suicide by swinging himself into the sword to cut his own throat?" 


"It appears
so," Eric admitted. 


"What about
the guy outside?" 


"He walked
away after nicking him a few times, like he said."  He took a picture
and sent it to the guy he knew was his watcher, getting instructions
back.  "Let me call support."  That got a nod. 
"Go set up a perimeter and send him home?  Tell him to go shower;
he's sweaty."  That got a nod and the officer went to do that while
he called.  "Alexx, I didn't know you were part of the
Watchers," he said quietly.  "No, I've got a new one for
you.  Tarzan'd himself to death.  Yeah, challenged Xander.  The
insane guy from right after they got here?  Him.  Challenged Xander this
morning.  Xander walked away after taunting him about still being
insane.  Yeah, I'm serious."  He sent her the pictures, making
her laugh.  "Pier thirteen, building 221.  Please.  No, I
sent him home.  There's no way this isn't a suicide.  Thanks." 
He hung up and shook his head.  This was one for the Watcher's
records.  It truly was.  Things like this could only happen to
Xander.  It had to somehow be about Sunnydale.  All the other
immortals but Xander and Oz were normal.  Oz had went werewolf for a while
and Xander had these sort of things happening.  Stella and Alexx walked
in.  "Ladies." 


Stella looked,
then took pictures, sending it back to Mac, who sent back a question
mark.  "Do we know his name?" 


"By when he
was arrested Peter Tomovich," Eric offered.  She typed that in. 
Then she giggled.  "Whoever knew him?" 


She looked at him.
"I probably shouldn't tell you but Mac's training me."  Eric
just nodded at that.  "He's still got Sheldon to watch over. 
Having Danny, Don, Sheldon, and Xander there was driving him nuts." 
She looked up then at her phone when a new message came in.  She giggled
and took another picture with Eric's camera, then plugged it into her phone to
send it.   She laughed at the disgruntled comment he sent back. 
"He'd like a full picture file if we can, Eric." 


"Go for
it," he agreed, waving a hand.  "We came up and found the loose
quickening rushing around the building.  Xander refused to take it, citing
his prior and apparently his present insanity.  It hit me when I touched
the door.  I came in and found...this."  He let out a small
laugh.  "Xander thought maybe a jury-rigged guillotine.  This is
much stranger." 


"It
definitely is one for the books," Alexx agreed.  "Any true ID on
him?" 


"Yeah and
Mac's called someone to come pick up the body to bury him."  She took
more pictures to thoroughly document the scene. 


*** 


Mac looked at the
picture, then up at Sheldon when he came in.  "A word of
advice.  If an insane immortal comes near you, don't take his head. 
You end up doing things like this."  He showed him the picture. 
"He took an insane one's head a few years back and he hasn't been right
since." 


"Did he...
swing into the sword blade?" he asked.  Mac nodded. 
"How?" 


"Apparently
he challenged Xander and Xander refused to take his head.  Totally
appropriate reaction in this case.  So he took his own to end the
insanity." 


Sheldon walked off
shaking his head, but he did call the guy who was training him. "Richie,
Sheldon.  Not a problem this time; Mac just got one who committed suicide
by swinging on a rope into his sword blade to take off his head." 
Lindsey stopped to look at him and he waved her off, getting a shrug. 
"Xander."  She shuddered at that name and kept going. "Mac
said he refused to kill him when the guy tried.  Stella is.  Yeah,
her.  Sure, or Eric, he's down there. The picture's notation said it was
taking by E. Delko, CSI.  Yeah.  So maybe.  Mac was looking
horrified.  He said he took an insane one a few years ago?"  He
nodded.  "Okay, so we don't do that.  I don't know. 
Apparently someone down there called him and he showed me. Thanks." 
He hung up and went to see if any other deaths had ever been done that way.
Homemade guillotine but not exactly that as he found out. 


*** 


Danny walked into
the house, giving Xander a confused look, getting a shrug.  "It was
that insane guy.  I didn't think taking an insane one's head was a good
idea." 


"It's
not.  He had taken an insane one's head a few years back and inherited
it."  He took a kiss.  "Good instincts but it's time for
lunch."  He went into the kitchen, finding a casserole in
there.  He smiled and pulled it out to taste it, nodding.  "Bit
cheesy but it's good.  Good job, Xander."  The dog barked. 
"No, not you.  You don't cook.  Go play with the
boy."  The dog went to play with Xander.  "Hungry?" 


"No, not
now." 


"You
eat?" 


"No. 
I'll eat while I'm shopping." 


"Sure." 
He came out and sat beside him, letting Xander cuddle while he ate.  Don
came in a few minutes later.  "Good casserole in the fridge." 


"Great." 
He got some and put it in a container, then kissed Xander on the head. 
"Speed's stuck in the lab and can't order out.  Too close to
payday."  Xander smiled at that.  "Thanks, Xan." 


"Welcome." 
Don walked out and headed back.  Xander snuggled back into Danny's side,
petting the dog. "Why did he want *me*?" 


"He saw you
were strong and young.  He knew he couldn't win against you." 


"He was
lunging like there was a cord yanking him, Danny.  He wasn't trying, he
was hoping I'd swing and put him out of his misery.  But he didn't go for
Eric, or Richard because he was there.  Not you guys either. This is the
second time he's tried me." 


"He knew you
were young, Xander. You're clearly not over a few years old.  Most of the
older guys find a way to bring their swords everywhere." 


"I had mine
on," he complained.  "It was under my shirt but I had it
on."  Danny finished chewing.  "I know it's the law of the
universes but I feel like I have a big sign now and then that says 'I honk for
insanity, come for me' or something." 


Danny laughed and
moved his arm to hug him.  "It'll be fine, Xander." 


"Will
it?  Richard was bruised." 


"Why?" 


"I don't know
and he was saying the police station wasn't sanctuary. He was odd." 


"I'll talk
with him if I see him."  He stroked over the hair. "You shower
yet?" 


"Yeah, new
conditioner.  I'm going to finish rinsing it out in a few
minutes."  Danny nodded and let it go at that.  Stella came
in.  "He made a really good casserole." 


"I watched
him."  She winked at Xander.  "Go finish your hair and
we'll go."  Xander went to wash out the conditioning treatment and
put his hair back into a braid.  He grabbed everything he'd need,
including the rest of the last roll of cash he had broken into for the
car.  She gave him a look.  "Cash is best," she decided,
walking him out.  "Can I drive?" 


"My
car." 


"Fine, your
car," she agreed with a smile.  She shooed all the animals back
inside and closed the door again.  "Maybe on the way back?" 


"Only Don's
gotten to drive, Stella."  He slid in to drive.  "Go ahead
and pick the music, I've got ten diverse discs in."  She flipped
through them and decided on one she liked, smiling at the sound system. 
"I had it put in after I bought it."  He backed out and headed
to the shops he had decided to hit today.  "We should get groceries
too." 


"Sure. 
Last of course.  Ever hit the dry cleaners?" 


"Nope. 
Don's pouting. He hates it when I spoil him." 


"Point out
he's your boyfriend, he can have boyfriend presents."  Xander grinned
and nodded.  "Ooh, I like them.  They're too expensive for me
but I like their stuff," she moaned at a passing couture shop. 


"They don't
do boy clothes and no matter how much my hair makes me look like a girl, I'm
not," he said patiently, making her giggle.  "I tried to kill
the last thing that tried to make me one." 


"I
remember."  She stroked his knee.  "Go left?"  He
turned left and found where he was going, parking in the nice valet parking
this street had.  They got out, Xander making sure he had his wallet, and
headed into the stores. 


*** 


Don walked in and
headed to change, finding a large present on his bed.  "It's not my
birthday," he called. 


Xander walked into
his room, closing the door once Spot had followed him inside.  His ferrets
squeaked so he let them in too.   "Your dry cleaning is in the
closet.  Your shirts are in the drawers.  You're a boyfriend now so
get over it.  You're doing the job, you get the spoiling, and if you don't
like it, I'll fucking well pout you into a suicide attempt.  Even if you
would heal from it.  Because if you're not a boyfriend, you're a Master
and then I'll have to jump off somewhere high." 


"Xander,"
he groaned. 


"Shut up and
toe the line, Don.  I mean it."   Don shut his mouth. 
"Open the present, wear the other ones.  They're your size and could
probably use some tailoring but that's your thing.  I'm not going to
measure your inseam for you."  He walked off, leaving him with the furry
ones, going to pout. 


Don sighed and sat
down on the bed, looking at their animals.  "Am I unreasonable?"



"Yes,"
Stella called.  She came in.  "He's right, Don.  You're
doing the crime, do the time."  She closed the door and went back to
her room.  Danny came in and looked confused. "What?" 


"The 'vette's
in the garage.  Your dry cleaning is in your closet, your shirts are
hanging up, like usual.  Go open your presents and if you complain I get
to stomp off or pout you into a suicide attempt." 


Danny looked at
him and kissed him.  "I know you're not the maid or the sub," he
promised calmly.  "It's all right."  Xander relaxed against
him.  "Shh, he's still confused, Xander.  He'll straighten up
soon, even if I do have to smack him a few times."  Xander looked at
him. "I promise.  It'll be okay."  Xander nodded, giving
him a squeeze.  "Now, what's for dinner?" 


"Tuna." 


"Tuna?" 


"Tuna. 
I'll grill some." 


"Good. 
I like fish."  He let him go.  "Now, did you maybe think
about cleaning your closet out?" 


"Yeah. 
I did.  Then I rejected it out of hand for the rest of this year.  I
only bought two new suits."  He went back into the kitchen, pulling
out the fish fillets out of the fridge.  "Get Don out here if he's
eating.  Stella too."  He smiled and went to do that. Xander
hummed along with the music he had on in the study, wiggling his hips while he
worked on them.  He trimmed off some black parts like the butcher had told
him to.  Then he tested the grill with some water.  He sprayed it
with the non-stick spray and slid the first one on.  He felt hands grab
his hips and leaned back, getting a kiss on the ear.  "Did you open
it?" 


"I'm an
asshole sometimes.  I'm not used to being spoiled," Don whispered in
his ear.  "What did you get me this time?" 


"You have to
open it and I'd do it before I finish this because it won't take that
long."  He put the rest on once that one was doing okay.  He had
gotten an extra one just in case.  "I marinated in some oil and fresh
herbs first." 


"Good." 
He looked.  "Flip it.  It's supposed to be slightly pink in the
center."  Xander flipped it to the other side.  "Pull it
off when the pink recedes from the edge."  He went to check his
present, finding a leather jacket in there. He ran a hand over it.  It was
soft and worn. It looked new but it was obviously used and well cared
for.  Inside he found a card.  He sat down to open it then frowned at
the key.  He walked out holding it up and Stella nodded outside so he
checked his dog, who went out with him and around to the garage.  He found
Tumie's stuff in a concrete box built into the corner.  He found Xander's
blood red corvette.  He found... a Harley.  He squealed like a girl
getting a full frontal nude view of Speed in the showers - one had snuck in a
few weeks back - and ran inside to dance Xander around and hug him "I'm
sorry I'm an asshole. I'm an idiot, I love you."  He kissed
him.  "I'll be a good boyfriend.  You didn't have to but I love
you anyway." 


Xander smiled and
let Stella have the spatula.  "Teach me how to ride?" 


"Sure." 
He gave him another hard squeeze.  He even let him stand again. "I
can take you for a ride after dinner." 


Danny strolled
in.  "Are you done being an asshole?" 


"I am. 
It took a swift kick or two."  He kissed Xander again, running his
fingers into the hair where he could.  He took it down and looked at the
waves.  "Perm?"  He sniffed.  "No
chemicals." 


"I put it up
wet.  Braids do that," Xander said with a sheepish grin. 
"Come eat?" 


"Sure." 
He took his plate and walked it out to the couch, watching the sun go down with
his boy.  He decided he could handle being a boyfriend after all. 
"No more suits.  Let me pick my own." 


"Sure,
Don.  Can I take you shopping?" 


"We can do
that."  He kissed him.  "I'll need the other ones tailored
anyway."  He stole a second kiss.  "Eat."  He dug
in, smiling at the nice taste of the tuna.  "This is pretty
decent." 


"Thank
you."  Xander took his plate from Danny and dug in.  He
nodded.  "It is good."  He ate another bite, humming
happily that the wild rice dish he and Stella had made was a good
accompaniment. 


Danny smiled at
him and ate his first bite, nodding at it.  Stella smiled and dug in too,
eating heartily.  "I saw the extra piece." 


"To make sure
I didn't screw up."  He finished his plateful and put it down. 
He found a glass in front of him and sipped it.  Don finished his and put
down everything, going to grab his jacket.  He hauled Xander up and
outside with him, going to find their helmets.  He didn't find one. 
He looked at the boy.  "That way you could pick out your own." 


"Sure.  We'll
get you one too."  He got on and used the key to start it, listening
to the motor.  "Oh, this is sweet.  Get on."  Xander
got on behind him and snuggled into his back, making him smile.  He walked
the bike out of the garage, checking the mirror for furry things. 


"I've got
them," Danny called, waving a hand.  "Come home sometime
tonight."  Don waved and headed off.   It was a nice night
for a ride.  Danny smiled at Stella.  "Your idea?" 


"He saw one
when we stopped to get groceries and got a dreamy look on his face.  Said
Don and he went for a ride during the convention."  She finished her
dinner.  "Split the last piece with me?" 


"Sure." 
They went to do that and share the rest of the food he had made and forgotten
to pull out.  Including the pudding. 


*** 


Don parked the
bike in front of the bike shop and looked inside.  They were still
open.  He glanced back at Xander, getting a happy grin. 
"Wallet?" 


"Inside
pocket."  Don found the inside pocket and found the gas card and the
gift certificate.  "I knew you'd want to come here, it's a nice place
and open late."  He slid off and Don got off, putting the key in his
pocket.  Xander smiled and took his hand.  "That's okay,
right?" 


"It's
fine," he promised, giving his fingers a squeeze.  He walked them inside
and weathered the knowing looks.  "He just bought it for me.  So
we need helmets." 


"Sure. 
He need a jacket too?" 


"I have
one.  It's got leather softener on it because it was so stiff,"
Xander said quietly.  He shrugged.  "I look good in it
too."  That got some laughs and Xander pointed.  "That
one?" 


Don walked over to
let them look.  "What color's your jacket?" 


"The same
color as my car." 


"Sure." 
He handed over one that matched that one, letting Xander try it on.  It
fit him so he looked for one for himself.  He looked back at his
bike.  It had purple flames around the front of the gas tank.  He
found one with purple sparkle finish and got that one, trying it on to make
sure it'd fit.  He walked them around the store, finding a better keyring
for his keys too.  He looked at the boots, then shrugged and sat down to
try a new set on.  They were nice too.  He brought them up there and
handed over the gift card. 


The guy behind the
counter smiled at him.  "I remember selling that to him
earlier."  He rang everything up and ran the card, handing it and the
receipt over.  Don looked and gaped.  "That way you can do any
customizing you want too." 


Don looked at his
bike, then at him.  "Let me live with it for a few more days. 
Was it used?"  The guy nodded. "It's beautiful." 


"The old
owner was always talking about recovering the seat, kid.  You'll have
enough on there to do that and add more flames or whatever if you wanted."



Don smiled. 
"We'll see.  Let me give it a few more weeks."  That got a
nod and he took the bags, smiling at Xander when he saw him with his
helmet.  "Come on."  The bag got put into the saddlebag
once he had his helmet on.  He sat down to rearrange his keys first,
letting Xander pet the seat and his back.  "I didn't need it." 


"You wanted
it though.  I saw how you looked at the one you borrowed during the
convention and how you give Speed's bike envious looks." 


"I do,"
he agreed, smiling at his boy.  "I'm feeling horribly spoiled and
content." 


"As you
should be."  He gave him a hug.  "Come on.  Let's go
get a ticket for speeding." 


Don laughed and
shook his head.  "No.  We're going to be good boys and I've got
to get my license adjusted tomorrow."  He started the bike and
settled in, letting Xander cling to his back again.  "You could sit
up and watch." 


"I like
cuddling you." 


"Sure." 
He pulled the bike through a few empty parking spots to turn them around and
take them for a ride.  "Should we tell Speed?" 


"Drive it in
tomorrow, Don." 


"I can do
that."  He sped up once he merged with traffic, glancing behind
him.  Then he sped up more.  It was a powerful feeling.  He
loved this.  He loved riding without a helmet more but this was good
enough for now.  Until he could take the bike somewhere cops wouldn't be
and let it loose to see what the engine could do.  He felt Xander
shift.  "The other direction, Xander, before we overbalance and
tip."  Xander shifted in the other direction.  "Good
boy."  He turned onto a street and realized he was going past Eric's
house.  He waved at Eric, getting a head shake when he realized who it
was.  Then again, Eric's house was right near a street that followed the
beach line.  They rode up it for a while, very comfortable.  He felt
Xander shifting some and turned around, heading home before he went to sleep. 
He locked the gate once they were through it and pulled into the garage to
park, letting the vibrations end while they sat there.  He took off his
helmet and put it on the handlebar, shifting so he could get Xander's
too.  He got a grin and a kiss for it.  "Inside?" 


"Not on your
new steed?" 


"No, not on
the bike.  Then I'll definitely have to recover the leather." 
He stole another kiss.  "Inside."  Xander slid off and
walked off, letting him see his butt wiggling.  Don growled and went to
pounce him. He was feeling totally manly tonight.  They made it to a couch
and it was good enough from there.  He had definitely worked out his
spoiling kinks. 


*** 


Don walked into
work the next morning, smiling at Frank.  "Mornin'." 


"Morning. 
You look happy.  Your boy have a good night?" 


"It was a
great night, Frank.  I've even gotten over my thing against
spoiling." He looked down at his tie that Xander had made for him. 
It was paisley with blue, green, and red figures on a dark blue
background.  "He got it for me." 


"I
remember.  You wear ugly ties, and I'm sorry but your boy has better taste
usually."  Don grinned.  "I do like the suit though." 


"Thanks. 
One of his."  He sat down and logged into his computer. 


Ryan walked up to
them.  "The patrol guys want to know whose bike that is since it
doesn't have a sticker," he called.  "Claim it now or it gets
towed in ten minutes." 


"It's
mine," Don called, then called down there.  "It's Flack. 
The bike's mine.  No, just last night," he said happily. 
"I'll do that later, after work.  Thanks man.  Watch it for
me.  It's my new baby.  Yeah, it and the dog."  He
laughed.  "Thanks."  He hung up and got back to work. 


"He has
totally spoiled you," Frank said with a smirk.  "How is
it?" 


"Great. 
We went for a long ride last night.  He was so calm and happy he nearly
fell asleep behind me."  He smiled.  "It was a great
night.  He got me a gas card and enough of a gift certificate to a bike
shop that I could get us both helmets and do some customizing if I wanted
it."  Frank grinned at that. 


Yelina walked
in.  "I see we have another biker here now.  New officer in
patrol?" 


"His,"
Frank said, nodding at Don.  She rolled her eyes.  "It's sweet.
His boy bought it for him." 


"We went for
a long ride during the convention to work some issues out and he had fond
memories," Don offered with a grin. He heard someone say something about
the purple flames being gay and threw a paper ball at them with a glare, making
the officer duck and run for cover far away from him for the next week. 
Don grinned at the other one, who only laughed. 


"Your boy
spoil you?" 


"So
much," he agreed. 


"Did he pick
out that tie too?" 


"And the
suit," he agreed with a grin.  "He had someone make the tie for
me."  The officer just nodded and walked off smiling.  "The
perks of being with a spoiler." 


"He's very
good at it," Yelina agreed. 


Speed walked in
and stared at Don.  "He bought you a bike after you borrowed that one
during the convention?"  Don grinned and nodded. "Cute. Eric
said he saw him clinging to you." 


"We went for
a long ride by the ocean last night.  He was so relaxed and happy he fell
asleep behind me for a bit, Speed." 


"Excellently
done, Don," he praised with a smirk.  He winked.  "Gives me
an idea," he muttered, then headed to work. 


"Are you
gonna let him wear those leathers from the other night for a ride?" Frank
teased. 


Don shrugged.
"I don't know.  I haven't decided yet."  He winked and got
back to work until his phone rang.  "Flack."  He listened
and nodded. "I know.  Yeah, that's mine.  After work. 
Because I didn't have time before.  No, Xander made waffles.  It took
me an hour to eat all mine. No, they were great, he just gave me ten of
them," he said dryly.  "Of course I will be.  He said he'd
file it today.  No, I've still got the car.  This is in addition to
the car.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "Nosy," he told
the phone.  Yelina laughed at that.  "He was."  He got
back to work, looking up when he felt Eric coming.  He took the folder
handed over.  "Thanks.  Hope we didn't bother you.  That's
the shortcut to the road I like to ride on." 


"It's
fine.  He looked good clinging to your back." 


"He was
relaxed, Eric.  He fell asleep behind me." 


"Well, now
you know how to do that when he's got nightmares," he said dryly. 
"Also, we've got to go see Richard later." 


"Xander told
me.  We can do that during lunch.  I'll even drive." 


"Fat
chance.  I don't like bikes," Eric said, going back toward the labs. 


"Your
loss," Don said with a shrug.  Frank and Yelina laughed. "More
fun for me." 


*** 


Eric pulled up in
front of Richard's house, looking at Don.  "He's a very old
immortal.  No one's sure how old.  Xander said he had been at the
station the other day but none of the ones I know talked to him.  Xander
also said he was bruised." 


"Which isn't
like us.  I barely bruise anymore." 


"True. 
So it must've been something major."  They got out of the hummer and
walked up to the door, looking at the woman who answered the doorbell. 
"Marianna, where's Richard?" 


"I haven't
seen him in days," she said, looking them both over.  "You two
running now?" she sneered. 


"Shut it,
sister.  Some of us don't run from anything," Don told her. 
"He showed up at our work the other day and no one knew why.  Would
you?" 


"No,"
she said, shrugging.  "He hasn't been home in days."  She
slammed the door in their face. 


"She's a rude
bitch.  Richard seemed much too nice to ever have a thing like that,"
Don said dryly. 


"She's
Ancient Greek too," Eric admitted.  He knocked again and pulled out
something he had taken a picture of, Ryan's back.  Her eyes went
wide.  "Richard's new trainee.  So if you see him, have him call
me," Eric said, handing over his card.  She took it and slammed the
door again, walking off muttering.  They headed back to the
hummer.   "I know he works at one of the nearby schools." 


"What's he
look like?" 


"Dull brown
hair, cut short.  He looks like your English teacher always looked
like," Eric said with a small shrug.  "He's pretty powerful with
the magic stuff too." 


"Okay, so we
go ask at the places Xander goes for that stuff."  Eric gave him a
look.  "Let me drive."  He got in to drive and Eric got in
to ride.  He knew the shops Xander used, he had went with him because
Xander was talking about a few books that he still needed as references and he
had wanted to see.  He pulled into the parking lot of the first one,
finding the burned out shell.  "This is not a good sign to me." 


"Me
either."  Eric called dispatch.  "This is Delko.  Do
we have any reports about the Candle Emporium?"  He listened and
nodded.  "Any others?"  He smiled. 
"Thanks."  He hung up.  "This one and another
one.  The preliminary says it might be related." 


"So hate
crime or something majorly mojo related," he sighed.  "I know
somewhere more hidden and powerful."  He drove that way, parking up
the street.  Eric gave him an odd look so he grinned.  "That way
no one can say anything."  They headed up the street to the small tea
shop and Don nodded, getting a nod toward the back. 
"Thanks."  He walked back there with a quick knock over the
runes on the door.  He found Xander back there in his leathers and the
immortal they were looking for.  "We were coming to check on you,
Richard."  He came in and tipped up his face.  "What hit
you?" 


"Something
demonic," Xander admitted.  He finished spreading the stuff in the
bowl in his hand on Richard's face, letting the bruises fade.  "It
blocked some of his healing gifts."  He looked at Don, then at the
owner of the shop.  "We're going somewhere neutral.  I thank you
for calling me." 


"You would
know about the demonic," he said bitterly. 


"Is my order
in?"  That got a nod and it was gotten for him.  Xander handed
over the money and took the bag.  "Thanks.  Now, can I have some
mandrake as well?  I noticed the other ones were torched." 


"No proof of
arson yet," Eric cautioned. 


Richard looked at
him.  "It was.  Not the same cause as my injuries.  I was
trying to banish something."  He stood up.  "I can handle
it, Xander." 


Xander gave him a
look.  "Yay.  Whine."  Richard smiled. 
"This is part of my job, Richard.  Get over it."  He paid
for the mandrake and the other small bag, nodding at the note written on
it.  "Thank you."  He put them into a larger paper
bag.  "Come on.  Don, I need the purple flowered bag with the
blue inlay handle."  Don nodded.  "We're going to a
hotel.  Call me."  Don and Eric both headed off.  He walked
Richard off, letting him stop to get some tea to drink on the way.  Xander
got Richard into the corvette and then got in to drive, looking at the furry
thing that crawled into his lap.  "Hi, George.  Where's
Beauty?"  He started the car and pulled out, heading for a hotel he
liked to do magic at.  It was small, out of the main path, and felt pretty
good there.  Don called that he couldn't find it.  "Look at the
handles, Don.  Blue inlay.  Yeah, like that.  The Tunisia. 
Bring it and go back to work?" he suggested.  "I'll make it home
in time for dinner."  He hung up and looked at him. 
"You're in trouble for not telling me, Richard."  He pulled into
the parking lot and went in to get them a room, then came out to drag the
injured immortal and his ferrets with them.  Someone knocked a few minutes
later and he got the bag from Ryan, who gave him a look.  "Banishing
a demon." 


"Wonderful. 
Need my help?" 


"No, I'm
okay."  He stole a kiss to his cheek and smiled. "Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
Call me when you're done so I won't worry."  They shared a look and
Ryan took the ferrets with him, making Richard laugh.  "They'd want
to play on his altar."  He walked off with them, heading home since
it was now his day off.  His mother had shown up at the station and
started to scream.  He had been told to walk her off and calm her
down.  "Come on, guys, we'll go freak my mother out." 


Xander locked the
door and opened the bag, thinking about what he needed. It started to come out,
making Richard moan.  He tossed him a book when he got the altar set
up.  "Find it for me." 


Richard flipped
through the book, then at him.  "Where did you get this?" 


Xander stopped his
fussing to look at him.  "The last time I got taken, with Ryan and
Horatio Caine, we were drug across this portal by some barbarian assholes who
thought redheads were next to Gods."  Richard moaned.  Xander
pulled off his shirt, showing off the tattoos over his hips since these pants
were hip-huggers.  They were built along the same lines as his other ones
but lower cut to show off some of the marks he wore.  Xander gave him a
look.  "Ryan was taken in as a favored student of Ares," he said
quietly.  "I was his adoring consort and we both protected the other
one." 


"I'm sorry,
Xander.  I should have known you could help.  Even though this one
wants you." 


"They all
want me, Richard.  Now, give me what I need to find him."  He
finished setting up and knelt before it, starting a quiet prayer, then a
chant.  The picture was found and he concentrated.  He smiled. 
"Perfect.  He's in a cave outside of town.  No one above
it."  He mixed what he'd need, including the bag he hadn't asked
for.  He knew the owner of the shop was a seer.  He felt the cave
give and the creature die.  He said another prayer and looked at
him.  "It's done.  We can go make sure."  Richard
sighed and nodded, going with him.  They locked the room and headed out
together, then came back later to help Richard's healing get back to
normal.  Because it was going to take undoing whatever the demon had done.



*** 


Xander limped in
that night.  "I hate demons," he told Ryan when he got a
look.  "Stupid ass son coming after Richard to test himself against a
mage," he mimicked in a high pitched voice.  "Got him, his daddy
came down to protest it hadn't been a fair fight.  I pointed out there
hadn't been a challenge that Richard had known about, all he knew was that he
was under attack.  Therefore the expedient thing was to collapse the cave
on top of his son's head and kill him.  Which I did.  And then he
tried me."  He flopped down and then took his shirt off, tossing it
next to him. 


Ryan watched as
the blue lightening healed the scratch marks.  "How badly were you
gored?" 


"Don't
ask," he said bitterly.  "I did get the hand that did it. This
was the second pass.  The first one he tried to grab my back.  And
gee, he's gone now too.  Richard ended up finding his soft spot and got it
with a rock loaded with magic to sink in and kill him.  He's better now
too."  He looked at him. "Ever have one of those days when 'I've
had enough' was the motto?"  Ryan nodded.  "I had enough a
few hours ago and I snapped.  I broadcast at him too," he said
grimly.  "So he was really sorry before he died."  Ryan
rolled his eyes. "It gave Richard the chance to get the rock
in."  He looked over as a messenger and his adopted half-brother
appeared.  "Blow me," he said slowly and clearly. 


"I was going
to congratulate you.  Usually we go after them with a team."  He
shrugged.  "But if you want, I'd have to get permission from
Father.  Speaking of, Father would like you to meet with people about an
alignment marriage." 


Ryan
snorted.  "No." 


"He's
not...."  Xander took out his hair sticks and put them on the table
in front of him.  "Um....  How?" he asked, looking
confused.  Ryan took off his shirt to show off the tattoo.  "I
see.  Is he officially yours?" 


"We're
seeing.  Anything else?"  The non messenger demon shook his head
and disappeared.  He looked at the messenger demon, then wrote something
out and sent it with him with a smile.  "After him."  That
got a nod and he left.  Ryan looked at him.  "You could've
called." 


"It was a
demon, I had it." 


"You nearly
died." 


"It wasn't
going for my head.  It thought I was a normal person and going for my
heart." 


"Still...."



"You were
busy being yelled at by your mother." 


"Yeah, the
ferrets drove her off screaming about unclean beasts."  He put back
on his shirt. "You okay?"  He checked his chest, nodding at the
fully healed spots.  Xander sat forward to let him check the back. 
"Good."  He looked over as Horatio walked in with a bag. 
"Ooooh, if that's a cake it'll more than make up for someone in patrol
telling my mother where I live." 


"It
is."  He looked at them.  "What did you do, Xander? I know
that outfit." 


"A demon came
after one of the other peaceful immies in town. I went to help," he said,
looking at him.  "I'm fine and they won't be doing it again." 


"Good." 
He put the cake down.  "I had the feeling one of you were in
trouble." 


"My mother
was screaming enough that someone in patrol came to see if she was being
attacked.  That's how I knew one of them had given her my address." 


"I'll help
you move," Xander promised. Ryan smiled at that.  "Will she
break in and clean on you?" 


"Nope. I
borrowed the bag we emptied and stuffed everything not furniture into it. 
Just in case."  Xander smiled.  "I could use help finding a
spot." 


"Aiden found
mine.  I think she should get a real estate license for her off hours but
she gave me an evil look." 


"I'll call
her."  He pulled out his phone to call her. "Aiden, it's
Ryan.  My mother appeared at my workplace today and I had to drag her out
of work.  Then someone told her where I live.  Please?  Xander
said you had a lot of luck finding him nice spots.  The standard
salary?  Thanks, Aiden."  He grinned.  "No, he wasn't
a good boy today but close enough."  He smiled at the dog. "You
were a great boy, Spot."  He put his head back down with that
assurance.  "Yeah, we're here. Thanks."  He hung up. 
"She'll go online and look for me."  He took his plate of cake
with a smile.  "Thank you, Horatio." 


"You're
welcome.  My doctor wouldn't clear me to go back."  He sat down
beside Xander with his own cake once Xander had taken his plate.  "He
wanted me to give it another week." 


"Did you show
him the metal?" 


"I did and he
begged me not to sue them."  He ate a bite.  "I'm thinking
about it."  He licked off his fork, looking toward the door when he
heard the car pulling in.  "I didn't think I left the gate
open." 


"It's on the
blink again," Xander admitted.  "That had better be the security
company or else I'm going to throw a massive fit."  Ryan smiled at
that.  The alarm box beeped.  "That's what it should
do."  Someone knocked. "What!" he bellowed. 


"Let me in,
Xander!" Cordelia yelled.  He sighed but went to follow the order,
closing the door once she was inside.  She looked at him, then gave him a
horrified look.  "Okay, now you look like a gay stripper or
something.  Please change?"  She took the cake.  He
snatched it back with a frown and went back to his seat, curling up to eat.
"You can bend in those?" 


"He had to
live in those for a week," Ryan said dryly.  "Hi, Cordy." 


"Hi,
Ryan."  She kissed him then looked at Xander's hip. 
"Tattoos.  Cute." 


"Thank
you.  What's up?" 


"Oh, Angel
sent me away from the major demon coming to kill us all." 


"Huh.  I
got one of those earlier."  Horatio looked at him.  "I told
you one was attacking one of the older immies." 


"You
did.  He's gone?" 


"Him, his
father....  It's handled, Horatio, and all I had to do was collapse a
small cave out in the everglades."  He looked at his ex again.  "Why
else are you here?  You could've talked Angel into sending you
anywhere." 


"You're right
and he had information on who took Willow and them."  Xander nodded
at Horatio.  "He deals in that stuff?" 


"They escaped
from a jail.  We had them under arrest for various felonies, including
trying to blow Xander up with bombs," Ryan told her. 


"Ah.... 
Then what did Giles do?" 


"Remember me
telling you about the ring and that stuff?" Xander said quietly.  She
nodded.  "He sold me to the demons who took me that time.  The
DPP had him." 


"DPP?" 


"Demonic
police," Ryan said with a smile. "They're very nice.  They've
rescued us, and just him, a few times." 


Horatio looked at
Xander.  "I saw that notation.  I know neither of your keepers
realize that.  Go change?" he asked with a smile. 


"That's
blackmail," Xander pointed out, licking his fork. 


"Only if the
file had come with pictures."  Xander groaned when Horatio handed
over one.  "At least into lounging pants?" 


"Fine." 
He finished his cake on the way to do that, coming back for his shirt
too.  "I'll be right back." 


"Take down
your hair, your braid's sloppy." 


"That's
because the stupid thing cut part of it with a claw," Xander
complained.  He came back out in his thong, making Cordelia squeak and
cover her eyes, turning bright red.  "You've seen it before,
Cordy," he snorted.  He let Ryan see his braid.  "I need to
get it trimmed now." 


"We can do
that.  It's only four inches."  He swatted him on the
back.  "Clothes."  Aiden walked in and he waved. 
"We've got to trim his hair.  Something cut into his braid." 


"Sure. 
Xander, I love you."  He grinned and went to take off the thong and
put on clothes.  "Thank you, dear."  She handed Ryan a few
sheets.  "One of those." 


He smiled. 
"Thank you, Aiden."  He finished his cake and looked them over.
"He's gone, Cordy." 


"I'm
blind," she moaned, sitting down right there.  The dog licked her so
she looked at him.  "Hi, dog." 


"Spots. 
He's Don's dog." 


"Spots
then.  I'm sure the other boy likes you too."  She petted him
and then squealed when one of the ferrets climbed up her.  "What are
you?" 


"Ferrets." 
Aiden sat down in Xander's warm spot, looking at Horatio.  "Did he
tell you he tried to talk me into getting a real estate license?" 


"Doing it on
the side and for the family could give you a profitable career," he
offered quietly.  "It would definitely pay for the college you still
need."  She shrugged at that.  "Think about it,
Aiden.  Especially if you worked for people like Eric and the GHS
network?" 


"Maybe,"
she said, wobbling mentally.  Ryan kissed her on the cheek and called one
of the numbers. "I liked the green one better." 


"So did I but
mandatory call-in radius is half an hour," he reminded her.  He
smiled at the message on the automated system.  He pushed a number and
walked outside with the dog to let him mark his spot on the lawn while he
arranged to move.  At least he had the money since the trip to
Vegas.  Maybe he'd take Xander to the gaming boats in Mississippi soon. 


Xander came out in
a pair of loose linen pants and got comfortable in Ryan's chair, looking at
Aiden.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Just no more thongs.  Pull it down and let's look.  Get your
brush."  He handed over his brush and sat at her feet, letting her look
at his hair.  "So, Cordelia, what's going on?" 


"Big major
demon event in LA and Angel evacuated me."  She turned to look at
him.  "What's with the tattoo thing? You didn't have those on the
last trip." 


"Statement of
who's over my life," he assured her. "Fighting, love, and
mischief." 


She nodded at
that.  "Understatement," she agreed dryly.  "You
probably power a lot of mischief Gods, Xander.  You can't summon them,
right?" 


"Nope,"
he lied.  She smiled and relaxed at that.  "Our last trip they
took Ryan and I, plus Horatio.  We ended up somewhere with a lot of Greek
temples.  Ryan trained with some priests of Ares'.  He's got a nice
tattoo from them too." 


"Cool. 
I'm sure it looks good on his back."  She came over to look at his
hip.  "No panty line?" 


"Panties are
for girls," he said patiently. 


"With the
hair..."  Xander swatted at her.  Aiden laughed. 
"Sorry, Xander," she said, giving him a hug. "Cordy, they go
over both hip bones on the side then dip down to his pubic hair in the front
then ride his waist in the back with a line down to the crack of his ass. 
Before you ask, caught him nude sunbathing again."  Cordy shivered
and gave her a pat for strength.  She looked at Xander's hair. 
"This is really not going to make you happy but you're going to have to
trim some of it back to your shoulderblades, Xander."  He
whimpered.  "I know but it'll grow again." 


"He's got
some shorter pieces anyway," Horatio pointed out. 


"I'm sure he
wishes he could make it all the same length, down to his waist or
something," Cordelia offered.  Xander squeaked as his hair
grow.  "Um, sorry, Xander." 


"No, that's a
pretty harmless wish," he promised, giving her a gentle kiss.
"Thanks." 


"Welcome." 
She smiled.  "Now what shall we do with it?" 


"It's soft
and conditioned too," Aiden assured him.  Ryan came in and took the
brush and the two hair sticks, brushing, braiding then using the sticks to put
up the unbound braid when he was done.  Then he walked out.  Aiden
giggled.  "He's good at that." 


"He got a lot
of practice," Horatio assured her.  Cordelia looked at him. 
"We were there for two years." 


"Hell, I
salute you for making Xander camp for that long." 


"We found a
former resident from here and helped him," Xander told her.  "He
had even rigged up internal water systems."  She shuddered and backed
off again.  "Okay."  Strife appeared and looked at his
hair, then undid the braid and redid it, doing it backwards.  "He got
it backwards again?" 


"Yeah. 
If you wear those you're supposed to look like the bound consort to a favored
warrior, Xander."  He finished it up with a black band at the end of
the braid. "There, bettah."  He grinned.  "Oh, he was
thinking about some showboats in Mississippi?  Think a long weekend?"



"It's unfair
of him to use his electronic sensing capabilities," Horatio said firmly. 


Strife looked at
him.  "Two of them run illegals into the country and use them
horribly.  That a good enough reason?"  Horatio wobbled. 
"Might even be a drug bust in it," he teased.  "It'll be
good for the boy and then Ryan can unpack *his* wardrobe."  He looked
at Xander.  "The blue outfit?" 


"Cleaners. It
had a spot." 


"Sure."  
He looked at Horatio.  "Please?" 


"I could use
it if he's any good," Cordelia said.  "I'll even help play
guard." 


Horatio looked at
her.  "They'd probably take you with him." 


"It'd get
them out of town when the new ones come looking," Strife offered. 
"You can go with Speed too.  Right before the convention?" 


"I don't have
any more leave time." 


Strife
snorted.  "Not an issue, pookie."  He grinned and faded. 


"I didn't
need the favor but thank you," he called.  He shrugged a bit and
looked at Xander.  "Only on the bad people." 


"Okay." 
He snuggled into Aiden's leg, looking at Cordelia.  "So.... what sort
of major demon?" 


"Some big,
scaly thing with a yen for souls, especially ones that've got connections to
chaos like Sunnydale.  Since I was native, he decided it'd want to eat
me." 


"Been there,
done that," Xander agreed dryly. She giggled and nodded.  
Someone else came in.  "Early day, Don, or break?" 


"Early
day.  Horatio, the Chief just called a mandatory evacuation of the
station?" 


"Why?" 


"I don't
know.  He wouldn't tell anyone."  He sat down and sulked. 
He looked at Xander's hair.  "What happened to the broken spots?"



"I made a
small wish," Cordy offered.  She smiled at him. "The demon
earlier broke more." 


"Okay. 
So, you're wearing Ryan's consort markings again," he said dryly. 


"He put my
hair up," Xander defended.  "I was wearing them earlier with the
leather." 


"Fine." 
Xander moved over to climb into his lap and cuddle him, making Don moan. 
"You're very comforting after a bad day." 


"Did you have
a really bad day or just a mildly bad day?" 


"Pretty bad
day.  I nearly tripped running after a guy."  Xander kissed
him.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
I got the demon." 


"Congrats."



Xander took
another kiss.  "The half brother demon was here.  He said the
one who adopted me wants to set me up in an arranged marriage.  Ryan
protested." 


"That's
good.  Any other bad news?" 


"Ryan's
mother found his house so he's moving." 


"That's
reasonable," he promised, smiling when his dog hopped up too, petting
him.  "Hi, Spot.  It's good to come home to both you.  One
of you is cuddly and laps and the other one is playful and good for my
lap."  Xander pinched him but he grinned.  "You
are."  He looked over as Horatio hung up his phone.  "Good
news?" 


"Bad
news."  He sent an evil thought at Strife, getting him in person and
a head shake.  "Are you certain?" he asked calmly. 


"Wasn't me,
pookie.  I didn't drop the poisonous snakes into the ventilation system so
they'd attack you guys. Someone in the morgue got bit and they had to shut it
down." 


"How long are
they thinking?" Don asked. 


"A
week," Horatio sighed. 


"So, you guys
can go be the instrument of justice this time, right?" Strife asked. 


"Get Ryan to
agree," he said blandly.  "Plus the others."  Strife
beamed and went to do that, changing personas so only Danny would recognize
him.  Horatio relaxed.  "I'm sure my team will be busy finding
out who." 


"Sounds like
a cheesy movie plot to me," Aiden offered. 


Cordy
nodded.  "Me too.  But then again, so did
graduation."  Xander nodded at that.  "How have things been
since I was last down here?" 


"A bit insane
but mostly calm," Don offered, giving Xander a squeeze.  "He's
got a new car." 


"I saw the
corvette.  Very pretty."  Xander smiled. 
"Yours?"  He nodded. "Present?" 


"I have
taste," he defended.  "Horatio helped me look." 


"He did
decide on the classic corvette from his year of birth and picked out the
scarlet one," Horatio agreed, yawning.  "Sorry, the pain
medicine." 


Aiden looked
outside at the sound of a car and blinked.  "It's Mac.  Is
Stella still down here?" 


"She went
home a few days ago," Don said quietly. 


Xander got up and
opened the door.  "My harem guardian," he teased.  Mac
smiled.  "Vacation?" 


"Crossover
case.  What happened to the station and Speed said you might be hiding
Horatio since he wasn't answering his phone?" 


"He's inside
and we got told poisonous snakes."  He let him inside. 
"Horatio, it's for you." 


"Another
one?" Horatio asked. 


"Unfortunately. 
Are you all right? You're not in a suit." 


"Back
surgery," Aiden told him. "He blew a disk." 


"I'm
sorry.  I know those are painful for months."  He handed over
the casefile and sat on his other side, shifting to face him.  "I
hope it won't complicate this case." 


"How's
Sheldon?" Don asked. 


"Good. 
Lindsey as well." 


Don called
Danny.  "Mac's here."  He smiled at the laugh. 
"Horatio said we could as long as he was a bad guy. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "Danny will be right back and he
said your phone's not working right either, Horatio." 


He looked at
it.  "It's been dying recently. I need a new battery."  He
put it back into his pocket.  "Speed knows the few places I'd
be."  He handed the file back.  "We can help you find
him.  We have remote access through the hummers if we left things turned
on."  Mac smiled.  "You can work with Calleigh, last I knew
she was free." 


"Thank you,
Horatio."  Don called her and tossed over his phone. 
"Detective Duquesne, Mac Taylor.  I am.  A crossover case. 
A child murderer who ran down here after shooting his last family.  His
wife lived long enough to tell us who it was.  I'm at Xander's
actually.  He said you could do that.  Thank you.  Whenever
you've got a few.  I'm sure things are insane at the moment." 
He smiled. "That's fine. Thank you, Calleigh."  He hung up and
tossed the phone back.  "Thank you, Don.  New York's not the
same without you." 


"Maybe some
year," he said with a small smile.  Mac nodded at that. 
"Who's working with Sheldon?" 


"Richie."



"Good
choice," Xander agreed, snuggling back into Don's chest.  "He
knew his stuff.  His trainer was good before he went off the deep end and
went after Oz." 


"He
was," Mac agreed, smiling at him.  "So, Stella told me about
another one?" 


Horatio
moaned.  "Long, involved, mostly funny story, Mac. After
dinner."  That got a smile.  "Want our spare room?" 


"I wouldn't
mind or a hotel.  Internal Affairs gave Stella a look because she didn't
file for hotel reimbursement until she told them she had stayed in a friend's
house down here.  They're going over the budget to find corruption
again." 


"We do that
every few years too," Horatio assured him.  "Someone came after
me for the hummers and I had to laugh."  Mac smiled.  "That
way you don't have to listen to the boys have loud sex." 


Mac blushed and
coughed.  "Then I'll gladly take you up on that.  I might have
to look at Danny and Don funny."  Don shrugged.  "How was
Jace's?" 


"Good,"
Xander said happily. "I'm evil at baccarat."  Mac laughed at
that. 


"He's not
kidding.  Because of him, he cashed out three grand and the boys came home
with closer to eighty," Aiden agreed. 


Don poked
him.  "We've only seen about thirty in the rolls of cash." 


"Really?" 
He got up to go look in his suitcases, bringing out the others. 
"Sorry, they were in the toiletries bag."  He climbed back into
his lap to cuddle and pet the dog, and the ferrets when they joined them. 
Danny walked in shaking his head.  "Did we find snake guy?" 


"Yeah, drug
dealing mother fucker," he said boldly, looking at Horatio. 
"Can't find him and someone called a contact.  Eric got told that the
guy did it to prove he could play with the big dogs.  We're supposed to
expect more."  Horatio moaned.  "They're going to go above
what he did to counter him." 


"We'll up
security once we can get back in," Horatio promised him.  Danny sat
down on Aiden's other side, giving her a hug. 


"It'll be
fine," Aiden soothed.  "Strife wanted you guys to go out this
weekend." 


He looked at
her.  "I heard.  The evil one over there is going to punish
someone for their illegal stuff by bankrupting their operations." 
Xander gave him a coy look.  "Where did those come from?" 


"His
toiletries bag," Don said dryly.  He poked Xander.  "What
happened at the high stakes game?" 


Xander
blushed.  "I won and walked away when I got bored a few hours
later.  Basically I ended up taking second."  Everyone stared at
him.  "I'm not admitting anything further.  I like my lucky
streak and I like Hermes, I pray to him every time I go play cards." 


"That's it,
we're playing," Danny ordered.  "Go find some cards." 


"None in the
house," Don assured him.  He stroked Xander's back. "Hey,
Horatio, could we go show up this guy ourselves?" 


Xander gave him a
sheepish look.  "Are we sure he wasn't at the last game?" 


Horatio looked at
him.  "Who was there, Xander?" he asked patiently.  Xander
blushed.  "Xander?" he asked more firmly.  Xander slid off
Don's lap and went into the study.  Don and Horatio both got up and headed
after him.  Aiden looked back at the loud complaint of 'you gambled with
gangsters?' from Horatio. 


"Nah, he
doesn't serve chaos and mischief," Cordy said, shaking her head, making
the others laugh. 


Danny patted her
on the head.  "Just think, you used ta date him." 


"I learned
better and I nearly destroyed the world with a wish," she defended. 


Mac shook his
head.  "Then you'd be Miss Chase?"  She nodded and
smiled.  "At least you're friends again." 


"Yeah, me and
Mr. Gay Hair in there are still friends."  Mac kept himself from
laughing at that, barely.  "Oh, please. That is some seriously gay
hair. You can't tell me that whoever he blows doesn't get to wind their fingers
in it and make him go deeper.  Or use it as a rein when they're riding his
ass?  Please!  That's sucking gay boy hair.  Even the gay boys
out in West Hollywood would beg for that hair.  He looked like he's
Princess Gay in the leathers earlier.  You should've seen it." 


Xander leaned out
of the study.  "I don't please people who pull my hair.  Hair
yankers are up there with ass pinchers.  They don't get none.  And
yes, I am Prince of Gayness and I'm going to make you lezzie like Willow was,
Cordy."  He disappeared back into the office. 


She looked
horrified, looking at Danny.  "He can't do that, right?  This
funky hormone/pheromone thing of his can't make me gay too?" 


"I don't
know.  You wanna jump Aiden?"  Aiden pinched him, making him
wince.  "Ow, wench!"  He swatted her.  "If you
do, you can borrow a guest room too." 


"Um, no
thanks."  She got up and hurried out, running into Ryan. "Xander
told me he was going to turn me into a non-stick driving woman," she
pouted. 


Ryan kissed her,
making her moan.  "No he won't.  At the very worst you'd be bi,
Cordy."  She pouted.  He grinned.  "You can prove your
heterosexuality later."  She walked him off, dragging him to the garage. 
"I didn't mean now!" 


"Tough! 
Now! I need to make sure." 


Calleigh got out
and parked, looking confused.  She walked into the house. 
"Wasn't that Cordelia?" 


"She's
proving she's still straight after Xander threatened to turn her into a lesbian
for cracking on his hair again and calling him the Princess of Gays,"
Aiden assured him.  "She hauled Ryan off to make sure she was still
straight." 


"Uh-huh. 
Let's hope Eric doesn't hear."  Aiden blushed.  "Not that I
think it would be a problem." 


"Probably
not.  They've got a pretty open thing going from the way they explained it
to me," Aiden assured her.  Cordelia's squeal reached them and she
clapped.  "Do it again, baby!  Every woman deserves more than
one!" 


Xander leaned out
again. "Eric can only go two a night so he's used to the inferior and easy
two orgasms a night, Aiden.  It's not his fault if Cordy turns him into
mush."  He disappeared again and they could all hear the spank that
Horatio laid on him and his yelp.  "Sorry.  My bad mind
again," he called a minute later. 


Danny shook his
head. "Gonna have to wear him out tonight somehow." 


Aiden made him
look at her.  "Say it with me, Danny.  Vibrators.  Ones
that plug in because he'll wear the batteries out."  Danny nodded and
took one of the rolls of cash to take that advice.  She shook her
head.  "You'd think he would've thought of that earlier." 


"Some people
don't naturally go there," Mac said mildly.  "Though I do see
that Xander has made you think thoughts that you shouldn't air in the general
public again." 


"Well,
yeah," she admitted with a wicked grin.  "Many
times."  He laughed and got up.  "They're making sure
Xander didn't recently win a card game against the guy with the snakes." 


"Horatio and
Don are in there," Calleigh said.  "They can do that.  I'll
help Mac."  He smiled and went with her.  "Sorry, a bit too
smutty for me." 


"Me
too," he assured her.  "Stella came home blushing too." 


"She probably
heard more than she wanted to.  It's not much but I've got a couch if you
don't want to listen to Xander squeal later." 


He smiled. 
"Horatio offered me his spare room already.  Thank you anyway." 


"Sure, not a
problem.  If they get too loud, just let me know." 


"They?" 


"She didn't
tell you Horatio and Speed are together?" 


"No, but if
it makes him happy, I'm good with it."  He shrugged. 
"You've got to take the happiness when and where you can, Calleigh." 


"Oh, I know
and I'm glad they've got each other.  He makes Speed be less grumpy and he
even shaved today."  Mac laughed at that.  "He
did!"  She smiled and took the file to run through the system,
finding a locked file.  "Huh."  She called inside. 
"Horatio, it looks like we may be looking at the same person. 
Why?"  She smiled.  "Awww.  Sure."  She hung
up.  "Xander managed to get a remote login for the computer
system.  They're looking at Xander's poker buddies."  He smiled
and they went inside to go over that once she had shut the computer in the
hummer down.
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Xander let his
boys walk him up the gangplank, nodding at the man at the top. 
"Hi." 


"Hello. 
This is a reservation only cruise so may I have your name?" 


"Xander,"
he said quietly, leaning over and pointing at one.  "That's me,"
he said, looking into his eyes.  "Will I be seeing you at the
tables?" 


"Probably
not, sir.  Employees can't gamble on our own ship.  It'd encourage
hard feelings if we lost."  He smiled and marked him off. 
"I see you've made reservations for three cabins?" 


"These are my
helpers.  Behind us is the rest of our party."  The man looked
and nodded.  "Where to next?" 


"These are
your room keys, gentlemen," he offered, handing one to each grouping of
people.  What did he care if there was a gay trio, a gay couple, and a
lesbian couple.  As long as they lost their money to the bosses too. 
"You can go set your things in there and then there's dinner before the
casino opens."  They smiled and walked past him.  The blonde
woman of the female pairing gave him a wink and he smiled back.  Flirting
wasn't banned but it was discouraged.  He had to remember that.  The
next grouping there wasn't a problem.  They were older, rich, and
whitebread folk. 


Xander opened the
door to their suite and let his boys inside, winking at Speed when he walked
into the one across the hall, Calleigh and Aiden next to them.  "See
you in a few."  He went in to change, finding a better outfit to
wear.  He liked to wear this one when he gambled.  He came out with
his hair in a low ponytail at the base of his neck and finally out of his
shirt.  "How soon before we take off?" 


"Another ten
by the schedule on the desk," Don said, looking him over. 
"That's fairly casual."  Xander grabbed a jacket to put
on.  "Isn't that Ryan's?" 


"Yup. 
Oh, Ray said he would be at home when we got back.  He's the one ferret
sitting after tomorrow." 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure he and Frank can talk about the job," Danny said,
looking at him.  "C'mere."  Xander walked over. 
"I want you to behave, be careful, and be safe," he said
quietly.  "Some of these people are sharks."  Xander kissed
him, earning a smile.  "Just behave."  They all stiffened
when a quickening buzz, an unfamiliar one, went off on the floor above
them.  "I'll go find that one.  You rest and save it for the
games.  Pick me a good one." 


"I
will."  He skipped out and headed for the floor with Aiden, who was
playing 'luck' tonight for his boys.  He looked her over and
grinned.  "You've been needing an outlet, haven't you?" he
teased. 


"I
have.  I haven't had the energy to party recently," she agreed,
straightening out his collar.  "When will my two charming escorts be
here?" 


"Soon." 
He kissed her cheek before escorting her into the dining center.  Most
everyone was in there watching the races on the tv.  He focused on the
horses, staring at them.  He had a feeling about one but it wasn't his usual
feeling.  "Number three looks lame," he said quietly to
her.  "Look how he's stepping."  A few people went to
change their bets. He watched them load, then made a last minute bet of a few
dollars on his choice.  It came in second.  He shrugged, focusing on
the other events going on.  He came back to the horses when he got a
really strong feeling, smiling and placing a good bet on something.  He
won that one and said a silent prayer to Hermes and Luck in thanks.  Then
someone came in an announced dinner.  He and Aiden walked out together
with his winning slip.  They would be paid at the end of the cruise. 
He stopped at the machine to register his first winning slip and got given a
card.  He could register all his wins on there and use it to play the fee
games.  He met his boys back at the dinning hall, smiling at the happy
Danny.  "Was it someone we know?" 


"It wasn't
but he's not bein' cranky," he said happily, taking Aiden's arm. 
"Our beautiful lucky one."  Don grinned and winked at her. 
"Ryan's here." 


"Cool." 
He went to find the rest of them, squealing and hugging Ryan. 
"Hi." 


"Hi. 
You're acting like you haven't seen me in forever," he teased, letting him
go.  "Come on, you obviously need to eat since I know you're going to
be at the baccarat tables all night."  Xander nodded and they went to
their table.  Horatio and the others joined them a few minutes later,
Calleigh was playing their luck.  Ryan smiled at them.  "Hi,
guys.  I'm finally finished moving and my new manager knows not to let my
mother in."  They all smiled at that.  The server came to get
drink orders and then someone came with them and their dinners. 


Xander looked
around then pointed at someone.  "Everyone make sure she doesn't come
near me, okay?" 


Horatio looked
then at him.  "Why?" 


"He's
allergic to latex," Don told him. 


"Ah. Good to
know."  He gave him a look.  "It'll be fine." 
Xander shrugged and dug in, smiling at him.  "Behave, Xander." 


"I deserve
some naughty time.  I was a good boy all week," he protested. 


"I know you
were, behave anyway," he said firmly. 


"Yes,
sir."  He grinned impishly at Speed.  "What did the boss
have to say?" 


"He thought
it was a charming idea that we were helping you be naughty.  Said Horatio
could use the break from worrying about everything."  They weren't
hiding their identities but they weren't outing themselves as cops
either.  "Eat, Xander.  You've lost weight again." 
Xander dug in and ate while he watched his competition.  He knew that most
of them would be giving up shortly, mostly around noon tomorrow.  It was a
weekend cruise down the gulf to New Orleans.  With all luck, he'd be the
one who walked off the ship with a lot of money to spoil his playmates and to
donate to various charities because they needed them.  He finished up when
they announced the casino was open, then looked at Don, holding out a hand and
wiggling his fingers.  Don sighed and put a few thousand dollars into his
hand, giving him a look.  "I'll only be mildly evil at the
table," he promised.  "Come get me when you guys are ready to
play slots." 


He walked out,
heading to get it cashed out into chips then find the baccarat table. 
There was only one and the woman in latex was in the exact center. 
"Could I have you move down a seat?" he requested politely. "I'd
like to play as well but I'm allergic to latex and it's not fun gambling while
high on benadryl."  She snorted but did move.  "Thank
you."  He took the other seat.  He looked at the table, then at
the dealer. "Standard Monaco rules?"  She nodded.  He put
down a chip on the house and took his first set of cards.  Not too
bad.  He put some down on himself, getting a smile.  "One
please."  It was slid over.  Excellent.  He raised his
bet.  The other woman gave him an evil look.  "What?" he
asked quietly.  The dealer flipped hers.  They had tied.  He
flipped his and the dealer took the money.  He raised an eyebrow. 
"That they did not do in Vegas." 


"That's a
blackjack rule," the other woman agreed.  "Ties are invalidated
by Monaco rules." 


The dealer called
over her supervisor, who nodded.  The chips were returned and another hand
was dealt.  This one Xander had the feeling about so he bet on
himself.  He won and the other player gave him an odd look.  He
shrugged.  The dealer coughed.  "You're very lucky
tonight," she praised. 


"Thank
you.  Usually I'm known as evil," he offered with a small grin. 
She laughed and the other woman snorted.  "We can play against each
other if you'd prefer." 


"That's
tomorrow night's," the dealer reminded him.  "Tonight is against
the house. Are you playing in the poker tournament tomorrow?" 


"I
am."  He took his cards and bet on the house this time.  No good
feeling and crappy hand.  He felt someone come up behind him and
looked.  "Hi, Ryan.  Give me one more turn then I'll come figure
out which slot machine everyone's playing."  The dealer gave him an
odd look.  "I am lucky," he offered with a grin. 


"He won me a
ten thousand dollar jackpot in Vegas.  He is," Ryan agreed.  He
watched Xander lose a minor amount on the ongoing hand then win a large pot on
the next one.  "Come on.  That way you can come back and be more
evil later."  Xander tipped the dealer and walked his chips off. 


"There's
something about him," the woman said. 


"We checked,
he's not on the banned list," the dealer offered, dealing for her. 
"I did see him come on with two men on his arms." 


"Maybe that's
it."  She looked around, spotting someone she knew.  "See
the scruffy one with the redhead?  He's a cop.  I tried to date him
once." 


The dealer looked
then shrugged.  "We're not doing anything illegal and they probably
needed the break."  She would pass that back to the floor supervisor
when she was relieved.  A slot machine hit and she smiled.  The boat
would win that back soon enough. There wasn't anything to do but gamble it away
on the ship. 


*** 


Xander stepped up
to the new immortal later that night, noticing he looked spooked. 
"It's all good," he promised.  "Xander Harris," he
said, shaking his hand. 


"Peter
Mathias."  He smiled at him.  "You know Danny?" 


"He's
mine." 


"Yours?"
he asked hesitantly. 


"He's my
bodyguard this weekend.  I'm slightly evil at baccarat and I get too
involved.  He works with some friends of mine and we're buddies." 


"Ah.  I
noticed a few others.  Who's the light brunette male?" 


"Ryan. 
I started out teaching him." 


"How old are
you?" 


He grinned. 
"Twenty-three almost." 


"You've
trained others?" 


"In the
beginning things.  I'm also from near LA.  I had some experience back
there." 


"I
see."  He nodded at that. "Interesting.  Are you looking
for more teachers?" 


"Actually,
not at the moment.  We've got a teaching arrangement between our little
group in Miami and I'm learning some from Richard down there." 


"I've heard
of him.  I wish you luck at the tables." 


"You as
well," he offered, grinning at him.  The man smiled and walked
off.  Xander decided to soak up the night air before he went to bed,
feeling someone come up behind him.  He ducked the grab attempt and glared
at the person.  "Do not touch me," he said firmly. 
"I'm not yours." 


"You should
be," he sneered back.  "You little fairy cops...." 


"I'm not a
cop," he interrupted.  "Thank you anyway.  Boytoy but not a
cop.  The cops are here to guard my cute ass.  Anything
else?"  He saw one of the crewmembers coming.   "This
man just tried to grab me.  Can you please escort me back to my
room?" 


"Of course,
sir.  Did he try to rob you?" 


"No, I left
everything with my bodyguards."  He walked off, shooting back a
heated glare at him.  "Thank you," he said more calmly. "I
didn't want to have to toss him off the ship and give the alligators in the
river indigestion." 


"We do
discourage feeding the river's inhabitants," he agreed with a smile. 
"Good luck tomorrow, sir," he said once they were at his suite. 


"Thank
you.  Happy tips to you as well."  He walked in and shut the
door, looking at Danny.  "Someone just tried to grab me.  Called
me a little fairy cop.  I told him that any cops with me were
bodyguards." 


"We
are," Don agreed, giving him a kiss.  "Come to bed so you can be
brilliant tomorrow." 


Xander stripped
down and walked that way, enticing them.  He did need some of the lust
worn out so he could sleep.  Danny and Don played rock/paper/scissors to
see who got him first. 


*** 


Xander looked up
after his last hand of crappy cards, saying a silent prayer.  Then he said
one to Strife, who had sent him here.  He got back an answer and watched
her deal.  Then he stared at her, not touching his cards. 


"Is there a
problem, sir?" 


"He probably
caught you skipping the top card too," another player offered. 
Xander nodded.  He snapped his fingers and someone came over. 
"She's skipping the top card to deal.  I knew I was getting crappy
cards but really." 


"We're very
sorry about that, sir."  He walked her off and got another dealer,
who took back those cards and replaced the set in the shoe.  Then she
dealt a new hand. 


Xander watched her
do it then nodded and smiled at his new hand, saying thanks for that and for
the new run of luck.  He got through a few very good hands before he was
the last one at his table.  That meant he got a break and he went to play
slots until the next round was called.  It was only a few feet away. 
He watched the other one's progress and smiled, moving Speed to a different
one.  Then he sat beside Ryan and watched him.  "You could've
asked." 


"I got my own
feeling," he said with a smile. 


"Cool." 
He stole one of his coins and put it into the video poker machine, playing his
hand.  The lights went off and he looked at Ryan. 
"Welcome."  He grinned and walked off. 


Ryan smirked at
his back.  "I love it when he's evil."  Horatio looked over
at him.  "I warned you he was like that."  He gathered up
everything and got his own card to start playing with the slip from the slot
machine.  He watched as Xander was led to his next table by one of the
tournament helpers.  "Oh, man, is he going to be evil
today."  He shivered but went to find a new machine. He went back to
his last one and played a few more hands, watching as it went off. 
"Cool."  This time the winnings went onto his card and it was
all good.  Even better than Xander's.  He went to watch Xander since
he was on the next-to- last level already.  They were down to two
tables.  Ten players.  Xander had to get up and move away from latex
woman again, making her huff and switch seats. "Xander, if you start to
have problems, I've got benadryl," he offered. 


"Thanks,
Ryan."  The floor supervisor came over. "I'm allergic to
latex." 


"Oh, sorry
about that, sir." 


"That's
fine.  We had to work this out at baccarat last night."  He
smiled and put down his first bet, then put one in the house's
spot.   The dealer nodded and dealt the first hand of this round. 


Horatio and Speed
joined Ryan when their machines paid off.  "Problems?" Speed
asked. 


"He keeps
ending up next to latex woman," Ryan said quietly. 


Xander looked back
and grinned, then around.  He pointed.  "Two down from Don,
Ryan.  Dears," he concentrated.  "Against the
wall?"  They nodded and headed that way.  He smiled at the
curious look.  "I've got a gut instinct about slots."  He
shrugged.  Horatio had told him to own up to it if caught picking their
machines.  He checked his cards again, then sighed. 


"Did you need
a card or three, sir?" the dealer asked politely. 


"Yeah,
four."  He handed over what he had.  It came back to two
pair.  Not too bad.  The dealer got what she did and he flipped his
over, winning that hand.  Two more hands to loosen them back up then they
went back to playing against the other players instead of the house. 


*** 


Xander skipped
into dinner that night, smiling at his ladies since they were there. 
"Hi." 


"Hi,
Xander," Aiden said, grinning at him. "Thank you for helping me
earlier." 


"You're
welcome."  He leaned over to kiss her, then Calleigh on the cheek,
making her smile.  "I know better than to try to kiss you in
public," he teased. 


"Or in
private.  You're not my sort to kiss," she teased back. She smiled at
the men coming in.  "How was your day?" 


"Good,"
Speed admitted. "They checked us repeatedly for electronics thanks to
Xander's gift." 


Xander
shrugged.  "It's a gift, what can I say?"  He sipped his
water and spit it back out.  "Eww.  Whatever that is, it's not
water." 


Horatio took it to
sniff.  "No, that's straight vodka."  He glared at a nearby
waiter.  "Who gave him alcohol?" 


"Sir, it was
ordered for him." 


"Everyone in
my party knows I don't drink," Xander said firmly.  "Who ordered
it?"  The waiter wilted and hurried off, getting his boss. 
Xander shifted sideways to look at him, crossing his legs.  "Who
ordered alcohol for me?" 


"We're sorry,
sir. It was said to be part of your party." 


"They all
know I don't drink," Xander said firmly.  "Ever.  Not even
a beer with the game."  The man nodded and took the offending drink
and the one Speed handed to him.  "Fix it.  I thought this was a
higher class operation?"  The manager nodded and went to do
that.  Xander huffed and turned around.  "I was having fun until
that." 


"Maybe it's
the person who tried to grab you last night," Aiden offered. 


"Maybe,"
he sighed, shaking his head.  He pulled his braid out from between him and
the chair, putting it over the back of the seat.  "That did royally
suck." 


"I hear
congratulations are in order," Don teased as he joined them. 


Danny
looked.  "What happened?" 


"Straight
vodka in the water glasses," Speed offered. 


"Huh. 
We rip someone a new one?" 


"We
did," Xander agreed, smiling at him.  "Thank you, Don.  I'm
very proud I won the tournament."  He took a hug and a hug from Danny
too.  Ryan came over with a drink.  "Did you look,
snookums?" he teased. 


"I so did,
but I'm having fun so I'm not worried.  Spot me a hundred until payday,
Xander?" 


"Of course, dear." 
He winked.  "You can pay it off by rubbing my back after our next
practice." 


"Better you
than me. He was so tense my hands cramped," Danny offered, taking his
usual seat.  Aiden laughed. "Seriously!" 


"They did, I
had ta do his hands," Don agreed, sitting on Xander's other side. 
"What did you lose at, Ryan?" 


"I tried
baccarat." 


Xander
grinned.  "Want me to show you tonight?" 


"Maybe." 
He grinned and their dinner and new drinks were brought.  Xander sniffed
his and Ryan took it to sip, then spluttered.  "Oh, Gods,
grain."  He stood up and took it to the waiter.  "What is
this?" he demanded. 


"That's what
he ordered, sir.  Water?" 


"Try grain
alcohol."  He let him have it and the manager came back and took the
glass.  "Let's try not to kill him, all right?"  He walked
back and sat down again.  "I'm not happy with this
establishment." 


"You and me
both," Xander agreed. A sealed bottle of water was put in front of
him.  "Thank you," he said graciously, opening it and
sipping.  "Very nice.  Thank you."  The waiter walked
off.  Xander dug into his dinner, eating slowly and carefully.  He
eventually had to move the piece of latex off his plate and onto Ryan's empty
bread plate, then he finished eating around the edges of the plate.  "Someone
apparently doesn't like me." 


"Apparently,"
Horatio agreed, looking at the piece of latex.  "Interesting." 


"Very,"
Danny agreed coolly.  "We'll make sure it's okay, Xander.  We'll
also make sure you get a great dinner tomorrow night in New Orleans." 


"I know a
great place," Calleigh agreed.  "It's for locals so there's
never a wait."  They all smiled at that. The manager walked behind
her.  Ryan handed over the bread plate.  "I think someone wants
to hurt him. He's allergic to that and it's not exactly edible," she said.



"I'm
investigating who is doing this," he promised.  "We're very
sorry they're doing this to you, sir.  Would you like a comp?  Maybe
a gift basket of fruit?" 


"That would
be acceptable," Xander agreed, smiling at him.  "Thank
you."  The manager walked off with the plate and there was some
yelling in the kitchen a few minutes later. Xander sipped his water. 
"I feel really sorry to whoever got bribed." 


"I
don't.  By now everyone on the ship knows you've got problems with latex
thanks to that one person."  Don sipped his own water. "Soon,
Xander." 


"I
know."  A waiter came over with an engraved invitation. 
"For?" he asked. 


"The private
high stakes game, sir." 


Xander considered
it, glancing at Horatio and Ryan, who shook their heads. 
"Sorry.  Not this time.  Not with what's just happened." 


"I was told
to assure you it would be fine to bring a guard." 


"I owe him a
backrub for a loan," Ryan said. "He'll be busy tonight." 
The man nodded and rushed off to tell them.  Xander looked at Don, who
sighed and handed over the bill.  "Thanks, guys.  Play doubles
with me tonight, Xander?" 


"Sure." 
He grinned and they went back to the casino together, Xander getting unopened
bottles of water whenever his ran out.  Well, and one that had something
in it since it made his head swim.  Fortunately it was really hard to drug
immortals. After a few minutes of being dizzy he was fine.  And for doing
that to him, Xander walked up to the one machine everyone had one try at, looking
at it.  He felt the tingle start and stop, then start, then stop, then hit
suddenly and he took his turn.  And it paid off.  He smiled and took
his card out of the reader and walked off happily.  "I think I'm
going to have to buy more presents from this trip," he told Ryan, beaming
at him. 


"I know
you've still got a few from the last one and not even Speed's used all his from
the chocolate place."  Xander beamed and shrugged. 
"Sure.  If you want."  His machine hit a few minutes later
and it was good for him.  Xander walked him out. 
"Backrub?" 


"Please,
Ryan?" he said cutely, grinning at him.  "I could use one. 
I was bent over for *so* long at the tournament." 


"Sure." 
He walked him up to their room, watching the others nibble on the fruit.
"It good?" he asked. 


"All but the
apples," Speed offered. 


"I hit the
jackpot machine," Xander said proudly.  Horatio choked. 
"Also, here."  He handed over the bottle he had been
carrying.  "Someone drugged it."  Horatio moaned.  He
pulled Ryan into the bedroom, letting him get his back.  He did have an
ache from those seats.  They weren't exactly ergonomic or comfortable. 


*** 


Xander saw the
lights go on.  That meant it was limitless betting at the tables.  He
walked over to the baccarat table, noticing the dealer was changed from the one
he had complained about to a new one.  "Thank you."  He sat
down and felt the table.  Then he put a single chip on the house. 
Five hundred dollar chip but still a single one.  He was dealt and he did
win since the house did.  He loved games where you could bet on the
house.  He wasn't even trying to win, but he was doing pretty good at
it.  He was relaxed, he was happy, he was slightly broadcasting.  He
felt someone come up behind him and stroke his neck.  "Ryan, can I
please have the benadryl?" he called.  Ryan came over with one pill
for him, glaring at the woman as he walked her off.  He popped it with his
new bottle of water.  "Thanks." 


He went back to
it.  He smiled at the dealer and that gut feeling hit very strongly,
making him turn around.  He looked, then he held up a finger and took out
a quarter, going to find the slot machine.  He found it and played it,
then the one across the way, making them both go off and him giggle since he
had his card in one and the other one had to pay out quarters.  So he got
things to play with too.  He took the containers of coins back to the
table and went back to his game.  No one had touched his chips.  A
guard came over.  He looked at him.  "Let me finish this
hand."  He checked his cards, then calculated the odds.  No gut
feeling so he checked his cards again.  He left it the way it was. 
They tied and he tipped the dealer.  It was about the only chip left in
her tray.  The guard had a bag ready so he tossed everything into it and
followed him.  "Like I said yesterday, guys, gut feelings." 


"Sir, there's
no way." 


Xander looked
around and pointed at one.  "Don't believe me. Hit the one with the
blue carousel horse."  He went to do that and it hit.  Xander
shrugged.  "That's why I don't play them when I go to Vegas." 


"How did you
know that, sir?" 


"You know, I
don't know. I know when lights are going to change too."  He shrugged
and took his bag to the window, smiling at her.  He handed over his card
as well.  "I'd like to cash out now please?  I'm going to lounge
on deck and watch the scenery for a bit." 


"Of course,
sir."  She ran his card and blinked.  "Sir, I'll have to
get the floor manager to do that.  I don't have that much in my drawer at
the moment." 


"That's
fine," he promised.  "Can you do the quarters while we're
waiting?" 


She looked inside
the bag then nodded. "I can."  She paged him and got to work on
separating out the chips from the quarters.  It was making her head
hurt.  The floor manager came over after talking to the guards. 
"Sir, he's ready to cash out." 


"Surely Mr.
Harris can give us a chance to win back some of it?" 


"I did that
this morning with the dealer who kept getting ties somehow," he
admitted.  He shrugged. "I'm going to go look at the scenery." 


"After we've
had a talk, young man." 


Xander looked at
him then smiled at latex woman.  "Dear, come here,
please?"  She growled but came over.  "Are you with the
ship or the gaming board?" 


"The gaming
board." 


"Would you
please type my name into the database for Vegas?" 


She took his ID
and did that, then stared at him.  "Unnatural but unenhanced ability
to tell when slots and other mechanical or electronic games will hit," she
told the manager.  "Listed as a whale for his high stakes poker and
baccarat skills."  He grinned.  "You knew I was one?" 


"Yeah, I did,
and if you ever try to set off someone's allergy like that on purpose again, I
will sue you.  You could have killed me."  She stepped
back.  "Those of us with latex allergies, it's usually a fatal
thing.  Now, I want to know if you put the latex in my food last
night."   She shook her head quickly.  "Wanted me off
baccarat?" 


"I did. 
I wanted to watch the dealer." 


"Then you
should've just sat down away from me or watched the one before her because she
got caught using seconds yesterday."  She groaned.  "Also,
from what my escorts have found out, they've got an open investigation into
using illegal immigrants?" he asked the manager.  He went pale. 
"Give me what I won and I'm going to go sit on deck."  He
swallowed and shook his head.  "It's not like I cheated and I will
have you shut down." 


"We can't
prove how he did the slots.  They stripped him in Vegas and couldn't
tell.  Sir, may we search you now?" she asked. 


"As long as
you change first," he snorted.  She nodded at that reasonable
request, taking off the latex things she was wearing.  She patted him down
and frowned, looking at his keys.  That was the only other thing on
him.  "Like I said, it's not a cheat.  It's not a system. 
I've got a gut instinct.  That's why I point them out to
others."  Horatio came over and he looked at him, getting a nod. 


"The jackpot
last night?" the guard asked. 


"Yeah, well,
next time don't drug my water," Xander said blandly. "It makes me
want to retaliate."  He looked at the manager.  "You
noticed I stayed off those games?  Until someone tried to fuck with
me?" he asked nicely.   The Gaming Board operative nodded. 
"I have nothing against picking them for others. A few other people asked
me to choose for them.  I give out free advice when asked." 


"Give it to
him," the gaming board operative ordered. "He didn't cheat. 
Retaliation isn't cheating."  She looked at Horatio.  "I
looked you up, Lieutenant." 


"Xander's a
dear friend who lives near the station with one of the officers with us,"
he said blandly.  "He decided he needed some fun.  Not exactly
the stress relief he was looking for." 


"May we take
possession of the drugged water?" 


"You may
not.  The FBI may."  She nodded at that.  "If you
want, I will gladly hand it over to them personally." 


"That's fine.
I can get someone to meet us."  She looked at the cashier. 
"Give him his money.  Cash out the rest of their party as
well."  The cashier nodded and another manager came over to help her
with that while the guards rounded up the rest.  "Officers, it has
been a pleasure having you guard Mr. Harris."  She smiled. 
"Also to work with you on exposing some irregularities."  Ryan
nodded at that.  "Did you actually lose everything?" 


"No but I
know Xander likes my backrubs," he admitted, handing over his card. 
The cashier whimpered.  "What?  Most of it's even going to
charity."  The woman smiled and they got them all cashed out. 
He smiled at Xander.  "We'll make out the money orders when we get
back there." 


"I was going
to do it tonight from our hotel room and then stick them in the mail from the
airport." 


"Sure,"
Ryan agreed, patting him on the back. 


"Are you two
together, sir?" the cashier asked. 


"No, he's
mine," Danny said, watching the stack of cash Xander got handed. 
"Hmm.  Yeah, a lot of that's going to charity." 


Xander
nodded.  "I said I was."  He walked off once Ryan had his
stack, going up to his room.  "I'll never get to play slots
again." 


"Probably
not," Ryan agreed.  "Then again, that might be a good
thing."  He patted him on the back, going into his room to put his
cash in his bag.  Xander came out with his cash in his bag. His bag was in
his hand.  Danny jogged in to get his as well.  Then the whole group
went up onto the deck to sit and watch the scenery. 


A guy in an
expensive suit came over to where they were lounging.  "So, we're all
officers?"  Everyone but Xander and Aiden raised their hands. 
"If I may ask where?" 


"Miami-Dade,"
Horatio said, his amusement hidden behind his sunglasses.  "Mr.
Harris is the boyfriend of one of us." 


"I heard the
tape made."  He looked at Xander.  "For obvious reasons the
Gaming Commissions are going to ban you from all electronic games." 


"That's fine.
I like baccarat and poker." 


"Thank you,
Mr. Harris.  Is there anything else we can do for you?" 


"Yes, release
the women downstairs in the lower level that you have in sexual
servitude."  The man gave him a horrified look.  "I've
already sent the pictures to the FBI.  They should be meeting us tonight
anyway.  Horatio?" 


"They will
be.  They assured me they would."  The man started to
sweat.  "You're blocking my tan."  The man ran off. 
"That was evil, Xander." 


"But fun.
You've got to admit it was fun." 


"It
was," Horatio agreed.  "The same as I can see why people like to
gamble when they win like that."  He got comfortable.  It was
only a few hours before they docked and met with the bad suits who gave him
headaches.  As he found out, it was even the one who came down to give him
headaches.  He handed over the bottle personally. 
"Drugged," he said quietly. 


"So I've
heard.  Why do people want Mr. Harris?" 


"He's a
member of GHS," Ryan told him. 


"Oh,
damn," he moaned.  "How high?" 


"Ten,"
Xander said with a sweet smile.  "That's why I travel with so many
tough guys."  He stroked Don's arm.  "Like these
guys."  That got a quick nod.  "You'll handle this and the
poor people in slavery?" 


"I will,
sir.  I know you're all very sensitive to that in your
organization."  He went to confiscate everything on the ship while
they went to their hotel for the night.  Xander got one of the managers
aside and pulled out the cash, making out money orders with him. Then he walked
them upstairs, sitting down to write them out.  He left his name blank but
included a note saying to put whatever name they wanted onto it.  A few
were whimsical choices but the rest went to places that he knew needed
it.  Including a small orphan's group home that desperately needed some
renovation. His mental list ran out about three money orders too many so he had
to get some more.  A little voice gave him a few other places while he was
down there so he got those too.  Then he went back to finish filling them
out.  The box of envelopes used between the group was empty by the time
they were done, they had gone to hotel stationary.  Horatio sat down with
the finished ones to write out addresses from the sites online.  Then he
went to get stamps and made sure they went out in the mail.  When he came
back, they took the rest of their winnings and went to dinner and to do some
shopping for presents.  Well, and Calleigh called her family to talk
cheaply.  She'd get to see them in the morning. 


*** 


Frank looked at
the newspaper when Don came back, giving it a pointed look.  "Nice
vacation?" 


"Busted an
illegal alien and sex operation.  Busted some assholes who kept trying to
drug or make Xander drink.  Busted one guy who wanted to cut off Xander's
head.  The usual."  He shrugged and sat down, tossing over a
wrapped package.  "From Xander." 


"Ooh." 
He unwrapped it and smiled at the t-shirt.  "Awww.  That's
cute.  I'll put that in my locker to work out in."  He saw the
smaller package and the note on top.  "Horatio said your anniversary
was last weekend," he read. "He also said you probably
forgot?"  He called Horatio.  "I did not forget my
anniversary and it's this weekend, Horatio Caine."  He listened to
him laugh and hang up.  He peeked inside and nodded.  That was a nice
present.  "I'll tell her Xander sent it for being a normal
couple." 


"Look at your
calendar, Frank," Don said happily, grinning at him.  "You were
complaining that you'd have to take call during your anniversary weekend."



Frank looked and
moaned.  "No wonder she slept on the couch all weekend." 
Don grinned.  "Yeah, I'll use his gift." 


"It'll
definitely get you out of the doghouse," Don agreed.  Frank nodded,
calling his wife to apologize and point out he had gotten her a present but it
hadn't been ready because he thought it was *this* weekend.  He agreed
they could go to lunch.  It made his wife happy.  Don smiled and
tossed Yelina something.  "Yours and Ray's." 


"Thank you.
How was it?" 


"Vacation. 
Gambling.  Some idiots but mostly gambling and watching Xander bankrupt
the company."  She laughed.  "I'm not kidding.  We
went with a few grand and he came home with a few more."  He gave her
a look and she went pale.  He nodded.  "He bankrupted them."



Frank hung up with
a smile. "Plus they busted an illegal immigrant and sex ring according to
Flack there." 


"Charming. 
Did he set out to bankrupt them?"  Don beamed and nodded.
"How?" 


"Xander's
evil at baccarat and poker, and he's got a gut instinct for what machines are
going to pay out."  He yawned.  "Sorry.  The dog
barked all night at the thing on the lawn." 


"What
thing?" 


"Alligator.  
They're coming to get it today."  He yawned again. "I've already
told Xander he can't have one." 


She snorted and
turned back around to unwrap the present, smiling at the nice t-shirts, and
then the real presents.  Modest, more than acceptable.  It also
showed that Horatio had helped him shop this time.  It was clearly his
stamp on them.  She put them aside to take home with her and wrote out
thank you notes for them.  The fifty dollar gift Visa gift card Ray could
definitely use to get a new game or some new music. 


Don and Frank
shared a look.  Don winked and got back to work. 


*** 


Horatio saw Ray
coming in with a shopping bag from an electronic's store, smiling at him. 
"Saving up your allowance?" he teased. 


"Definitely." 
He handed over the letter.  "Thank the man for me.  He
definitely has the pulse of teenagers."  They shared a look. 
"Five grand?  Yeah, I can use that.  Especially since it only said
fifty bucks.  I put the rest in a savings account with my allowance that
mom made me start.  I've got control of it now and she thinks I saved up
for the new discman."  Horatio smiled at that.  "How much
did you win?" 


"Most of it
went to charity but a few thousand." 


"Uh-huh. 
I saw the happy letters in the paper from the United Way and the Pound about
their anonymous donations."  They shared another look.  
"If he wants a kid, I'm adoptable," he offered with a grin. 


"We'll see,
Ray.  For now, I can smell your mother's perfume."  He grinned
at that and came in to sit down, his mother following right behind him. 
"Did you like your present?" 


"I did,"
she agreed, smiling at him.  "What did you get with yours?" 


"A new
discman. My last one was crappy and this one has a longer instability hold so
it won't go off if it bounces." 


"Good. 
I'm glad you combined your saved allowance and that, son.  It shows
responsibility."  She smiled at him then at Horatio, handing over her
note.  "There, for Xander.  I'm sure you'll see him sooner."



"I'll give
them to Danny tonight, Yelina.  How were things while I was gone?" 


"Interesting. 
Slow but interesting.  Frank apparently had to get a very nice present for
forgetting his anniversary.  She forgave him during lunch and he came in
smiling and happy so it was a good lunch and apology," she said with a
small catty grin.  Horatio smiled back.  "Crime was fairly
light. Nothing new happened but Eric's complaining about wrinkles?" 


"He thinks he
needs laser resurfacing to get rid of a few." 


"If he
settled down he wouldn't have that problem." 


"True,"
Horatio agreed.  He smiled at his nephew.  "Have fun with your
new player and trading CD's with your friends later." 


"Oh, I plan
on it.  Thanks, Uncle H.  Tell the other one I said hi
too."  He walked out with his mother, letting her drive him home. 


"Did he
lie?" she asked plainly. 


"He gave me a
hundred instead so I could afford this and some new tunes." 


"Fine. 
It's still not too terrible." 


He smiled at his
mother.  He never got away with it but this time.... maybe. 


*** 


Xander looked up
from his lounging in the pool Cupid had put in, giving Don a happy, sated
smile.  He went back to sitting on the toy and letting the water gently
lap around his body.  "This is so nice. You've got to try this." 
Don stripped down and slid in, finding his own.  He moaned as he slid down
it, nodding and relaxing. It was good. He got off within minutes from the
gentle stimulation. 


Danny came home
three hours later and found them both in the same places, asleep and sated
smiles gracing their faces.  He took pictures too.  Then he stripped
down to climb in and gently bathe them.  Don woke up when he did him,
helping him off his toy so he could get cleaned up and sent to bed. 
Xander was a harder being to wake.   He did but he pouted at him when
Danny finished cleaning him up and sent him to bed.  He pouted all the way
up the stairs. He rolled his eyes and went to check out the other areas. 
The one with the toys all stuck to the wall was a neat idea.  They were all
shapes and sizes, some different heights.  He'd have to make sure Xander
cleaned them as well.  He turned off the lights as he went back upstairs,
taking the clothes to put into the wash and climb in behind Xander. 
Xander wiggled his butt.  "Still?" 


"Please?"
he whispered.  Danny slid into him and he hissed, going limp around him.
That was what he needed to send him back to sleep.  Danny moved slowly,
gently having him, making it good for them both.  He felt Danny get off
and squeezed, making Danny chuckle and reach around to stroke him.  It was
much appreciated and the orgasm did let him drift off again.  It had been
a good day. Danny hugged him until he heard the first snore, then he moved to
get Don's back.  Don hated to wake up not surrounded by them.  Xander
would cling to his front and Don would soak it up, but the need to have someone
against his back was a nice thing too.  Danny didn't even have to cuddle,
just be there. Since Danny didn't cuddle, it was a nice thing in his book. He smiled
when they started to snore in the same key again.  That was too cute for
words.
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Xander looked up
from his pleasure, finding Don standing there, hands on hips. 
"What?" he asked in a breathy moan. 


"Time to get
out." 


"No! 
Not yet!" 


"Now." 
He hauled Xander out of the pool and up to the bathroom, putting him in a
cooling shower, letting him finish himself off.  Xander went limp against
the wall and he got in to scrub him down.  "Xander, did you do
anything today?"  Xander nodded. "Besides rutting?" 


"Called the
bank." 


"That's
nice.  Anything else?"  Xander moaned and shook his head. 
"Remember when I had ta throw you in the shower the last time? 
You're doing it again."  He finished and turned the young man to
rinse him off.  Fortunately his hair was up.  Greasy but up.  He
considered it and pulled it down, wincing at the tangles.  Well, he'd have
to deal with those later.  He shampooed it for him and got his front
clean, then walked Xander out to hand him clothes.  "Get
dressed."  Xander gave him a mutinous look. 
"Now."  Xander slid into the pajama pants and got walked out to
the living room, even being made to sit up in the chair instead of
lounging.  Don went to get him something to eat.  Xander was looking
pitiful.  He came back with a sandwich and milk, handing it over. 
"Eat.  It's another pleasure." 


"I had
lunch." 


"What day is
it?" 


"Tuesday?"



Don snorted. 
"Try Saturday.  So you called the bank on Tuesday?"  Xander
nodded, sipping his milk.  "Eat or I'm sticking you in the ER with an
IV."  Xander gave him another heated look but did eat. 
"Thank you."  He sat down across from him.  "We've got
to solve this.  Did you surge?"  Xander slowly shook his
head.  "No?" 


"No. 
I'm fine." 


"You're not
fine."  He shifted closer.  Xander ate and finished his
milk.  "C'mere.  You can cuddle."  Xander came over
and sat in his lap, curling up against his chest.  He sighed.  He was
fully released of all the hormones.  "I knew we weren't enough but
this was going a bit far."  Xander clutched his shoulders. 
"Where's my dog?"  Xander waved a hand.  He looked out, his
dog was staring at him from outside.  The garage was open if he wanted to
go in there.  "You know, puppies chew on things.  He could've
gotten any of the bags." 


"He doesn't
chew on anything but your socks," he said tiredly.  He yawned. 
"Is napping allowed?" 


"Sure,
napping is good."  He put Xander onto the couch and let him curl up
on his side while he went to check on the garage and pet his dog. 
Everything was still all right.  Though the dog fur on his seat showed
that his dog loved his bike.  "You know the bike is daddy's," he
teased.  He let the dog back inside once he had shut the garage
door.  The dog sniffed at Xander then went to lay down.  "Has he
been ignoring you too?"  He sat down and pulled the dog into his
lap.  His dog barked and lapped him, but he seemed tired. 
"You're tired too?  Did he play with you?"  He pulled over
Xander's foot and the dog licked it then looked at him.  "Good boy,
Spots.  Where's the ferrets?"  He looked over.  They were
curled up together so either napping or dead.  He grabbed the phone when
it rang.  "Flack."  He listened.  "This is his
residence too.  No, I'm watching him nap at the moment.  Why?" 
He looked at his dog then smiled.  "No, Xander's feeling a bit ill
and the dog's tired.  Spot's napping in my lap."  He smiled at
the praise for his pooch.  "I'll do that.  Thank you,
ma'am."  He hung up and looked at Xander.  "Not doing
anything, huh?"  Xander shifted.  "Xander?" 
Another shift.  "Xander, I know you're up.  Get up." 
Xander shifted and kicked at him.  "Xander!"  He woke
up.  "That was someone from the dog training classes.  They
wanted to know if you were going to make it tonight?" 


"He's been
going to obedience school.  It's Saturday?"  Don nodded. 
"Since when?" 


"Midnight
last night," he said dryly.  "Okay, truth.  What do you
usually do on Saturdays?" 


"Take him to
the park.  Let him run with the other dogs."  He pulled Spot
over to cuddle, getting a bark but the dog settled in with some wiggling. 
"Good boy, Spot."  He put his head on Spot's shoulder. 
"Then we go see some older people at the nursing home because I'm trying
to get over my fear of old people."  He yawned.  "Then we
come home and play here.  He goes outside until my Danny-sensing radar
goes off while I play with myself." 


"Uh-huh. 
What did you do today?" 


"The
park."  He yawned again and closed his eyes.  "Sleepy,
Don.  Go be mean to someone else." 


"Fine. 
Even though I'm not being mean to you."  He waited until his boy was
snoring.  "Want free, Spot?"  His dog growled when he tried
to pry a hand off him. "Okay. You guard the boy very well."  His
dog put his head on top of Xander's.  "Good boy, Spot." 
Spot's tail wagged.  "After you two take a nap, we'll
play."  His dog wiggled free and got his ball, making Don
smile.  "Sure.  Inside or outside?" he asked, moving it
around.  His dog barked so he threw it up the hall, watching as he ran
after it.  The next throw he got up to play with him outside since he was
being energetic for the minute.  He looked in when the dog started to be
less bouncy.  "Let's go find the boy again.  Track the
boy!  Track Xander!" 


The dog sniffed
and went inside, going to find the other one who played with him.  He
found him curled up in bed around Danny's pillow and smiled. 
"Aww.  Go ahead and climb in with him."  The dog hopped up
there and wiggled in place of the pillow, getting his apparent usual spot back. 
Don got Danny's camera and took a picture of the two of them.  Then he
went to padlock the door to the basement.  He called Danny. "Did you
know a certain long-haired cutey took my dog to the park to wear him out every
Saturday and then went to let him play with older people in a home? 
Neither did I."  He grinned.  "Wearing himself out in the
pool.  He and the dog are napping and it's adorable. I used your
camera.  I'm sure we can pull it off there before Horatio can complain,
Danny.  He might even think it's cute too.  No, totally worn
out."  He smiled.  "Sure."  He hung up and went
to check on Xander.  Maybe he'd nap too. 


*** 


Danny walked into
the boss's office and closed the door.  "Horatio, got a few?" 


"Of
course.  What's going on with Xander now?" 


"He's either
falling on the scale or he's doing something to take it out of him.  He's
napping with the dog.  Don found him in the pool earlier but he's fast
asleep by the snoring in the background."  Horatio looked at the
clock.  "Then again, he's also losing weight.  About ten pounds
now.  Not that he's hurting yet but Don and I thought he was
rutting." 


"There's a
few things that can do that, Danny," he said honestly.  "We need
to pull some blood to run." 


"I can do
that," he agreed. 


"I can have
Alexx do it." 


"She'll admit
him and they'll decide being GHS is a mental illness.  His doc did in the
past." 


"I'd be more
comfortable if you all went to my guy," he admitted, leaning back. 
"Go draw a vial of blood.  Bring it in. I know what to test
for."  Danny nodded, going to do that while Horatio thought. 
There were some recreational drugs but Xander didn't do those.  There were
also herbal supplements and Xander did do those.  Including his new
vitamin mix.  He called Danny.  "Bring in that new vitamin mix
he's taking as well and anything else new he's had recently.  Unless
you're suspecting him of taking heroin, yes."  He hung up and went to
prep the machine to run the bloodwork.  Because this was not looking
good.  Danny came back with a small paper shopping bag and a vial of blood. 
He took them both, readying the blood for testing.  While it ran he looked
over the stuff.  He groaned, highlighting something on the vitamins. 
"This.  It's banned GHS wide.  It lowers us momentarily, makes
us feel better because of all the clouding.  Prolonged use has made us
quit eating and it actually snaps.  We can't feel it but it drives our
hormones off the scale after a few weeks of usage."  Danny groaned
and grabbed the table.  He went over the other things, highlighting that
in other things.  He came to a bottle of pills.  "Go run this, I
can't find the ingredients on the label."  Danny nodded, going to run
a pill to find out what it was.  Horatio took the bloodwork and
sighed.  "He's so overdosed on it I'm surprised he's eating at
all." 


"He is?"
Danny countered. "Don had to force him to eat earlier."  He
stiffened and looked at him.  "That tea stuff.  Where is the
stuff he gave Speed?" 


"His
locker.  He's at home."  He went to pop Speed's lock and get the
teabags out.  He saw the tag and mentally shuddered, closing it and
walking back.  He handed it to Danny.  "This is illegal for all
GHS.  If we find it, we're supposed to report it.  This can kill
us.  It starts to slow our reflexes and makes us lethargic.  People
have used a dose of this to kidnap others it's so potent in our systems. 
There's also the other ingredient in there." 


"So, without
knowing it, Xander's poisoned himself and Don?" 


"I haven't
had any but I have had a few sleepy days," Horatio complained.  He
pulled out his phone and called.  "What was in the pill?" 
Danny held it up.  "Adam, it's Horatio.  Did no one tell Xander
he wasn't to take certain herbal remedies that might be pushed on
him?"  He heard the gasp.  "We've got four different forms
of that one that's made from orchids.  We've got the other one as
well.  Plus that one that's banned.  I doubt he does.  He's
given it to Don.  He wouldn't do that to Don, or me.  Yes, we need
you here today.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "We can
detox it from the systems."  He called Alexx.  "Come draw
blood from me.  Because I need to make sure of something."  He
hung up and looked at the blood report again.  "Damn it.  He
should've known." 


"Adam didn't
train him, Horatio.  He admitted him into the group and gave him his card
the last night at the brothel."  He called Don.  "Ask him
where he's getting his herbal stuff?"  He nodded. "That's
where?"  He shuddered.  "Sure.  Thanks.  No,
don't touch *anything* herbal in the house, Don.  You've both taken stuff
that's dangerous for GHS guys.  So just lay there and cuddle him and the
dog.  The dog's hyper protective of him now for a pretty good reason I'd
bet."  He hung up and looked at Horatio, then at Alexx since she was
coming in.  "Would this be on the page?  Don and Mac got him
onto the page." 


"No,"
Horatio admitted. "It used to be and then someone hacked that page so it
was removed and never put back up."  He pushed back up his
sleeve.  "There's things that are dangerous for GHS members," he
said quietly. 


"I figured
there were.  Probably things to reduce hormones or pheromone output?"



"Definitely,"
Danny said, looking at the things on the table with it in there. 
"Are they addictive?" 


"They make us
feel better, Danny.  It's a false better but it takes the backlog
away.  Now and then I've seen a few level nines use it in a carefully
controlled manner if they're creating a backlog like that.  That's in
carefully measured amounts.  Not in mass quantities like this." 


"It could be
the boy was told and then figured a bit more than advised would help,"
Alexx offered, sticking his vein.  "If so, someone should spank the
kid." 


"He doesn't
even take aspirins, Alexx," Danny protested.  "I'm pretty sure
the herbalists suggested it." 


"We'll go
together," Horatio said firmly.  "And call Speed if it's in my
system.  Run the last test again, Alexx."  She did that and he
rolled down his sleeve, looking over as Frank leaned in. 
"Problems?" 


"I tried to
call Flack, he's not answering?" 


"There's
things that GHS can take that wipe them out," Danny told him. 
"Xander's had some and gave some to Don without having a clue." 


"Don't you
guys get warning sheets?" 


"It was taken
off the website, Frank.  It's usually told from mentor to student. 
That's why so many of us go on the mentor system.  I thought Adam had and
he didn't."  Alexx gave him a look. "I am," he said
quietly. 


"I knew
that.  Put it in plain english for the kid, okay?"  She handed
his over.  "It's in yours too." 


"That
tea," Danny said dryly. 


"Has
both," Horatio agreed.  "Take Speed, go see what the man sold it
to him for?" 


"Sure. 
You go rest at our house.  Frank, drive him, okay?" 


"Sure. 
He gonna be okay?" 


"It wipes out
any store of hormones and it makes us lethargic and tired," Horatio
offered. "I'm fine to do paperwork." 


"You're also
next to go on a body call," Frank reminded him.  "Take yourself
off call, Horatio Caine.  Now." 


"I'll do
it," Alexx promised, calling the desk to do that and Dispatch.  She
gathered things up and looked at one.  "I had a victim who had this in
their blood the other day.  Eric and Calleigh's last case.  I thought
it was harmless." 


"It probably
is," Horatio agreed. "Unless you're a GHS member.  Was he?"



"Not that
we've found.  No card in his wallet.  I'll have Eric check the
registry."  Horatio nodded, letting Frank lead him off.  She
went to find Eric, locking that lab for a few minutes.  "Eric,
baby?"  He looked over and smiled.  "Don't do that. 
It's not happy stuff.  You know that herbal remedy we found in that
vic?"  He nodded, coming over.  "In GHS members it's
something that clears out any backlog and makes them lethargic and
sleepy." 


"Which would
probably explain how he died," he agreed thoughtfully.  "I
didn't know they had group allergies." 


"Yeah,
apparently.  Horatio just told Danny so.  I want the full list but
Danny brought in a bunch of stuff from home.  It was in Horatio's blood
from that tea Xander gave Speed." 


"Since Xander
didn't know he spread it around," he sighed.  "H gone for the
day?" 


"Heading over
there to help.  Frank said Don's not answering his phone at the
moment." 


"Which means
it got him too. Wonderful.  Let's go look.  Let me bag
this."  He did that and retaped his sample, then ungloved and
followed her.  He opened the door with his keys and walked in, looking at
everything on the table.  He noticed the highlighted ingredients and the
other tests.  He whimpered. "Xander's got to be near comatose if this
is that potent." 


"I noticed he
was getting skinny again," she offered. 


"Lethargic
people often don't eat," Ryan said from the doorway, waving a list. 
"Faxed to Horatio's office and he's not there.  A full list of what
GHS members should never eat or take.  With a humorous note about
chocolate on the end."  He walked it in and looked.  "I went
with him.  The guy at the herb store said it'd be good for him, keep him
balanced and happy.  Help relieve his headaches since he was complaining
about it." 


"Well, it's
on the list," Eric said, shaking his head.  It wasn't a long
list.  He looked at both runs of bloodwork and groaned. 
"Xander's spike of this one is nearly off the paper." 


Ryan nodded.
"Now we know." 


"Xander
didn't?" 


"Not that he
told me.  He did ask if it had ginseng in it.  Seems he's having
funny reactions to it." 


"Female
ginseng is what one's labeled," Eric told him.  Ryan took the list
back and nodded as he went down it.  "Fax that to their house. 
I know they've got one."  Ryan went to do that and he called
Danny.  "Pull over.  There's a whole *list* of things Xander
shouldn't take."  Speed took the phone.  "Have you seen
that list?"  He nodded.  "Well, it's about fifteen things
long, Speed.  In this bag, we've got another three on the list." 


"Tell him
Frank took Horatio to Xander's," Alexx said. 


"Alexx said
she had Frank take H to Xander's because it was in his blood too.  Speed,
did you tell Xander?  H said he didn't.  Would Adam have?" 
He smirked.  "That's what we thought.  The full list got faxed
to their house.  Adam faxed it here.  Sure.  When I get it back
from Ryan." 


"I texted it
in two texts to Speed's phone," Ryan called as he walked. 
"Before I faxed it." 


"He said to
check your own phone.  You should have two text messages with everything
on it."  He smiled.  "Yeah.  Well.  Now we
know.  Yeah, including that tea that Xander gave you.  The baggie's
in here, Speed."  He smirked.  "Yeah, so without knowing
it....  Afterward.  Find out if it was maliciously done or
not."  He hung up and shook his head. "If I *ever* want to be
like them, just fucking shoot me," he told Alexx.  "In the nuts,
wherever.  Just shoot me so I quit wanting it." 


"I'll remind
you of this," she assured him.   "It does mean we need to
check your case to see if he is or not." 


"True. 
I'll have Calleigh do that," he promised, calling her.  "Calleigh,
me.  Remember our case and the herbal stuff Alexx found?  It's bad
for GHS members.  It makes them lethargic and things.  Yeah. 
That's what she was thinking.  No, there's a list.  Xander apparently
never had it given to him.  Horatio ingested some without knowing. 
Speed and Danny are. Yeah, but now we need to check if our case
was."  He grinned.  "Sure, thanks."  He hung
up.  "She's on her way over, she'll check.  This is a
wreck." 


"It
is."  She patted him on the arm before leaving.  She took a copy
of the list from Ryan, going to hang it in the office.  She wrote a note
on it for the other ME's to check if their victim was GHS, if so it was
something the detective needed to know. 


Ryan walked back
in with a small stack.  "I put one on the back of Horatio's
door." 


"Good
idea."  He folded one and put it into his pants pocket.  Just in
case it became necessary.  He looked at Ryan. 


"I've got it
in my phone.  I saved it as 'things no one I know should take one and
two'."  Eric smiled at that and waved a hand.  They grabbed
different color highlighters and went back to Horatio's initial project. 


*** 


Speed walked the
guy into the office, waving at Frank.  He shoved him into Frank's chair
for suspects.  "He gave it to Xander knowing he shouldn't take
it.  Said he's an affront to God and should be fixed.  That now he
was normal." 


"And the fact
it was slowly killing him?" Frank asked.  The man snorted. 
"It was. Since he didn't know it wasn't good for him, that makes you
selling harmful or illegal substances considering two of those were on the
'don't sell' list by the FDA, pal."  He smiled and opened a new
arrest report for him.  "Danny okay?" 


"Still
swearing.  I drove.  He wanted to crash the hummer."  He
walked off.  "Do we have the full list?" 


"Everyone's
got one.  One's on the back of Horatio's door.  Alexx has one,"
he muttered.  "I've got one in my desk.  I put on in
Yelina's...."  Speed laughed.  He looked up.  "We
*all* know and Eric was having a talk with Valera for some reason.  Might
wanna see." 


"Sure. 
Thanks, Frank."  He walked off again.  He ran into Eric. 
"So, how bad is it?" 


"Horatio sent
over pictures for Alexx and we ran a better bit of blood work on Xander and
Don, plus him.  Horatio will be fine when it's out of his system. 
Don will be fine within a few days probably too.  He definitely needs to
eat.  Xander...."  He hummed.  "He needs to do more
than eat." 


"We'll baby
him and go over the list with him," Speed promised. 
"Valera?" 


"Ran the last
few tests for me.  Plus the one for my present case.  He was a bit
starved too." 


"Well, it
gives you a lead.  I can get you into the database." 


"Please." 
He followed him to the office.  He pointed at the list, getting a smile
for it.  "Ryan handed out a copy to everyone and said that Xander is
not to have these ever again and never to spread it around." 


"Good. 
It'll help.  It's not like most everyone doesn't suspect Horatio is."



"Actually,
most of us think you," Valera said from the doorway.  "He
is?"  Speed glared at her.   "Just saying I wouldn't
have pegged him and I can keep a secret, Speed.  I saw the tattoo four
years ago."  She smiled.  "Okay, so the list, it's
official?"  Speed nodded. "How bad is it?" 


"You saw
Xander's blood work?" Eric asked.  She nodded.  "Ryan and I
found multiple forms of six of them in the bag of stuff that Danny brought in
from home."  He pulled up the picture from his phone. 
"Horatio took that of Xander." 


"Damn
it."  She covered her mouth.  "Sorry." 


"It
happens," Speed promised.  He took the name from Eric and typed it
in, getting a nod.  "Level three."  He printed off the file
and handed it over. "Please be discreet." 


"More than
ever."  He walked out shaking his head. 


Speed looked at
her.  "How did you see it four years ago?" 


"Decontam
shower."  She smiled.  "Sorry." 


"No, I like
this discretion.  Better than some have done, Valera.  Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
I'll make sure I don't put anything into anything I bring in.  Where were
they getting it?" 


"An herbal
guy who decided Xander should be fixed.  He's at Frank's desk being
arrested." 


"Good,"
she agreed cheerfully.  She handed over the report.  "Horatio's
blood work.  I think you need to see that more than anyone
else?"  He smiled and took it to read over. "He could probably
eat too." 


"Oh, I'll be
cooking a lot for the next week."  She smiled and walked out
giggling.  He called Horatio.  "What am I making for
dinner?"  His 'something soft and soothing' made him smile. 
"Quiche it is."  He hung up and made a list of what he'd need at
the store.  Then he went to get it, calling the Chief from the car. 
"Chief, Speedle.  Yeah, small problem.  Might wanna sit down.
Yeah, those.  Not a surge.  No, there's things that should never be
given to any member.  There was an herbalist, who Frank is doing the
booking on, and he decided Xander should be fixed and made normal.  Xander
hadn't been given the list.  He spread it to Don Flack and Horatio. 
No, he didn't know as far as we know.  In the short term, it cleans out
any backlog, makes you feel a bit better. He probably gave it to them hoping
they'd feel better too.  No, in the long term it leads to lethargy and
lack of eating." 


He started the
car.  "I'm already off today and I'm going to the grocery store so I
can cook for all three of them.  Xander's lost about ten pounds. 
Sure.  Thanks.  I'll let you know, sir.  Of course.  No,
I'm going to make sure that list is put on there even if I have to put it up
there myself."  He hung up and called Adam. "You had better be
on a plane.  We have the full list now and we're going to put it back up
if we have to, Adam.  Yay, have you asked Ray if he's been eating with
Xander yet?"  He smirked at that question. "Oh, can he start
early?  Well, Don, Horatio, Xander....  Yeah, Adam. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  He headed off to the grocery store. 
His boy needed to eat.  Badly. 


*** 


Speed walked into
Xander's house and into the kitchen, finding Aiden in there.  He kissed
her on the cheek. "They tell you?" 


"No, I popped
around for our usual Saturday with the dog."  She shrugged. 
"Then I found the wasted one, I found him sharing the dog as a pillow with
Don, and I found your boy napping on the couch.  Why?"  He
handed over the list.  "What's this?" 


"Things none
of the GHS members we know should ever take." 


She looked it over
then took it into the office to copy it, then brought it back for him. 
"I'll post it on the fridge.  It all looks herbal." 


"It mostly
is.  One's a pretty rare preservative." 


"Okay." 
She put it into her purse.  "I'll post it in my kitchen." 
She put another one on the fridge and wrote on it 'take it and end up back like
this', then tacked a picture of Xander next to it.  "That should get
the point across."  Speed drew an arrow, making her smile. 
"He's not usually that clueless." 


"Don can
be."  She giggled and they got to work cooking together. 
"We're making a quiche," he said at her curious look. 
"Horatio said subtle and soft." 


"Okay. 
I'll learn from you."  He grinned and handed over the veggies. 


*** 


Speed's 'aww' made
Xander wake up enough to glare at him.  "Hi.  Did you know you
were poisoning yourself, Don, and Horatio?"  Xander grunted and put
his head back down.  The dog lapped him and got a frown too but he let him
go, making Don grunt at him.  "Don," he called quietly. 
Don grunted and flipped onto Xander, using him as his pillow.  Xander
smiled and wiggled deeper under him.  "Guys.  Food?" 


"Bad,"
Xander scowled into Don's neck.  Don licked him on the ear. 
"Good doggy." 


Speed
smiled.  That was so cute.  He looked at Aiden, she nodded she was
getting it on film.  "Boys," he called more loudly.  Don
groaned and flipped him off.  He laughed.  "Not your type,
Flack.  Get up!" he snapped.  Don snapped awake and looked at
the person under him.  "Yeah, that's your boy.  Up.  Time
for food." 


Don started to get
up but Xander pulled him back down and flipped him onto his back, wiggling all
over him until he got comfortable again.  "Can't, Speed. 
Sorry," he said with a yawn.  "What happened?" 


"You know that
tea he said was so great?"  Don gave him a light glare. 
"It's herbal and all GHS members are allergic to it."  Don
muttered something.  "I read lips, Flack, and I have sensitive ears
according to Ray.  Get up."  Xander turned and glared at him.
"The guy who turned you onto it did it maliciously.  He's going to
jail.  Yours was unknowing stupidity.  It's time to go eat." 


"Not
hungry." 


"Which is a
problem," Don admitted. He put his hands on Xander's hips.  "You
used to be a bit bigger than this."  Xander glared at him. 
"Don't give me that look, Xander.  Get up.  Now." 
Xander sighed but got up enough to let him out.  Don got up with Speed's
help and pulled Xander up and into the bathroom.  "Look at yourself,
Xander.  You're skinnier than you were.  Keep it up, I'm calling my
Ma and making her come feed your tail.  Now, let's eat."  Xander
continued to stare at himself. 


Speed nodded so
Don went to eat.  "The way those things work is they clear the
backlog," Speed offered quietly, walking up behind Xander and giving him a
hug from behind.  "They clear the backlog, that makes you feel
better.  You can't tell when you're surging or not though because it mutes
all the senses you have for that stuff," he offered quietly.  Xander
slumped.  "Then it starts to make you lethargic and forgetful, sleepy
and too tired to eat.  Until you die if you don't quit using it. 
When Danny brought stuff in, we found six different things on the list in what
we had, including that tea you gave me for Horatio." 


"It made me
feel better," he said quietly, looking at him in the mirror.  "I
wanted him to feel better on the bad days." 


"He
does," he assured him, giving him a squeeze.  "But that's not
the right way.  Yeah, it helped but that stuff is really dangerous,
Xander."  Xander turned to look at him.  He kissed him on the
forehead.  "Now, listen hard.  There are higher levels who end
up going to them when they're critically backed up, like you would end up
enslaving the city," he said quietly.  "If you ever get to that
point again, you will come to me or Horatio.  We'll watch you, we'll
administer it.  We'll make sure you don't lose more weight.  Because
you have.  Way too much weight." 


"But I still
felt it.  I was still in the pool and everything." 


"What you
were doing would've cleared Ray's body out and probably killed him at the
levels you were taking, Xander.  You're stronger because of your past -
your body's more used to hardship than his - and you're a higher level. 
Now, honestly, were you back to feeling confused?"  Xander
nodded.  "Are you now?"  He gave him a helpless look. 
"Fine, we'll do this the clinical way.  There's a very ancient home
test we can do to find a relative level from a blood sample. I know it. I used
it on Horatio in the past.  For now, you'll go eat two servings.  All
of it." 


"I'll get
sick again." 


"Then you'll
finish a plate and keep it down and we'll go again."  Xander shook
his head. "You can't keep anything down?" 


"I managed
some milk and a sandwich." 


"Good. 
I made quiche and some veggies stir-fry style.  It'll stay down. I know it
will.  Then we'll do the test and we'll see."  Xander
nodded.  "Now, look at yourself, Xander.  See how much weight
you've lost?"  He turned him back around.  "See?  Your
hips were wider than this before.  Now you really look like a
girl."  Xander elbowed him but he was happier. "Can we do the
test now?"  Xander nodded.  "Good boy.  Come
on."  He walked out and found Adam and Ray there. "We need to
test his level, Adam."  Adam nodded.  "Did you get the list
of what we found that Danny brought in?" 


"The list was
expanded from the last time I saw it," Horatio offered. "Come here,
Xander."  Xander sat down beside him, looking scared.  "I
know you didn't know.  It was an easy fix." 


"It felt
good! I felt like myself again, like I was when I was younger." 


"I
know.  I've been there.  It's seductive.  I've felt stronger and
more capable recently," Horatio assured him.  "I'm not, but I
felt like it."  Xander snuggled into his side.  "Now, this
is the list.  We don't take anything on the list."  Xander took
it to look over, smiling at the end note about 'eat all the chocolate you want
to take their place'.  "Did you see any of that?" 


"One of the
people on the bulletin board suggested I try the ginseng stuff."  He
handed it back.  "Said it was good for headaches." 


"She's a
higher level and she's used a cup a month to clear what wasn't being met,"
Adam said, coming over.  "I did fail in teaching you some things I
should have, Xander.  I'm sorry about that."  Xander
shrugged.  "I thought it was still on the site and you'd find an
experienced protector or keeper.  I know Connor knew not to let you have
any of those.  The same as Oz did.  Don should have." 


"I forgot all
about the list, Adam. I was so suppressed nothing bothered me except for cat
fur."  He looked at the ferrets.  "Are they dead?" 


"No, they
were up and playing a minute ago," Ray assured him, opening the cage
door.  George ran out and ran right for Horatio's foot, up it, and into
Xander's lap, squeaking at him.   "Even they were worried."



"I'm sorry I
worried you guys." 


"When did you
first go there, Xander?" Danny asked. 


He yawned. 
"A few months ago?"  He looked down at his baby. 
"I've been horrible to you recently, huh?"  The ferret squeaked
and curled up on his lap, making him smile.  "You're my baby, it's
all good," he agreed, stroking him gently.  At least until he fell
asleep. 


Horatio looked
down and rolled his eyes.  "Did we book the herbalist?" 


"We
did.  Eric's case was a lower level as well," Speed offered. 
"He was feeding it to him too.  We've sent Frank to check on the
others who he admitted to seeing and I called the other members in town to tell
them what had went on.  His funeral will be well attended."  He
stroked over Xander's hair.  "He's not keeping food down?" 


"We've been
working some hellish hours," Danny admitted.  "You've said so
too, Speed." 


"We have
been.  It's sucked rocks recently."  He looked over, Beauty was
gone.  "Loose ferret." 


"She's trying
to get inside my pants," Ray told him, bending down to pick her up. 
"Hey, pretty one.  Let's clean those litter boxes, huh?" 
He went to do that, finding them clean.  "Did it maybe make him
hyper?" 


"Xander had
ADHD as a kid," Aiden told them all.  "He said so." 
Adam smiled and took Xander's hand to prick his finger, getting an angry ferret
trying to bite him. 


"Hey,"
Horatio warned.  "He's helping the daddy.  Behave, George, or
back into the cage."  The ferret settled down to watch him run the
blood test in a saucer.  "It's clear?" 


"Perfectly
clear.  So he's at least riding above an eight," Speed offered. 
"Can you do Horatio's too?  I think he's slipped.  Our shift is
gone or else I'd go run the real tests in the lab."  Adam smiled and pulled
out a small tester.  "Oooh, the new one?" 


"The new
one."  He tested Xander's finger, looking at the number. 
"It's reading error."  He tested Horatio's.  "It's
reading eight."  Speed groaned. "So maybe they're both on a
high." 


"Don't look
at me, I'm just tired," Don assured him. 


"Eat first,
Flackey," Aiden ordered, handing him and Horatio a plate.  She
flicked Xander on the forehead when she came back with his, getting a grumpy
person.  "Eat.  Then nap again."  Xander nodded,
sitting up some so he could eat.  "Good.  Otherwise it's to the
ER with you, dear."  Xander shuddered and tensed up, eating slowly
but eating. "Good boy."  Spot barked from his position on top of
the middle ferret cage.  "How did you get up there?" 


"I tossed his
ball up there," Horatio admitted dryly. 


Ray came over to
lift the dalmatian down and tossed his ball up the hallway for him, watching
him run and get it.  He sat down against the living room wall to bounce,
roll, or toss it for the puppy, getting a happy puppy again.  "I need
one of these." 


"Talk to your
man," Aiden reminded him. 


Adam looked at
her.  "Don't make me decide.  I'm not one for
beasts."  Xander pouted at him and petted George some more. 
"Please don't do that," he begged. 


"Ray needs
company when you're being an asshole.  That way he doesn't have to get so
many frequent flier miles every month."  He took a kiss from the
shocked man.  "You have PMS.  He shows up the same time every
month." 


Adam burst out
laughing.  "He's right, I do," Ray agreed.  "Oh, I'm
moving down here as their detective.  You can come if you want.  I'd
like that but you seem to be pouting a lot.  Am I not wearing you
out?" 


"No, Ray,
you're doing that quite well," he assured him.  "We'll talk
tonight."  Ray shrugged.  "You know I wouldn't mind moving
down here. 


"Let me add
an amendment, I am moving down here close to Xander but not in with
Xander," he said plainly.  Adam gave him a look.  "I don't
mind the occasional play as long as we both agree, but really." 


"I'm not like
that," Xander complained.  "I don't want to break you two up or
get between couples or anything.  I know that part of the problems Eric
and Ryan have are my fault too." 


Speed gave him a
look and shook his head.  "No, Eric's problem is that Eric likes to
have multiple lovers and Ryan's not like that," he said plainly. 
"It's not you.  You're actually the one keeping them together because
Ryan's got an outlet for his frustration."  Xander shook his
head.  Horatio even nodded. "See?  Eric's a whole different sort
of slut.  Trust me.  Eric and Ryan's problems aren't that you like to
play with Ryan.  It's that Eric and Ryan aren't that well suited to each
other. Ryan's a homebody and Eric likes to go party a lot more than anyone but
a current frat boy.  And yes, before anyone says anything, I've said this
to both of them before." 


"He
has.  I've heard him tell Ryan the same thing," Aiden assured
him.  "Yeah, Eric and Ryan's problems are that Eric and Ryan mean
different things when they say the word 'boyfriend'.  The same as I'll
have that problem with Eric too but I think Ryan's really cute." 


Don looked at
her.  "Did you get to see when Xander threatened to turn Cordy into a
lesbian?"  She giggled, leaning on Horatio's other side. 
"Yeah.  Ryan's a bit more uptight.  That's not you and Ryan
being cuddly or whatever, Xander.  That's Ryan needs a homebody sort and
Eric needs another person who wants to go party with him most of the
time.  Since Aiden likes that too, they'll work it out."  
She looked at Xander.  "Eat."  Xander ate another
bite.  "If we have to nag you about it, I'm driving you to the ER
myself."  Xander ate a bite after that too.  "Good, keep it
up."  She looked at the others, then at Horatio, who was
yawning.  "You eat too." 


"I did."



Speed took his and
Don's empty plates, going to refill them and hand them back.  He brought a
treat for Xander, making him look at the bowl of mousse hesitantly. 
"It's good." 


"It's thick
and heavy." 


"It's my
mousse, Xander, not pudding.  Eat the rest and you can have
that."  Xander finished his dinner and dug into the treat, eating it
slowly too.  When he was done, he was back to yawning and leaning against
Horatio's side, falling asleep just like Don was against Aiden's side. 


"Awww,"
Ray said, taking a picture.  "Now all we need are billions of
repetitions of this scene."  Speed nodded.  "How long do
you think before he's back to normal?" 


"A few days
until it's out of his system then the time to regain the weight," Adam
said quietly, looking at Ray.  "You know I have no intention of
taking him in permanently, Ray." 


"No I
don't.  The same as I can't seem to get you to consider me anything but
innocent." 


"You are
innocent in many ways and I'd like to keep you that way for a great
while," he said firmly. 


"Yeah, but
I'd like a bit of variety now and then." 


Speed looked at
him.  "Ray, do you really want to end up like Xander?  Having
stories about how you screwed half the demons in a city?"  Ray shuddered
and shook his head.  "Or stories about how it was so big it was
impossible to swallow, but you sat on it?" 


"That's not
my thing." 


"Yeah, well,
that's part of not being totally innocent as well.  Granted, some
experimentation is good," he reminded their national president. 
"Remember what happens to bored GHS?"  He pointed at
Xander.  Adam shuddered and grabbed Ray to hold.  "So work it
out, guys.   Horatio's the counselor and I'm the blunt one. 
I've told a number of keepers to pull their heads outta their asses and grow
up.  Including Danny."  Danny nodded at that.  "Work
it out or hire the society a marriage counselor."  He looked at the
sleeping people.  "Aiden, can you wiggle out?  Horatio won't mind
being a pillow this once."  She wiggled free and Don snuffled, but
ran into Horatio's arm.  He shifted until he was pillowed on Horatio's
thigh and had hold of the end of Xander's braid.  Aiden took some film of
that too while the others got their own pictures. When the dog came over to lay
on top of Don they took more. 


*** 


The day Horatio
and Speed came back, Yelina cornered them.  "What happened?" 


"You got the
list, right?" Speed asked.  She nodded. "None of the GHS, ever,
are allowed to have anything on it.  It's deadly for them and it's why
Xander's still got to pack on another ten pounds.  He lost seventeen from
his normal weight."  She gave him a horrified look. "Horatio
lost six.  He's regained his and we've all been making Xander eat until
he's sick of food." 


"Is this like
drugs?" 


"It mutes the
senses GHS members have about our hormone levels and clears out the backlog
initially, but it leads to lethargy and lack of eating," Horatio
explained.  "No one had told Xander any of that however.  He
spread some tea and other things to the rest of us  he knew. I've spent
the last four days napping and being used as a pillow or a plate." 
She blushed at that.  "Not like that," he assured her. 
"Only one person gets that right."  Speed smirked.  "He's
about to be spanked however.  Xander's fine, just a bit skinny. 
Don's all right as well.  We needed the extra day to get Xander back onto
a proper schedule.   The boys had gotten a bit lax with the schedules
that we've all been working. Xander's also been going out guarded only by their
dog." 


"We're lucky Don
doesn't know he was taken again," Speed agreed. 


Horatio looked at
him.  "Four times, Speed.  The dog stopped three and Xander
himself got the other one."  He smiled at Frank when he came
over.  "How did things run while I was gone?" 


"It
didn't.  It had sand in the gears again.  You need more people."



"Talk to the
chief about the budget, Frank. I'd like more people.  Ryan's come along
amazingly well."  He headed for his office. "It's fixed but
Xander needs to eat." 


"Good. 
He okay?" 


Speed
nodded.  "Yeah, they're all fine now."  He pulled out his
favorite picture of the three of them cuddled together, showing him. 
"After a long day of being forced to eat," he explained. 


"Man,
Xander's lost some weight," Frank complained. 


"That's part
of the lethargy, Frank," Speed said, shrugging a bit. "He's regained
some of it already.  He'll be fine. His appetite jumped back yesterday and
he's eating everything in sight." 


"Good. 
He could use it," Yelina said, smiling at the shirtless Horatio and the
two other boys.  "They are adorable napping like that.  Is that
the dog?" 


"He's been
fiercely guarding Don and Xander.  The first day, we walked in to find
Xander and Don both clutching the dog like the teddybear and using him as a
pillow.  We'll have to pull stills off the film Aiden made.  When we
do, there'll be a single picture floating around."  They smiled at
that.  "Kept in my careful possession.  How were things
really?" 


"Please go
take my case from Wolfe?" Yelina begged.  "He's got three open,
he won't care." 


"Three?  
You guys could've called us yesterday." 


"No, we
couldn't have.  The Chief said to leave you guys alone when we
complained.  And did we complain!" Frank assured him. 


"Then please
whine about the budget.  He's nitpicking over gas costs last I
knew."  They shared a look.  That meant another election year
budget review.  "I'll see what we can pull up." 


"Thanks,
really."  He walked off, going back to his desk.  He found Don
at his.  "Next four calls are yours." 


"Sure,"
he agreed quietly.  "Guess you guys got told?" 


"Yup,"
he said, giving him a look.  "I noticed you were slower." 


"Yeah, a lot
slower.  I'm back to my normal perky self though."  He stood
up.  "That bad?" 


"Eight new
cases."  Ryan stomped his way. "What?  Yelina told Speed to
take her case." 


"They're
related."  He put down proof then pointed.  "Hair strands
at this and these three, plus another five cases we've already done.  So
either we've got a voyeur...." 


"Or it's one
of you guys," Don offered.  "Or it's a mysterious anomaly which
defense attorneys can use."  Ryan looked over and nodded. 
"You could've come over." 


"The Chief
told us to leave you guys alone."  He showed him the hair
profile.  "They're doing mitochondrial DNA to see if there's a
match.  I've already verified a strand match."  He looked at
Frank again.  "I'm hoping it's a voyeur." 


"Me
too!  I hate serial cases, Wolfe." 


"Good. 
As soon as we have it I'll get it back to you but we've got to start watching
for it." 


"Next four
are mine," Don assured him. 


Ryan smiled. 
"Won't help on our end any.  Even if Horatio, Speed, and Danny take
the next four too, I've still got too many open files."  He went back
to the lab, leaving those there with them.  He went to do another round of
gathering reports, smiling when most of them were separated out by case for
him.  "Thank you," he told Valera. 


"Welcome. 
The DNA on those strands will still take a day." 


"I told Frank
and Don so they can be aware." 


"Good." 
She smiled.  "Good luck." 


"Baptism by
fire," he sighed, heading back to his work lab.  He found Eric in
there and looked at the one he was sharing with him. 
"Reports."  He handed those over, then put the others with the
other case files he had open off to the side.  "With those strands of
hair, I'm looking at any other commonalities." 


"It's
probably one of the ambulance people, Wolfe, calm down," he ordered. 


"On three of
the ones with the hair found, no ambulance personnel had been noted as being
there yet."  Eric rolled his eyes. "Eric, a defense attorney can
use these things to discredit the case and us."   He got back to
work with these new things, frowning.  "Hey, a suspect,
finally!"  He smiled and worked it over, then suddenly nodded and
gathered that case together, making notes as he walked out.  He walked
around Horatio when he saw him standing in the halls.  "Found a
suspect." 


"Mr. Wolfe,
these hairs?" 


"Not a clue
yet," he offered, hitting the elevator button before looking back at
him.  "We're doing the mitochondrial DNA testing to make sure they're
the same person.  I did a strand match and they were.  I'm hoping we
can rule it as one of us." 


"I hope so as
well.  What did Frank say?" 


"He and Don
are both hoping it's a voyeur.  Don's got the next four cases." 
Horatio smiled.  "Later." He got onto the elevator and headed
down, going to the auto pool and checking one out for a while.  It was
going to be another long day.  He came back with a suspect in custody, he
had been using drugs when he went to talk to him, and food waiting on
him.  He smiled.  Xander was definitely back now. He ate while he
watched his suspect fidget, looking over as Yelina walked up to him, handing
him a drink.  "Thanks.  Found him shooting up.  I thought
I'd give it a bit to come down." 


"That's fine,
Ryan.  You're doing fine." 


"Those hairs
are going to drive me insane.  For some reason I wanted to make sure
they're not mine.  I tested it and everything so I know mine aren't a
match but I can't help but feel...." 


She covered his
mouth and looked at him.  "Worry about that one when you have the
report.  For now, finish eating and let's make this one sorry for killing
the people on their porch." 


"Car. 
Other case."  She moaned and went to get that one.  He finished
up and tossed what he should of the packaging, putting the fork into the
sink.  He even finished his drink and brushed his teeth before going in
there.  "Are you down yet?" he asked as he walked in.  The
suspect glared at him.  "Good.  Then let's talk."  He
let Yelina in and closed the door behind her. 


*** 


Xander looked up
from cooking when he felt the quickening, walking out to where Ryan was now
laying on the lawn.  "What happened?" 


"We have a
person somewhere who's shedding a hair on a great majority of cases.  No
one in common on the investigative teams."  He looked at him. 
"I need sanity." 


"You need
dinner.  Come inside and help me cook."  Ryan smiled and got up
with his help, coming inside to help him cook.  Don came home a few
minutes later. "I'm cooking." 


"Good. 
Did we get groceries too?" 


"Yup. 
So I'm making those croquette things Stella showed me."  He flipped
those over.  They were a bit too brown but still not burned.  Don
kissed the back of his neck and Xander beamed.  "Thank you.  Did
you guys get overloaded?" 


"Yes,"
Ryan moaned.  "It was murder valley the last few days." 
Xander gave him a hug.  "Thank you."  He pinched Don on the
arm, earning a smile.  "At least yours was still there." 


"Yeah, that
was nice."  He took the spatula and pulled things off the heat,
smiling at the cuddling Xander.  "He's still pretty sleepy." 


"That's fine.
I can help make these.  It's a good way to calm down."  He sent
Xander to the couch and they cooked together, chatting quietly. One thing made
Ryan hit himself in the head and hurry off with an 'I'll be back in a few, that
gave me an idea'.   He ran back to the station and signed back in,
going up to find the case he had been working on earlier.  He was right,
that was a legitimate suspect and motive he had missed earlier.  He took
it with him, going to talk to the suspect again. 


"Didn't you
leave?" Calleigh called from the other side of the parking lot. 


"Yes, then I
got an idea."  He heard something and looked around, then dove behind
a car at the first gunshot.  "Hell, not my night.  I need to
make notes." 


"You'll
remember it later," Speed said from behind him.  Officers were
rushing off to deal with the issue.  "Ryan, are you hit?" 


"No, not
yet."  He looked at himself, then at him.  "Why?" 


"Go find your
suspect."  Ryan got into his hummer with the file and headed off,
thinking hard to get back his last few thoughts.   It finally came to
him again and it was like lightening.  Or maybe a quickening.  He
sped up and turned on the lights.  This was not going to be pretty. 
Good but not pretty. 


Speed looked
around at the chaos, then over at Calleigh, who was pouting. 
"Go." 


"I
can't." 


"You
can.  You were a victim.  You can't work it."  She beamed
and got in to go home.  He called the night shift ballistics tech in to
warn him about it.  It was a thoughtful gesture on his part. They came
back with someone in custody.  "Right into a room, boys.  I'm
right behind you."  They nodded and drug him up there, struggling and
trying to kick. 


*** 


Ryan walked in
later that night.  "I'm down to four open cases and that hair
investigation," he said proudly.  Danny clapped.  "Thank
you.  I deserve it since someone took a potshot at either Calleigh or
me."  He flopped down next to Xander, looking at him. 
"Thank you for being a good idea giver." 


"Welcome." 
He gave him another hug. 


"Awww. 
Is it worn out?" he teased.  Danny nodded at that. 
"Good.  I like that.  That means I'll have the bouncy ball of
boy to go shopping with soon."  Xander laughed and gave him a squeeze
then let him go.  "So...."  He looked at Danny. 
"Thank you for coming back." 


"If we had
known it had been that bad we'd have nagged from a distance yesterday. 
Horatio's already talked to the chief about that rule."  He finished
his snack and put the plate down.  "Hungry?" 


"No I had a
burger, thanks though."  He looked down at Xander, stroking over his
hair.  "Don and his dog gone?" 


"Dog's on the
bed.  Ferrets are on the bed somewhere," he said with a small
smile.  "Waiting on their boy to join them.  If he wants
to."  Xander nodded, going that way.  "He's been good
today." 


"Good. What
can I do to help?" 


"For now,
make him eat a lot more than he had been."  Ryan nodded at
that.  "By the way, I got you lunch." 


"Thank you, I
probably wouldn't have eaten without it."  Danny smiled. 
"He need me or just cuddles or just eating support?" 


"Cuddling him
is good.  He's almost fully worn it out.  Oh, and Ray will be
starting in a few days." 


"Good. 
We could use another detective." Danny grinned at that. "Too bad he
can't do lab stuff." 


"Yeah but the
Chief is wary of Horatio's budget." 


"If we had
more techs we'd work less overtime." 


Danny nodded at
that.  "As long as they were decent techs." 


"True. 
Horatio wouldn't let any other type work though." 


"Very
true," Danny agreed.  Don came in and he smiled.  "Ray's
starting soon." 


"Good. 
I'll let him work with me until he's gotten used to the city.  Frank's
desk will thank him for it."  He sat down next to Ryan and gave him a
hug.  "It's all right.  Xander will be back to normal in no
time." 


"That's
fine.  Watch out, there was an attempted sniper attack in the parking
lot." 


"Oh, I will
be," Don assured him, giving him a squeeze.  "You be careful too
since I heard it was aimed your way." 


"It
was?" 


"It
was," Danny agreed.  "Changing lives sucks so be very
careful." 


"I will
be." 


"Good. 
Though maybe you can become a masseuse or something."  Ryan smiled at
that.  "We could use one around here." 


"We
could."  He let Don snuggle for a bit, smiling when he heard the
snore.  Danny snorted but came over to help get Don to bed as well. 
Then he and Danny went to check out the downstairs area and make sure it was
still all right.  Plus what else Xander had done down there. 


The furry spots
were very nice and soft when they ran hands over them.  A great place for
their boys to play with toys when they weren't available. 


*** 


Frank smiled at
the new guy. "Ray.  Welcome to Miami."  They were in the
station and it was time to get the stories straight for the gossips. 


"Thanks. 
Do you guys ever turn off the sun?" 


"Not hardly
and then it's a hurricane," he offered with a grin.  "So, why
did you choose to come down here?" 


"I'm a friend
of a few people down here." 


"Horatio's?"



"Xander's,"
he said honestly.  Frank moaned. "Sorry." 


"No, that's
okay.  We're getting used to friends of Xander around here.  Anything
we should know since we do know about Don and that stuff?" 


Ray grinned and
nodded.  "You knew I was.  Also, my boyfriend's the national
head." 


"Good to
know.  So if we've got problems with that stuff, we'll call
him."  He smiled.  "You've already got a desk and I can
guarantee you'll have a case within hours." 


"Yay
me."  He found the empty desk and put his bag down, starting to
unpack. 


"What did you
work before?  I never asked." 


"Violent
crimes." 


"So, some
homicide, some robbery?" 


Ray looked up at
him.  "Basically whatever the patrol guys didn't feel like dealing
with that day," he agreed.  "A lot of it was still paperwork,
Frank."  That got a smile, it was the universal cop gripe. 
"Just promise me I won't have to work with a Mountie." 


"Nah, none of
those here unless they're on vacation," he swore.  Ray grinned and
relaxed, settling into his new desk.  Don walked in.  "You're
late, rookie." 


"I'm not a
rookie, Frank.  I'm also not late.  I'm not due in for another
hour."  Ray looked at him.  "Finally.  Xander was
pouting because we told him he couldn't feed everyone for your first lunch
here." 


"Awww, let
him," Frank complained.  "We all ate good the last time." 


"Frank, he's
still a bit too underweight," Don said quietly. 


"He'll be
fine and Alexx will mother the boy.  Just like she does Speed and
Ryan."  He saw people going running past.  "What's going
on?" 


"Someone shot
Wolfe," someone shouted. 


"Oooh,
damn."  They hurried out too.  Ryan was alive, which was nice,
and bleeding, which was normal.  Ray beat them over there, whispering in
his ear, getting a nod and a pained look.  "Huh.  I thought that
was just Delko and you, Flack," he said quietly.  Don glared at
him.  "You cut your hand on the paper and I noticed it." 
Don groaned.  "I'm a good detective." 


"You are,
Frank, and I'm not sure why I still work in law enforcement." 


"You'd be
bored and angsting that you didn't help."  He walked over to help Ray
and Eric with him.  "Guys, out of the public view before those become
any more visible?"  Eric gave him a look.  "I've caught you
doing it before too, Delko.  Get him out of the public view." 
They got him into the ambulance and off.  Those two could handle it and
Horatio probably already knew.  He turned and found him giving orders to
the patrol guys.  "So, another person with the little blue
lights?" he asked quietly.  Horatio looked at him. 
"Noticeable when it fixes paper cuts too, Caine." 


Horatio nodded.
"Mr. Wolfe is," he agreed quietly.  "Why?" 


"Well, at
least he'll have fun on his mandatory time off." 


"Indeed and
we'll get a clean ballistics sample."  Frank smirked at that.
"His body will force it out.  He'll be fine."  Their boss
came running and Horatio nodded at him, looking at the search teams as they
came back.  "Anything?" 


"Three shell
casings, already tagged and bagged by Duquesne," one reported.  
"We found their nest, she's got it now.  Will Wolfe be fine?" 


"He'll be
perfectly fine in a few days, gentlemen.  Ryan's a very strong man and I
know he'll go to his own doctor instead of the ER.  He'll make sure he
heals without a scar if possible."  They all smiled at that. 
"Anything else to report?" 


"My team
found tire tracks, sir, and they know.  Messer is taking pictures of them
now since there were at least two kinds." 


"Thank
you," Horatio said.  "Let's up the building's security again,
shall we?"  They nodded and went to do that. He looked at his
boss.  "Ryan will be fine." 


"Good! 
How long should he have to be off?" 


"Average is a
few weeks," Frank told him.  "When I got hit in the outer arm, a
graze, I got three days plus mandatory counseling." 


Horatio
nodded.  "My last one was a few weeks since it was more
serious."  The chief moaned.  "What?" 


"Can't he
come back early?" 


"I'm sure
he'll try but he'll need medical clearance first, sir." 


"Then again,
Wolfe's out of training mostly, so they could use another few new techs,"
Frank offered.  He got glared at for it. "Not like they're going to
be bored, sir." 


"On the very
bad days, I borrow from night shift," Horatio reminded him. 


"Yeah, but
doing that leaves them stuck and then they complain to the detectives,"
Frank assured him, patting him on the back.  It got a small smirk. 
"The last time you did that was the plane crash, Horatio." 


"I
remember."  He looked at his boss again.  "I could use a
few new techs however. Especially with that memo about certain people getting
ready to lose leave time."  He groaned.  "I know Eric Delko
alone has over a month saved up.  Speedle has at least three.  I have
more." 


"You three
leave us like that again, I'm going to go on strike," Frank assured him.
"Please, boss?  Even a part time one?  Or one who swings back
and forth.  Or even a swing shift like I heard they've got in Vegas?"



"I have been
looking at the swing shift idea," he admitted.  "I'd rather
promote from within for that senior position however."  He gave a
pointed look at Speed's back then at Horatio.  "I don't think the
logical choice would go over well however." 


"Probably
not," Horatio agreed. He called his night counterpart.  "I'm
here with the chief about the manpower issues.  Another attack in the
parking lot.  Wolfe's arm.  He'll be fine."  He
smiled.  Then he nodded.  "That's what I was thinking. 
Would they need...."  He laughed.  "That's agreeable to me
as well.  Thank you, Connie."  He hung up.  "She and I
agree, Chief.  We can handle their paperwork too."  The Chief
smiled.  "Also, it'd save on the overtime my people get." 
He and Speed both worked enough overtime that their checks were more than
healthy enough to take the pay cut.   "Poach, but not my
team." 


"But...." 
Horatio glared.   "Fine, we'll see if any of the night shift
wants to move.  I'll have to post it anyway.  You know that." 


"Thank you,
sir.  You might also post it in the journal.  Even a half-team would
help." 


"That's not a
bad idea.  I'll let you and Connie handle that.  Give me a report
today on how many openings you two decided on.  No more than half a
team." 


"Agreed." 
The Chief walked off. Horatio smirked at that and did a happy dance inside. 


Frank cleaned
closer.  "Line dancing or picking your boy up to spin around and
squealing inside?" he whispered, making Horatio splutter and give him a
look before walking off to tell the others.  Frank grinned.  That
would be a nice thing.  And maybe they'd move Ray to be their detective
too. 


*** 


Ryan stomped into
Xander's house, making him look alarmed.  "I'm off for four damn
weeks of pointless rest." 


"Yeah, that's
what normal men would have to have," Xander agreed.  "So?" 


"It's
pointless!" 


"It means no
one else will realize that you've got blue lightening syndrome, as Ray said
Frank called it."  Ryan sat down with a groan, rubbing his
face.  "So we'll go have fun for four weeks, Ryan.  You're
stressed anyway." 


"Your idea of
fun and my idea of sanity, two different things, Xander."  Xander
pouted at him.  "No traveling." 


"There was
that offer to go learn that other self-defense style."  Ryan gave him
a look.  "It'd be beneficial." 


"It might be
but you need to gain the rest of that weight back."  He pulled him
over and into his lap to look him over.  "You're doing good. Nearly
there."  He took a kiss and let Xander cuddle him. "You're still
keeping it worn out?" 


"It's an
impossible task," he offered with a teasing grin.  "Want to help
me finish my holiday shopping too?" 


Ryan moaned. 
Xander needed reined in for that.  "Sure, I can do that.  I'm
supposed to be on bedrest for the next day though." 


"So you'll be
on bed rest in the gust room." 


Ryan smiled.
"I like the way you think, Harris."  He took another kiss, only
interrupted by little teeth nibbling on his hand.  He looked down. 
"Hi, Beauty."  He stroked her gently.  "Such a pretty
ferret.  You live up to your name."  George snuck over and
pounced too.  "Good pounce, George."  That got a laugh from
their father and Xander slid off his lap, getting him the tub of kitten chow,
what they ate. It was a good thing to play and treat the ferrets. 
"Where's the dog?" 


"Outside. 
He's laying in the grass watching the water for pirates." 


"Sure. 
He find any?" 


"One. 
Came up from the beach.  He walked over to him and barked happily, getting
petted."  Ryan laughed.  "He did!  Then, when the guy
came out with a box of stuff, he set off another unholy racket that made Don
get up and check.  He's watching for him to come back."  Ryan
laughed at the image of Don fighting pirates with his trust doggy
sidekick.  "Also, Danny and Don both said we've got to do something
about the money laying around. Christmas presents do that." 


"They
do," Ryan agreed, smiling at him.  "We still need to get into
the rest of the bags."  Xander handed over the binder he had worked
up.  "Hmm.  Are we sure Tumie doesn't want his stuff?" 


"I called to
talk to him a few days ago, checking on him, making sure he's all right and
things.  He said he's fine now, better, all healed where they did have to
take the one ball. He said if he never saw it again he'd be a happy GHS and to
please sell it or whatever.  I've already separated out the first stack,
including hair things I don't want.  Some of the other stuff was clothes
that I was going to donate somewhere. It's not too far off ours." 


"We can do
that.  Did you make an appointment?" 


"Yup. 
We keep a list of places that're used to us."  He went to get that
bag and bring it out.  It was even a normal one.  "Much easier
to carry than the one footlocker Don and I drug into one."  Ryan
gaped at him.  "Tips from when I was working." 


"Damn." 


Xander
nodded.  "I had a client who was an earth demon."  He
shrugged and they went to pick out what Xander should wear.  Ryan could
play guard. 


*** 


Xander smiled at
the jeweler helping him.  "I got your name off our lists.  It's
not vitally important but I'm rather tired of looking at them." 


"Where did
you get these?  Some of them are exquisite and some not too much. 
Plus all the hair sticks?"  Xander pulled around his braid. 
"Ah, a reasonable reason for you to collect them." 


"People like
to play with my hair.  Mostly those were presents or what my kidnapers
gave to me."  The man looked confused.  "Sorry, I'm a
member of GHS."  He put down his membership card, getting an
understanding look.  "We keep a list of stores that know about us and
cater to our peculiar natures." 


"I've heard
others complaining about gaudy kidnaping presents as well," he promised,
looking in the rest of the bag. "The cash?" 


"Going to the
bank," he sighed. "My keeper was not happy when he found my emergency
stash laying around." 


"That could
be dangerous," he agreed. He went back over them.  "To be
honest, we can't take all these." 


"I
know.  That's why I made an appointment at the other place for two hours
from now," he offered with a small smile.  The jeweler laughed and
nodded, separating out what he wanted of the grouping.  He made out a
check for him.  "Maybe you can sell the hair sticks as holiday
presents.  They mostly would be very nice." 


"They would
be," he agreed, packing the rest away again.  "Thank you, Mr.
Harris. I'll do some lovely things with the loose ones.  Any time you have
to deal with that issue, please, come to me first." 


Xander beamed.
"I will.  I had one in New York I went to and I'll put you up there
with his name."  He winked and gathered everything together, heading
out to the car.  Ryan gave him a look as he took the bag.  "I'll
have to start another safety deposit box." 


"Probably
true."  They headed for the other place and Ryan got a very bad
feeling about it.  He called Horatio.  "Hey, boss.  Playing
bodyguard for Xander.  Doing what his men ordered and handling those bags,
boss.  Yeah, doing that.  Do we have anything on McCauley Jewelers?" 
He froze and took a deep breath then nodded.  "Sure,
boss."  He hung up.  "No, Xander." 


"Why
not?" 


"This is
where Speed almost died.  No." 


"Okay. I'll
cancel the appointment and go to a real one."  Ryan relaxed. 
"Sorry." 


"No, you
didn't know.  It's all right."  He patted him on the arm. 
"Let's do that now and then find a better place."  Xander stuck
in his earbud and typed in the number from the window, then drove off, talking
quietly.  He found another store and they both went in, Ryan with the bag in
his supposedly uninjured hand. 


"Sorry this
is such short notice," Xander said with a small smile.  "I'm GHS
and these are annoying me." 


"Members of
GHS often have these issues, sir.  What did you bring me?" 
Xander took the bag and poured it out, then shook it a few times to get the
last few stones.  Ryan took the bag back and searched it, putting them
onto the counter as well.  "My," he said happily, picking them
up to look over.  "Second stop?" 


Xander leaned
closer.  "I'm interviewing to see who I want to deal with some other
things.  I'm a level ten."  The man moaned.  Xander pulled
something out of his pocket and put it down, making him drool.  "I
get presents like this usually.  Another member and I were taken together
and he's decided he didn't want what they gave him.  So I'm setting it up
in an account for him just in case and I'll be doing the rest of mine
shortly."  He smiled.  "So a small test to see who I like
best." 


"I'm
surprised, most of you go to McCauley's." 


Ryan coughed and
tapped his badge, getting a horrified look.  "I'm with the lab so
there's a severe conflict there.  Xander's a great friend to most of my
shift.  Never happen." 


"Understandable. 
That was a deplorable thing."  He smiled and went back to
looking.  Then he picked up the emerald Xander had pulled out of his
pocket.  "I adore this.  I could get a few great pieces out of
this one if you'd permit me to recut." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I don't have any attachment to it."  The
jeweler smiled and nodded, handing over the check he found with the baggie of cash
as well when he came to it.  He took the rest and paid very well for
it.  GHS members often brought in some of the best things.  Xander
smiled.  "You're bonded, right?" 


"I am,
fully." 


"Good, I need
someone to do appraisals for his and my stuff.  Could I get you to do
that?" 


"You
can.  Would you want to do that here?" 


"Not
really.  Not with that much stuff.  I'd feel kind of odd." 


"I understand
perfectly, sir, and I'll gladly do that for you.  Call me when you've got
everything pulled out and ready for me and I can take that day off.  I'm
only one salesman here and the boss will appreciate the future
business."  Xander smiled and took his personal card, tucking it into
his wallet.  "Thank you, sir, for trusting us." 


"I like you
guys.  You guys have always been good to me when I came in for presents
before."  He winked and walked out with Ryan, handing him the
check.  "I like him." 


"So do
I.  He seemed really happy to get all that."  He kept his mouth
shut about it being a bit lower in value than he thought it should be. 
Xander probably didn't care about that. He walked Xander into the bank as well,
watching as he set up the separate account.  Then they went to have ice
cream and plan their strategy with the remaining money. 


*** 


Don walked in and found
Xander gift wrapping.  "Already?" 


"Yup, holiday
stuff," he agreed happily.  "I've got a release from Tumie to do
whatever with his stuff in the office.  I found a nice jeweler who'll
appraise it for us. Plus I only have to help Speed shop now.  Horatio
asked that I did when we called to see if they needed anything."  He
grinned and finished the last bow, putting that one aside. 


"You're more
on the ball than I am, Xander," Don promised, patting him on the
head.  "Doesn't that mean we have to sort through the bags
first?" 


"Already
done, it's in a binder."  Don came back to take it when he held it
up, sitting down to look through it.  He grinned at the moans. 
"Including Tumie's stuff.  I sent him the lists and the stuff he
wanted to save and the rest is still in the box in the garage." 


"That's
fine."  He read over it again.  "Where's the stuff from New
York?  I was looking at your bank statement to see if I could tell where
the problem your ATM card had came from and it's less than it should be." 


Xander looked at
him.  "All that's still up there, Don.  Not like I changed
lives."  Don moaned.  "What?  I was supposed to move
it?" 


"Yeah,
Xander.  You were." 


"Not like I
care. I'm not going to need access to it immediately." 


"We should
still consolidate it." 


"I set
Tumie's stuff into his own account." 


"That's
reasonable."  He went back to looking, then decided to call
Danny.  "It's me.  Do you think we should pull his accounts down
from New York? Yeah, he left that all up there.  Including the safety
deposit boxes?"  Xander nodded.  "Yeah, Danny, including
those."  He smiled at the groaning he was doing and the head thumping
on the desk.  "That's what I thought but he gave m this 'duh' look
when I mentioned it."  Xander stuck his tongue out.  "Now
he's flashing me some tongue."  He grinned.  "Sure. 
When you get home.  Is Ryan still here?" 


"I dropped
him off with his groceries." 


"He's at
home, Danny.  Sure."  He hung up.  "After dinner
tonight we're going to go over all of that, Xander." 


"Yes,
sir.  Can we take your car to the clothes bins?" 


"We
can," Don agreed.  "We have it all in normal bags?" 
Xander gave him a sheepish look.  "Xander?" 


"There's too
much for suitcases." 


"So?" 


"Please? 
I'll shake it in and everything." 


"Fine,"
he sighed.  Xander bounced in to get the bag he needed and came back out
with it.  They headed off together, going to the clothing donation center
that one of the local churches ran.  Xander walked up to the outdoor donation
bin and opened the door, opening the bag and thinking about emptying it. 
Then he upended it and watched the clothes rain out.  Silks, satins, a few
pieces of leather he hated.  Including one vest from his stuff as Ryan's
consort but he had been told he could give it to charity.  He gave the bag
a few more good shakes and looked inside, getting the thing in the way out. A
belt.  The rest fell in and he had to move some out of the way, but it was
fine.  Finally the clothing stopped and he backed up and let the door
close, smiling at the nun watching him.  "Stuff given to me that I
don't want," he admitted, smiling and walking off.  "Have a nice
day, sister, and if you can't use it, get it to someone who can." 


"I
will," she agreed, opening the door.  She blinked at all the clothes. 
"That was empty an hour ago," she said, heading back inside to get
one of the men to bring in the bin for her. He gave her an odd look but when he
saw why he did do that.  She held up one shirt and smiled. 
"Silk is always nice but a bit upscale for our clientele." 


"Maybe we can
give it a consignment shop," he offered. 


"That's not a
bad idea but I'll have to check," she admitted.  She got to work
sorting into what they could use and what they couldn't use.  Someone had
very expensive tastes. A few had stains so she put them into a separate pile to
see if they could be removed.  If not, perhaps they would go into the
scraps pile for quilts.  She would love to use them for quilts.  Some
of the stains were big enough to use as blocks as well. The leather vest went
into the 'going' pile immediately.  Some people had very expensive and odd
tastes.  She called her supervisor.  "Monsignor, we've just had
a very generous donation but it's not things we can use.  Yes, down here
in clothing. Silk shirts and a leather vest mostly."  She
smiled.  "Yes, those things.  Some silk pajamas pants as
well."  She looked at one.  "And a few that are made from
the same silk but are like regular pants.  Please.  Barney suggested
we might take them to a consignment shop if we can't use them."  She
smiled.  "I caught the owner, he said if we couldn't use them to give
them to who could. I can't think of any thrift shop that could truly use this
much silk.  I'm surrounded by it.  Nearly filled the bin, yes,
sir."  She smiled.  "Feel free to come down." 
She hung up and looked at those pants again.  "That's much to thin to
wear like normal pants." 


"Some women
do," he offered.  She held them up and he shrugged.  "Maybe
the guy was gay?" 


She pursed her
lips.  "I would hope not but I suppose he's doing good works to try
to become right with God."  Her supervisor came in and she waved a
hand.  "You see?" 


"I
do."  He looked at the pants then shrugged and put them into the
going pile as well.  The first few got looked at and he nodded at the vest
that had Ares' sign on it.  "Pagan.  Probably his working
attire."  She pursed her lips.  "They do just as much good
works as we do, Sister. It's part of their creed as well," he chastised.
"Now, a consignment shop would be more than acceptable.  The money
would go into the same fund.  Bag those up and I'll find one." 
He looked at the last pile.  "Those would make some beautiful quilts
if you wanted to use them for it."  She nodded, going to find bags for
him and taking her things to her room when they were done.  He smiled at
Barney.  "Who was it?" 


"Young guy,
dark hair, braid down his back.  I thought he might be gay." 


"It's a
possibility. We do have a number of them here," he agreed.  He took
the bags out to  his car and went to the shop he usually went to when he
needed decent clothes.  It was more upscale than not.  "Ah, my
dear," he said, kissing her on the cheek.  "A most timely
donation today but mostly in things we couldn't use."  She looked happily. 
"None have labels but they're mostly silk."  She took the bags
into the back to look them over, smiling at what he had brought her. 
"I was hoping you could use them?" 


"I can. 
I have a client who would adore them, Monsignor."  She gave him a hug
and wrote out a check for the entire batch, leather vest and all, then called
her contact once she was gone.  "Unlabeled silk shirts and
pants," she said simply.  "Church donation bin.  They
couldn't use it so they brought it here.  I'll be here."  She
hung up and went to hang things up for him, using her standing presser to take
out any wrinkles.   The leather vest got a look and she put it in the
window.  Some goth kid would want that probably.  Her contact came in
and came to look at the new things, taking what he wanted.  He paid well
for it.  The rest went onto the 'goth' rack since they looked like poet
shirts for the most part.  They were more into that look and she did cater
to them as well. 


*** 


Danny finished
looking over the stuff Xander had been keeping on the bank accounts, then at
him.  "Is this all of them?" he asked, patting the stack. 
"Demon bank and all?"  Xander nodded, giving him a sheepish
look.  "I'm not mad.  You're doing fine with it,
Xander."  That got a smile.  "It's way too complicated
though.  Having everything in one city is nice." 


"But the bank
up there really does appreciate me." 


"I know that
but you're down here now," Danny reminded him patiently.  Xander
nodded at that reasonable point.  "Good.  Then we'll definitely
have to move this stuff." 


"How?" 


"I'm not sure,"
Danny admitted.  "Which bank are you using down here?" 


"The same one
we do."  He pointed at that.  "The new one is from Tumie's
stuff." 


"Decent." 
He looked at that again then at Xander, shaking his head.  "Take the
rest of this in tomorrow to the local bank down here.  See what they can
do.  Especially about that safety deposit box.  Some banks wouldn't
like that."  Xander nodded at that.  "Tell the other bank
that you appreciate the hell out of them but you've decided to move down here
permanently and it's easier and safer to have it all in the same city. 
Let them handle it between the banks." 


"Yes,
Danny." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "You did a great job without us on this." 
Xander preened. "Where did the gambling money go?" 


"Treats and
presents.  I got done with the holiday shopping." 


"Congrats. 
I'm proud.  I haven't even started yet."  Xander grinned at
that. "Did you want to hint?" 


"Spa time's
good." 


"I'll do that
or some music or somethin' then."  Xander relaxed again. 
"It's all good but it's time to deal with that.  What about the rest
of the stuff?" 


"All Tumie's
stuff is in one bag out there.  All mine is in one bag in here.  I
sent Horatio's stuff to him the other day.  Ryan picked up his before we
went grocery shopping so it might still be in the trunk of the car." 


"That's
fine," he agreed, shrugging a bit. "It happens."  He leaned
back.  "Are you about shopped out?" Xander nodded. 
"That's even better.  You're cleaning out your closet tonight because
your clothes are now in mine and Don's closets."  Xander gave him a
sheepish look. "I know, you didn't have any before now you're making sure
you do.  Still too much."  Xander nodded.  "Good
boy.  Let's go do that for now, okay?"  Xander got up and headed
that way with a soda, Danny giving the stacks a look then walking off shaking
his head.  Everyone had thought it was cute that he had worn Xander's
shirt today.  He had defended it as he couldn't find his own with all his
clothes.   It was cute how Don settled in to do his too, but Xander
pouted him into keeping his favorite things.  Once the Ares' consort
outfits were covered with some tissue paper, the rest of the new trunk in the
corner was filled with the other leathers, and lo and behold, the closet was
halfway done. Danny wasn't sure if he should moan or laugh at that.  Don
settled it by hugging him for being so understanding.
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Xander carried the
file into the bank, sighing at the secretary.  "I need to bring down
accounts now.  I was told it was unreasonable to have three-quarters of
everything in another state."  She put him down to speak to someone
and he sat down to wait.  It wasn't too long before a woman in a fairly
severe business suit came looking for him.  "Hi, Xander
Harris."  He shook her hand.  "I've got to consolidate and
move stuff down from New York." 


"That's
fine.  We can do that," she assured him, her voice low and hushed but
smooth and authoritive.  She led him into her office and closed the
door.  "What did you bring for me, Mr. Harris?" 


"I brought
everything and my financial manager's number.  He's out in Washington
state but it's toll free." 


"That's more
than acceptable," she assured him with a small smile.  He handed it
over and she dialed it.  She put it on speaker for him too. 


"Steve
Ellison." 


"Stevey, it's
Xander.  Danny said I've got to move everything here to Miami." 


"That might
be a problem since that one box you were told has to stay in New York at that
speciality bank." 


"It can stay
there and wither in it," he promised him. 


"Good. 
Let me get your books.  Who are you with?" 


"I'm Miss
Gold at the bank," she said.  "I'm helping him with the
move." 


Xander dug out
something.  "This one account isn't being moved," he told
her.  She nodded, putting that aside with a post-it note.  "It's
from the sale of something that was given to me by a fellow kidnaping victim
and he didn't want it but I didn't want it so I did what Steve said and got a
release and put it aside in a special account if he ever wants it." 


"Kidnaping?"



"I'm a member
of GHS." 


She considered him
for a moment.  "We've heard rumors about your people, Mr.
Harris." 


He grinned.
"Probably mostly true.  We're often taken due to our hormonal
issues."  Steve snorted at that. "Bless you." 


"Your
hormones are bad enough.  Yours and everyone else's together is
horrible," Steve complained.  "Yes, they exist.  That
particular group of assets was from someone who took himself and another member
together.  The other member managed to get back home and didn't want to
look at the things he had been given so he gave them to Xander. I told him to
get a release and set it up in a separate account." 


"Which I did.
The release is at home in the files," Xander assured him. 


"Good. 
Now, what are we dealing with?" 


"Everything
in New York.  Danny said it's not reasonable and not good for me to have
it up there." 


"Is Danny the
one who presently took you?" 


"No, he's my
keeper.  He's like a boyfriend with extra special duties," he offered
with a grin. "I've been taken a number of times and he's with the PD so he
protects me.  He should be on my main account."  She pulled it
up then nodded.  "Don Flack Junior is my other protector." 


"That's fine,
sir."  She looked at him.  "They let you come back with
what they had given you?" 


"Not exactly
but we pouted and cajoled our way out of that one," he said, it was as
close to the truth as he could get.  "At least I'm not having to
store the elephants." 


She let out a
small giggle.  "I remember seeing them on the news." 


"That was
Tumie and me, yeah," he agreed dryly. He looked around and waved at
Richard since he had felt him apparently.  Then he went back to her. 
"Sorry, know him." 


"That's
fine.  We like it when friends suggest us to others."  She
looked him over.  "Aren't you worried what they'll do to you?" 


"I'm pretty
good with it.  I can get myself out of anything.  As long as they
don't try to castrate me again, I'm pretty good with it most of the time. 
As long as they don't touch the hair."  She burst out giggling at
that.  "I've nearly killed one for wanting to cut my hair," he
said with a small pout.  "I'm not kidding." 


"He's
not," Steve agreed.  "Also, the need you probably have to hug
him?  That's why he's taken so often." 


She cleared her
mind and nodded.  "I understand now.  Let's see what we have
here already, shall we?"  She looked at the current accounts. 
"Do we have your proper address for tax season?" 


"Don drags me
to the IRS every few months," Xander admitted.  "The last guy we
briefed down here thought it was cute I put bedtoy down as my
occupation."  She gaped. "That's what they want me for. 
That's why they take me.  It's the truth."  She shook her head
quickly and he grinned.  "Yes, GHS members are all like this. At the
higher levels especially." 


"What are the
lower levels like?" 


"Less intense
and less bouncy, also less taken usually." 


"Can you go
to a lower level?" 


"It's my
hormones.  I can't do a thing with them." 


"I'm
sorry."  She got to work pulling up everything to look at. 
"I see you have a very healthy balance here, Mr. Harris."  She
smiled at Steve's cough.  "Does he get your monthly statements?"



"I do the
online one," Steve assured her.  "I'm the one who yells at him
for overspending because Danny's lenient and so is Don." 


"I finished
my holiday shopping out of the gambling winnings, Steve." 


"Congrats. 
I've got to start mine.  You'll get forms for that too." 


"Already
have," he said happily. "That's why Don's already drug me to the IRS
so they can keep a running file like they did in New York.  I went to the
same guy after I got done with the sale of stuff for Tumie too.  He has a
copy of the release and this account's number in case it's needed for
documentation." 


"Good. 
Well done, Xander," Steve praised.  "Now maybe some day I'll
have you up to dealing with your investments." 


"Eww." 


"Sorry. 
I know you hate it.  Miss Gold, he should have brought you in a few inch
thick stack of papers.  We'll decide where everything goes from
there." 


"Of course,
Mr. Ellison, and please call me Marty." 


"Call me
Steve then.  I foresee many calls between us in the next few
days."  She laughed at that.  "It's been a mess since I
first met Xander.  He likes to diversify accounts by reasons he got
them." 


"It worked
for me," Xander said, starting to pout again. 


"Some people
do that but mostly they put those into CD's around here and let them roll over
until they're ready to deal with them." 


"Like
music?" Xander asked hesitantly. 


"Not quite,
Xander," she offered.  Steve chuckled at that. "It's a short
term, locked investment account." 


"You lost me
at my name, Miss Gold.  That's why I have Steve and Danny." 


"All right
then.  Let us work this out and you come back in an hour?"  He
nodded eagerly and left.  She sighed.  "He's so young." 


"He is but
he'll be like this his whole life," Steve assured her.  "He'll
be a hundred and taken by some rich, bored guy probably." 


"Poor
man.  Too bad they can't fix his hormones for him."  She got to
work with him, sorting out the piles into various banks.  "This small
one...." 


"It's a
private bank and very small," Steve agreed. "He started out there and
one in Sunnydale." 


"I see that
one too.  It's got the nicest, easiest balance of all of them." 


"I've seen
that. That's from where he left to go on his road trip, where this ability was
found out for him.  Since then he's been stolen a number of times by
people who wanted him to be their concubine." 


"Poor
man.  That's a horrible life." 


"It's got its
compensations," he pointed out.  He drank something. 
"Sorry, morning out here." 


"I
understand.  He said you were in Washington state?" 


"Cascade. 
I do this for him as a private matter.  He's a friend of a friend and I'm
running a race track out here." 


"Interesting. 
MBA?" 


"From
Harvard," he agreed.  "That's why they suggested me." 
He snorted.  "Sorry.  It's winter here too."  She
giggled. "I'll have to come visit him soon to get a vacation." 


"A lot of
people do come to Miami for that purpose, Steve."  She got to work
typing in names to see if they could do direct moves.  "Well, all but
one of them we can do a direct move from.  That one in Sunnydale's not on
the same system.  They might charge him a fee for doing an electronic
transfer between us." 


"I'm on his
account there too.  I can handle that later and have it sent as a check
otherwise." 


"Good." 


*** 


Xander walked in
with a stack of pizza boxes, letting the door guard have one with a smile while
he was signed in.  "I need a cuddle," he told the
receptionist.  "I hate dealing with banking stuff." 


"Over-drafted?"



"No, they've
got to move my stuff from New York and it's like the military moving a whole
company of people at this point."  She smiled and paged someone to
come get him.  "Want some?" 


"No thank
you, Xander. I just had lunch."  He nodded and gave Calleigh a weak
smile when she came over.  "He's had banking issues all
morning." 


"You poor
thing.  The bad side of GHS?" she teased. 


He nodded. 
"Moving the safety deposit boxes is looking like the Marines moving a
company of troops at the moment.  Can I have a cuddle?" 


"Sure. 
We'll all come eat.  We're having a slower day today."  She led
him to the break room and got everyone else notified, then sat down to let him
cuddle her until Danny came in, then he slid into his lap to get real cuddles. 


"I hate doing
the banking stuff." 


"As long as
it all got settled today you shouldn't have to do it again." 


"No, because
when it comes in I've got to verify everything with the last statement and all
the safety deposit boxes.  That's going to take four trips because they
scheduled them to come in on different days."  Danny stroked his back
under his hair.  "Then she hinted that the ones with stones might
have to be evaluated and counted too, which I'd have to be there for." 


"It's a
security precaution," Danny reminded him gently.  Xander nodded and
gave him a squeeze.  "Let me eat then I'll cuddle some
more."  Xander slid off his lap and let him have some food too. 


"I was going
to ask if the dog died," Frank said as he quit hovering in the
doorway.  "Everything okay?" 


"I made him
move his accounts down from New York finally and he's got *days* of dealing
with the bank," Danny told him, handing over the box, getting a smile for
it.  Xander nodded he was right.  "He'll be fine, he's pouty at
the moment.  He's got a very good financial person watching over his stuff
for him." 


"Steve didn't
like the other safety deposit boxes either," Xander told him.
"Especially not from the demon bank." 


"They have
their own banks?" Calleigh asked.  He nodded.  "Do they run
on different money?" 


He looked at her
and shook his head.  "No."  She shuddered. 
"Mostly they live on their debit cards.  Less chance of leaving
residue behind." 


"Good to
know," Frank agreed, eating another bite.  "How much are we talking?"



Danny looked at
him. "I lost count months ago, Frank." 


Xander got up to
whisper in his ear, making poor Frank choke.  "That much.  Plus
the safety deposit boxes."  He sat down again.  Speed strolled
in.  "Second box down is the veggie one." 


"Thanks." 
He popped open that box and made three plates.  "Ryan's in and
begging pitifully too."  He went to deliver them and brought his
back. "Horatio said I'm going Christmas shopping with you?" 


"No, I'm
going shopping with you," Xander countered.  "He said you were
thinking about something very special and I have good taste in that area, plus
you won't be alone."  Speed raised an eyebrow and Xander glanced at
his bracelet.  Speed nodded at that.  "He said so." 


"That's
fine.  We can go on my next day off, Xander.  How did the bank thing
go?" 


"He came in
and said he needed cuddles," Calleigh told him.  "Told the
receptionist that too."  Xander nodded and pouted. 


"Feel lucky
you've got Steve," Danny told him.  "Or else you'd have to do
this on your own." 


"None of the
others do." 


"True, the
higher ones don't deal well with mundane things," Speed reminded
him.  He shrugged at the dirty look. "I'm impressed that he pays the
bills." 


"We have it
marked on the calender to sit him down and make him." 


Speed laughed. 
"Have fun with that.  Really."  He stuffed his mouth at
Danny's scowl. 


Xander looked at
Danny.  "Can't you do that for me?" he begged. 
"Please?" 


"The bills
aren't that bad," Danny said firmly.  Xander gave him the most
powerful puppy eyes he could and he felt himself crack.  It was so
pitiful.  Xander even added a whimper.  "We'll set it up online
so it pays it automatically." 


"I did that
with my credit cards.  Doesn't mean I still don't have to deal with
everything," he complained, putting his head down on the table. 
"Speed, tell him it's not natural for me to have to do that stuff?" 


"It's
not," Speed admitted. "GHS members with money often go on spending
sprees." 


"Yeah, we've
had to clean out his closet once already." 


"I donated
them," he defended. 


"You did and
I'm proud of you," Don agreed as he came in.  "Bank that
bad?"  Xander nodded, giving him the puppy eyes.  "It'll
simplify things."  Xander shook his head.  "No?" 


"No. 
It's like moving a platoon company for each and every safety deposit box. 
Since there's ten in the demon bank, the big, major one in New York, plus the
smaller one with the paperwork, plus coordinating all the accounts?  I
should camp down there." 


"I'd miss
cuddles during ER."  He sat down and got his own pizza. 
Calleigh nodded so they changed places, letting Xander lean against his side.
"It's all right, Xander.  I promise it'll be okay.  That's why
we got you Steve." 


"They started
to babble in strange languages about investments," he said with a frown.
"Made my head hurt.  I don't speak that language.  Demon ones
and Latin ones, important ones, not IRS's or whatever and music that's not
music, and long term stuff." 


"Shh,"
Danny ordered, patting him on the back.  "It'll be fine.  Steve
deals with that." 


"He tried to
babble that language at me too," he defended.  "I gave up."



"I know you
did," Danny soothed, stroking his back. "We'll figure it out this
month.  It'll still be easier."  Xander gave him a look. 
"It will and then we'll know exactly what you have, Xander." 


"Too
much." 


"Probably
true," Frank agreed.  "What about all the stuff you brought back
last time?" 


"In the bags
for the most part but they're hidden inside one of them," Danny said
quietly, making him smile.  "It's fine.  He's just feeling
pitiful." 


"That's why I
balance our checkbooks too," Speed agreed.  "That gives Horatio
a headache too."  Xander perked up.  "Don't you
dare."  He slumped down again. "Thank you for stopping that idea
immediately."  He finished his first slice of pizza, smiling when Ray
came in with Yelina, chattering happily at each other.  "Xander
brought food." 


"Thanks,
buddy, I owe you a foot rub."  He grabbed his and Yelina grabbed
hers, then they left again. 


Xander looked at
Speed.  "Tell Ryan to go riding." 


"I can do
that," he agreed, texting that to Horatio, who he could hear laughing up
the hallway. 


Ryan came in and
hugged Xander.  "It's a good suggestion.  Thank you, dear."



"Welcome. 
Food?" 


"Did you
eat?" 


"Too tired to
eat.  Bank stuff and foreign languages."  He scowled. 
"Even Steve tried to babble at me in that foreign language." 


"I
know."  He grabbed his food and let Horatio get more for himself if
he wanted.  "Thanks, guys.  I'm going to visit my horse." 


"Say hi to
Jace." 


"He ended up
here," he said with a wink.  "She doesn't upkeep the stable
anymore."  He headed out to his car, waving at a few guys. 
"I'm fine and they still won't let me back," he complained at one
amused look.  "I'm going to visit my horse."  He headed
out, he hadn't seen his horse in a week.  Fortunately he was in a good
stable for the moment. Maybe he'd come get Xander tomorrow.  It'd give him
something to do.  Maybe Danny too.  They had rental horses there. 


*** 


Ten days later
Xander flopped down and looked at his keeper, upping the pitiful. 
"They need me to stand there while they do the appraisal.  It's going
to take *four days*," he whined. "Danny," he whimpered. 


Danny held out a
hand.  "Who do you want to do it?  I'll let them come do the
ones from here too."  Xander dug out the card and handed it over with
a hug.  "You're welcome."  Xander's kiss showed he'd make
it up to him later.  He got up and headed out, going to the bank.  He
signed in and put down who to see.  He had heard Xander come home limp and
moaning her name a few times.  She came out, smiling at him.  He
shook her hand. "Danny Messer.  I'm here for Mr. Harris." 


"Why? 
We really do need him, sir." 


"I'm on his
accounts and you guys are giving him a headache with your strange financial
language."  He handed over the card.  "He likes these guys
at the moment if you wanted to use them for valuation." 


"Of
course."  She led him into her office to call them and make sure he
was on the account.  "He said you were the boyfriend with extra
privileges." 


"Mostly,"
he agreed.  "I'm also with the Crime Lab.  Even balancing his
checkbook gives him a headache some months." 


"That's why
we give the forms," she said wisely. 


"Yeah, he
looked at it then gave Don this really confused look.  Money management is
not a skill Xander has or probably ever will have.  We're doing good the
months we get him to pay the bills."  She nodded at that. 
"Heard more about us?" 


"Tracked down
some rumors.  Most of you have people who handle those things.  You
do know you could hire an accountant locally?" 


"He had one
of those thoughts but then Steve warned us they'd be insane with how Xander
does things.  He lives off the ready cash principle." 


"I've
noticed."  Someone came in with a case and a bright smile. 
"Our jeweler?" 


"I am. 
And this is?" 


"Danny
Messer.  Let me guess, you saw Ryan?  Just darker hair, muscled and
less bouncy?"  He nodded.  "He and Xander are best
friends.  He's off today if you wanted him.  You saw him the day
after he got shot in the arm." 


"I wouldn't
mind.  Whatever makes your family feel more comfortable."  He
smiled.  "What are we doing an evaluation on today?" 


"The bank
should've sent up the main box's content list," Danny offered. 
"Don said they handed over one." 


"They
did.  There's a few others however."  She looked at him.
"You've worked with people like Mr. Harris in the past?" 


"Oh,
yes," he agreed dryly.  "And Mr. Harris when he decided he'd had
enough of some things lying around." 


"We made him
clean up the mess," Danny agreed.  He looked at her. 
"Shall we?  Because even I don't know some of it.  Some of it's
before Xander and I got together." 


"That's
fine."   She took everything in the file back with them. 
The jeweler moaned at the sight.  "I know you'll charge him a
fee." 


"How
much?" Danny asked. 


"Um..." 
She opened the other boxes and laid them out, then the larger one got put onto
the floor next to him. "It's going to take me many hours to do this. 
Why are the lesser ones separated out?" 


"They're by source. 
That's how Xander did that," Danny offered. "Take two, he won't
mind."  The jeweler smiled.  "Any two from the bigger box
but the emerald with the blade of grass?  He liked that one." 


"Of
course.  That's a wonderful exchange, thank you, sir."  He shook
his hand.  "If I can get a stool?"  She nodded, going to
get him one.  He settled in to do the lesser boxes first, pen and
magnifying scope ready to do the work. This was going to take him weeks to quit
drooling over.  But now he knew who to go to if he ever needed raw jewels
for a special order. 


*** 


Danny presented
Xander with the forms from the bank.  "Sign, date, and then thank
me.  I gave him any two stones but the emerald with the blade of grass for
doing it." 


Xander took Don's
pen from his jacket pocket to sign them, then looked at him.  "What
is today?" 


"Thursday,"
Don said sleepily.  He yawned again. 


"The
sixteenth," Danny said patiently.  Xander handed over each one as he
got it done.  Danny signed most of them, Don sighed a few when he nudged
him.  Then Xander hugged him with the last one, and a kiss too. 
"Good boy."  He grinned.  "Now, we're going to put
Ryan on the account?" 


"I thought he
was on the main one." 


"Okay, she
mentioned needing handwriting samples from us." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Okay.  Ask." 


"I'll do
that."  He headed back out.  He was even borrowing the corvette
for this.  Xander had handed over the keys without question.  On the
way he called Ryan.  "Meet me at the bank.  Yes, you, dumbass. 
Because he put you on the accounts and they need signature stuff.  So tie
him to the fence and you can have him back in an hour, Wolfe."  He
hung up rolling his eyes. He parked and walked inside, smiling at the banker
that came out to meet him.  "I made Ryan give up his horse for an
hour too."  She smiled at that.  Ryan bounced in a few minutes
later.  "Good ride?" 


"Great
ride."  He smiled and shook her hand.  "Hi, Ryan
Wolfe." 


"Welcome to
the bank, Mr. Wolfe.  Mr. Harris has put you on his accounts and we need
some signature cards done plus to see some ID." 


"Sure." 
He handed over his PD ID and driver's license, then followed Danny to handle
the rest.  "I'm on the account?" 


"In case
something happens and we can't deal with it," Danny agreed. "He's
still sulking with the headache he got from the strange financial language she
used on him." 


Ryan
grinned.  "It happens to the best of us."  He signed where
she indicated, making her smile.  He punched Danny on the arm. 
"Let me go put up my horse, then I've got dinner with Eric tonight." 


"That's
fine.  I've got two sleepy GHS members at home.  Call later if you
get bored." 


"Sure." 
He shook her hand and hurried off again.  It wasn't right to make anyone
take care of his horse for him if he had been riding her. 


Danny handed over
the papers.  "All yours." 


"Thank
you."  She looked them over, nodding at them, signing where she
needed to.  "That's all we should need."  He put his card,
Don's card, and Ryan's card down, making her smile.  "I'll call you
first next time, Mr. Messer." 


"Thanks. 
It'll save me the pouting.  He been good with his account over the last
few days?" 


"There was
one withdrawal but he said something about shopping."  She
shrugged.  "I'm not sure." 


"That's
fine," he agreed. "I can make him clean his closet again." 
She laughed and shook his hand so he left, heading home.  It was a good
day for a nap.  He laid down on Xander's other side and used his shoulder
as a pillow, making Xander smile in his sleep and the dog give him a long look before
putting his head back down. 


*** 


Speed opened the
card that had been put into his locker, frowning at the familiar
handwriting.  'I don't want him, he's yours, but you've got to make some
plans and the city  doesn't pay you what you're worth.  Take it and
make future plans in case you've got to retire suddenly or something.'  He
looked around, then broke out in swears.  He didn't even look at the
check.  Eric came in and he stuffed it into his pocket, heading out with a
nod for  him. 


Eric looked at the
check that had fallen out of Speed's pocket, blinking at the size of it. 
"Why would Speed have a check for that much?" he asked quietly. 
He started to call Horatio but then hung up before he could answer and called
Calleigh instead.  Horatio would think it was a finger slip.  She
walked into the locker room a minute later looking confused.  He held it
up. "This fell out of Speed's pocket." 


She took it to
look over, only touching the corners.  "I know that
handwriting.  Do we think this is an attempt to separate them?" 


"I'd hope
not, but that's still eighty grand, Calleigh." 


"It
is."  She frowned. "I swear I know that handwriting." 
She looked up when the door opened and Valera walked in. "Is Speed still
here?" 


"Rode off on
his bike."  She looked then gaped.  "Damn!" 


"We're not
sure if it's someone trying to take Horatio or not," Calleigh said,
looking worried. "Eric said it fell out of Speed's pocket." 


"We should
tell Horatio," Valera told them.  "That way he's on guard and he
can figure out where Speed went."  They nodded and Eric took it back,
sliding it into a bag so he could carry it upstairs.  She and Calleigh
shared a look.  They hoped it wasn't something bad.  They'd do
horribly if they lost Horatio or Speed. 


Eric tapped on
Horatio's door.  "Do you have a few?" 


"Only if you
make Stetler go away," he said dryly. 


Eric looked at
him.  "Can I please have a few minutes?  It's a personal issue
with my sister."  The man huffed but walked off.  Eric locked
the door and came over, putting it in front of Horatio. "It fell out of
Speed's pocket," he said quietly.  "I saw it. I told
Calleigh.  Valera saw it too."  Horatio looked at him. 
"We're worried it's someone who's trying to take you." 


Horatio called
Speed's phone, getting him. "Come back to the office.  Because you
dropped something, Speed.  Eric picked it up.  Calleigh and
Valera."  He listened, then shook his head. "I'll straighten him
out.  Thank you.  Come here anyway."  He hung up and looked
at him. "Xander."  Eric relaxed.  "Thank you for
worrying though." 


"I saw that
guy watching you earlier, H.  Of course we're worried." 


"What
guy?" 


"The one in
the bowler?  You didn't see him?" 


"No." 


"I got a
picture of him.  I'll print it off."  He hurried off, passing
Speed.  "It dropped out of your pocket." 


"Xander
decided we needed a retirement fund." 


Eric pulled him
closer.  "Those are called emergency plans," he said
quietly.  "They're important, Speed.  Especially if you end up
like us.  Or if someone comes after him.  Because I found someone
watching him earlier."  He let him go.  "That worried
us.  I thought it was the guy in the bowler hat." 


"Got a
picture?" he asked patiently. 


"Yeah. 
I'm going to print it now.  Remember, Xander's trying to be sweet and
nice.  He's being helpful.  Like taking Aiden shopping." 
He walked off, going to print that picture off. 


Speed walked into
the office, looking at him.  "I was going to yell at him." 


"We
shouldn't.  It's very sweet of him," he said quietly. 
"He's trying to watch out for us, Speed. Especially if something happens
and we end up not taking *them* off for a few years."  Speed sighed
and slumped down, watching him.  "It's not necessary and I'll remind
him of that." 


"He'll pout
you into it," Speed noted dryly. 


"Probably true,"
he agreed, smiling a bit.  "It's generous of him, Speed.  He
knows he can't buy our affection or anything.  He doesn't want
me."  Speed handed over the card, making Horatio smile. 
"See, I told you so.  If something happened to either of us, the trio
would watch over the one of us not in the hospital.  Nothing
further.  To them we're like family.  You're supposed to take care of
family."  Eric came back and he took the picture to look at. 
"He looks familiar."  He handed it to Speed, who frowned at it. 
"Where do I know him?" 


"He's a New
Yorker.  I know we ran into him professionally right after I
started."  He got up and faxed it to the labs up there.  Then he
called Stella.  "It's Speed.  Look at the picture I just faxed
you.  He was watching Horatio at a scene today and I'm pretty sure he's
yours."  He waited while she went to get it, pacing.  "Want
Danny back?" he teased at her complaints when a tech stopped her. 
"They're probably napping."  He stiffened.  "You're
sure?  Thanks.  Yeah, go ahead.  No, minor things like Xander
being sweet and hyping the retirement fund."  He smiled. 
"Thank you, Stella."  He hung up. "He's a
prosecutor."  Horatio gave him a look.  "She said he had
asked Mac about the cases we've worked with them on." 


"I'll check
into it, Speed.  Don't worry about it."  He stood up. 
"Eric, go home." 


"Heading. 
If he comes, let us know, Horatio.  We will defend you like you do
us."  He walked out. 


"Let's go see
the boys," Horatio said with a fond smile.  Speed took the check back
and the card, walking out with him.  "You're leaving early
tonight.  Big plans?" 


"I had plans
for a surprise," he admitted.  "After dark."  He held
the elevator door for him.  "Xander's for dinner?" 


"Definitely." 
They headed out together, going with Alexx since she was heading that
way.  Horatio got them into the gate, watching Speed rush off in another
direction.  He smiled at Alexx when she gave him a quizzical look. 
"He has a surprise planned for later."  He walked inside and
stopped her.  "Boys?" he called.  It was silent, that
wasn't like them.  He walked in further.  "Spot?"  He
trotted over.  "Alexx, let's search for the boys."  Spot
led him back to the couch.  He found them asleep.  "Can you
check them?  Let me open windows."  He opened the sliding door
and the windows behind the ferret cages, reaching in to check them. 
George woke up and looked at him, then Beauty glared after a few more
pokes.  He walked them out to the small cage in the grass Xander had set
up using an upside down playpen.  Spot flopped down in the grass too.
"Good boy.  Watch the furry things."  He went back
inside.  "Alexx?" 


"I'm not
sure, Horatio. They won't wake up."  They shared a look.  Then
they heard a bike pull in. "That was fast." 


"He was planning
something last night.  Speed?"  He came in and coughed. 
"Open more windows."  He looked at Alexx.  "Should we
call someone?" 


"We
should."  She did that while he went to make sure nothing gas was
on.  She went to let them in when they buzzed.  "In here,
boys.  They won't wake up and we're not sure why." 


"There's been
two of these recently," one of the paramedics said respectfully. 
"Awww."  She swatted him and scowled. "They are cute."



"They're
adorable but we're not sure if they're victims or not." 


"Check the
air conditioner, Lieutenant.  We've had two similar calls
recently."  He went to do that, making a call to get someone to take
the tank off the air intake.  They administered oxygen, making Danny
cough.  Xander moaned and weakly swatted at them.  Don pulled Xander
closer to cuddle him.  They smiled at that and got the oxygen mask on him
too.  "Let's get them onto the lawn as well."  She nodded,
going to set up seats.  The dog didn't get in the way.  He stared at
them and barked when Danny moaned.  "He's a good dog." 


"He is,"
she agreed.  "Xander's done a good job training him." 


"Xander? The
one who the PD was warned about moving in?" the other one asked.  She
pointed at him.  "Wow.  Hopefully this isn't about
that."  He got them all arranged and took their vitals again.
"They're coming around.  What sort of gas was it?" he asked when
Horatio came back. 


"CO2." 


"Then they'll
be fine.  I'd expect some mild dizziness.  Did you want them to
go?" 


"Whatever you
think is best," Horatio offered.  He nodded Eric around the
house.  "Air conditioning unit.  Not the first apparently."



"News to
me."  He went to unhook the tank and bag it.  Ryan came running
around the house.  "They're fine." 


"I saw. 
I also heard a rumor but no homicides so they're calling non-felony about
it."  Eric let him see how it had been connected.  He took a
picture and sent it to the tech he had heard the rumor from, getting a 'let me
check'.  A few minutes later he got a yes.  "Yeah, the same way.
They'll be right here.  It's been with Robbery." 


"How would we
tell?" Eric asked.  Ryan gave him a look.  "Fine, you go
tell."  Ryan nodded, heading inside with the CSI they let in. 
Eric shook his head.  At least Ryan had found a family that loved him for
the odd brat he could be.  He and Xander were definitely cute
together.  Especially since Ryan let Xander play weak and helpless more
often than Danny did.  He handed over the bag when the CSI came out. 
"Let me finish this coupling." 


"Sure." 
She pulled out her fingerprint gear.  "Just in case." 


"Good
luck.  Let us know, okay?  They're friends." 


"I've heard
about Xander.  I've also seen the memo about things that we're not allowed
to let Danny have and bring home to him."  That got a smile and Eric
left it to her.  She looked around then shook her head.  She didn't
understand all the fuss over this one person.  Ryan came back with a
sword.  "Feeling macho?" she teased. 


"Sometimes
it's necessary around here.  Let me know, okay?" 


"Of
course."  She made a shooing motion. "Go watch them nap it
off."  He went that way.   She pointed at the case when
Horatio carried a tape out.  "Security?" 


"Yes. 
It's been necessary in the past." 


"What is the
big deal about this guy?" she asked. 


"You remember
the convention a few months back?"  She grimaced and nodded.
"Xander's a member of them." 


"I heard
that." 


"They have a
unique hormone and pheromone combination that makes them, basically, like a dog
in heat.   Many people can't control their urges around them thanks
to that." 


"Sounds like
a good reason to take the stuff on the list to me," she said dryly,
getting back to work. 


"It's
dangerous and it can lead to death.  Mr. Harris took some by accident and
lost fifteen pounds over two weeks," he said quietly.  She
shuddered.  "We've also had numerous kidnaping attempts." 


"Why is he
allowed out of the house?" 


"That's why
he gives Don Flack free rent, to protect him." 


"I feel sorry
for the guy since he obviously can't control it but I wish him luck learning to
control it." 


"He is."



She shook her
head.  "Then I hope medical science can help him."  She
finished looking for prints, shaking her head.  "Not even a
smudge." 


"Gloves
then.  Maybe you'll get something off that.  Keep me informed." 


"Yes,
sir.  Did you check the records in the office?" 


"I'm sure Mr.
Wolfe did."  He went back to help.  The paramedics had decided
to leave them there as long as Alexx or someone watched them.  "Are
we leaving them here?" 


"The house is
fully aired out and Eric borrowed a meter to check.  It's safe for them to
be here," Alexx offered. 


"Ryan and I
are staying the night, H," Eric assured him.  "He's in a strange
cuddling mood anyway." 


"That's
fine," Horatio agreed, smiling at them.  "I think Speed wanted
to do something." 


"He's in the
kitchen."  Ryan looked over from where he was cuddling Xander, then
glared at Eric.  "Cuddles are good after you nearly get killed."



"It was too
little to do that.  Just enough to incapacitate.  They would've woken
sooner if it hadn't been ongoing."  He shrugged. "They put a
bigger tank on this one than they did the last house." 


"That's
fine.  Keep me informed, boys."  He looked down at his
detective, who gave him a weak grin.  "Rest tonight, Don." 


"Will. 
Go play with your husband."  Horatio smiled at that. 


"He's right,
go play with Speed.  Speed's bouncy and needing you," Xander agreed. 


"Fine, but we
will be talking.  We didn't need it." 


Xander looked at
him.  "Did you think I do?"  He shrugged. "I can shit
on that much, Horatio. That's like me buying you lunch.  Argue and I'll
pout."  Horatio walked off laughing at that.  "It is,"
he told Don. 


"You did
what?" 


"Sent them a
card with enough to start emergency plan funds." 


"That's
reasonable and nice," Don agreed, kissing him.  Ryan kissed Don on
the forehead.  "I'm fine." 


"I know you
are but you could use it too."   He looked at the ferrets, who
had tired of trying to dig their way out and were now napping.  "We
should get them some water and things." 


"They tip
over the water then play in the mud," Xander told him. "We can stay
at a hotel tonight if it'd make you guys more comfy." 


"No it'll be
fine," Danny assured him.  "Give it another hour, Xander." 


"Okay." 
He snuggled back into Ryan and Don, then reached over and yanked on Danny until
he flopped on top of them, sighing in pleasure.  "Better." 
Eric and Alexx both laughed at that.  "I like cuddles," he
defended, but he was grinning. 


*** 


Speed looked over
when Horatio walked in.  "Put on the clothes in the bag." 


"Why? 
Somewhere special?" 


"Put them on
and find out."  He took a kiss and finished dishing up the food he
was making. "Now, before I spank."  Horatio went to get the bag
with a small smile for that.  "Not that you don't need one," he
muttered.  He scraped the pan and put the food aside.  "Eric,
food," he called, washing his hands.  Horatio walked past him with
the bag he had packed last night.  He went out to his bike, going to check
it over while his mate changed.   Horatio came out a few minutes
later in jeans and one of his mate's t-shirts, making Speed smile. 
"I like you in that.  Come on."  He put on his helmet and
Horatio came over to grab his.  It wasn't often they got to go for a ride
but it was going to be dark within the next few minutes and no one would know
it was him.  That was the bad thing about working for the PD, the secrets
they had to keep from everyone.  Horatio grabbed his own helmet and slid
on behind him, wrapping his arms around Speed's chest. He patted one before
taking off, heading down to ride beside the ocean.  He had given Don his
route for long, romantic rides and it this was Horatio's favorite.  He
heard the moan behind him and felt the shifting.  "Let it go,"
he ordered.  "I mean it." 


Horatio shifted
his hips, the vibration of the bike, the pulse of the engine, getting to
him.  His hands started to clutch less and stroke more, making them both
happy.  He relaxed and let Speed take full control of everything for the
night.  Nights that started out with a long ride usually ended up with him
spoiled and pampered the next day for the soreness.  Good soreness but
still soreness.  He glanced behind them and smiled.  "Are we
speeding already?" he teased, pinching Speed's stomach. 


"Not yet I'm
not.  I should lose them."  He smiled when he felt Horatio's
body shift against his backside, feeling how happy he was.  "Or I
could just do something else," he noted, finding a good spot and pulling
over.  He turned and took off his helmet, kissing his mate's neck. 
"Leave the helmet on," he whispered.  Horatio moaned and
nodded.  The officers got out to come over.  "Problems? 
Since I know I wasn't speeding for a change?" 


"Sir, you
can't fornicate in public like this." 


Speed looked at
him.  "I'm not.  If I was fornicating in public he'd be bent
over and I'd be behind him, already inside him, and making him scream as I
revved the engine.  Then again, with the price of gas, the bike might be
off....  No, he's worth more than a new tank of gas.  See, this is
public groping.  If I slip my hands down lower," he said, letting
them move from Horatio's sides down to his thighs, "like this, it's public
petting.  Even if I tipped him back and went down on him it's not public
fornication, it's a public blow job.  Anything else?" he asked
patiently.  The officers just stared at him in shock.  He
grinned.  The passenger walked back shaking his head.  He looked at
the driving officer.  "You?" 


"I know
you're a cop, sir.  Which one?" 


"Speedle,
with the lab.  I thought all you guys knew my bike because you liked to
taunt my boss that you gave me another ticket."  Horatio moaned so he
moved his hands to untuck the t-shirt. 


"Oh, we knew,
sir, but we didn't know you did men." 


"Why would it
matter to you?" 


"Well,
doesn't really," he decided at the next moan, going back to his car and
going off.  He'd tell his boss about this so he could chew Speed's boss a
new on in the morning.  He looked in the mirror, the other guy was taking
off his helmet and they were kissing.  He whimpered.  Never
mind.  There was only one guy on the force who had that hair.  His
boss already knew and he knew not to say anything now. 


Horatio took off
his helmet as soon as it was safer and kissed him.  "Next time, take
the ticket and have it fixed." 


"They'd take
my license with the next one."  He let his hands drift under the
shirt, teasing his mate.  "Besides, their definition was wrong. I was
educating them.  The Chief wanted us to do more public education
events."  He took another kiss and grinned.   Horatio
pounced, making him a happy spouse.  "Let me get us somewhere more
private, unless you want the houses across the street to tape this time
too."  Horatio shook his head and got off him.  Speed turned
around and Horatio clung to his back, letting him drive them to a place where
some boulders had been moved onto the beach for shade and to break the beach's
line.  The advantage of going here on a bike meant that they could get
between the rocks and play in there.  And yes, the waste of gas was
appreciated when Horatio was begging and pleading into the gas tank.  As
was the small velco opening he had sewn into the back of these jeans for the
sole purpose of having sex on the bike. 


*** 


Xander woke up to
a messenger demon and glared. "What?"  The letter was held
out.  "Thanks.  Wait for a response."  He opened it
and looked then groaned. "No, it wasn't a matter of needing the
money."  He found a pen and wrote that on there, then handed it
back.  "Thank you.  To whoever wrote that."  It nodded
and disappeared.  Don made an inquisitive noise.  "One of them
wanted to know if I needed more money.  The moving and selling said that
to them." 


"Too much
stuff in the house, not too little money.  Big difference."  He
pulled him back against his chest and Xander clung to him, making him
happy.  "Can I have my morning blow now so I can go back to
sleep?" 


Xander looked at
the alarm.  "Sure, baby."  He went down to do that, making
Don sigh in pleasure and drift off once he came.  Xander went back to his
cuddling, making Don smile in his sleep.  Danny looked over at him. "Need
one?" 


"No, I can
drift off again without the helping mouth treatment.  Want to cuddle
me?"  Xander shifted over, getting Danny's back, making him
smile.  "Thanks, Xander."  Don flipped over after patting
the cooling spot on the bed, holding them both.  "I swear he grows
gorilla arms at night," he joked quietly, making Xander smile. 
"It'll be fine.  We can protest this one." 


"I was more
worried about whoever used the gas.  Were they already here?" 


"Not without
the dog eating them.  You've got to remember to turn on the security
system."  He stroked his hand. 


"I did but
there's a hole in the security.  It doesn't cover the edge of the cliff
beside the beach.  You can come up the stairs and cross over too
easily." 


"Then you'll
tell the company that tomorrow and see what they can do." 


"I have, they
said all they could do was a camera there."  He shrugged. "I
like our privacy more than that.  Oh, and I think someone there taped it
the last time you pounced me on the lawn." 


"I'll check
in the morning," Danny promised, making Xander relax.  "Any
other worries?" 


"What happens
when one of us has to change lives?" he asked quietly.  Danny flipped
over to look at him.  "If it's one of you two, you'll have to
leave.  We're too close to the station." 


Danny stroked his
cheek.  "As long as it's not televised, we can probably stay in the
city.  I know some immies who never leave New York.  I was one for
the last two lifetimes," he said quietly.  "There's colleges
down here.  If it's me I'll go.  If it's you two, you'll
go."  Xander shuddered.  "Or something," he
offered.  Xander nodded.  "We'll work that out when and if it
happens but we're not going to abandon you." 


"I know
you'll want to leave some year." 


"Yeah, but
we'll be open about it.  We'll be close by.  Most likely one of us
will have to go and you'll get Ryan for a bit.  There's no way you're
going to be abandoned totally by us, Xander.  You can't be.  We'd
never manage to rescue you."  Xander blushed at that, he could feel
it.  He kissed him and got a smile back.  "Ease that one
some?"  Xander nodded.  "Good.  Now, it's time to
sleep.  Horatio won't be cranky in the morning but I've still got to
work."  Xander snuggled in, letting Danny and Don both hold him for a
bit, falling asleep that way.   Danny looked over at Don, seeing him
half-awake.  "It's a worry." 


"It is,"
he agreed quietly, shifting closer behind Xander.  "Even if I'm not
right there with him I'm not going to be that far away." 


"Me either
probably.  Ryan either."  He shrugged.  "We'll work it
out when it happens.  Maybe he'll end up finding someone he wants to date
and we'll back off slowly then.  Be within a few hours of him and well
within nagging distance."  Don smiled at that. "It'll be fine,
Don.  I promise.  He's the most reclusive of all of us." 


"He still
shops." 


"Yeah but he
also knows the demonic places where he can safely go openly.  They don't
question anything."  Don nodded, shifting some against Xander's back,
making him moan.  "Let him sleep." 


"I
am."  He stroked Xander's stomach, making him purr, but drift deeper
again.  "As long as we won't have to abandon him." 


"We won't
abandon him.  Or you, Don."  Don nodded and closed his
eyes.  Danny smiled once they were both asleep.  His boys were insecure
sometimes but they'd learn that he wasn't like that.  He didn't abandon
people, especially not those close to him. 


*** 


Eric and Ryan
looked at each other.  "At least they worked that out," Eric
offered. 


"I'm still
being realistic, Eric." 


"I know and
that's one of the things I like about you, Ryan." 


Ryan grinned and
snuggled closer.  "Then again, we're tight enough that we're never
going to be that far from each other." 


"True. 
"So, if something happens, you're going to take their spot?" 


"Yup." 
He looked at him.  "You can hang around too." 


"Oh, I will
be," he assured him.  "What happened to H and Speed?" 
Ryan ran a hand around his throat, making him shiver.  "I noticed the
tattoo on Speed's neck earlier.  Who?" 


"Aphrodite. 
Until they take them off, they're staying around," he said quietly. 
"I'm not sure if they've got any restrictions like we do." 


"They can
probably be killed the normal ways," Eric said thoughtfully.  "I
know Speed's been thoughtful recently." 


"Well, it was
a hard sell," Ryan admitted.  "We need them to straighten the
rest of this insanity out.  They're family." 


"You'll still
lose family," Eric reminded him gently, for him. 


Ryan looked up at
him.  "Most likely I'll lose you too." 


"It could
happen but you're still pretty new." 


"Eric, I
spent two years with Ares' favorite teachers and working with Xander.  I'm
a bit better than I was when we left." 


Eric stroked over
the small tattoo on Ryan's shoulder.  "I can tell that but you still
haven't sparred with me." 


"Eric, I
don't want to slip and have your quickening nag me for all eternity," he
said dryly, making his boyfriend laugh and hug him. 
"Seriously." 


"Have you
taken your first head?" 


"I've taken
my first few lives," Ryan admitted quietly.  "There was a battle
to take the city.  The first day they tried a frontal assault and we drove
them off.  I was in the middle of that."  He looked into his
eyes again.  "The second day, I had Xander go make them beg to be his
to spare the fighters." 


"You led
it?" 


"No, I led my
section," he said honestly.  "The high priests of Ares led
it."  That got a squeeze.  "I'm fine.  I've already
rationalized that.  It's not like I'm going to suddenly become a hunter
and go out looking for heads.  I don't want someone's head.  If they
attack me they're toast, but I'm not going to jump anyone unless they're a
danger to us and others." 


"That's a
good viewpoint."  He stroked over Ryan's hair.  "Why didn't
you come home with princess hair?" 


"I trimmed my
hair," he said firmly.  "Long hair is a problem in a
fight.  Unless you do what Xander does and braid small wires into it so
whoever grabs it gets cut all to hell." 


"He
does?" 


"Yeah, that
stretchy cord with the strings?  Those are very sharp little wires. 
He usually does a middle-of-the-head ponytail and then braids it with the
wires.  They hurt like hell and even leather isn't always a help when
you're working with them.  He knows how to use it in battle too. 
Then again, that battle we set him on the parapet and let him ooze down at
them, then shocked them with hot oil.  It worked really well and that king
didn't want his son back when he started to rave about Xander's hair. 
Then the king met Xander and tried to spoil him rotten to come home.  He'd
learn the kingdom as the king's consort and then as the son's so he had a
stable influence that could beat the crap out of him."  Eric laughed
at that.  "Seriously.  It worked too."  Someone pushed
open the door and padded in, snuggling against Eric's back.  "Hi,
Don."  Don grunted and got comfortable.  "Did Xander start
to nibble again?" he teased.  Don nodded.  "Xander's got
this one dream that makes him nibble and suck in his sleep," he
explained.  Eric just smiled at that.  "I've woken up a few
times with marks.  Horatio did one morning and swatted the hell out of him
for it."  He shrugged and snuggled in deeper.  "Are we on
tomorrow?" 


"Crime never
stops." 


"Doesn't mean
one of us doesn't have it off." 


"Not
me," Eric said dryly.  "Not you either.  Your next day off
is next week." 


"Fine. I
still think I could've come back after a few days to do lab work." 


"With the
injury they saw, not a chance," he said patiently.  "Even though
you heal faster it's still not allowed."  Ryan nodded and got
comfortable.  Eric smiled when he heard the quiet snores on each side of
him, shaking his head.  Danny came to the door so he nodded behind him. 


"Yeah, Xander
and his food dream," he agreed.  "The dog's got him." 
He crawled in behind Ryan's back. "Night." 


"Night,"
he said, grinning a bit.  He hadn't been in a bed with three other people
in a long time, and the last time had definitely been for sex. 


*** 


Horatio smiled as
his team wandered in the next morning.  "Did we have a long
night?" 


Don gave him a
look.  "Not really.  We had to run from Xander's food dream
again."  Horatio coughed at that, shaking his head. 
"Figured you had seen that one at least once," he agreed,
shrugging.  "We all went to sleep next to the big, protective
one."  Ryan shrugged and headed to grab his things. 


"It was something
that the dog got cuddled for," Danny agreed as he came in.  Frank
gave him an odd look.  "Xander has this dream where he's hungry so he
nibbles on whoever's next to him." 


"I had some
spectacular hickeys when they had us all the last time," Ryan agreed.
"And the time before then."  Frank shuddered at that. 
"It's cute, I think he's having dreams about being a vampire.  He
always went for my neck veins."  He gave Frank an amused look. 
"He's always sheepish in the morning.  Hopefully the dog doesn't have
a bruised ear from him." 


"The dog
lapped him and he quit," Danny assured him.  "I've seen him do
it before.  Speaking of dogs, Don.  Your puppy and his balls have got
to part ways." 


Don flinched and
shuddered.  "Why?" 


"Because
that's how we don't end up with puppies to give away," Danny said
firmly.  "Besides, it'll help that humping problem he's got with the
bed."  He headed off to his work. 


Don pouted.
"Isn't there a better way?" 


"Ask a
vet," Frank told him.  "It's not like it hurts him." 


"He'll be
offended." 


"He won't be,
I promise," Horatio assured him. "Unless you plan on breeding
him?"  Don shook his head.  "Are you sure?" 


"Very." 
He called home.  "Xander, can you look up vets who fix
dogs?"  He looked at the phone then hung it up.  "He said
no."  Horatio moaned. 


"Oz's
horse," Ray muttered as he came over, shaking his head.  Eric laughed
and Don looked confused.  He glanced around.  "Oz kept a horse
of his original one's line for nearly ten centuries," he said
quietly.  "It's the same thing.  Generations of the same
beasts.  Are the ferrets fixed?" 


"I don't
know," Don admitted. 


"Might wanna
find out."  He went to his desk and found the note on his
monitor.  "What the hell!" 


"Computer
services came to help the guy last night.  Your monitor blew," Frank
explained.  "I was finishing up before going home.  He used the
USB slot on the side and it did explode." 


"Then he
should have to buy a new one," he complained, glaring at his system. 
"How am I supposed ta do the paperwork?" 


"Not a
clue," Frank admitted.  Horatio walked off shaking his head. 
"Hey, Horatio, anything yet on my case?" 


"I'm still
trying, Frank.  I'm not forgetting you." 


"Thank
you."  He sat down then looked at the pouting guy.  "When
I'm not here you can borrow mine." 


"Thanks,"
he said, frowning at his system.  "I should call and chew him a new
one.  There's no reason to put a USB card on these systems." 
Frank gave him an odd look.  "They're for transferring files. 
Little data devices.  We beam to the PDAs we got given.  No plugging
needed." 


"True,"
Frank agreed slowly.  "Then why did he have one?  New picture
files for your wallpaper?" 


"I don't
know."  He called computer services.  "This is Kowalski in
homicide.  Yeah, that.  Why did he have a USB device?"  He
listened.  "No you're not supposed to be able to do that by what I
was told.  No, we're not supposed to be saving down files or anything
either."  Frank moaned so he looked at him.  "Whatever. 
That's your job. When will I get a new monitor?  Two weeks?" he
shrieked.  "How did you plan on doing my paperwork?"  He
smirked. "Yeah, that stuff. The rest of us have tons of it.  Then go
to the office place!  Yes I'm serious!  It'd be cheaper anyway!" 
He hung up on the laughter and put his head down, looking back at Frank. 
"Two weeks because they've got to have it delivered.  They laughed at
my idea." 


"We'll
manage.  We did when the computers were down for four days after the last
hurricane, Ray.  Just hold on." 


"I don't
wanna hold on. I wanna do my own work."  He smacked the monitor
hard.  Then he got up to go talk to their official supervisor, who didn't
usually want to deal with them.  "Yo, boss, we got an extra monitor
around here?" 


"Why?" 


"Whoever had
mine last night put a USB card into the slot and blew it up."  He
snorted at that. "The computer guys said it'll be two weeks." 


"See if the
lab has one.  They've just done a monitor upgrade." 


Ray went to talk
to their AV tech. If anyone would know, he would.  He leaned into
AV.  "Cooper, do you guys got any spare monitors?  Mine blew up
last night with the night guy and his USB card." 


"I
heard."  He pointed in the corner.  "It's smaller and older
but it should be okay." 


"Thanks,
man."  He grabbed it and headed back, hooking it up and turning on
his system.  It came up and he said a prayer for the kindness.  Frank
grinned at him.  "Cooper had a spare." 


"Good. 
That's always handy."  He nodded.  "Now you've got an error
message." 


Ray looked then
thumped his head on the desk before calling computer services back. "It's
Kowalski again.  I found a lent monitor, now there's an error
message?  Yeah, that one."  He hung up on the chuckling and
called Cooper.  "Can you please come help me?  The chuckleheads
down there are going to get my foot up their asses."  He
smiled.  "Thank you, Cooper."  He hung up and wrote a nice
email to Horatio about how good his tech was and how nice and helpful. 
Cooper came over when he hit send.  "Sorry, praising you." 


"Not a
problem," he said, restarting the system and getting into the setup to fix
it.  It came up to the login screen so he logged in and fixed the other
problem he would probably be having.  Then he smiled and reset his
wallpaper to a group shot after the last convention.  "You know Xander?"



"Yeah, my
boyfriend's the national head," he said dryly, smirking at him. 


"Ahhh. 
So one does call to the others?" 


"Only in
limited ways," Ray admitted with a grin.  "Thank you,
Cooper." 


"Welcome,
Ray.  Let me know if you have more problems.  The guys down there are
paid by the hour.   The rest of us are on salary so we don't get
overtime."  He patted him on the back and went back to his lab,
finding Horatio looking amused.  "Ray's computer." 


"I
heard," he assured him. "Thank you." 


"Welcome but
if we need the spare monitor it's on his desk." 


"I'll make a
note of that.  How is my film looking?" he asked, following
him.  Frank really wanted this guy and he wanted him to be under the
jail.  Now if only they had better clues. 


"I may have
found a single frame of the person's head but it's seriously out of
focus.  I'm going to try to repixel it today."  He let him into
his lab, looking at what Ryan was looking at.  "Which case is
that?" 


"The one
where someone put a CO2 canister on Xander's A/C unit," he said, freezing
it.  "Ah, a picture and no masks."  He grinned at
Cooper.  "Sometime today?" he asked hopefully. 


"After I get
done with Horatio's."  Ryan smiled and punched him on the arm before
leaving. "They did?" 


"They
did.  There's been a group of home robberies using that same MO." 


"That's
fine.  I can help with that.  Is everyone okay?" 


"It was lower
levels thankfully.  Everyone was asleep.  I do hope we remembered to
bring the ferrets in last night." 


"I'm sure you
did," Cooper told him.  Then he looked at him.  "You have
pet ferrets?" 


"No, Xander
has Don's dog and two pet ferrets," he explained.  "We went to
have dinner with them last night." 


"Oh. 
Sure.  He seems like a ferret sort.  You didn't."  He got
to work at the amused look the boss gave him.  "Maybe a husky?" 


"That'd be
mean in the heat we have down here," Horatio said patiently.  His
phone rang and he looked at it.  "Caine."  He listened to
Aiden. "They're fine.  I'm sure they're fine, Aiden.  Yes,
someone checked on them this morning.  Don and Danny both made it to work
and Xander's grumpy about getting the dog fixed.  I'm sure they're
fine."  He smiled.  "That's fine.  I could use some
lunch.  Of course."  He hung up, watching the face be
resolved.  "That's their child, Cooper." 


He looked at the
other photos, then pointed at one.  "By the other cameras, that child
was in the living room playing Monopoly with the nanny." 


"Interesting,"
he said, considering it.  He walked off, going to do a birth records
search.   That was a very interesting fact.  He called
Frank.  "The video did lead to one face not on the system.  No,
it looked like their daughter but at the same time she was in another
room.  No, I'm looking at ones where they were fraternal twins.  Yes.
I'm quite sure, Frank.  No death record listed.  We should go back
there.  Meet me at the house."  He hung up and went to get his
hummer from the parking lot.
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Xander looked at
everything in the house and got a bright idea, going to find the magic book he
needed.  He sat down in the practice room with the dog and did the spell,
cleaning the house, feeling very proud of himself.  Even when he came out
and found all the ferret chow and litter gone.  He refilled them and
petted their hairless bodies.  "Give it a week and it'll grow back,
ladies."  He found that healing spell and did it sooner since Beauty
gave him such a pitiful look.  They nibbled on themselves but it was fine
after a moment.  He beamed and went to take the trash out to the cans by
the gate, sliding back inside and locking it from inside.  He skipped back
to the house and looked around.  Everything was in place.  It was all
dusted.  All the dishes were clean.  Everything was where it was
supposed to be.  The floors were clean.  And he was now bored. 
He pouted and sat down with the dog, stroking him gently.  "We need
to do something," he offered.  The dog barked. 
"True.  We could use more ferret and dog food, plus
litter."  He smiled when George used the litter box and it was
cleaned, making the ferret squeak and use it again.  "You go,
George.  That's a good boy."  He canceled the cleaning spell
after a second litterbox cleaning.  Then he sighed and looked at his dog.
"Let's go to the pet store."  Spot barked.  "Sure, you
can come too."  He petted the smaller babies and took the larger one
out to the corvette.  Where he found out Danny had done something to the
engine on him again. 


He put the battery
back in and connected it.  He knew how to do that thanks to his old car,
the heap that had been left somewhere in Staten Island.  He got in and the
dog barked and licked him.  "Sure, we'll get treats too,
Spot."  He headed off, remembering to lock the gate behind him and
turn on the security system.  It was a nice day for a drive.  He
drove around for an hour or so then hit the pet store.  That way they had
something of an outing for a while.  He clipped on the leash and walked
inside, smiling at the salesgirl they knew.  "Hi." 


"Hi.  Hi
to you too, Spot."  She scratched his ears.  "Are you out
of ferret chow again?" 


"We so are,
and litter.  Plus his food and he wants treats."  She laughed so
he walked on, finding everything they needed easily enough.  His dog
pulled him over to the 'adopt us please' cages, making him coo at the cat
sitting in there.  "Daddy Don can't, Spot.  He's allergic to
cats.  He'll sneeze you bald if you bring home a cat."  He
walked on, ignoring the pitiful look.  The salesgirl gave him a
look.  "Don's allergic to cats.  He said he even sneezed at the
tiger when he had a case that involved one." 


"Interesting." 
She pointed.  "We have a new ferret.  Just in this
morning."  He went to look at the pure black ferret, feeling the
magic on it.  She came over. "He's a bit surly." 


"He is,"
Xander agreed, reaching in to stroke him.   "Hi, little ferret
buddy.  How are you today?"  The being that was pretending to be
a ferret glared at him.  "Awww.  Are you going to be one of the
ones that lives up to the demonic name?" he teased.  The salesgirl
giggled.  "He could be."  He called Richard. 
"You know how you liked my George and Beauty?  The shop has a new
one.  Jet black and it's very pretty.  It'll clearly live up to the
demonic name, Richard.  Yeah, that store.  No, we're here for food
and stuff.  Thanks."  He grinned and hung up.  "I know
someone who might love him."  He kissed her on the cheek. "You
guys are out of his usual treats?" 


"We may
be.  Shipment day is tomorrow."  She walked him back there,
getting a good substitute for Spot and a new rawhide.  Then she checked
them out.  "Thank you for letting him know, Mr. Harris." 


"Not a
problem.  I like happy adoptive parents."  He walked Spot off,
taking him home.  That hobby shop had went out of business so he couldn't
pick up anything new in there.  He drove through the gate and felt a
quickening. "Gee, I hope it's a happy person."  He parked and
let Spot out first, then walked the bags inside while he had the guy
pinned.  He refilled all the bowls, then the water bottles.  Then he
got his sword and looked at the scared thief.  "Who are you and how
did you get inside?" he asked patiently, holding his sword to the guy's
throat. 


"I'm... 
I'm Roger." 


"I'm sure you
are."  He called Horatio.  "Can you please send me someone
to arrest the guy who broke in?  No, no challenge issued.  He's
presently pinned by Spot.  Thanks."  He hung up. 
"Were you coming here to steal or to challenge me?" 


"Steal,"
he admitted, swallowing.  "Please call off the dog?" 


"Hmm. 
No.  Good boy, Spot.  Keep it up!  Good boy!"  He
walked out to let the officer in, pointing at him.  "Him." 


"Is that Detective
Flack's puppy, Spot?" the officer asked.  Xander beamed and
nodded.  "You guys have done a good job training him.  Spot,
off," he called.  Spot looked then got off, coming over to get
petted.  "Good boy to follow the officer's orders," he praised,
giving him a lot of ear scratches.  "Very good boy, Spot." 
Spot barked and wagged his tail, then went to get a treat from the daddy, who
handed him the new bone.  He sat down to gnaw and chew on it, still a
happy dog.  "Good job, Mr. Harris." 


"Thank you,"
he said proudly.  "He said he was here to rob me, not kill me. 
Otherwise I would've hurt him." 


"It's always
a better option to let us do that," the second officer offered, pulling
him up.  "Thank you, sir." 


"Welcome.  
Let me make sure he didn't touch anything yet."  He walked them
around, checking on things.  Then he patted him down and found Danny's
bracelet.  "That's Detective Messer's." 


"That's fine,
sir.  We'll make sure he gets it back," the first officer assured
him, smiling.  "You have a good day." 


"Only if I
relieve this boredom," he sighed. 


"Find the
library," the second one offered. 


"I'm not
allowed out without an escort.  People still try to take me." 


They looked at
each other, then at him.  "They do what?" the first officer
asked. 


He leaned on the
back of the couch.  "The higher level GHS members, like me, are often
taken.  That's why I let Don and Danny live with me.  They protect
me." 


"We thought
you were dating them both," the second officer offered. 


Xander blushed
some, then shrugged a bit.  "You'd have to ask them.  I don't
talk about those things."  They smiled.  "Anyway, if I went
out today you guys would probably have to come and arrest at least one other
person who wanted to at least pet my hair.   It's not nice but we're
wanted as favorite concubines and things, and half the people who want us want
to castrate us so we can only be theirs.  Someone nearly did me. 
Fortunately I healed okay but I don't want to go through that again." 


They just
nodded.  "Ever think about hiring an off-duty?" 


"We did when
we were in New York but Don hasn't gotten any suggestions on who." 


"We'll ask
around," the first officer assured him.  "Look online.  You
can find books online and read them that way."  Xander beamed at that
and he smiled back.  "Have a better day, sir."  He walked
their suspect out.  "Be good and guard the Xander, Spot." 
The second officer nodded and smiled, heading out as well. They got in and
looked at each other.  "I didn't think it was that bad." 


"I've heard
he's been taken.  The last time they got Wolfe and Caine.  That's how
his back got hurt," his partner offered. 


"Wow.  I
didn't think he needed that much protection." 


"He needs to
fix his security system.  It's got gaps," the guy in the back
admitted. 


"We'll let the
detectives he lives with know that," the second officer sneered.
"Shut up until they ask you about them."  He slunk down. 
They backed out and headed back to their unit, going to arrest him and let
Detective Messer identify his bracelet.  They ran into Flack first. 
"Sir, has no one given you a suggestion of someone who could watch your
boy on their days off?" 


"Not
yet," he admitted.  "I've asked, guys."  He shrugged.
"What happened?" 


"Someone
broke in.  Your dog is very well trained," the first officer assured
him. "He was doing a mean impersonation of Cujo on the guy's
chest."  He nodded at him.  "He also said you've got gaps
in the security system." 


"We know but
we're not sure how to fix it."  He looked at the guy.  "You
are?" 


"Stanley."



"Really? 
We've got one of those here.  Ray?"  He perked up and looked
over.  "He said he shares your name.  He just broke into the
house." 


"Really?" 
He came over to look at him, then sneered.  "Real name?" he
asked.  The man gave him a horrified look so he leaned closer to whisper
in his ear.  "I'm being trained by Methos.  Tell me
everything," he hissed.  He pulled back still smiling.  The man
swallowed and nodded. "Good, now then, name?" 


"Tooks."



"Good. 
First, last?  Only?" Don asked as he led him off.  "Thanks,
guys, and if you get an idea of someone, let us know."  He grinned at
Stan.  "They said my dog was playing Cujo very well." 


"Spot's well
trained," Ray agreed, nodding.  He grinned at the officers. 
"We'll put your names on there."  That got smiles and they left
to tell the other party that they had his bracelet.  He looked at
Don.  "Wanna bet Xander was bored?" 


"No bets,
he's been bored but he was going to clean the house today." 


"Why don't
you guys have a housekeeper?" 


"We can't find
one.  We found one and we came home to find Xander tied to the chair with
whipped cream on his stomach and the guy threatening to lick it
off."  He shoved the guy into an interrogation room.  "By
the way, the cops he lives with made him put everything valuable in the
bank."  Tooks moaned and nodded at that, hanging his head. 
Danny walked in and he snapped up, looking scared.  "Yeah, there's a
lot of us here," he agreed happily. 


"Roland
Tooks," Eric said as he came in.  "Didn't I tell you to leave
Miami when you got out the last time?"  The man whimpered. 
"You were doing what?"  Flack handed over Danny's bracelet. 


"Huh.  I
knew I forgot to put this on this morning," he admitted, putting it down
to take pictures of it for the records, then to put it on.
"Thanks."  He grinned.  "Now then, what holes were in
the security system?"  Tooks just stared at him.  "Your
choice.  We'll let them know you broke into a cop's house."  He
slumped and started to draw out the boundaries and the holes he had found. 


*** 


Xander looked up
from his lunch when someone came in.  "Hi, Aiden.  I'm
bored." 


"I can
tell.  The house is spotless."  She kissed him on the forehead
and went to make lunch.  "Sorry, forgot to grocery shop again." 


"Not like I
care," he reminded her. "How are classes?" 


"I'm learning
a lot I missed and the theory behind what I knew how to do before.  It's
pretty exciting."  She smiled at him. "You could take a class,
Xander."  He shuddered.  "I know you're very against
education but sometimes you've got to." 


"I don't
care.  It's nasty and I don't get along well with books." 


"Uh-huh. 
Well, I'm off this weekend if you wanted to go to the college and look
around.  There's lots of stuff to do up there."  He shook his head. 
"You sure?" 


"I am. 
Are you busy this afternoon?" 


"Unfortunately
I've got physics this afternoon."  She sat down beside him with her
sandwich and nibbled, looking at him.  "That bored?"  He
nodded.  "Then why don't you fix up the practice room?" 


"I did. 
It's all cleaned.  I did it magically.  I even ran out for more
ferret litter."  He ate a chip.  "I'm so bored." 


"No hobby
kits?"  He shook his head.  "Have you called Adam?" 


"He's off
helping another immie in town."  He pouted.  "I don't want
to try more martial arts." 


"That might
be a good idea," she admitted.  "You're pretty good in self
defense."  She ran a hand over his arm.  "How are your
closets?" 


"Straightened
out.  I'm *really* bored, Aiden."  He gave her a look. 


"You know
those tv ads for 'earn a degree from home'?" she asked after a few more
bites.  He nodded.  "Look at them, Xander.  They're
hands-on stuff.  You could learn valuable stuff from it.  Or take a
massage class." 


"I took
them.  I'm certified," he said proudly.  She smiled at
him.  "I did that while Spot was being worked with." 


"Good
job."  She stroked over his hair.  "What do you want to do
next year?" 


"Not be
bored." 


"Besides
that?" she asked patiently.  "There's more to life than
pleasure." 


"Yeah but I
can't find my spot," he moaned.  He leaned against her side. 
"It's like there's nothing out there for me to do but be a happy little
slut and I can't do that when I'm bored shitless like I am at the
moment."  He heard the car door shut and looked at her.  She
shrugged.  Someone knocked, they knew it wasn't one of the family. 
He got up and went to look out the hole then opened the door cautiously. 
"Yes?" 


"Mr.
Harris?" 


"Yes. 
Why?" 


"I'm here to
speak to you about a matter of importance, sir.  May I come
inside?"   Xander got out of the way and he stepped
inside.  "CSI Burns. I had no idea you had moved down here as
well." 


"Yup. 
I'm Xander's buddy."  She ate another chip.  "What's going
on?  Should I call his protector?" 


"No, I don't
think that'll be necessary," he said, pulling a gun.  "Into the
living room please, Mr. Harris."  He looked at the dog. 
"Should you have him attack me, you'll see his insides," he
warned.  "Sit."  Xander sat beside Aiden again, nibbling on
one of her chips.  "Ah, ever the calm and cool one."  He
looked him over.  "I don't know why anyone would want you." 


"Nothing in
this concerns Aiden." 


"You've
tainted her and other good officers with this hormone story you've made
up." 


"Huh?" 
He looked confused.  "What hormone story?  We've had proof since
the finding of hormones.  Otherwise no one would want to take my
ass." 


"You ruined
good officers," he said firmly. 


"Name
one," he shot back. 


The man cocked his
gun.  "Every single one you come in contact with.  Unfortunately
they'll have to be purged as well."  He looked at Aiden then at
him.  "Including her.  She has the possibility to spread it to
her future students." 


"You're
insane," Aiden assured him, handing Xander the plate.  "Get out
of here.  His boys could come home at any minute!"  The dog woke
up and shook himself.  "Lay back down, Spot." 


"Spot,
no," Xander ordered at his growl. "He'll hurt you, no.  Come
here.  Guard the daddy."  The dog came over and took a potato
chip in treat.  "I don't know what your problem is, but you're not
going to get away with hurting any of us." 


"I don't
think that will be a problem. Your security system was turned off
again."  Aiden moaned. "It's not that hard." 


"It should
be," Xander told him. "I'll have to fix that later."  The
man sneered.  "Oh, I'll be here later.  You won't be but I will
be." 


"No matter
what you do, I'll make sure your taint is cleaned." 


Xander let his
hormones surge, making him choke and splutter, then fall to his knees. 
"Aiden?" 


"Getting
it."  She got his gun and found Don's play cuffs, putting them on
him.  "There.  We should call someone." 


"Really?" 
He got up.  "Come on, Spot, let's go for a walk.  The air in
here is foul."  He walked over and concentrated, letting go of the
blocks Horatio had taught him to put on his body.  The man gave him a
look.  "Follow."  He slid into shoes.  "On your
knees," he growled.  The man stayed on his knees and crawled after
him.  "Aiden, call someone up there, have them check on Donny, the
one who went with me?" 


"Sure, I'll
call Mac."  She did that then hurried out to follow in case he needed
it.  "Mac, Aiden.  Yes, it's important.  Someone just came
in saying that they're removing the taint of Xander from all the cops he tainted. 
He wanted to make sure all you guys and that guy Donny was fine." 
She smiled. "Thanks."  She laughed. "On his knees and
begging, Mac.  Yeah, going after him now."  She hung up and ran
out, leaving the door open.   No one else would be that stupid. 
But she would be looking for a new house for them.  Even if she did have
to beg Cupid personally to move that basement of theirs.  She liked to
play in the pool. 


*** 


Xander walked the
guy up to the front of the station and coughed at the officers gathered
around.  "Guys, he came in and said he was going to stop me from
tainting officers with my hormones.  He pulled a gun on myself and Aiden
Burns."  They all stared at the guy behind him on his bloody
knees.  "Can one of you please get Flack for me?  Or Messer, or
Delko, one of them?"  One of them went running inside and Xander
glared at his victim, making him whimper and make begging noises, coming
closer.  The dog barked and he backed off again.  "Good boy,
Spot."  Horatio came jogging out.  "He pulled a fucking gun
on me and Aiden, saying that my hormones were a fucking *story*, Horatio. 
He was going to kill all of us to remove the taint I gave off with them." 


"You made him
do what?" 


"Beg and
crawl.  Aiden used my play cuffs on him. She's calling Mac to make sure
that Donny's fine." 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "Boys, let's get him inside.  Come on, Xander. 
Please calm it back down?"  He moved Xander and the dog off to the
side.  "Calm it down, Xander.  Please?" he ordered a bit
more firmly.  Xander forced himself to calm down and put the blocks back
on like he had been taught.  "Good boy, Xander.  You're a good
boy too," he promised when Spot nudged his hand.  "You're both
very good boys."  He looked at Aiden when she came jogging up. 
"We've got it." 


"He came up
to the door and said he had to talk to Xander about something important,"
she panted.  "Pulled a gun on us." 


"We'll take
statements inside.  Come on."  She nodded and walked Xander
inside with him behind them.  The suspect was led to another room and his
scrapes were documented so no one could say they did it. "Xander, that was
cruel." 


"He was going
to kill her, Horatio!  You know he couldn't hurt me, not really, but Aiden
doesn't have that assurance." 


"I know, calm
down," he ordered.  Xander slumped.  "From the top,
kids." 


Aiden grabbed some
paper and wrote it out for him, then handed it over.  She let Xander have
it and nudged him. "Write it out as it happened, Xander, including however
you got him onto his knees."  She looked at Horatio.  "Mac
said he hadn't heard anything about his former guard but he'd check.  They
were all okay but someone had taken a shot at Sheldon's car."  Xander
snapped the pen and took a deep breath.  She got him another one. 
"There, baby.  Calm down."  She stroked his back. 
"They couldn't be sure." 


"I'm sure. 
He's been down here stalking me," Horatio offered.  "Eric saw
him."  Xander looked up at him.  "Finish writing it out,
Xander.  Please.  We'll need it to convict him."  Xander
nodded and went back to writing.  He looked behind him when the Shift Supervisor
came in.  "Problems?" 


"How did he
make him crawl that way?" 


"I used the
taint he accused me of," Xander said, rubbing his forehead. "It was
that or have him kill me and Aiden." 


"I thought
you were with Flack." 


She stood up and
slapped him.  "I'm his fucking friend, you no-talent
moron!"  He backed off, giving her a horrified look. 
"Don't you *dare* blame this on Xander!  He's never seen this guy
before!  He's the one making threats on various officers!" 


"Calm down,
Aiden," Horatio said quietly.  "There's photographic proof he's
shown up on a few of the same scenes I have," Horatio told him. 
"Eric Delko found it and they all know."  Calleigh came running
up the hall.  "What happened?" he called. 


"Gun
discharge."  She walked into the other room with the paramedics right
behind her. She came back a minute later.  "He tried to shoot an
officer who the other one said was with him earlier?" 


"We had a
break-in.  I had someone come get him," Xander admitted, pulling his
dog up to hold.  "Shh, Spot. It's all right.  The gunpowder is
okay in this case."  His dog quit growling.  "Good
boy."  He kissed him on the ear.  "Sit."  He put
him down.  "Sit."  His dog sat beside him, letting him
write with one hand and pet him with the other.  He slid it over to
Horatio, giving him a look.  "I don't know, Horatio. He was
threatening us.  He had his gun cocked." 


"I left it on
the living room floor," Aiden admitted.  Calleigh nodded, going to
get it.  "He came up to the door and said he had something important
to talk to Xander about.  Xander let him in and he pulled a gun,
guys.  He said he was going to remove the taint Xander was putting onto
the officers around him with this hormone story, as he called it, and threatened
both of us and Spot.  He said if Xander had Spot attack him, he'd shoot
the dog too.  Said he'd have to kill me because I might pass it onto my
students some year." 


Horatio nodded at
that, looking at the statements.  "Xander, can you write this in
english?"  Xander blushed and took it back to copy it in
English.  "Thank you.  I know you're stressed."  Frank
came running.  "Is he free?" 


"No, he's not
free.  He just got shot five times in the chest when he tried to grab
another gun off someone," he said, looking at them.  Xander rushed to
the trash can to get sick.  "Flack's on a scene with Danny." 


"I
know.  Is Ryan here?"  Frank nodded. "Go get him. 
Send him up."  Frank nodded, going to call him.  "Xander,
nothing you did made him do that."  He walked over to help him up and
back into his seat.  "Come on.  Look at me."  Xander
gave him the most pitiful and self-loathing look.  "You protected
yourself.  Nothing about that made him kill himself.  He was already
mentally damaged when he came to shoot you."  Xander nodded, resting
against his chest.  "Shhh.   It's all right.  Cuddle
Aiden."  He nodded, shifting over to cuddle her.  He looked a
the Shift Supervisor when he hung up.  "Is everyone all right?" 


"Fine. 
So he made him crawl how?" 


"I forced the
broadcasting," Xander said quietly.  "It's one of the best ways
to get away from someone who has me when I can't physically fight
them."  He swallowed.  "I overdid it," he admitted.
"I let loose everything I had on him and I made him crawl up here." 


"Okay,"
he said, looking at Horatio.  "You can do that?" 


"It's a
matter of training.  Most of the level nines and tens can do that,"
he admitted quietly.  Ryan walked in and pulled Xander up, shaking him a
few times. "Mr. Wolfe...." 


"He'll be
fine, Horatio.  I'll make sure of it.  Go handle it." 
Horatio nodded, leading the supe out.  He looked at Xander. 
"You made him crawl from the house?"  Xander nodded. 
"Wow.  Better than the last one you had to get away from." 
Xander ran to get sick again.  "Okay.  Aiden, are you all
right?" 


"I've got a
bit of a headache but it wasn't focused on me, Ryan.  I'm not even
horny.  Angry, I hit the other guy." 


"He's the
patrol shift supe," he said with a small smile.  "Bet you wanted
to do yours." 


"Now and
then," she agreed.  Xander came back and sat down again, pulling his
dog back into his lap.  "It's not your fault, Xander.  It was
his mental damage.  Not yours." 


"He still
probably did it to escape the taint," he said miserably. 


"Really? 
Because I don't feel tainted," Ryan said, sitting on the table to look
down at him.  "I don't.  Don doesn't.  Danny doesn't. 
Ray doesn't.  Horatio and Speed don't.  Calleigh doesn't. 
Valera and Calleigh think of you like an odd cousin who needs some help now and
then."  Xander leaned forward to rest against his knee. 
"Shh, it's not your fault, Xander.  Anyone who tried that is an
idiot."  He looked over as Calleigh came in.  "What's going
on?" 


"The gun was
still there and so was someone else, who was sniffing the carpet." 
She held up the baggie.  "This one, Aiden?"  She
nodded.  "I'll need your prints to rule you out." 


"He was shot
downstairs," Ryan said quietly. "He made another gun grabbing
attempt."  She stiffened at that.  "They stopped it." 


"Sure,"
she agreed.  "We'll still need to rule hers out so we can find his
ID."  Aiden nodded, writing down her former badge number. 
"Thank you, Aiden.  Xander, this is not your fault.  Even the
King of Idiot ADA's couldn't make this your fault.  Even though you made
him crawl from the house.  I thought it was a good job.  Kept him
confined and showed him how stupid he was."  She walked out, going to
find this guy's ID.  Eric came in with Danny and she ran out to stop them
before they could hear.  "Someone came to the house to shoot Xander
and nearly Aiden."   Eric stopped smiling. "They're
fine.  Xander took all the blocks off his body and let it rip.  He
made him crawl up here from the house.  Danny, I locked the door again
when I let the patrol guys get the second guy in there sniffing the
carpet.  Xander's blaming himself.  The guy made two gun grabs. 
The second one ended him."  She looked back at the lab she was in
then back at him.  "I think it's the same guy you found stalking
Horatio." 


"Let's
see," Eric agreed.  "Danny?" 


"Heading to
help Xander." 


"He's got
Spot and Aiden, plus Horatio called Ryan up," she offered.  "He
had his head down on Ryan's knee." 


"I can
help," he assured her, heading up there.  He ran into Frank, who
wasn't looking happy. "Tell me someone's not trying to charge him." 


"No, the
idiot ADAs are out of this one.  They said they're not touching it but one
did order Horatio to watch for other homicides from him within the kid's
hearing.  Xander's getting sick again.  We had to change trashcans on
him." 


Danny walked in
there, coming over to help Ryan calm Xander down.  "This is not your
fault.  He would've tried to grab the guns even if you hadn't whammied him
with your hormones.  He knew he was caught and good this time." 


"He's a
cop," Calleigh said, leaning in.  "He knew how bad it was going
to get."  She left, going to talk to the second suspect.  She
found him joking with the other guys.  "We have a good reason?" 


"Flack said
he was a guy who protected Xander in New York," one of them offered. 
"He said to remove the cuffs." 


"That's
fine.  He's up the hallway.  Where's Flack?" 


"Going to
look at the body.  Who was he?" 


"One of the
New York DA's."  Donny sat up and stared at her.  "You're
the one he used to hire to bring around?"  He nodded.  "You
did good."  She smiled.  Then she handed over the sheet. 
"Know him?" 


"I do. 
He tried to break through my door the other day and shot at my girlfriend's
car."  He looked at her. "He's dead, right?" 


"Yup, but one
of the local ADA's decided to tell Horatio to watch for more homicides." 


"He was safer
in New York." 


"He's doing
fine," she pointed out. "It's only been two serious kidnapings."



"His
car?" 


"He ever talk
about his friend Buffy?" she asked.  He groaned. 
"Her.  Both bombs.  She was thoroughly trashed too." 


"Someone
should put them out of his misery."  He looked at her again. 
"So, you're which one?  Xander writes me most weeks." 


"I'm
Calleigh." 


"Cool. I'm
Donny."  He shook her hand.  "Someone might want to call
Taylor to make sure no one else got hit by him." 


"Aiden
did.  Someone shot at Sheldon's car but he's fine so far." 


"Good. 
That's good."  He stood up.  "Can I see the kid?" 


"He's
throwing up up the hall," one of the patrol officers offered. 
"You really guarded him?" 


"Yup. 
He paid me well to walk around with him.  Kept the muggers off him. 
Kept his fanclub off him.  Took him to the shooting range a few times when
he got a new gun.   Took him shopping.  To the movies.  I
kept people from taking him, just casually taking him, at least fifty
times.  The worst time up there, they broke into the condo he and Flack
were sharing at the time and tied Flack up in his bed before taking Xander for
three months."  They all shuddered.  "Yeah, so the kid
needs it.  You guys don't have anyone?" 


"Flack asked
but no one's stepped forward," one of them offered. 


Calleigh
nodded.  "He and Horatio go shopping now and then on his day off so
Horatio can get him into a suit."  They smiled at that. 
"It's worked well so far."  She looked at him. "You
should've went on their trip to Vegas." 


"Let me
guess, that sense that used to work so well on our stoplights made him hit the
jackpot at slots?" 


"No, he
picked one for Ryan."  Donny grinned at that.  "He's
decided he's evil at baccarat and poker when Ryan showed him." 


"The boy's
evil at many things," he assured her.  "He had some chocolate
makers up there begging at his feet when he came in to get more stuff. 
They adored him."  She smiled at that.  "Is he feeding the
precinct too?" 


"Now and
then," she agreed with a small smile.  Horatio stepped in. 
"This is Donny.  He was Xander's off-duty guard in New York." 


"The guy
grows on you," he admitted, shaking his hand.  "I knew someone
was after him, that's why I came down." 


"That's fine,
Officer," Horatio assured him. "Thank you." 


"Not an
issue.  Like I said, Xander grows on a guy.  He's neat friend to have
and he's horrible about spoiling you."  Calleigh nodded at that so he
smirked.  "He got me a new leather jacket for my biking days." 


"He just
bought Don a bike and leather jacket."  He laughed at that and
clapped her on the back.  "Come on, I'll let you meet the others
who're around him." 


"Sure. 
I wouldn't mind.  With your leave, Lieutenant?" 


"Of course,
Donny.  I know he's been writing you." 


"Most
weeks," he agreed happily.  "Is that Ryan guy here?" 


"With him
right now," she assured him. 


"Good. 
He seems like the sort Xander should date."  He walked up there with
them, then inside after watching for a minute.  "You can't be blaming
yourself for his idiocy, right?" 


"Donny!"
Xander said, jumping up to hug him.  Ryan ended up catching the dog and
Aiden put him back onto the floor. "You're okay?" 


"He tried to
break in and tried to shoot my girlfriend once.  When I found out he had
left the city, I tracked him down here to you."  He stroked his
cheek.  "Are you all right?" 


"I... 
He threatened to shoot us and things.  Even threatened my dog Spot. 
Then I kinda let it all loose and made him crawl after me up here.  He
grabbed someone's gun."  He snuggled back into his chest, getting a
hug.  "You're all right, that's all that matters." 


"I'm fine and
so is everyone else as far as I know," he promised, patting him on the
back.  "You didn't do anything to make him, Xander.  He was in
denial of wanting you himself, like Hillborne is.  He's trying to get any
other GHS members in the PD off the force."  Xander groaned and sat
down again.  "It's all right.  Taylor's backing the other
members."  He stroked over his hair.  "I see you're still
growing it."  Xander nodded, looking at him. 
"Good.   The hair is a part of you."  He looked at the
guy on the table.  "I'm Donny." 


"I'm
Ryan.  He's told us about you."  He shook his hand. 
"I'm sure you know Aiden but that's Spot.  Technically Don Flack's
dog."  Spot barked.  "Yes, the daddy's around here
somewhere.  Go find the daddy, Spot.  Go find the daddy." 
He sniffed and walked out, heading to find his daddy's desk.  Donny smiled
at that. "He's been very good for Xander, protects him when we
can't." 


"Still can't
beat a human one." 


"I'm with you
on that point," Ryan agreed.  "We're getting him one down here
to take him out and around on their days off."  He grinned at Xander
and got a small one back.  "It'll be fine.  I promise it
will." 


Xander shook his
head.  "They think I'm capable of killing people, Ryan!" 


"You're not
and I know that," Ryan said firmly.  "Not unless you're attacked
first."  Xander slumped down and nodded. "Which this time
was.  It's not like you asked him to point a gun at you or Aiden." 


"True,"
he sighed, looking at Donny. "Is your girlfriend okay?" 


"Hates the
job and we broke up."  He shrugged. "It happens." 


"It was a
perk of the job during my tenure too," Aiden agreed dryly, leaning back. 
"Got rid of the jerks I was dating pretty quickly."  Xander
frowned at her. "It did.  Same as physics is doing it
now."  She shrugged. "It happens." 


"You have
better taste than that," Ryan assured her, kissing her on the forehead.
Donny laughed at that.  "She should.  She's helped Xander find
better taste than some of his shirts." 


"I like my
hawaiian shirts," Xander defended with a pout.  "Can we go
home?" 


"Let's make
sure," Ryan promised.  He looked around, spotting Frank. 
"Can he go home?" he called.  Frank shook his head.  Ryan
rolled his eyes. "Not yet."  He looked at Xander again. 
"This was not your fault, Xander.  I swear to you on my oaths, it
wasn't your fault that he grabbed that officer's gun.  He was already
deranged and he realized what a pile of manure he was in."  He gave
him another cuddle.  "Instead of going home, go exercise the horse,
okay?"  Xander looked up at him. "I trust you to treat her
well.  Go exercise my horse for me. It'll be good for you." 


"Yes,
Ryan." 


"Good
boy."  He messed up the stray strands, making Xander smile. 
"Good.  Now, let's remove the trash can because that's nasty, and
then I'll call out there for you.  Then we'll see why you can't be let go
of yet."  He slid off the table to go talk to Frank.  "Why
can't he go home yet?" 


"Danny didn't
want him to go home alone." 


"He's
not.  He's going to exercise my mare for me."  Frank gave him an
odd look.  "I came home with her, Frank.  She's at a local
stable." 


"Can that guy
and Aiden go with him?" Frank asked. 


"Sure. 
They've got rental horses."  Frank walked off shaking his head. 
He shrugged and called the stables.  "Hi, this is Ryan.  I
do?  Sure, I can send Xander with it.  No, I was going to let him
come ride her for a while.  He was almost killed today and needs to calm
down.  Oh, she knows him very well.  He might have two people with
them and they might like to go too.  Thanks."  He listened to
how one other person came out to ride her now and then and smiled. "He's
fine.  He's part of the reason I've got her.  She likes him. 
She'll like Xander.  He used to feed her apples all the time. 
Thanks."  He hung up and looked over as Danny came back. 
"Can he go riding?" 


"Can he
ride?" 


"Yeah." 


"As long as
he's not alone." 


"Aiden might
go with him.  Donny definitely would." 


"Sure." 
He waved at Donny, getting a grin and a nod.  "Works for me. 
Tell him to pick up dinner." 


"He probably
doesn't have his wallet.  Speaking of, I've got to send him with my check
for stable fees."  He went to find his checkbook from his locker,
bringing it back with the check.  Xander looked at it then at him. 
"For my stable fees, Xander." 


Xander kissed him
on the cheek.   "I'm in a fussy mood," he reminded him.
"I always fuss afterward." 


"Sure, if
*he's* out there, tell him I said hi and to pop around.  Eric wanted a
spar."  He shrugged.  "You sure?" 


"I'm
sure."  He smiled at Donny, then at Aiden.  "Are you going
to class?" 


"I
should."  She stroked his cheek.  "I'll take Spot home if I
can find him."  He nodded and she left. 


Xander looked at
Donny.  "I changed cars." 


"I heard
about the bomb but you never told me what you got instead.  I'll take good
care of him yet again, boys."  They nodded and he let Xander walk him
out.  He smiled at how close they were to the station.  It was a nice
house.  He patted the corvette and Xander beamed. "Really?" 


"Horatio
helped me pick it out." 


"You and
he...." 


"He's
married," he said quickly.  "He's one of us." 


"Ah, then a
shopping buddy." 


"The guy in the
suit?  Yeah."  Donny gaped.  "You can't tell." 


"I won't
tell, Xander.  I promise.  You know that.  I know way too many
of the ones in New York to ever start blabbing."  He watched him walk
inside then come out with the keys and his wallet, locking the door behind
him.  Xander slid in to drive.  "So, you and Ryan maybe?" 


"Maybe. 
He's seeing someone else but they're kinda loose at the moment since the other
guy's also seeing Aiden.  Ryan's like my backup keeper."  He
grinned.  "And sometimes the reason that my keeper gets to sleep at
all."  Donny laughed at that, nodding.  "Can you ride with
me?" 


"Sure, I can
try.  Put me on something calm, okay?" 


"Sure." 
He beamed and backed out of the driveway and headed to the stables with a stop
through the ATM at his bank.  Donny gave him a look.  "This way
Ryan doesn't have to worry about stable fees and I can get dinner.  I'm in
the mood to fuss." 


"You always
are whenever you get into trouble."  He shifted.  "This is
very nice.  Very good car, Xander." 


"Thanks." 
He sped up on the road out there, making Donny smile at the show of defiance
and backbone.   They pulled into the stables and parked, smiling at
the person coming out of the barn.  "Ryan said I could use his mare
and he wants to go with me." 


"Of
course.  Ryan called."  She smiled and took the cash he handed
over. "This is much more than a month."  She counted it
out.  "That'll be eight and a half months.  Sure." 
She went to write out the receipt for him, handing it to the obvious bodyguard
with a smile.  "Know how to ride?" 


"A
motorcycle." 


"That's
fine.  Let's get you on something calm.  Xander likes to plod around
the woods."  She got the horses out and helped Donny saddle his and
into the saddle.  Xander had it by himself.  They trotted out
together, letting the bigger one get used to it.  They were cute
together.  It was clear that one was very protective of the boy. 


*** 


Don walked in and
saw the looks the officers were giving him.  "What?" 


"Your dog's
waiting on you," one said.  "Xander forgot him when he walked
out with some big, buff, bald guy." 


"Big, buff,
bald guy?" 


"From your
neck of the woods," the officer agreed.  "Sounded like a fellow
New Yorker?" 


"Donny?" 
He shook his head and went to check on his dog, finding him curled up under his
desk.  "Why are you here, Spot?" 


"Because
Xander got escorted out to go riding." 


"He couldn't
bring him home?" 


"Well, there
was a small problem at home," Frank admitted, turning to look at
him.  Don sat down and pulled the dog into his lap, getting ready. 
"You know the guy who was following Horatio?" 


"Unfortunately
not.  Why?" he asked cautiously. 


"Well, he
came after your boy with a gun."  Don glared at him. "Aiden was
there.  Your boy *snapped*," he said with a fond smirk. 
"First thing we knew, Xander was walking the dog up here with him crawling
behind him and Aiden jogging to catch up."  Don stopped petting his
dog.  "Yeah, he let it all go on him.  Made him crawl the whole
way.  Well, this prosecutor ended up grabbing a gun, twice no less. 
Different people.  Second time got him shot.  The ADA who came in
about the problem warned Horatio to watch for more homicides from him. 
That was suicide by stupidity so they couldn't do anything." 


"Why was
Donny here?" 


"Calleigh
found him when she went back for nut-boy's gun.  He was in the
house.  She brought him back and they said you said to let him go." 


"No, I've
been out this whole time."  He looked up.  "Strife?"
he muttered.  Strife popped in and winked, then disappeared. 
"Okay, that solves that mystery.  He came down to help?" 


"He came down
to guard Xander.  The guy had tried to get him and his girlfriend. 
Ryan and he got Xander calmed down when he started to get sick.  Horatio
handled the whole mess.  Like I said, the guy grabbed an officer's gun the
second time.  First time he was made to let it go before it did more than
go off in the holster.  Second time he took five rounds to the
sternum."  Don shivered.  "So no worries there. 
Xander was very upset so Ryan told him to go ride his horse for him.  Took
the big guy with him.  Paid Ryan's stable fees for the month or
whatever.  Then he'll probably get dinner. You know how he fusses whenever
anything happens." 


"I do. 
Why is Spot up here though?" 


"Xander
walked him up with the crawling guy.  From what I heard, he threatened to
shoot the dog too."  Don growled and his dog barked. "He's been
a good boy, Flack.  He's well trained by that boy of yours." 


"Good. 
Why didn't he take him home?" 


"Ryan or
someone told him to find you.  I guess they figured you were back and
would do that to check on the house." 


"Okay,
starting to make more sense."  He looked at his dog.  "Have
you been out?" 


"Two of the
patrol guys who want to move to K-9 walked him," Frank said with a
grin.  "Even they said he's very well trained.  So did the K-9
handler who came in with a drug suspect.  So, if you wanted to go over
there...." he offered with a grin. 


"Xander
wouldn't get to play with him anymore." 


"Yeah, there
was some debate about him being *your* dog or your boy's dog." 


"My dog but
Xander's home all day so he gets majority playing rights.  Huh,
Spot?" he asked him.  Spot barked and licked him.  "Good
boy!  I like that.  Wanna go check on the ferrets?"  The
dog barked and wagged his tail. "Okay, we'll take you home and yell at the
Xander master for not checking to make sure I could take you first." 
He put his dog down then stood up.  "Come on, Spot." 


"Can I borrow
him?" someone called. 


"Why?" 


The patrol officer
pointed at the suspect.  "Him." 


"Sic 'em,
Spot," he ordered, pointing at the suspect.  Spot looked at him then
barked and ran over to look at the other guy, then lunged and barked, scaring
the shit out of him, literally.  "Good boy!"  He came
running back.  "Good boy!  Very good boy!  I've got to
learn your commands, don't I?" he teased, taking him outside to water the
hedges before he walked him home. 


Frank stood up and
looked over.  "That's a foul mess and yes, you have to clean it
up," he taunted.  The patrol officer shrugged and handed the guy a
mop.  "Good job." 


"It worked
earlier too." 


"Did they
train Harris in the same commands?" someone else called.  "Does
he heel the same way?" 


"Fat
chance," Ray said as he walked past him, smacking him on the head. 
"Xander doesn't follow orders unless it's something he wants to
do.   Besides, Xander's a lot like the puppy in other ways." 


"Including
the tail wiggling in happiness he does now and then when someone gives him a
treat," Frank joked.  Ray nodded at that. "I'm surprised we
didn't see your guy." 


"Nope. He's
working with someone.  He'll see Xander later and forget me for another
night."  He gave him a look.  "Xander's his favorite
student.  There are days we should just bring him home." 


"Why? 
Did you need that sort of sleeping help?" Frank teased. 


"Only some
nights."  He sat down at his desk and smiled at his still-working
computer.  He'd have to buy Cooper a candy bar or something if this kept
up for the rest of the week. 


*** 


Ryan looked up
from his dinner when Ares appeared.  He took one last bite and stood
up.  "Eric's not here yet." 


"That's
fine.  Have you been practicing?" 


"When I can
get time.  Crime's hell in the city at the moment." 


"I can see
that."  He looked over as Eric came in.  "Get in here. You
wanted to watch him spar?" 


"I did. 
I need to know that my student can defend himself." 


"Oh, he
can," Ares assured him with a small smirk.  "Very well. 
The same as he can defend Xander.  I made sure of it." 


"Good, then I
won't worry about Xander as much either, but I would like to see him
spar." 


"Have him
spar with Ryan.  Ryan could use the space there anyway." 


"Sure. 
Let me eat first?" 


"Fine,"
Ares agreed, handing him Ryan's plate. 


"Hey!" 
Ryan took it back and got Eric his own plate from the microwave. 
"Here, I made you some too."  He sat down to finish
eating.  "Is Xander back from riding yet?" 


"He put her
back about an hour ago.  Cleaned her down, did her stall.  All that
stuff.  Just like usual." 


"I knew he
went to ride when he needed to think."  He shrugged and they finished
up then headed over with their swords.  Not that Ryan didn't keep a spare
blade over there, because he did.  They pulled in and found Xander getting
the door open.  "Come on, we've got to show off for Eric," he
offered.  "Hey, again." 


"Hey,"
he agreed, smiling at him.  "You guys use the swords too?" 
They all nodded.  "It probably helps with the kid's self-defense now
and then."  He walked the food inside and put it on the counter, smiling
at the dog.  "Do you beg too?"  He went up onto his back
feet, front paws raised and begging look in force.  "Damn, you're
nearly as good as your master." 


"Treat can's
on the counter," Xander called.  Donny dropped a few for the dog,
making him a happy puppy.  "Thanks.  Lawn, practice area,
Ryan?" 


"Lawn." 
Eric followed, going to watch.  "Go ahead," he offered once he
was sitting down out of the way. 


"We're seeing
who blinks first to see who gets to attack since we're both more
defenders."  Xander sighed and lunged slowly, making Ryan smirk. 


"Do it
properly, he said as he attacked, making Xander defend himself.  Back and
forth, dancing, tripping, rolling away when they had to, then Xander came up
behind him and got him pinned against the bushes, rubbing against him. 
"No fair." 


Ares
appeared.  "But it's a good strategy.  Go again,
boys."  They separated and went again, teasing each other.  He
sighed and pulled his sword, jumping in, making them both defend against
him.  It was a good fight, both of them were on their guards, they worked
well together.  Xander managed to slip between them and inside his guard,
stunning him with a kiss, that let Ryan rest his blade against his neck until
he could pull back and breathe.  "Down boy." 


"But it
worked," Xander offered with a shy grin. 


"It
did.  They're more worried about your defensive skills."  Xander
moved the blade in his other hand, making Ares laugh since it was against his
cock.  "That's a good ploy, Xander." 


"It is,"
Eric agreed, coming over. "Good job, both of you."  He looked at
Xander.  "You didn't slip as much as usual." 


"He won't
with Ryan there.  Unless Ryan's knocked out, killed, or someone's
attempting to behead him," Ares offered with a smirk.  "I
trained him that way.  He will fall seriously then.  He may even
still berserk.  We're not sure yet." 


"Then they're
both beyond me." 


"I said I'd
work with you," Ryan reminded him quietly. 


"I
should."  Ares nodded. "Fine.  I'll work with Ryan." 


"Good. 
Because think of what happens if that boy loses some of his family too
soon," he said quietly.  "You're the only ones he has left on
this plane."  He disappeared with that warning. 


Eric looked at
Ryan.  "Did someone take them to where you guys were?" 


"Not that I'm
aware of.  Not the person to ask, either.  Let's go
inside."  He looked at Xander, who was grinning at him. 
"What?" 


"I won."



"I know you
won and that means I'll do your hair tonight."  Xander beamed and
bounced inside, making Ryan shake his head.  "Can I have my wrists
rubbed later?" 


"Sure,"
Eric agreed with a grin.  "I know Don's come in with limp hands
before from working on his hair over a weekend." 


"Oh,
yeah."  He went in there, finding Xander down in the basement getting
his hair wet.  "Did we change the water since the last time you were down
here?" 


"Yup,
did." 


"Good." 
He slid out of his jeans and sat beside where Xander was, taking the shampoo he
had grabbed and got to work on the mass.  At least it wasn't as tangled as
it had been the last time he had played with his hair.  The last time it
had taken him and Don both to get rid of the tangles after the herbal issues
they had endured through.  He looked over Xander's body. 
"You've gained it all back plus a few pounds, I'm proud," he offered.



"I'm not
fat." 


"I didn't say
you were.  It's definitely not fat."  He worked the shampoo down
to the roots then rinsed it all out carefully.  Then he got to work on the
conditioning treatment.  It was the price for losing against Xander. 


Upstairs, Eric
flopped down, looking over at Don and Donny.  "Xander won so he's
doing Xander's hair for him." 


"That's an
incentive that would make me win," Donny agreed. 


Don looked at him.
"It's very soft and I like to think while stroking through it.  I've
solved a lot of cases while playing with his hair." 


"They let you
bring him into the office?" he taunted with a smirk. 


"Only
sometimes.  Horatio laughs."   That got one from Eric, who
nodded.  "Hey, it worked, did it not?  I got the clue I needed
to put the stuff you guys found and got a suspect." 


"You did. 
We were all proud since none of us had one for you," Eric agreed. 
"Frank said he might try it next time." 


"Frank
probably would," Don agreed, shrugging.  He looked at Donny
again.  "So, how's my city?" 


"Doing
okay.  Your old precinct is very boring and the CSI are going to kill
their new young ones.  They're annoying and some of the patrol guys are
going to hand them handcuffs.  One did hand Taylor a set and suggested a
muzzle for Monroe."  Don snickered at that.  Danny walked in and
slammed the door.  "Hey, look who's here." 


"I saw. 
Hey, Donny."  He patted him on the shoulder as he walked past
him.  "Dinner?" 


"Fridge."



Danny nodded,
going to get whatever it was out.  He wasn't sure he cared.  He had
missed lunch.  He came back and sat down across from Eric.  "The
other two boys?" 


"Ryan lost
their sparring match so he's doing Xander's hair downstairs." 


Danny
laughed.  "That's one hell of an incentive."  Don glared at
him.  "You know he'll have him conditioning it, brushing it, and
probably putting it in tiny little braids again." 


"I hope
not.  I'll need his fingers to work tomorrow," Eric teased
back.  One of the ferrets pounced on him from above and behind him. 
"Hey!"  He picked it up to look at. 
"George!"  He put the ferret onto the floor, letting him run to
pounce the other father.  "Anyone see the other one before I get
pounced again?"  Donny pointed at the kitchen. 


Don looked back.
"Get out of there, Beauty!" he yelled.  The ferret scurried away
from the beer.  He shook his head.  "They're fun pets," he
assured him. 


"I'm sure the
boy and they get along very well.  He's basically a ferret in a people
suit."  They all laughed at that. 


"I heard
that!" Ryan called.  "Isn't it time to sign up for the
convention yet?" 


"Next
month," Danny called back.  Someone tapped on the door. 
"What!" he yelled. 


"It's
us," Ray called. 


"Get your
asses in here," Don called.  They walked in.  "No one but
bad guys knock around here, guys.  Really.  Ryan's doing Xander's
hair." 


"Always a
treat," Ray said happily, checking the bedroom then going down to help. 


"He's one,
isn't he?" Donny asked.  Don nodded.  "At least he's low
enough that he can work.  Xander's like a scatterbrained fairy some days,
all wing action and not able to figure out which direction he's
flying."  Adam laughed at that.  "He is.  The same as
the rest of the time he's a ferret in a person suit." 


"He is,"
he agreed.  "I love the boy but he can be horrible," he assured
them, going to help and check on Xander's mental state.  He found Ray in
the pool, naked, and enjoying it while Ryan finished rinsing out the
conditioner from the roots.  "Raymond!"  His accent had
come out fully on that one.  He mentally shook himself for sounding like
someone from PBS again. 


"I said he
could," Xander said, looking back at him.  "It's fun and very
relaxing."  He stood up, letting Ryan wrap his hair in a towel. 
"I'll get the brush."  He skipped up the stairs. 


Adam looked at
Ryan.  "Have fun, young one," he said quietly.  Ryan just
grinned and went to pick out a seat for Xander to sit in front of so he could
finish his task for the night. He watched his boy until he heard him gasping
and panting, then pulled him off to finish him off.  His poor boy needed
more stimulation than water gently lapping around his cock and a thick pole up
his ass. 


Eric looked amused
when Xander sat down at Ryan's feet, his hair swaddled in towels.  Ryan
pulled them off and slowly worked the water out then took the
brush.   "Did you dye it?" he asked, pointing at the towel.



Xander looked then
pulled some of his hair forward.  "Wow.  I had prayed to get
some white streaks so I looked a bit older." 


"We'll see
how it looks when you're done," Ryan promised, working the brush through
the soft hair.  He got a helper in his lap and looked down. "Hi,
Beauty."  He stroked her then went back to brushing Xander's
hair.  She squeaked and squealed at him so he picked her up to brush her,
making her a happy ferret.  He nuzzled noses with her and put her down,
letting her run off to pounce George. 


Danny put down his
plate.  "Toss me their brush, Don."  Don tossed it over and
he waved it where the ferrets could see, bringing them both running.  They
both went into his lap and were brushed, wiggling like some live wires were
connected to their bodies but it was normal for them.  "Good
kids.  Now, go play."  They slid down him and went to
investigate the hair things Xander had put onto the floor.  He put down
the brush and George came back to scoot over it time and again.
"What?  You itchy?" 


"I cleaned
the house today, they might be since they were shedding," Xander offered
sheepishly.  Danny looked at him.  "I helped them with it."



"I'm sure you
did.  By hand from now on, Xander." 


"Housekeeper?"
he asked hopefully. 


"After the
last one tried to take you too?" Don snorted.  Xander pouted. 
"We'll look again, Xander."  Xander beamed and Ryan went back to
pulling his hair back when he lost some.  "Sit still." 
Ryan grinned at him but got back to it.  Pulled back into a ponytail, then
braided once the first jeweled clamp was put on. He took the second clamp from
Beauty, getting angry squeaks.  "You, behave."  He patted
his lap once Xander was done, getting a cuddle.  "Good.  Now,
what are you doing tomorrow?" 


"Going out of
my mind?" 


"Besides
that?" Don asked patiently. 


"I think
that's all that's on my schedule."  Donny laughed and nodded. 
"See, he knows we need a housekeeper too," he said, looking totally
serious. 


"I said I'd
look," Don promised. 


"Okay." 
He put his head down on his shoulder.  "We went for a long
ride.  It was nice." 


"I'm
glad.  From what everyone said you needed it.  You were so stressed
you left Spot at the station." 


"I thought
you were there." 


"No, that was
someone pretending to be me," Flack said dryly, looking down at
Ryan.  "The other deadly one." 


"He's buddies
with Xander.  They're cute together." 


"Xander is to
stay out of trouble," Danny reminded him. 


"Yes,
dear," Xander sighed, then gave him an impish grin. "Even innocent
trouble?" 


"Even innocent
trouble," Don agreed.  "I'll call around about a housekeeper. If
Speed's off you can see if he wants to do anything.  If not, maybe their
nephew's got the day off and you could have him." 


"He's been
skipping some," Xander admitted dryly.  "We went to the arcade
the other day."  Everyone stared at him.  "They were all
too young to want me.  I did kick his ass at Mortal Kombat
though."  He grinned, making Danny laugh.  "I did." 


"I'm glad you
did," Danny assured him.  Ray and Adam came up the stairs. 
"That is a fun pool." 


"It
definitely is," Adam said, sitting down and letting Ray into his
lap.  "He's much more settled now." 


"We've got
two guest rooms and Don's room," Danny pointed out.  Adam smiled and
hefted Ray into one of the guest rooms.  He looked at Donny. 
"You can bum a room too if you want." 


"Thanks. 
It'll save on motel costs."  He yawned and stretched. "I'll let
you guys get in your nightly cuddles.  Night, Xander, guys.  I'll let
him drive me back tomorrow."  They all nodded and he went to take the
other guest room. 


Ryan looked at
Eric and winked, getting a smirk back.  "We'll head home, guys. 
Thanks, Xander." 


"Always happy
to help you practice, Ryan." He blew a kiss. "Thank you for doing my
hair." 


"Welcome." 
He grinned and walked Eric out.  He did stop to put up Xander's windows
since it felt like it was going to storm. Eric had to walk both ferrets back
inside and put them into the cage but they did eventually leave. 


Xander looked up
and kissed the underside of Don's chin.  "Play with me?" he
asked quietly. 


"As long as
you don't scream," he teased back.  Danny gave them a fond
look.  "You in tonight?" 


"I'll take
your room.  My back's still sore from the last time we played." 
Xander hopped up to give him a kiss then they went to their separate rooms. 


*** 


Xander came in the
next day for lunch, carrying a large box of food.  "Get the
elevator?" he pleaded.  Someone got it for him.  "Thanks,
guys." 


"Perm?"
one woman asked, fingering the wavy hair down his back. He had it pulled back
off his face but otherwise loose. 


"Braided
while wet."  She smiled at that.  "I don't mind the
difference and I think it looks neat."  She got on with him and
pushed the CSI's floor for him. "Thanks.  Lunch." 


"I can see
that.  Got any extra?"  He tipped it down and she took something
that didn't have a name on it, giving him a smile.  "Thanks,
Xander.  Oh, good work with the dog.  He's a great dog." 
She got off on her floor, unwrapping her sandwich and smiled at it.  She
even liked this sort.  She sat down at her desk and her partner gave her a
look.  "Harris is in for lunch."  They all smiled. 
There would be extra, there always was. 


Xander came off
the elevator and the receptionist automatically paged someone and signed him
in. "Thanks."  He looked in the box then tipped it down.
"For you, Sheila."   She took her package of cookies, he
had found her weakness.  He grinned and waved a foot at Eric when he came
out.  "Lunch?" 


"It's always
appreciated."  He walked him back to the break room, then called the
others to let them know.  He looked at his phone. "Frank said to save
his and Speed's.  They're on a scene." 


"Sure." 
He put down the box and put those in the crisper in the fridge.  It stuck
so it was harder for the usual food thieves.  The others came in for a
nice lunch, letting Xander babble and cuddle whenever he wanted.  Ray
pouted when nothing had his name on it.  "I didn't know what you
wanted.  There's a few different types by the tape."  Ray found
himself one and sat next to him, letting him lean on his shoulder and
cuddle.  "I heard from Tony," he told Don.  Who smiled at
that.  "He's moving to Baltimore." 


"That's a
nice PD.  I've worked with their homicide on a case."  He bit
into his sandwich, finding something in there. He pulled out the small chain
and wiped it off.  "Thanks, dear." 


"Welcome." 
He beamed at Ray, then winked and handed him something under the table. 
"For you and him.  Because he was more pouty than I am this
morning."  Ray snickered and nodded, eating another bite. 
Horatio walked in.  "Yours is in the crisper with Speed's." 


"Thank you,
Xander."  He got them both and smiled.  "They're just now
getting back.  I'll send Frank up.  I like the waves." 


"Ryan lost
our sparring match so I made him do my hair.  He braided it while it was
wet." 


"It's
cute."  He went to get Speed his lunch and eat in his office. 
He had meetings this afternoon. 


Frank walked in
and got his own lunch, sitting down.  "Thanks, kiddo.  You look
happier today.  Have a good night?" 


"I did."



"He also
chewed on me for half of it.  I ended up waking him up and giving him a
snack," Don said, making most of the others giggle, but Valera and the new
girl Natalia both blushed at that. "He gets cuddle rights," he
assured them.  "It keeps him sane and centered."  They
smiled at that.  "Danny, how's the back?" 


"Still
tingles now and then.  I'm not sure what I did this time." 


"Just don't
blow a disc like Horatio did," Frank warned.  "His still gives
him trouble now and then."  Calleigh squeaked at that.  "It
did," he reminded her. She nodded at that and stuffed her mouth. 


Valera looked
around then at him.  "Detective, we *all* know why they go in there
to have lunch when they close the door and the blinds," she assured
him.  "Kinda hard not to since they're over my lab."  He
grinned at that.  "You might wanna stop the blabbering people
however." 


Natalia blushed.
"It's good that they keep things out of the open like that," she
agreed.  "I'm happy if they are." 


"Oh, they
are, and nothing's going to change that," Danny assured her. 


"Or else we
sic Xander on them," Ryan finished with a grin.  Xander cackled at
that and nodded.  "Nothing bothers his shopping buddies." 


"I'll go with
him," Valera offered.  "He's got good taste and I need to do
some holiday shopping." 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed happily. "When's your next day off?" 


"Sunday."



"Okay. 
Call first."  She nodded.  "Call me on Danny's if you don't
have mine.  He's off that day too.  We'll even take the
corvette." 


She smiled.
"Sure, Xander.  I'd like that."  He beamed and looked at
the others.  "I know Frank's probably behind already," she
teased. 


"Not
hardly.  My wife drug me last month and again last night for the few 'just
in case' gifts we get every year.  No way am I behind in anything but
wrapping and I usually pay the charity folk to do that.  Xander, are you
done?" 


"Yup.  
I have been done," he said proudly.  "Even if Don did find one
of his and shake it."  Don grinned at that.  "He still
claims he was checking for ferrets."  They all laughed at that. 
"Anyone else need help?  I'm supposed to help Speed but he keeps
forgetting to have a day off." 


"He's done
that for many years," Eric advised.  "I'll remind him
later."  Xander beamed at that.  "Are you getting Ryan
something I'll have to clear off a space for?" 


"Nope. It's
smaller than a breadbox.  Oh, I ran into your ex today.  I found her
looking at my corvette. We got into a kitty fight." 


"You mean a
cat fight?" Natalia teased. 


"No, she only
swatted and hissed so I backhanded her.  It stopped the kitten
fight.  She's not woman enough to cat fight."  He looked at
Eric. "I know you have better tastes than the tavern wench." 


"I do,"
he agreed.  "That's why she's an ex." 


Ryan
laughed.  "At least she hasn't hit Aiden' car yet." 


"She
did.  That's why she had two black eyes and was limping before I got
there," Xander said dryly.  "She said she thought I'd be
easier.  The patrol guy she went crying to got told that by Aiden since I
was picking her up.  Gloria didn't file assault charges and she's very
sorry.  She might even get help since the patrol officer suggested
it."  He ate a bite of his sandwich while they were laughing. 
"Seriously." 


"I'm sure
Aiden and she did get into a good fight," Eric agreed happily.  
Yelina came in. "Yours is still in the box." 


"Thank
you."  She found her sandwich and sat down to eat with them. 
"What's going on now?" 


"Aiden and I
ran into Eric's ex Gloria.  The one who likes to smash windows." 


"Ah
her," she sighed, shaking her head.  "She did mine once
too.  I filed charges and they let her go with reparations." 
She dug into her sandwich, then pulled the chain out of her mouth. 
"Xander, I know the deli doesn't usually include presents," she
protested. 


"Quit
fussing," he said firmly.  "That's my job."  She
blushed and put it on her napkin so she could clean it later, but did check for
anything else, finding the charm had come off.  "That was on there
earlier." 


"That's
fine.  It looks like the links split," she promised.  She checked,
no links laying in the food so she went back to eating.  "Have you
seen my son today?" 


"Not
yet.  I can go find him if you want." 


"I'm hoping
he's at school."  She gave him a pointed look.  "Instead of
amusing you at the arcade?" 


"He called
when he skipped, I didn't tell him to skip." 


"It's still
not good for him," she said firmly. 


"I'll remind
him he'll turn into me if he skips too often," he assured her, making her
choke.  He made Natalia choke too.  "I did.  I had the
record for skipping in tenth grade," he said proudly.  "Books
and I are not bestest buddies."  He looked at Don.  "Aiden
suggested those programs where you do a degree from home." 


"It would
give you something to do and they've got to be more hands-on," Don
agreed.  "I thought you were going to take massage classes." 


"I
did."  Danny put down his sandwich and looked at him.  "I
did," he defended. He pulled out his card.  "See? 
Certified in my first style and everything." 


"Good. 
You can always go back for more." 


"I
will.  They're not offering anything I want to look at for another six
class cycles." 


"Sure,"
Don agreed.  "Get information on the other stuff and we'll look at
it, Xander."  Xander nodded.  "Preferably not the gun
smithing option." 


"Yes,
Don." 


"You could do
their computer stuff," Danny offered. "Then you can fix yours at home
since it keeps going to the blue screen of death." 


"I did that
already." 


"I haven't
been on it in a week." 


"Oh, that
problem.  I'm working on it."  He patted him on the arm. 
"Don't run Windows Music thingy, whatever it's called."  Danny
nodded.  "That and I've got to upgrade Norton since I think one of
the places I upload stories I may have hit a pocket of virus." 


"You
write?" Natalia asked. 


"I write
smut."  She blushed at that and coughed a bit. 
"Sorry.  It keeps me occupied when I need it worn out." 


"He did so
good that people at the last convention went past the cuddle room to trade smut
with him," Don said proudly. 


"Cuddle
room?" Valera asked.  "Like a big pile of people?" 
They all nodded.  She blushed at that.  "That's...odd." 


"It's very
comforting," Don told her.  "I got sucked in for a few
minutes.  Nothing else is allowed to happen in there but it's one big
cuddle." 


"The other
stuff is in other rooms," Danny assured them all.  "For those
who need it and aren't getting it at home.  Not paid or anything, just
happens." 


"And some
suites," Xander reminded him.  "A few swingers in the
group."  They all blushed at that.  "The next one is in
Vegas." 


"We know some
people from out there after a case, we'll warn them," Eric said with a
grin.  "Say hi to Jace for me." 


"You could
go," Ryan reminded him. 


"I'm not a
keeper, I can't go to the convention." 


"No, but you
could go to Jace's."  Ryan looked at Danny.  "Should I
offer since I'm your backup protector?"  He ate another bite and
pulled out the other cufflink, putting it aside. 


"You can if
you can get the time off," he promised.  "I know Xander was
going to beg Horatio and Speed ta go again as his bodyguards.  That way he
could drag them shopping with him again." 


"Just
remember, no slots," Frank teased. 


"No, I don't
play electronic games unless I'm mad at the company," Xander assured him.
"I'll go be evil at baccarat and point Speed and Horatio at machines, and
Ryan if he can come."  They all smiled at that.  "Did you
guys get to hear the Riverboat stories?"  Valera giggled and nodded
but Natalia shook her head. 


"I'll tell
you later while we're working," Valera said, grinning at him. 
"They went to be malicious to this company that had suspected ties to
immigrant smuggling and sex rings." 


"Xander got
'em busted for trying to kill him multiple times," Frank said happily. 


"Plus I got
that one person on the gaming board fired too for trying to set off my allergy
on purpose," Xander said proudly.  Frank and Don both laughed at that
while Ryan patted him on the back. 


"We're all
proud of how you did," Speed assured him as he walked in. 
"Lunch running long today, guys?" 


"I'm
fascinating but you guys cannot forget to work while I'm here," Xander
chided.  They all went back to their labs, Yelina leaving her
present.  Don winked and took it, going to give it back to her and weather
the rant.  He looked at Speed when he got his water out of the machine. 
"I do believe I was supposed to go with you somewhere." 


"I haven't
had a day off," he pointed out, looking at him.  "I'll be
fine." 


"No you
won't.  You wouldn't even look at my jewelry box the other
day."  He stood up and looked at his friend.  "I know and
he knows you want to give him something special, even though he doesn't know
what, Speed.  I'll gladly go with you and hold your hand if
necessary."  Speed nodded.  "So, either call some night or
some day.  It's not like I'm a busy person and I could use the distraction
from going insane." 


"You need
better hobbies." 


"The only
hobby shop I knew about closed," he said, shrugging a bit. 
"I'll figure it out and Aiden wanted me to go through one of those 'do
your degrees at home' things." 


"Some of them
are scams." 


"Not like I'm
really going for a degree I can use." 


"Point.
Fine.  Tonight?" 


"If you're
not working or have plans." 


"Dinner in
and I can be an hour late," he promised.  Xander beamed and
nodded.  "I'll call when I'm done and tell you where to meet
me." 


"Sure." 
He patted him on the cheek.  "Remember, just because we lean on you
doesn't mean you can't lean on us too.  We're all cuddly like
that."  He walked out then came back to get his wallet since it had
fallen out.  Then he went home. 


Speed
smiled.  Xander was a spectacular young man and he deserved a permanent
keeper some year soon.  He went back to work, knowing he could get this
wrapped up on time tonight.  He texted Horatio that he'd be home a bit
late but he was going to come home after some shopping.  He got back a
simple okay and it made him happy his spouse didn't ask.  He knew it was
for him.
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