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Notes: many, many notes. Okay, first, major
series crossover!  In the Sentinel verse: Megan's on vacation at
first.  She's there.  The outting of his diss never happened! 
Very important. He never had to discredit himself. He's now on year three of
trying to do his diss.  In CSI:NY, Monroe's there but at home. 
She'll help from there. After all, someone has to stay there.  In
CSI:Miami. Speed did not die.  They got an increase in the salary so you
have Ryan, but Speed was only injured, it moved two inches to the right and hit
his upper arm.  Borrowing Catherine Demoranth from the 'Ray' series but
she never met Ray Vecchio and the wedding in Helena's life never
happened.  Her boys are mentioned but only that Helena's going on vacation
with them.  Yes, I know that was a Scribe-ish mary sue.  Sorry! 
I wanted to play too!  Not a lot of her in here, just as a background
helping character.  In Buffy, no Anya.  She left after graduation,
scared she was now mortal and could die.  In Biker Mice From Mars, yeah,
they're still in Chicago.  Going around pissing Demoranth off and racing
her since she's riding a bike now and then.


 



The
gathered CSI and detectives from three cities all stared at their bosses, who
were in front of the information they had went over.  There was a
traveling serial killer who hit all three cities in a pattern.  They had
all been called together to work to stop him before he could kill many more
people.  They had hopes but some of it was just...not right.  
One of them raised his hand. 


"What's
wrong, Sandburg?" his boss, Simon Banks, asked patiently. 


"Okay,
first, pattern's not numerical.  It's dates.  It's dates for
solstices and moon darks.  Secondly, the pattern's also wrong.  It's
got highly detailed spiritual overtones.  Whoever did this has not a clue
beyond their Baptist world."  The Miami CSI team all looked at
him.  "I'm an anthropologist, people.  Of course I've seen this
stuff before.  I work with Ellison and we get all the strange crap. 
I can start calling colleagues to see if they can figure out *what* tradition
since they're obviously building to something.  Because if it doesn't
happen, then they could commit suicide or start all over again at a more auspicious
time.  These sort of things have history, guys, and they're set in stone,
sometimes literally in some of the oldest of old rites." 


The
head of the Miami team nodded at that.  "All right.  If you can,
it could help us track them better I suppose.  Why do you have an
anthropologist on staff?" Horatio Caine asked Simon.  Simon was a
tall African-American male that was very well built and hid it behind a sweater
vest; he was also the boss in Cascade's Major Crimes Unit.  Caine was a
pale redhead in a suit but no tie, the top two buttons of his shirt done up in
response to the cold air in Cascade. 


"Ellison
is helping him with his thesis," he noted blandly, giving him a
look.  "He works with Ellison, who has double my old clearance rate
and is in the most trouble of anyone.  He'd be here but he's having his
last cast taken off."  That got some amused looks from the New York
people.  "Ask them, they've been working with him now for a
month." 


"Guy
jumped off a three-story building onto a one-story and landed wrong," Don
Flack, one of the New York detectives noted dryly.  "Broke his ankle
and kept going for about a hundred feet." 


"At
least you guys missed the property damage," Blair joked.  Simon
moaned, holding his head. "Sorry, Simon.  But hey, I'm still driving
for a few more days." 


"Not
once he's got the cast off, Sandburg," he reminded him. "Which means
I'll have to fill out more paperwork about why Ellison got a building shot up
or ran his truck into it.  Again.  By the way, the Cyclops Oil
company is getting ready to file an injunction to make you and Ellison stay at
least three thousand yards away from their building at all times, even during
pursuit." 


"I
wasn't driving," Blair said happily, holding up his hands. "Blame
Jim, man."  Then he grinned.  "I just hold on for dear life
when he does that and pray that the seatbelt won't snap this time." 


"You
commonly get to terrorize this building?" Danny Messer, one of the CSI
from New York asked, pushing his glasses back up his nose. 


"Yup. 
Three times now," Blair admitted.  "First time into their
windows.  Second time Jim drove through one of the side walls and
partially collapsed it.  This last time he aimed just beside the windows
and nearly made it into the elevators."  Simon moaned again, shaking
his head.  "Like I said, I wasn't driving.  Yell at the
detective, Banks." 


"I
did, it didn't seem to help," he said, glaring at him.  "Try to
keep the other cities intact, Sandburg.  All right?" 


"He
does that in Miami, they fill out the paperwork," Horatio assured him. 
"I find that works as a good deterrent." 


His
staff all nodded.   "You haven't seen paperwork until you've
filled out the stuff to replace one of our mobile crime unit hummers,"
Speed agreed dryly from his seat in the corner.  He was Horatio's second
in the labs.  His dark hair was messy and he had went casual with a
long-sleeved henley and jeans for the day. 


"We
could use hummers," Blair offered.  "But they're so
environmentally unfriendly.  Each one's like killing a few percent of the
planet." 


All
the Miami crew looked at him.  One brave one, a dark haired guy who was
grinning slightly shook his head.  "We have to go into the swamps,
Sandburg." 


"We've
got mountains and state parks to patrol.  And?  At least our trucks
have emission control and get better than thirteen miles a gallon." 


"We
get that much?" Speed asked Horatio.  Who nodded.  "Then
the one I was driving the other day needs a tuneup badly.  I only got
eight." 


"I'll
have it done when we get back," he promised.  He looked at
Simon.  "I can understand the New York teams using suburbans. 
They're in the city.  How do you get along without an SUV?" 


"Our
crime lab has a truck.  The rest of us use our personal cars." 
He smirked at him.  "Ellison drives an old '69 pickup.  Sandburg
there drives a Volvo that's now got a hybrid engine.  After the last one
blew for the third time.  It was our 'get back to your desk' present from
the whole of Major Crimes."  His people smirked a bit. 
"Unfortunately Sandburg's last engine took it's final gasp as Sandburg was
being chased by terrorists and some guy in a black hummer who wanted his
brain." 


"It's
enormous," one of his guys, a well dressed white guy with dark hair, said
from his seat.  "Who wouldn't want it as long as they could access
all the little factoids Blair carries around all day.  His brain must be
most of his body weight." 


"Not
funny, Rafe, and yay, so I'm smart.  It doesn't keep them from coming
after me to get to Ellison.  I'd love like hell for the terrorists and
other associated psychos I've met over the years to come after you guys to get
to Ellison instead. Or maybe just go after Ellison." 


Rafe
gave him an evil look.  "You know, Blair, Jim didn't have this
problem until he met you." 


"With
why he met me, I'm not surprised.  And yes he did.  It was just more
quiet.  He never had to crash into buildings before he met me.  Then
people started to drive instead of run away from him.  They're feeling as
old as he is." 


"Maybe
next time you'll stay in the truck," Rafe's partner, Henry Brown, offered. 
His medium-dark skin was glistening with sweat.  "Guys, can we turn
on the A/C?  It's hot." 


"It
is," Simon agreed.  "It was either this room or outside in the
smoking area and it's raining, of course." 


Blair
looked at the Miami crew.  "If you're in town, worship and pray to
the Sun so it stays out longer.  Otherwise it pouts and disappears for
*months* on end." 


"We
all worship the sun where we come from," the blonde lady that had walked
in behind Speed offered happily, smiling at him.  "How much rain do
you guys get a year?" 


"Two
feet or more," Rafe told her.  "It's sunny about four, five days
a month in the winter and a few more in the summer, but spring and fall, forget
it."  The Miami crew all gave him horrified looks.  He nodded,
grinning.  "Blair's perpetually freezing.  If you see someone
who looks homeless but has his hair, it's him.  He's just cold." 


"Excuse
me for having an emphasis in tribes in the rain forest and Africa," Blair
said sarcastically.  "Keep it up, watch me go to Borneo on that
project and *you* get to partner with Ellison for *six months*." 


"Blair,
you're not allowed out of the city," Simon assured him. "If you try
to leave, I'm having you arrested."  He grinned at him. 
"Then I'll tell Jim you were going to abandon him to Rafe and Brown."



"You
know, my career has to come up sometimes," Sandburg said blandly, staring
him down.  "So either I'm going to have to go out on a dig or an
expedition or I'm going to have to take Jim on one with me." 


"Take
Ellison with you," all the Cascade contingent said in unison. 


"I
believe the tribe has spoken," Speed said from his corner, smirking at
Blair.  "So, when are you coming down to bask in the sun, ride in our
hummers, and eat dolphin?" 


"Try
it and I'm bringing my mother," Sandburg told him.  The others in the
room, but Simon, laughed at that.  "My mom's FBI profile is 326 pages
long.  She's a well known protestor." 


"Naomi's
your mother?" Horatio asked flatly.  Blair just grinned and nodded.
"Should you have to come down, try to leave her here, Sandburg. Please. I
know your mother just appears in places randomly, but please try." 


"I
will.  Can I come down and bask in the sun without helping destroy the
planet and eating endangered species?" 


"If
you want.  We do have tofu bars." 


"I'm
not vegan, I appreciate the food chain, just not enough to eat something
endangered.  To use an Ellison-ism - steaks good, tofu evil and smells
funny.  Whole civilizations may have evolved and risen to great heights on
the diet of tofu and rice, but I'm not my mom, man.  I eat food. 
Real food.  I just pick healthier stuff than fake fast food and other
nastiness." 


"There's
a great steak place in town, serves this steak so tender you only need a
fork," the blonde told him.  "We can go when you come
down." 


"A
bit above my salary," he admitted blandly.  "But sure.  If
I can talk Simon into expensing it." 


"I
thought you guys were the highest paid in the country," Messer said,
frowning at his people. "Aren't they?"  They all nodded. 


"No,
they're," Blair said, pointing at the others, "the highest paid in
the country.  Jim's probably *the* highest paid if you count bonuses and
rewards for some of the people he's captured.  I'm doing this for my
thesis so I live on my graduate assistant's stipend."  They all
stared in horror.  He nodded. 


"How?"
the blonde asked weakly. 


"I
live with Ellison.  There are days when I hear 'stay in the truck' at
home."  Rafe snickered at that.  "Serious, Rafe, I heard it
a few nights ago while he was asleep." 


"He
was probably having nightmares about when you *don't* follow that order,"
Simon said, glaring at him.  "Quit worrying Ellison and you won't
hear it so much." 


"Need
I remind you that the last time I stayed in truck I got kidnaped?  Or the
time before that the truck was carjacked and the guy wouldn't let me get
out?  Or the time before that my mother took the truck with me in it since
it was so bad for the environment and of course Jim could walk back the three
miles to the station; it'd be good exercise for him since he had two guys in
handcuffs to pull like they were on leashes and another broken cellphone so he
couldn't call for more backup?"  His whole team and most of the rest
of the room moaned.  "Staying in the truck is more dangerous than
following Jim into the field, Simon.  But thank you for being so
concerned; next time I'm kidnaped you can come rescue me instead of
Jim."  Then he smiled sweetly. 


"Jim
would kill me if I tried to rescue you instead of him," Simon said
patiently.  "We all know that, Sandburg. Ellison tackled and arrested
the last person who tried to help you." 


"I
wonder if he's still crying in the mental ward," Henry mused. 


"He's
out now," Sandburg told him, giving him a look. "I testified on his
behalf."  He glared at Simon.  "You need a tighter
leash." 


"*I*
need a tighter leash?" he asked, looking amused.  "He's your
partner!" 


"Not
that we care, but should we worry about looking the other way when you two make
out?" Stella Bonasera asked from her seat next to where Horatio was
standing.  She was second in command in New York, under Mac Taylor. 
Her dark, curly hair was very much like Blair's.  A few people had given
them appraising 'are they related' looks. 


"We're
not like that. I've got a closet-sized room in his loft," Blair told her. 


"The
pool's up near three grand though," Henry offered, smiling at her. 
"We invested it in a savings account since it's been three years
now." 


"They've
even let people change their minds about dates if their first two guesses have
went by," Rafe agreed.  Blair moaned and put his head down, shaking
it.  "It's all right, Sandburg, we know you love him." 


"I'm
*so* going to murder you later," Blair promised.  He glared at
him.  "I'm not with Jim.  In case you hadn't seen the trail of
leggy brunettes I've left through the last three years, I'm very straight and I
prefer smart, pretty women."  He looked at Stella.  "I'd
ask but you'd think I was being childish.  Maybe in a few months?" 


She
smirked.  "Only if you come to New York. It's too long to
commute." 


"True,
it is," he sighed.  "Pity, but that's the way my life
works." 


"How
thick is your black book now, Sandburg?  Three, four inches thick?"
Henry teased. 


"Man,
that's nearly as bad as yours, Eric," Speed said to his smiling coworker
from earlier. 


"I
don't keep all the numbers I get given and I'm picky about who I go out with on
real dates." 


"Thank
you for that," Calleigh said, looking up. 


"Hey!"
Eric complained. 


"One
recently broke into your place and trashed all your clothes so she could keep
you naked, Eric.  That's a bad thing.  You need to be more picky, not
less," she said reasonably.  Horatio turned so he could laugh into
the wall. 


Blair
looked over and grinned. "You come up for at least a weekend, I'll take
you where I go." 


"Thanks. 
Same if you come down to Miami.  Maybe you'll get to move somewhere warm,
sunny, and away from Ellison." 


"He'd
follow," Simon assured him. "Blair's the reason he's such a good
cop.  He'd follow."  He sipped his coffee.  "Okay,
Sandburg, now that we've had the break, anything else you can see?" 


"Are
we sure it's *one* person?" Blair asked.  They all nodded.
"Absolutely certain, right?  Couldn't be a group, like a cult,
couldn't be a hunting pair?  Has to be one person?" 


"All
the descriptions match," Stella reminded him. 


"No,
they say white guy with dark hair, dark eyes, and fairly tall.  That's how
many of us in this room, except me with the fairly tall part?" 


She
looked around, then back at him.  "Okay, that's a point to consider,
but everything's too consistent.  Even with a ritual, you'd have some
deviation in the cutting pattern or some other way to tell it was multiple
people.  We've got it exactly the same each and every time." 


"Okay,
then the first person I'm calling is in Chicago.  She's a detective over
there.  She's a cult and occult expert and deals with this shit fairly
routinely.  She's their unofficial expert."  That got some
smiles and a nod from Simon.  "I need briefing sheets, or should I
use my notes?" 


"Use
your notes. You'd notice things Catherine would."  He looked at the
other two bosses.  "Catherine's a pain in the ass, but she kicks
ass.  They don't call her the Bitch Queen of Death for nothing." 


"I've
heard of her," Mac admitted. "My family's in Chicago.  You know
Demoranth, Sandburg?" 


He
grinned.  "We're both anthro people.  We chat all the time at
the conventions."  That got some smiles.  "She had this
really weird sex cult last month that focused on female breast removal, but the
left one instead of the right in proper Amazonian tradition." 


Simon
held up a hand at the start of a Sandburg Tangent.  "Don't. 
Just don't.  I'll have nightmares.  Tell the other geeks later, I'm a
simple cop with simple ideas, Sandburg.  Just pray they don't come
here." 


"Yes,
Simon," he sighed, looking around. "Anyone wanna hear
later?"  A few nodded at that so he grinned.  "Cool,
lunch?"  That got a few more nods and a grin from Danny. 
"We done?" 


"Mostly,"
Mac said, looking around.  "Any other questions?" 


Speed
raised his hand.  "Where's he due to hit next?" 


"Here
tonight then your city," he assured him.  "Then Cascade, then
New York." 


"Which
is a very lopsided triangle, almost thirty-sixty-ninety," Danny said,
pointing at the map.  Everyone stared, then at him.  He
shrugged.  "Sue me, I am a geek, people." 


"That's
why Mac hired you," Don Flack agreed, smirking at him. 
"Certainly wasn't for your hair or looks, Messer." 


"Keep
it up," he snorted. "Room with Stella since she snores." 


"I
do not!" she complained. "Besides, I'm not rooming with a guy I'm not
sleeping with.  The extra can have one of you two or your floor." 


"I
have my own room," Mac assured her.  "Horatio?" 


"We've
got a suite.  It was cheaper than individual rooms plus has better maid's
service and tv."  He looked at his crew.  "Any other
questions?" 


"Yeah,
victims two, six, and eight are dissimilar," Speed noted quietly. 
Everyone shut up.  "There's hesitation marks.  Any idea why,
Sandburg?" 


"Depending
on the ritual?  Maybe the time wasn't perfect, maybe he thought his
God/Goddess/Higher Power/Talking Sheep/Flaming Bush was telling him to do it
then instead of later.  Maybe he wasn't sure about his victim's qualifications
to be a victim but having it in hindsight.  Do we have a victim's
profile?"  One was tossed down to him, letting him look it over.
"Two and six are older than the norm of the group.  Statistically
eight doesn't fit due to race.  So victims of opportunity or a point where
the ritual says 'pick someone, anyone' maybe.  I'll have Catherine help me
go over this, see if that's part of the ritual or not." 


"Thank
you," Horatio agreed.  "You as well, Speed."  That got
a nod. "Anyone else?" 


"How
are we keeping in touch?" Stella asked. "Email?" 


"Works
for us," Danny assured her.  "Simon?" 


"We
have computers, that's fine.  Sandburg?" 


"I
can set up a chat forum but it'd be easy to break into and eavesdrop," he
offered, looking at him.  "We could even use a free service like
Yahoo if we had to." 


"Let's
stick with email," Horatio offered.  "That's the base minimum we
can all use." 


"I'll
make sure Ellison can," Sandburg agreed, getting some amused looks. 
"Jim's an action guy, not a guy who plays with a computer. They tend to
break a lot." 


"Reminds
me of a guy I knew in the service," Mac joked. "He breaks computers
too.  Can't get along with them." 


"Where
is he now?" Horatio asked. 


"NCIS. 
Fortunately this won't involve him unless it's hitting the DC Metro area. 
That's his playground and Gibbs wouldn't do a case like this very well." 


"You
know Jethro?" Sandburg asked, getting a lot of funny looks. 
"Mom," he explained and that said everything.  His mother knew
some very strange people. 


"So
it wasn't Ellison?" Simon joked.  "He was a Ranger." 


"Maybe
it's in the military mindset," Danny offered.  "But then again,
Mac does use computers in the lab." 


"He
could be the exception instead of the rule," Don joked. 


"Not
funny, Flack.  Remember, we created a bunch of the stuff you guys use,
including the internet." 


"Yes
but there's a vital difference between Infantry and Special Forces and the geek
squad units," Blair reminded him, smirking just a bit.  "I
wouldn't expect a commando to be technologically proficient unless it'd help
him with his career after he left or it was necessary for the missions.  I
would expect someone in R&D to be but unable to do a Special Forces
job," he pointed out. 


"Plenty
of us are geeks at heart, Sandburg," Mac assured him.  "We're
normal guys with a lot better training." 


Simon
looked at him. "Maybe you are, don't say that around Ellison.  He
won't like it." 


"He
said once officers and Special Forces guys could be made, but the best were
bred that way and then formed and molded," Blair agreed. 


"Officers
certainly, that takes a very certain sort of personality and mindset," Mac
agreed.  "Special Forces?  Possibly.  I won't argue about
it."  He shrugged.  "I'll concede that point with the
clause that they can be made."  He looked around. 
"Anything else before we break for lunch and then go over each individual
case in detail afterward?"  No one said anything.  "All
right, the three bosses will be briefing the other cities so you keep up to
date. Danny will be the person who keeps track of the Cascade cases. 
Stella will keep track of Miami's.  We'll hear about all and then switch
cities but I want you two doing the majority of the file keeping, comparison
charts, however."  They both nodded at that.  "I'd let you,
Don, but with your caseload, this is going to be going on behind it for
you." 


"I'm
doing ours," Blair offered. "Just pile it on, man.  Ellison
won't want to.  Rafe, Brown?"  They shuddered and shook their
heads.  "Simon?" 


"Keep
me updated.  Your brain works in a way far different than ours." 


"Thanks,
really," he noted dryly.  He pulled out cards and wrote out his email
addresses and his classroom forum.  "I've got a small chatroom for
class stuff.  The office has used it in the past.  I'll get the admin
to section off a portion of my bandwidth for this."  He tossed them
down the table.  "That way we can switch pictures and things in real
time."  That got smiles and nods. 


"Works
for me," Horatio agreed.  "Email for things that aren't
immediate, the forum for more pressing matters and we can gather there at least
once a week for that stuff."  He looked at Mac, who shrugged and
nodded.  "Simon?" 


"Fine
with me.  Sandburg will tell me everything I need to know." 
That got some tolerant smiles from the CSI and an understanding one from
Flack.  "Who am I briefing on your end, Horatio?" 


"Speed,
you take Cascade.  Eric, you take New York's.  Calleigh, you'll be
our backup with Tripp since he's on for this."  She nodded. 
"Let's break for lunch then come back here and get into the city groups to
go over the cases."  That got some nods and the ones who wanted to
talk with Blair went with him to a nice, inexpensive place around the
corner.  Simon took the bosses to his favorite place.  And the rest
went for coffee, snack machines, and Wonderburger, which was the best local
fast food place that the detectives could offer. 


***



Catherine
Demoranth, Vice cop and all around tired woman, looked up as her computer
beeped.  "What now?" she complained.  She opened the new
email, reading it slowly.  "Oh, crap!"  Everyone in the
room looked at her.  She dialed her phone.  "Helena, send me the
shit on your serial.  Sandburg's asking on behalf of three cities that have
the same thing.  He thinks it's Ritual instead of serial killer
ritual.  Well, he is an anthro person," she noted dryly. 
"He would know.  New York, Miami, and Cascade. Yeah, that Sandburg.
Yeah, works with Cranky Boy.  Thanks.  Yeah, right now."  She
responded to the email, telling him that they had those here too, but it was
related to DC and Vegas instead of his cities.  He sent back one with a
very simple 'shit, call me' and his number.  She put her head down, typing
back that they'd chat once she had Helena's files.  She went to her boss,
who gave her the most unamused look.  "Helena's got a crossover
serial case," she said plainly.  "I've just been asked about a
trio of cities that have similar cases.  It looks like I'm going to have
to butt in.  Pity, but sorry."  She went back to her desk,
clearing up the paperwork she had left from earlier until her friend got
there.  She looked up as the boxes got dropped next to her. 
"That's it?" 


"That's
all of it.  I've chatted with them.  The Vegas guys are running into
supervisor problems, not theirs but a higher power.  DC is constipated
from snafu cheese.  It went multi-agency out there.  The FBI is
trying to step in.  I've seen hints that it's got a few in Montreal but I
can't get any cooperation.  My boss said you can have it."  She
walked off, her ass swaying gently as she strolled, much happier now that this
case wasn't going to plague her for a bit longer. 


Catherine
moaned and got up, looking at the boxes.  "Where's our dolly?"
she called. 


"You
need a dolly?" one of the other detectives taunted. 


She
picked up a book and threw it at him, hitting him on the head and making him
yell.  "Not that sort. I haven't needed a surrogate comfort device
since I was ten.  I meant the handtruck, idiot."  He ducked and
pointed. "Thank you.  Boss, I'm taking over an interrogation
room!" she yelled as she walked. 


"Oh,
no!  You can work from home, Demoranth.  I told the chief, he said
so.  He agreed, it's up your alley." 


She
looked at her boss.  "Betts, we do realize this is now encompassing
six cities, right?  I'm not paying my own airfare."  That got a
moan.  "With hints of stuff in Montreal."  She smirked at
the second moan and slight whimper at the end.  "Let him know,
Betts.  It's going to get messy and paperworky.  Who am I reporting
that to?" 


"Homicide. 
They were in the conference.  He said to brief him at least weekly,
comparison charts if you're doing them, however.  Even if it is an
email.  He wants a preliminary since Helena was in Violent Crimes and
caught this one."  That got a nod.  "Go home and work in
your jammies, sister.  At least until you have to head to hip, cool, and
sunny, or hip, cool, and overcrowded." 


"Been
there on other cases," she reminded her.  She found her cellphone and
called Blair.  "Who're you with?" she asked.  He reported on
that.  "Taylor?  Huh?"  He noted who it was. 
"Crap.  Um, ask him if he knows me.  No, I was there but I
didn't do much with CSI since it was a drug ring.  I know Caine. 
Tell him we've got to conference.  Helena caught the cases
originally.  She dumped them on me four minutes ago.  We've got Vegas
and DC, and it's multi-agency on their end. She also told me she got hints of
Montreal.  Yeah, I need to go over this stuff and compare and
contrast.  See if it's the same guy or someone else following the same
ritual.  Are you sure it's Ritual instead of serial killer
ideology?"  She frowned, leaning against a wall.  "That
sounds familiar.  No, Terrance taught my college a specialist archeology
and anthro series on special and dark rituals.  He's some British guy
who's dead now.  I can dig up my notes, not an issue.  Yeah, I need
to do that.  Give me two days to brief myself, make my charts, then we'll
do it somehow, all right?"  She smiled. "Thanks,
man."  She hung up and got the dolly, going to move the boxes down to
her car.  This was not going to be fun. 


***



Blair
hung up and looked at the people gathered around the table.  "Helena
Nichols just dropped their cases on Catherine's desk."  Horatio
looked confused.  "Helena was their Angel of Mercy while she was
undercover.  She's the one that sued."  He nodded, getting that
now.  "Catherine Demoranth you may know.  She's Vice.  Came
down a few years ago, or so she said.  Something about a salsa club with
most of Vice one night?"  Horatio suddenly shuddered.  "That's
Catherine," he agreed with a grin.  He looked at Mac. "She said
she didn't do much with CSI when she was up your way for a case.  She said
that Helena told her theirs had links to Vegas and DC, which was a pretzel due
to multi-agency bickering.  There's also a hint of it hitting
Montreal." 


"So
we've got two triangles," Danny said, drawing it out on the table in front
of him.  "It's got two spokes but not a Star of David.  That's
an odd figure." 


Stella
drew it out with her finger too, looking at the trail.  Don drew it out
for everyone on the napkin.  "Could we have a third triangle or is
maybe one just big picture?" 


"No,
none of our cases have led back to those," Blair reminded her. 
"If it's similar, and she thinks it is, we're dealing with triangles. 
Which, she's right, that's sparking some memory from some prior anthro
undergrad class.  She said it sparked one from a dark and special rituals
class she took with some British teacher named Terrance." 


"I
remember him," Mac admitted.  "He came to sub at my high school
a few times.  Odd guy.  He almost seemed Goth but not if that makes
sense.  Like he believed in magic and that stuff." 


"Magic
is a state of mind and an act of will," Blair told him seriously.
"I've never met a culture that didn't have some magical mythology or
miracles.  Healers who touch heal.  Shaman who see into the spirit
realm.  Something along those lines." 


"No,
this guy was talking like the New Age Wicca stuff was real.  He always
told us about Druids," Mac told him. 


"Some
of the strongest magical mysteries come from the last Druids," Blair
assured him.  "Not much was written and most of it was biased. 
I'm sure some families wrote things down.  There's probably full ritual
books from the last Druids passed down through the generations. If we're lucky
they're still in use or known about."  He sipped his water. "But
this doesn't seem Druidic in any way.  Nothing so far has pinged the usual
Druid symbols or telltales.  No trees, no Holly, no Oak, no stars that I
can find except moon phase.  That's too broad to be only considering
Druid, but it does give me an idea. I have knowledge of someone who can
probably find the rite that way."  He got up and went to use his
phone in the hall, explaining the figure and what he was looking for.  She
went suddenly quiet then asked his fax number. He gave it, then hung up,
heading to get whatever she was faxing.  It came across and he smiled,
bringing the figure back.  "The figure at least is well known. It
gives us a place to start."  He slid it down to the bosses. 
"Put that over the US.  We know where two of them are." 


Horatio
went to find a map, Simon looking at the figure.  "This one is
Vegas," he noted.  "But this spoke goes past it a little
ways," he complained. "It's flatter." 


Blair
came around to look, taking measurements and putting it onto the map Horatio
had found.  He figured out the third triangle and grimaced. "That's
Sunnydale, California.  We were marveling over their homicide rate a few
months back when the FBI crime stats list came out.  That's New
Orleans.  That's... Montreal," he admitted.  They all
groaned.  "She said she found hints of stuff in Montreal." 


"Is
this part of a bigger thing?" Horatio asked calmly. 


Blair
shrugged. "Let me do some research, I'll know within a day or
so."  He took the figure back and went to do a search through his
books.  Maybe he could find someone in Sunnydale he could talk to. 
Possibly not, it was supposed to be a pretty small town. 


The
CSI and detectives all stared at the picture. It looked odd to them but to
someone it apparently meant something. 


"Each
one after ours is just off true 30-60-90," Danny noted, tracing the lines
with his finger. 


"It
looks like the feathers sticking out of some old lady's hat," Eric
noted.  Speed gave him a look.  "It does.  You've seen hats
with feather sprays.  It looks like one." 


"It
kinda does," Calleigh agreed.  "That's okay though.  It'll
hopefully allow it to make sense easier."  She looked at their
bosses.  "If this is right, we need a major conference,
Horatio." 


"I
know," he agreed.  "We'll have to share the information
around."  He looked up as the door opened and Jim Ellison walked in,
his hair newly trimmed and his shirt still slightly damp.  "Raining
again?" 


He
nodded.  "As usual this time of year.  Sandburg been getting
into trouble?" 


"No,
he's been good," Simon promised.  "He's taken over the major
duties for us.  So all you and the rest of us have to do is listen to him
and help solve the crime." 


"Good!" 
He sat down beside Sandburg's chair.  "Megan called while I was
waiting on my haircut.  She'll be back in a week as planned. 
Apparently whatever relative she's with at the moment is taking up the 'you
should settle down' chant and being a relative.  It's annoying her so she
called to get emotional support from our department of single people." 


"Speak
for yourself, I've got a girlfriend," Simon reminded him. 


"Yes,
she's very pretty and Daryl hates her," Jim reminded him, smirking just a
bit.  "I believe he called her the skanky ho slut the last time we
talked." 


"Why
does my son talk to you?" 


"Because
he can't express his displeasure with her to your ex-wife, who'd just get it
back to me anyway." 


"Have
I mentioned how odd it is that our exes talk and then my ex talks to you?"
Simon grumbled. 


Jim
grinned and nodded.  "Yup."  He saw the confused
looks.  "Anyone ever seen an emergency life raft that was
over-inflated?"  A few of them nodded. 


"That's
her very bad boob job," Blair noted dryly, nodding a bit as he grabbed his
water, what he had come back for. 


"She's
a nice woman if Daryl could look past that," Simon complained. 


"Simon,
he's a teenager, he can't look pat them," Blair reminded him. "Why he
goes to *Jim* I'm not sure." 


"I
feed his cheeseburger habit," Jim admitted.  Blair glared at
him.  "I can eat cheeseburgers." 


"No
you can't.  Not with your cholesterol." 


"I
can have one a week." 


"Jim,
your cholesterol was near the quadruple digits.  Either it comes down or I
will force myself to eat tofu until it does."  Jim shuddered at that. 
"Now, you can either bring it down or I can talk to the Chief about
putting you on your desk for the next few months until it comes down." 


"He
wouldn't do that, not with his solve rate," Simon reminded him. 


"He
would to protect his future solve rate, Simon.  A few months now to
prevent the heart attack that could permanently bench him or make him
retire?  Yeah, he'd do it."  Simon moaned at that, realizing he
was right.  "I can make a very convincing argument," Blair
reminded his partner.  "Therefore it will come down so I don't have
to listen to you whine about hospital food." 


"Fine,
Sandburg.  I'm trying." 


"Not
that hard.  You had cheese sticks for lunch. I can smell the grease and
sauce on you."  Jim looked away at that. "Thought
so."  He rolled his eyes and went back to making notes for Catherine
later.  "Try harder, Jim.  What would the city do if you had to
retire due to a heart attack, or if you had one while chasing an idiot, or even
worse, while in a high speed pursuit?" 


"Point,
quit nagging," he complained. 


"Then
do the sensible thing so no one *has* to nag," he shot back. 


"Are
you sure you two aren't together?  Because we're probably all cool with
that idea," Speed noted. 


"I'd
never put up with him that way," Jim assured him, smirking back. 
"You're which one?  Eric?" 


"Speedle. 
Eric is the lothario on my right, Calleigh's the gun expert on my left. 
Horatio is our redhead." 


Danny
smirked at him. "You're so bad." 


"I'm
not a lothario, thank you," Eric protested.  "I enjoy my women,
not just to use and toss away." 


"Then
why can't you ever get help moving?" Speed asked him. 


Eric
snorted.  "Women, mess up their nails moving boxes and
furniture?" 


"I
do," Calleigh reminded them all.  "Stella?" 


"I
hired.  I'm smarter than the average girlfriend."  Danny
snickered at that, nodding a bit.  Don and Mac just moaned. 
"Besides, I always ask for the eye candy moving team.  It's usually a
bit extra but well worth it."  Calleigh snickered at that. 


"Stella,"
Mac complained. 


Danny
grinned at Jim.  "I'm Danny, the guy beside me is Don Flack, our
detective rep from New York.  You've worked with him already and talked to
me in the lab a few times.  Stella's our wonderful voice of reason, and
the source for the occasional swearing in Greek.  And Mac's our
leader.  We left everyone else at home to deal with any new cases that
might come up." 


"I've
met Monroe," Jim admitted.  "Thank you."  Most of the
New York team snickered at that, but Mac glared.  Jim looked at him. 
"She's a bit...pushy.  We had a wacko with guns who split his time
blowing up parts of this city and his home in Montana.  She tried to claim
the case immediately, ignored me, and told me I had no idea about guns. 
Just a bit pushy." 


"Yeah,
just a bit," Don agreed, grinning at him.  "Miami left some of
theirs at home and Blair found a connection between three to six more
cities." 


"I've
got to chat with Catherine later," Blair told him.  Jim moaned and
shuddered. "Why don't you like Catherine?" 


"She's
mouthier than me, smarter than you, and makes me feel like I should go on my
knees in front of her and claim all my sins. Besides, she's the rolemodel for
pushy women cops." 


"Good
news, Jim. It had been Helena's case," Blair taunted. 


"Oh,
yeah, just what we need. The former undercover officer who went out as a hitman
for something like three years and is now a ball breaking detective in Chicago.
Any other good news, Chief?  Like maybe Helena's boyfriend is
involved?" 


"No,
haven't heard a thing linking them in.  Sorry.  Though we may have to
deal with Montreal and Sunnydale, that town we all wondered about." 
Jim put his head down, shaking it.  Blair patted him on the back. 
"Catherine and I are going over all the notes together.  She thinks
she's heard of the ritual.  Just leave all that to me and I'll brief you
all.  Okay?"  Jim looked at him and he smirked.  "I
won't even make it lecture length, just hand out notes on the stuff you'd
usually claim was unimportant but usually ends up being vital.  Less than
lecture length." 


"Thanks,
Chief. Saves me paperwork." 


"Uh-huh. 
Guys, if it does involve these other cities, should we meet with them
too?  Or suggest they form committees and link with ours?" 


"I'd
like to set up a cooperative information exchange if it's similar,"
Horatio noted.  "If it's done in the same ritual but by a different
person the information exchange can only help.  If it's the same person
we'll be working together, even if we have to force it." 


Blair
snorted.  "Horatio, no offense, but Catherine can run you over and
smile happily while she does it."  All the Cascade people nodded at
that.  "She's a Vice detective in a department that's critically
understaffed.  As in she's training rookie detectives and doing the work
of at least three others."  They all winced, Jim and Don tensing
up.  "And that's on her *good* days.  That's not the days when
people are in court, they're sick, or anything else.  The woman has lost
the concept of backup.  We might need to pull closer together." 


"How
is she doing that?" Danny asked quietly. 


"They
cut funding again this year." 


"Vice
is usually a major department," Stella complained. "I came up in
Narco." 


Jim
looked at her.  "Vice is Vice in her precincts and there are people
who will back away when she walks into a club, even on her nights off. 
There's way too many people there who know she'll do something rash.  When
we had to work with her, it was a prostitution ring that was split between our
and her cities.  The owners were here.  After two days of trying to
work with her, we let her do it and followed.  She had most of the
ideas.  She had most of the information.  She shared, but she worked
harder than we ever did."  Simon nodded at that.  "She's
got cats. No present girlfriend.  A book habit, and work."  She
moaned at that. "I've seen her run people over with her bike in the past
when something was going on.  She ran into a street gang fight and ran
over one with her bike because she was without backup and they opened fire on
her. That's why they call her the Bitch Queen of Death." 


"So,
she'll be able to hand over information?" Horatio asked calmly. 


Jim
nodded. "Nearly as well as Sandburg, but you'll always feel like you're at
least a step behind her.  She's the one that homicide and sex crimes calls
about strange, occult, or cult matters.  She's not a uniform person. 
They took her out of patrol pretty quickly and moved her to Vice.  She's
the sort that they gave her a quota and told her to go patrol in the
clubs.  She made it most nights, even with hanging with some friends on
duty and in leather and heels from what I heard.  She's a sixteen year
veteran of their system. She nearly made *me* cry." 


"Understood,"
Mac agreed.  "I'll call my people back in New York to get an update
on working with her.  I vaguely remember hearing about a crossover case a
few years back." 


"I
remember the salsa dancing incident," Horatio offered, looking at
him.  Simon snickered at that.  "Our Vice took her into our
clubs and taught her how to dance while busting the bigger cartel she was
working on.  They all respected her." 


"So
do I, but she makes a man feel inadequate," Jim noted. "So if we work
together, let the ladies do it.  I can't keep up.  Sandburg
can.  The other women will get higher marks automatically from her
anyway." 


"She
doesn't like men?" Eric asked. 


"She
likes them just fine but she works easier with women.  She had to prove
herself numerous times from what I saw." 


Blair
nodded.  "She was part of the lawsuit that got Vice sued for a
Captain suggesting the girls out on ho stroll to catch johns earn the
department some muchly needed funds."  They all sighed at that. 
They remembered that one.  "She's a tough woman.  She can work
with men, but again, she even made me feel dumb on occasion.  That and
she's got this viewpoint that good breasts make criminals go dumber. 
Plays up to it now and then.  It works, I've seen people confess to stuff
they had no intention of talking about. I've seen them come in with a stunned expression,
just staring while she walked backwards. She's more than capable of doing the
work, but sometimes the easy way leads to less stress and more arrests." 


"I
do it now and then too," Stella admitted.  "They do make men
stupider when they stare at them."  She gave Eric a look, making him
look away.  She looked at Blair.  "She sounds nice enough."



"She
is, she's a great lady," Jim agreed.  "I never want to work with
her again but I like her as a friend.  If I get into trouble, I want her
investigating it; I just can't work with the woman." 


"You've
driven off multiple partners," Rafe reminded him patiently. 
"She was just pushier than most of them, she wanted it more." 


"I
still liked the tequila/kisses poker game," Blair offered. 
"That was kinda fun." 


"Ooooh,
I know her!" Stella said. She smirked at her boss.  "She's the
one who was playing with Brass, Grissom's pet detective, that game." 
Don snickered at that.  "He is." 


"Don't
let him hear you say that," Don agreed.  "She's the one that
lost at the strip part but won on the kisses rounds, right?"  She
nodded.  "Woman was hot and smart.  Everyone there wanted her at
their back.  I'll watch for the frantic activity levels and the cat
dander.  Thanks for the warning, Ellison." 


"Not
a problem.  When are we talking to her?" 


"Two
days.  She needs time to look at the stuff Helena gave her." 


"Sure. 
Is Helena still on the case?"  Blair shook his head.  "Why
not?" 


"Too
much.  Catherine was mumbling about a handtruck as she hung up.  She
also said that Helena found a mention of Montreal.  Helena also said that
the DC part was in an inter-agency cooperation tarpit.  I doubt Helena
wanted to work with the FBI or any other agency ever again," he noted
quietly.  Jim nodded, accepting that.  "Okay.  So tonight,
we eat, I set up the meeting area online.  I draw up quick sheets for
reference so we don't have to keep out the boxes of information we've
gotten." 


"Do
we have victim profiles?" Jim asked. 


"Yes,
and there's a few atypical ones," Blair admitted.  "Give me a
day and I'll hand you the information sheets, Jim."  He nodded at
that.  "After I talk to Helena, I can brief everyone else with her,
so the morning three days from now good?"  Everyone nodded.
"Make sure I've got email addresses for everyone and I'll make sure to
send you the link to get in."  They all made notes on that.  He
stood up.  "Since we're done for the night, let me go start making my
charts and stuff so I can compare with her.  Maybe we'll be able to figure
out why between us."  He left, heading out to his car with his notes
and the reams of information that had been passed around. 


Jim
weathered the knowing looks.  "It wasn't me.  He's
thinking.  I'm guessing he's trying to figure out where he saw this
before.  Which means I'll go home to an unholy mess in the living room
again.  Dusty books that're shedding pages everywhere." 


Horatio
smiled.  "Quite possibly, but if it gets solved sooner, dusting is
fairly easy." 


"Maybe
for you but I'm picky," he admitted.  He looked around. 
"What're we doing tonight if he's right?" 


"Tonight,
we're going to be waiting for the next one to show up," Simon
admitted.  "They scheduled this to be here when we found this one,
then the next one is in Miami by the pattern.  We'll all be going to the
scene?"  Everyone else nodded.  "Okay.  If you guys
need to, our Chief said to take over our lab and kick Sam out." 


"Word
of advice," Ellison said quietly.  "Sam is an evil woman. 
She's ruined careers on purpose.  She's tried to get Sandburg.  She's
stalked Sandburg.  She'll go slutty to do it.  Don't get caught in
her mind games.  She enjoys them a bit too much.  Hope you get her
instead of Cassie on the other shift.  Cassie's loud, mouthy, and thinks
she knows everything, including how to run your investigation for you. 
Sam will stand there and let you stumble and fall so she can laugh." 


"I'll
have them driven out of the auxiliary lab," Simon decided.  "All
the good machines are in the other one but you can walk samples over. 
That way neither shift can interfere. If she bothers you, handcuff her and walk
her back upstairs.  Did Sandburg ever report her?"  Jim shook
his head.  "Why not?" 


"Didn't
want to tank her career like she had done to others.  He was being
noble." 


Rafe
snorted. "I'd have had her fired after what she did to his last ex." 


Jim
looked at him.  "He doesn't realize it was her." 


"Ooooh,"
Henry sighed, shifting some.  "That's bad."  Jim
nodded.  "You going to tell him?" 


"Nope. 
I don't need the screaming, ranting, pacing Blair or the introspective,
depressed Blair hiding in his room.   I especially don't want him to
go from the first to the last, then back to an evil, conniving Blair who won't
cook dinner."  Everyone chuckled at that.  "He can cook. 
That's why I keep him around the house since he makes such a mess." 


"OCD?"
Speed asked him. 


"Military."



"Makes
sense to me," Mac agreed, smirking at him.  "We talked earlier
about the reputation those in Special Forces have for not being technologically
capable." 


Jim
nodded.  "I break my cellphones.  Often."  Simon
nodded at that.  "I do the violent stuff so Blair gets the
computer."  He looked at the clock, then at Simon. 
"When're we due?" 


"We've
probably got an hour and a half."  He looked at the other bosses,
then back at Ellison.  "What's your suggestion?  And it had
better come with the papers sitting on your desk." 


"Dinner. 
If they're at all like Cassie, they'll be there all night, Simon." 


"Point. 
Dinner?" he suggested.  That got some nods.  "Anywhere in
particular we can show you?  We have a wonderful area of Chinatown and
Koreatown here. Some of the best food." 


"I
could go for that," Danny agreed.  Don shrugged and nodded. 
"How close is it to the probable drop point?" 


"Drop
point so far has been in a park about six blocks from the Koreatown area,"
Jim admitted.  "The last one I was down there for lunch in advance so
I got some that day."  That got a knowing smirk from Don. 
"We had eighteen patrol guys in the park and they still missed this person
dropping and arranging the body, plus drawing the symbols." 


"Joy,"
Don said flatly. 


"Into
a wide-open, well populated space.  With no other witnesses either,"
Simon assured them.  "It's going to have to come out of the lab or
come from luck." 


"Well,
we do the lab best," Horatio noted, smirking at Mac.  "You guys
do a lot more legwork than we do." 


"Danny,
when we get to the scene, I want you, Eric, and Speed doing the body. 
Calleigh, you, Stella, and I will be doing the surrounding area.  The detectives
can question all they want," Mac decided.  Everyone nodded at
that.  "Does Sandburg go to scenes?" 


"We
try to keep him off them.  His usual reaction is 'eww gross'," Simon
offered, smirking just a bit at him. 


"He
was at the last two of these and he kept staring at a few diagrams but he still
wasn't sure why the last time I knew," Jim admitted.  He stood up.
"So, Korean, Chinese?" 


"Something
good down that way," Stella decided.  "Even those of us who
don't like it can have rice and chicken or something."  She stood
up.  "We going?" 


"We're
going.  We can even drive," Simon promised happily.  "Rafe,
you'll drive Ellison's van, get the keys from him."  Jim gave him an
unamused look. "By the way, Jim, Cyclops Oil is filing a restraining order
to keep you at least three thousand yards away from their building. Even during
a pursuit. They're claiming harassment and that you're part of a militant
movement against them.  Have fun with that and try to obey the
order." 


"Cyclops
Oil needs to quit killing the tribe I stayed with in Peru," he said
firmly.  "I take great pleasure every time I have to run into their
building.  They can try but I'll just put Blair in front of me and let him
babble them to death with Sandburg Syndrome."  He stood up. 
"I've seen him fell bigger adversaries and even his mother once or twice
with it." 


"That
I'd like to see," Horatio admitted. 


Calleigh
frowned at him.  "Do I know her?" 


"Remember
that protest last year, the one at the university?" Horatio sighed,
looking at his team.  They all nodded slowly.  "Remember the
redhead that nearly killed two officers by screaming at them?  The one who
was cited in that officer's attempted suicide note?"  That got a
slower nod. "That's Naomi Sandburg." 


"She
just appears now and then," Jim sighed, nodding a bit.  "She
showed me all Blair's baby pictures then made me eat tongue.  She's a
strict vegan but she was trying to suck up to him.  Scared Simon about her
poor baby being a cop and being in danger.  The cop part being the worse
in her mind." 


Simon
moaned.  "Don't remind me.  We should go so we've got time to
eat."  They all filed out after him and Jim. 


Stella
looked at Danny.  "Have we seen her?" 


Don
snorted. "Yup.   She was at the G-7 protests last month. 
The cops saw her and arrested her on sight, thinking she'd turn it less
peaceful.  Not that she preaches it or anything just that this stuff
happens when she works up the crowd."  He held a door for the ladies,
smiling at Calleigh.  "So, guns?" 


"Guns,"
she agreed happily.  "I like guns."  He beamed back. 
"You?" 


"Hobby.
I even get to help Mac now and then."  He took her arm. 
"We had a case recently where a guy made a club for steering wheels into a
gun." 


"Wow,"
she said, thinking it over. "Got the specs?" 


"I
can send you what we found," Mac called back.  "Plus our testing
results." 


"Cool. 
Thank you."  She pinched Don's cheek. "You're so sweet!" 


"I
try," he assured her.  "Then again, Stella's a mean and evil
woman who should have a bullwhip too.  I have to be sweet around
her."  She giggled, hanging on his arm. 


Stella
gave him a look.  "I have a bullwhip but I haven't had to use it on
you recently."  She glared at Danny. 


"Sure,
blame me for my brother's stupidity," he snorted.  "Not my fault
I have a family." 


"You
could've told us." 


"Not
like you blurt shit out," he countered.  "And I'm not the
sort." 


"Danny,
Stella," Mac said pleasantly.  "Stop it." 


"Someone's
going to get spanked," Speed told Eric. Mac gave him a dirty look. 
"You did have that 'dad in the mall' voice." 


"He's
had worse when Danny and Monroe get into it," Don assured him. 


"I'm
sure if Speed's taunting gets out of hand, he can have him too," Horatio
offered, looking at Speed and Eric, who just smirked back. "But we shouldn't
have that problem, should we?"  They shook their heads. 
"Good boys." 


"And
I thought dealing with Sandburg was insane," Jim told Rafe. 


"It
is. They're the lab version of what Sandburg would be as a cop.  Possibly
some cases are like if Sandburg and Cassie had a kid, but mostly what he'd be
like as a cop." 


Simon
glared at him.  "Don't wish that on the world, Rafe.  That child
would destroy it." 


"No,
I know explosives, Blair's too peaceful for them," Jim reminded him,
smirking just a bit. 


Everyone
groaned at that.  It was going to be an interesting dinner.  Playful,
but interesting. 


"Someone
get Sandburg and drag him," Stella ordered. 


"Can't,
he left the building," Simon told her.  "He's at home or his
office by now."  That got a sigh.  "He'll be with us later
I'm sure.  Or tomorrow.  Whenever he finds the ritual he's looking
up." 


"Then
you'll need to watch for the verbal hurricane of information," Henry told
everyone.  "Just sit down and try to get as much as you can from
it.  He'll go back over parts if you ask." 


"How
do you deal with those at home?" Rafe asked Jim. 


"I
don't have him explain stuff and if he goes off on a tangent I usually just sit
and nod.  It's interesting, he's a good teacher, but his tangents are
nearly legendary." 


"I've
never seen anyone turn the FBI director's eyes glassy and stoned looking
before, or make him beg for mercy," Simon quipped, smiling a bit. 
"Next time, we won't have to deal with the idiots they usually send."



"Our
local FBI office is now a punishment office," Jim said proudly. 


Calleigh
burst out in giggles, leaning on Don's arm.  "Y'all are so bad!"
she laughed.  "We let them have Horatio and he runs them off with a
stone wall of stubbornness." 


"I'm
perfectly reasonable, as long as they don't try to take my case or get in my
way," he reminded her.  He smirked at Jim.  "They send
someone down from DC if we have to deal with them.  The local office hands
over information too easily." 


"I'm
shunned, they think Don's a moron, and Stella's flirted with by ours,"
Danny offered.  "Mac walks the other way."  He looked at
Horatio.  "Can we refer them to you from now on?" 


He
smirked.  "If you want.  It would confuse them greatly." 


"Start
to babble like Sandburg," Simon assured them all.  "It drives
them off.  Even if you're giving them what they want to hear and
know." 


"They
call to make sure he's not in on the days they show up," Jim said
proudly.  "We call him in the days they get annoying." 


"I'll
have to study the Sandburg method," Don said dryly, looking at his
team.  "Danny, you can do a good babble, right?" 


"Passable."



"Good. 
You and me, we'll study it together, in case we need the lethal weapon." 


"It's
stupid people who are afraid of knowledge," Horatio reminded him, still
smirking a bit.  Don just smirked back. 


***



Blair
wandered into the station two days later, waving a stack of papers. 
"We've got it," he announced.  Simon came out of his
office.  "Okay, this is the ritual," he said, handing out
copies.  "The ritual is to bring back a major God, one who would take
care of humanity.  We're not sure the connotation or what method of taking
care of he'd use, but that's why they're doing it. There are *three* casters
and they've got to finish their obligations in their triangles before they all
move onto the fourth and fifth ones.  The first of the fourth one is the
killing of the person doing the second triangle, which is Catherine's. 
The good news is, we're only a third of the way through, so the bad news is
that each triangle will have to kill at least another sixteen people in the
ways we've seen.  The third will have to kill seventeen, they've got an
extra one as a pivot point, the second guy will be killed there."  He
flipped the page and everyone else did the same thing. 


"I've
listed out the *entire* ritual for your benefit.  This is every step
they've got to go through, including ritual preparations for themselves and
their personal bodies and spaces.  You may be able to track them through that,
not sure yet.  In here is also what they need for each victim.  The
hesitating ones were a 'pick anyone' moment so our killer probably wasn't sure
it was the right choice before he finished.  Notice the part that said
they're supposed to bleed out. Our guy isn't doing it good enough.  He may
not like the sight of blood, I'm not sure why yet. 


"Also,
notice all the weapons must be made by his hand and his hand alone.  He
can buy the metal to make them but he's got to forge them by hand and christen
them as he works, then bless them before each killing.  If these guys are
working, they're not getting much done or it's a job that they don't have to
take home.  Something simple.  They could be college students - this
is a fairly obscure rite from the pre-Christian era of Mesopotamia.  It's
got hints of multiple faiths interwoven so it appears to have been passed down
through the ages of colonization and movement.  That's usual, it's
happened in all the other myths, legends, and faiths of the time period. 
Including the Christian ideology, which does borrow heavily from Babylonian
tenets in places and it's fascinating how they intermixed before getting
written down."  He saw the glassy eyed look starting so went on. 


"Also
notice that his one in Miami is another 'pick anyone' deal.  I've already
typed out this lecture for them and sent it to both bosses so it could be read
to their teams, and to Catherine's since I'm the better lecturer of the two of
us.  She's got her people in her triangle on the phone and agreed we're
going to have to do an information exchange at the best.  Her triangle is
triangle two.  They started with hers.  Triangle three is the
Sunnydale/Montreal/New Orleans one."  That got some nods. 
"I can tell you they are male.  The rite is to call a male deity and
the old faith does not allow women to know anything about it.  Like the
Loyal Order of Water Buffalo, no women allowed.  Not trannies, not
crossdressers, no women.  They considered periods the sign of all evil and
may be trying to eradicate them by bringing him back.  That is one of the
evils he did promise to rid the world of, that evil which infects women so much
that it forces its way out of their body every moon was how it was stated in
the legends that got written down. 


"It
was never a populous sect.  Maybe had fifty members overall but like any
good cult they were heavily devout.  They killed and died for their
God.  Many of them did it with a happy and light heart.  You won't
catch them having remorse unless it fails.  Then they will suicide and let
the next group of members take over since they were apparently not worthy
enough.  According to what little we know, their God is trapped in a
statue.  The statue is hidden.  It can be broken out of from a
distance but to even *start* the rite, they've got to know where the statue is
because the last three have to be laid at its feet and the blood anointed on
it's penis, mouth, nose, and ears.  Why the ears I don't know, but they
were sacred to them.  No deaf people were allowed or those who were
impotent.  There was one source that noted their God came to them at night
and whispered prophecies and knowledge to them while they slept. There's
another that said it came with sexual contact with their God, but that was a
later source and done by some monks, who demonized everything before their time
and anything sexual. That's the same thoughts that made all witches kiss the
devil's butt and tongue it basically."  He flipped the page again so
everyone else did. 


"On
a slight tangent, there is a lot written about these people for being such a
small cult.  Usually we'd barely have a reference or a few mentions. 
Catherine's former teacher, Professor Terrance, left his collection on
demonology and the occult to her school and she found a good lot of stuff in
that.  So apparently they're big in that world, and she found mentions of
Sunnydale as well."  That got a small moan from Jim.  "By
the way, they're the only non-city in the triangles, present or future. 
There's something about that town that's going on and I'm not sure what
yet.  She said she's heard of it in some of the circles she strolls
through, but no one will tell her why at the moment.  Each triangle has a
place of power, as it translated out easiest. Sunnydale is that triangle's. 
Miami's ours.  Catherine's is her city.  It's also the weaker spot
but we're not sure why yet.  It's been considered that way.  We do
know the other triangles and Horatio offered to talk to their chiefs in case we
don't catch them, get them pre-briefed and all that.  He's said the FBI
wanted to take this case over and he's refused. It'd go on longer if they did
it instead of us doing it.  Mac said the same thing, he told them on your
behalf, Simon." 


"We
talked last night when they showed up," he agreed.  "The FBI
would take longer and go at it from the wrong angles.  They'd go in
thinking 'cult' not digging into the cult." 


Blair
smiled. "Exactly.  They don't like to get into the minds of these
people to try to stop them, they go for blunt force to stop them.  The
behaviorists wouldn't believe, the profilers would look too
clinically."  He looked at Jim.  "You and me, basketball
this weekend. I need a good workout."  He got back to the
notes.  "All right.  We have a minor complication.  The
next one to hit Cascade, which is right after Miami's, is going to have to be a
pure, meaning virginal in all meanings, female.  As pure as possible, not
even a thought of sex if possible.  She has to be counted as a full woman
however, which means she's got to have started her monthly cycles." 


"So,
nun or very young teenager," Jim said thoughtfully.  Blair
nodded.  "The way he'll chose her is in here?" 


"No. 
That's left up to him. It's a mark of worthiness that he finds the right
victims at the right times.  It's his God's way of guiding his hand. 
He'll see a halo or a signal saying 'pick her' and take her.  Now, with
one exception, and this was noted by Catherine.  If he gets this far
enough in advance and can strike up a relationship with her, or already has
one, there are things he can inject her with to *start* her cycle early. 
So if he starts to groom her as a victim early enough, he can have one as early
as eight or nine she thinks.  Some kids have been known to hit puberty
that early but that would take work on his part and already having a good
relationship with them.  She thinks it'd take at least six months to build
up enough of the drugs in them to start puberty off.  Usually when they
start that early the doctors stop it with other medicines so we may have an in
there with a panicking parent. 


"She
also said that this cult used to have orgies with very young virgins as guests
of honor.  They were debauched for the God's pleasure on his altar, then
passed around to everyone there.  Again, conflicting entries in the
demonology books she found this in; some say they were drugged, some said they
went willingly if they had no chance of marriage.  They were killed after
everyone took of them and their bodies were gifted to the God for his pleasure
in his enclosure.  They went to be wraithly servants and pleasure slaves
for him, the act of their death restoring their innocence for eternity, no
matter how many times he had them."  That got a mass of shudders. 


"So,
for now, we are looking for someone of their tribe.  Mostly native to the
area but if a faithful member was from another area, he was allowed in if he
proved his worthiness and piety by serving a year's solitude at the temple and
killing as they did when victims were given to him.  The closer he followed
to holy writ, the easier he got in.  If they failed, they were killed as
victims and fed to their God's brother, who ate flesh and was entombed under
their main temple by his big brother, their God, for being such an
asshole.  It was his dying that locked their God in his statue, sealing
him with his blood.  That's why pure, sacred blood is the key to getting
him free.  The ritual is from their own hand." 


"So,
he could be any race, but probably Greek, Middle Eastern, Italian as a
possibility?" Jim hazarded. 


Blair
nodded. "Most likely, but again, this isn't ancient times.  If they
came across this in a book somewhere it can be anyone but a female.  That
was very strict.  That's why not many women are in the ritual.  The
ones who are are sexual in nature.  Which means we've missed ten," he
finished.  He looked at Simon.  "They didn't fit the same
killing method.  Their ways are in the packet.  We've got to search
them out." 


"You
told the others?" 


"I'm
briefing you last, most of them would be here we think.  The ritual states
they're to be killed in the dissimilar site.  New York and Miami are very
connected and very much alike.  That means they were killed here mostly,
with three exceptions.  So we're looking for ten, they're looking for
their missed ones." 


"Okay,"
Simon agreed.  "How many more do we have in our city?" 


"Eighteen
total, including the dissimilar ones.  My earlier figure was the ones in
the main ritual." 


"Crap,"
Simon complained.  "The others?" 


"New
York's is twenty-two, Miami's is twenty after the one coming up.  He's
already got him by now.  He had to be prepared specially." 


"Our
next one?" Rafe asked. 


"Standard. 
It's the prep stuff you might be able to trace," Blair told him. 
"That's got specific needs and not all of them can be found in the local
grocery stores I shop in." 


"We
can find the other stuff and hopefully narrow it down," Jim agreed. 
"What if they're not getting it from here, but bringing it with
them?" 


"They
have to.  Some of the things are vital to be gotten only inside the city
of their working. His space here would have a storage area of things, like
local cemetery dirt."  That got a mass shudder. "Part of the
ritual.  That's the dirt on their palms.  The dirt of the dead that
calls out to its brethren and newest inhabitant." 


"Okay,
we'll look there to start," Simon agreed.  "Jim, Rafe, start
there.  Henry, find the missing bodies."  That got a nod and
they all got to work.  Simon went back to his office to look over the
information.  Sandburg had been right, it was stuff they'd probably need
but wouldn't remember. 


***



Catherine
looked up as she walked off an elevator in a federal building.  Like most
of them, there were cubicles spread in rows in front of her.  She walked
over to the first one that had a person.  "Your boss?"  He
pointed and smiled.  "Thank you."  She looked, then she
smirked.  "Gibbs," she said fondly, walking over there. 
"You're still in the service?" 


"Not
quite," he said, looking up.  He frowned for a moment, then smirked
and leaned back.  "Catherine."  He looked her over. 
"You've gained weight since the last time I saw you." 


"Yeah,
well, cheating ex that I had to kick out started off depression and I
nibble."  She shrugged. "I heard you're part of the snafu cheese
with these ritual murders.  I'm here to brief you since it's your city, my
city, and Vegas in our triangle."  He frowned and looked
clueless.  She handed over the sheet she was carrying.  "I've
heard you've gotten two.  The FBI are idiots, as I very well know, and
it's you and them?" 


"And
JAG," the first guy noted.  He stood up and smiled. "Hi, Tony
DiNozzo," he said, shaking her hand. 


"Catherine
Demoranth.  Vice, Chicago."  She grinned back. 
"Lesbian, don't even try." 


"Wasn't
going to," he promised, still smiling.  He looked around. 
"Probie!"  He came up from under his desk. "Pull up the
files on those ritual homicides?" 


"Which
one?" 


"Knifed,
pretty symbols, bled out," she said simply.  He nodded and pulled
them up.  She looked at the boss again, seeing the amused look. 
"It's going to get worse.  We missed some." 


"Why?"
Tony asked. 


"Some
of the victims are killed in different methods by the ritual."  She
looked at him.  "I can do the full lecture when you guys pull it
together and bring whatever fucking moron you've got on your ass from the
FBI.  Because if I have to go over there, I'm going to bomb them on behalf
of my best friend."  She smiled sweetly. 


"Get
Fornell here," Gibbs ordered.  "How is Helena?" 


"It
was her case originally but Sandburg called me to get information on the ritual
and I recognized it.  She dumped it on my lap and strolled off laughing to
meet her boy in Paris for some nasty, dirty sex." 


"Better
her than me."  He looked at the notes again.  "Do we have a
full lecture?" 


"Yup,
Sandburg and I found them all.  There's three triangles.  We're
triangle two.  He's triangle one.  They're Cascade, Miami, and New
York.  The other is New Orleans, Sunnydale, and Montreal."  He
shuddered at that.  "I talked to our local consulate, passing it
along.  She's damn upset with this.  She hates it when I have to give
information on anything in her ballpark."  She looked over as another
woman came in, followed by a thin redheaded woman.  "Hi, Catherine
Demoranth, Chicago Vice.  The ritual cases got dumped on me because I'm
our cult and occult expert." 


"What
ritual cases?" 


"The
ones with the pretty symbols you guys probably hadn't connected yet," she
admitted.  Gibbs handed over the information.  "The sad thing
is, each triangle has its own killer.  When they're done, if we don't
finish, they've got two more and ours is being killed as the first sacrifice of
the fourth triangle.  Then a fifth one.  If they don't raise their
God, then well, they'll die and someone else will take over who's more worthy
in the God's eyes." 


"Charming. 
Ziva David, Madam Director, Catherine.  Ziva's on my team." 


Catherine
nodded at her.  "Always nice to see a sister on the team." 
She looked at Gibbs again.  "Who's your stooge over there?" 


"Fornell. 
He was pushing behind the scenes to get Helena out of the way.  He called
it illegal and immoral.  He hates her so it's a good thing it's you."



"Yay
me," she said flatly.  "Fortunately I have a cat sitter for a
few days.  Our next one is due in two days.  So I'm briefing you
guys, gathering intel, then heading home to deal with ours while you try to
stop your next one and Vegas tries to stop theirs.  By the way, Grissom's
fixed his shit.  His boss was trying to take over.  I stomped on him
and he's begging for mercy at the moment.  Not like I wasn't having fun
doing it, but he was annoying the piss outta me." 


"Good
with me," he agreed, standing up.  "You need anything special
for the briefing?" 


"Patience. 
Coffee would be nice.  Soda would be better.  But patience is
good."  He smirked at that and Tony headed off.  "Thank
you.  Long flight from Vegas." 


"It
is.  Do we have a pattern?" 


"Oh,
we have *everything* now," she admitted.  "One of my former
professors left his demonology and occult books to my former school.  It
was all in there.  Some of it had to be translated by the Latin
department, but we got a grad assistant to terrorize to help us." 


"Great,"
he agreed dryly.  "Will I have nightmares?" 


"Yup,
because two from now is a virginal young woman who's reached her adulthood
evilness, but has to be as pure as humanly possible."  He growled at
that.  "So either a nun or an early teenager, but we're talking no
thoughts of it." 


"Nuns
might be better," McGee offered quietly. 


She
looked at him.  "This god thought that monthly cycles were the proof
that women were evil.  Not that I disagree with that particular point,
mine are fairly evil and make me crankier, but I can't agree with how he's
trying to get free."  She took her soda with a smile. 
"Thank you, snookums.  Wherever you want as soon as you get your
stooge, Gibbs." 


"Conference
room is good," he decided.  "Where is Fornell?" 


"I
called him, boss, he's hurrying over.  It usually takes ten minutes and he
hung up swearing when I told him who was here about these."  He
looked at her.  "How does he know you?" 


"My
best friend ever was Helena Nichols."  Tony hissed and flinched,
backing away.  She looked and nodded.  "I'm the Bitch Queen of
Death, baby."  She grinned and moved closer.  "Aren't we
all glad they cut our Vice budget again?" 


He
shuddered again.  "I've heard of you.  I worked in
Peoria."  She giggled at that.  He nodded.  "Yeah,
that was my case that brought you our way.  We're very sorry about
that.  Especially that someone incompetent took it from me." 


"Nah,
I'm sorry I ended up terrorizing that judge for being such an asshole, but it
felt damn good to arrest him for it.  Didn't it?" 


"Oh,
it so did," he agreed happily.  He grinned at her.  "You
worked with the night shift." 


"I
work nights, have since I joined Vice."  She shrugged and looked over
as someone new stomped over.  "Ah, our suit hath arrived." 
He glared at her. "Helena dumped it on me, Kojack.  Sit and shut
up."  He blinked and backed away.  She smiled.  "Yup,
tis me," she agreed happily.  "Briefing!"  She smiled
at Gibbs.  "If you'll lead the way?  It shouldn't take more than
an hour." 


"Our
JAG counterpart?" McGee suggested.  "I couldn't get any of the
usual contacts over there, boss." 


"I've
got sheets Sandburg made up, you can brief them," she assured him. 
"Sandburg teaches anthro and I live it."  She took Gibbs' arm
and walked off with him, Tony on her other side.  "So, cutey, how are
you doing with the suits surrounding you?" 


"Usually
we don't have to work with them," he admitted. 


"Really? 
I guess that's why Helena said this was snafu cheese constipation on this
end." 


He
nodded. "Basically," he agreed happily enough.  "You're
very blunt." 


"Long
flight from Vegas and I see no reason to soften my image. Not like I do the job
to make friends, Tony.  I'm roundly hated and feared in Chicago and I like
it that way.  It means easier cooperation." 


"So,
how did you meet Gibbs?" Ziva asked, following behind them. 


"Oh,
one of my Vice busts in a club was a Sailor and he was working Shore Police at
the time for a few months.  I delivered the idiot back to base and we had
a long chat about him and his pros and his drugs and his drunkenness.  He
was not amused and I could hear the yelling as I drove away.  Then I took
him out to dinner three days later because he sounded hoarse when I brought up
the final paperwork turning him over."  Gibbs chuckled at that. 
"How long did you yell at him again?" 


"Six
hours," he admitted proudly.  "Without repeating myself. 
Then I told the CO of his company and let him have him for a bit while he was
still hungover in the brig.  He ended up being dishonorably discharged and
went to jail for a year." 


"Good. 
Shitbags like that deserve it."  She looked back at Ziva and
grinned.  "He was proing his fifteen-year-old sister for beer and
drug money and money to take out his lady."  She growled at
that.  "Exactly."  She opened the door and let the guys in
first.  "I fully believe all the pretty ones should go first." 
She smiled at Ziva.  "Relax, I don't hit on the agents I'm working
with until after the case is solved.  Until then, I'll play nicely and try
to be so impressive that you'll say yes." 


"You're
gay?" she asked, looking stunned. 


"Yeah,
I am.  Have been for a while now," she admitted, following her into
the room.  "Lost my last ex when she cheated on me and got the
nibbles from depression, otherwise I'd still be a size ten and
prettier."  She pulled off her briefcase and dropped it onto the
table, digging into it.  "Shit, need copies."  She handed
it to McGee.  She knew what a probie was.  He went to do that, still
grinning.  She heard the 'ewww' from the other room.  "Ah, he
read ahead.  Shows promise."  She looked at Gibbs. "Okay,
first, I can do this without the sheets.  We're looking at an ancient,
meaning pre-Christian, faith.  A very small cult even back then. 
Their God, who I can't pronounce or spell the name of, got into a wickedly evil
fight with his little brother, the people eater asshole.  Brother was
defeated and put under his temple but his death sealed this God in his statue
in his main temple.  The first main point is that it a males only
cult.  Females are all evil to these people.  That's why most of the
victims are male and why the only females are used as sexual sacrifices. 
I can already tell you you've missed some."  They all looked unhappy
with that, Tony moaned and Ziva slumped some.  "May or may not be in
your playground, Gibbs, but it's in this city.  Which means the suit there
is going to have to take it from the city PD.  They're not equipped to
handle this.  The FBI isn't equipped to handle this.  It won't be
solved by a clinical psychology or a violent action approach.  You're
going to have to get into the mind of this person and then outguess and/or find
him through some lab work. 


"In
the stuff he's copying are the *full* preparation and *full* ritual.  For
all the steps.  You may be able to trace some of it.  He's got to
have stuff that's related to each city he's working in and it doesn't cross
over except in the last three to bind the triangle closed."  McGee
came back and she took one, then nodded so he passed the rest down the table
and sat down to read his.  "Okay, second major point.  These
people believe this God exists, will come out of his statue and will be taking
care of humanity, no connotation given on how or if it's good or bad taking
care of. They believe this strongly enough to give up their souls, their lives,
and our guy will be giving up his life.  To him women are going to be
sexual objects of gratification.  Back in the bad old days, this cult held
orgies with virgins.  Each and every member got each and every virgin and
then they were killed so they could serve their God in his statue as renewed
virgins for eternity.  They believe this strongly enough that it could
have happened in their real lives." 


"Outsiders?"
Ziva asked. 


"They
did accept some, but Sandburg pointed out something.  In today's world,
they would've had to come across it in a book somewhere, probably in a
library.  It could be of any race now, as long as they're devout, but it's
got to be a male.  All three presently going."  That got nods
around the table, even by Fornell.  "Third point," she said,
taking a sip of her soda.  "This is going to get worse.  Flip to
page three.  That's the schedule of victims and where they're
heading.  More of them are in Chicago because we're considered the power
center in our triangle.  The same reason Miami is getting hit more than
Cascade or New York.  They've set up an information exchange and have
invited us all into it. The Vegas guys agreed it'd be good and the last page
has their contact information and the emails of the people dealing with the
first triangle, Sandburg's.  We're still trying to contact all the people
in New Orleans, Montreal, and Sunnydale.  Which is an anomaly that I
haven't figured out yet.  It's the only non-city and it's their point of
power. I don't know why yet." 


Gibbs
nodded at that.  "I've heard some bad things about there
however.  Anyway, back to this triangle."  She paced a
bit.  "Okay, we're due for you guys to have one tonight, it'll be
dumped tomorrow.  He's already snatched them."  She checked her
watch.  "By now, they may be dead or in the final stages, which means
blinded and deafened.  Their God didn't allow anyone deaf, blind, or
impotent into his service.  Those who became that way once they were
priests were sacrificed to the bratty brother under the temple.  They were
basically sent down as snacks, like a mid-afternoon plate of pizza bites. 
He eats flesh," she said at Ziva's confused look.  "This guy
eats souls and he needs the purest of pure blood to be released." 


"This
person is insane," Ziva told her. 


She
shrugged.  "Faith is a matter of opinion.  I'm sure there's
people who believe Christians are deluding themselves.  Personally, I'm
neopagan.  I've seen worse working on other occult and cult cases. 
I'm the person Chicago calls for anything cult or occult, especially sex crimes
and homicide.  I've seen a lot worse with people doing little kids as
sacrifices.  I had one last year that had sixteen of them before we shot
him.  He had the seventeenth at knifepoint after molesting her and cutting
his marks into her."  Ziva went pale at that.  "So, no,
faith is a matter that is subjective.  The point is that *he* believes it
this strongly.  You don't have to but you'll have problems tracking him if
you can't get into the proper mindset and learn how he's thinking. That's the
main thing to catching anything cult or occult related.  You've got to
give them their due and learn that they believe it strongly enough to do shit
that gives normal people nightmares, and they're happy with it.  You don't
have to convert, but you've got to learn to think in other directions." 


"Thinking
outside the box," Tony agreed quietly.  "Some of us are pretty
good at that.  McGee's a bit too technical being a geek." 


"That
might help.  I'm not sure," she admitted.  "Maybe he'll be
able to track his preparation items.  I do know that he had to make his
weapons by hand.  Sandburg included the standard four or five ways of
doing that on page six."  McGee looked at that page.  "I
also can tell you this is going to give us all nightmares.  We've got a
mere twenty- three victims left in this triangle to stop him before our killer
is sacrificed as the turning point so they can move onto the fourth
triangle.  At which time the killers from triangle one and three team
up.  They'll finish up that one with a major sacrifice the move to the
fifth one, and then the last three of that one are laid at the statue's
toes.  Horatio Caine in Miami is briefing the people for the fourth
triangle this week.  Just in case we fail." 


"I
don't think we will," Gibbs assured her. 


"Good. 
This is the one time I want backup.  This is too large just for me, even
though most of it's in my city. My chief has said I'm working from home on
this.  He's paying airfare but nothing else and all he wants is
briefed."  Gibbs groaned at that.  "He's not the sort to
get the serial mindset, Gibbs.  My own boss wished me a lot of fun working
in my jammies with the kitties helping.  I'm sure Betts would send her
love if she knew you were here."  He grinned at that.  "Do
we need to go over the ritual in detail or can you all read?  I'm not the
best lecturer. I can answer questions but the major lecturer and other
researcher is Sandburg in Cascade."  Fornell had a violent shudder at
that. "You don't like Blair?  I love Blair, man.  He's a neat
little hippie freak. You just gotta watch out for his mom when she shows up. 
We had her last week and I gave her a lift out of town immediately." 
She looked at Tony again.  "Sandburg works with their Major Crimes
bureau because he's doing his thesis on the police culture.  He's a grad
student and he's the reason they're so good.  Especially Ellison, who has some
serious possessive issues about him and his truck.  Fair warning. 
Okay, go over those, let's see if anyone can come up with any intelligent
questions we missed."  She sat down and gulped more of her soda, then
sighed in pleasure.  "Ah, better." 


Gibbs
snorted.  "When did you leave home?" 


"Yesterday. 
Got to Vegas to brief their night shift late last night.  Briefed them
just as their shift was ending.  Then flew out here to bug the shit outta
you." 


"Must
you swear?" Ziva demanded. 


"Yes,"
she said, glaring at her.  "I don't soften who I am for anyone,
Ziva.  If you don't like it, ignore it.  Plug your ears, hum, find a
mental beep switch to censor it.  I've earned my right to swear anytime I
damn well please.  Don't believe me, ask Fornell there."  She
looked at Gibbs again.  "Anything I can go over?" 


He
went through the sheets, frowning at some.  "Cemetery dirt?" 


"To
call out to the newly dead neighbors.  Calls to the soul of the newly dead
to send it in the right direction. It should've been on their hands and in some
cases faces." 


"Okay,"
he admitted, going on again.  "We missed five or six?" 


"We're
at the red marked one." 


He
nodded, tracing it back.  "Yeah, we've missed one and it's an open
case," he admitted.  Tony flipped to that page and read, then went to
find that file.  "Give him a few so we can check against it. 
How are they doing information exchanges?" 


"The
three bosses in triangle one have appointed a person to liaison with the other
cities.  Sandburg is doing all that for Cascade.  Horatio's got one
person for each city and so does Taylor."  Gibbs looked up at
that.  "I heard he's a former Marine.  He's running their felony
lab." 


"Wonderful." 
Tony came back in.  "McGee, I'll let you handle any pass-over of
information to the other groups.  Tony, I want you to liaison with
Catherine on this since you two can probably work together." 


"Sure,
boss."  He sat down and looked over the pictures.  "The
symbols were faint.  We found traces of blood on the ground but it had
rained." 


"The
guy in Cascade snuck into the park past seventeen cops, into an open area, and
drew everything out before leaving the body and no one saw anything," she
told him.  He passed down the folder.  She looked and nodded.
"Yeah, that's the right marks.  I'm wondering if he picked an outside
location to wash away the blood or not.  I'll pass that onto Sandburg
later." 


"Are
we sure it's one asshole per triangle?" Fornell asked. 


"According
to the CSI types that're in triangle one, yup.  It was exactly the same
marks, exact in all the right measurements.  The ritual also calls for one
soul to do each triangle.  So unless we've got triplets who share a soul,
it's one person." 


"All
right," he agreed.  He looked at her.  "We could take it
over." 


"You'd
be on triangle five before you got them," she noted.  "With us
working, especially with the CSI power behind us all, we'll hopefully stop it
this triangle or early into the fourth.  Not to insult the behavioral
unit, but they're not going to get into these guy's head.  This is a
matter of faith, not of suppressed desire, latent homosexuality, or of past
abuse coming out in new and interesting ways as they relive it.  This is
faith.  Caine and Sandburg talked to them the other day and they agreed,
we'd do it faster since they're not equipped to deal with issues of
faith." 


"Then
I'll give you whatever support I can," he assured her.  "As long
as you keep Helena off the case and away from me." 


"Not
an issue.  She'd rather run you guys over." 


"Thank
you.  I know she's a good cop but her bias against us would get in the way
of the work." 


"Agreed. 
The other reason she handed it over to me."  She grinned at
him.  "By the way, she's in Paris with her stud at the moment." 


"Good
for her.  I hope she gets some and comes back happier.  I want
nothing more than that woman to be happy and fulfilled."  He looked
at the papers again.  "DiNozzo, did you hear about their Angel of
Mercy?" 


"She
got out right before I got there.  I got there during the suit,
Fornell.  That's all I know." 


"You'd
like Helena," she assured him with a wink and a grin.  "She's
very fierce and very good at her job."  She looked at Gibbs, who was
staring at something.  "Smudgy copies?" 


"Wondering
if my eyesight was going.  Can we get clearer pictures of the
symbols?" 


"Yup." 
She tossed down the pictures Sandburg had sent her.  "From Sandburg
and them.  From the last crime scene.  They look pretty standard to
them now in the main murders.  There's three variations for each
triangle.  They're the circled ones in the last picture.  Ours are
drawn on page eight." 


"I
don't understand how someone can believe in this," McGee said, looking at
her. "It's not like you can protest that killing isn't wrong." 


"Just
because you, statistically speaking, believe in the Christian faith with all
it's attendant rituals, including the pseudo-cannibalism ones, doesn't mean
that they aren't just as devout and more to their faith.  To them, your
faith is a laughable thing that has no basis in their worldview." 


"Ritual
cannibalism?" Ziva demanded. 


"Communion,
Ziva," she said patiently.  "This is my body and this is my
blood, that stuff?  That's pseudo-cannibalism. You're partaking of your
God's body and blood to become right with him and be more like him.  The
same as baptism is a renewal of innocence ritual.  It's to make you pure,
whole, and holy again." 


"She's
Jewish," Tony offered. 


Catherine
shrugged.  "As far as I know they do know about communion and
baptism.  Think about the attendant rituals in your own faith, Ziva. 
Their faith is just as strong as the most devout Orthodox.  These people
are willing to kill and die over their faith.  They know they're breaking
the laws of the land, but to them it's less important than their God's commands
and his will.  The same as some heavily Orthodox Jews will flaunt the laws
if it's not in tune with their faith." 


"I've
known and worked with some," she admitted quietly. 


"Well,
these three guys are just like them.  They're just as devout, only their
faith comes with the rituals of bloodshed, preparation, and then marking
symbols.  For some, their God shed his blood, for others, they shed blood
for their God.  Like I said earlier, you don't have to believe like he
does, just understand where he's coming from to gauge his next moves." 


"This
is like going undercover, Ziva," Tony told her.  "You've got to
get into the proper mindset to fit in.  In this case, you want to get close
enough that you can anticipate and trap him, but not so close as you get
lost." 


"She
couldn't anyway, wrong plumbing," Catherine reminded him.  Gibbs
snorted at that.  "They're serious about the no women clause,
Gibbs." 


"I
realize that, Catherine."  He looked up at her.  "Get a
room.  We'll search for the missing cases tonight. Do we have a
pattern?" 


"Moon
darks and solstices." 


"Sure,"
McGee agreed.  "We can get that on some calendars, right?" 
She nodded. "Got any idea which one?"  She pulled a book out of
her briefcase and handed it over. "Wow, someone tracks this stuff?" 


"Wiccans
depend on the phase of the moon for their works and prayers," she
instructed.  "I'll need that back. You can copy it or take down the
ISBN number to order one."  He nodded, flipping through it and taking
down the order number so he could get them one. She looked at Gibbs. 
"Any other good points?" 


"That's
why I want you to stay over tonight, Catherine.  We might have more
tomorrow." 


"Sure. 
Got anywhere reasonable around here?"  Tony nodded and wrote down an
address, sliding it down.  "Thank you, snookums."  He
snickered at that.  "Hey, I gotta get my fun in somehow since I can't
bust the baby dealers who think their girls are their hos and the guys who
think that ten dollar handcuffs means they can hurt their partners. 
You'll do for that."  He smiled and got back to the file, then
suddenly hopped up and came back with another folder.  "Another
one?" 


"Yeah,
but we had to pass it on.  It was Air Force related."  He let
Gibbs see it.  "The symbols we charted, boss." 


He
looked it over then nodded.  "That's one of them.  We'll chart
dates by the calendar and see where we missed.  Fornell?" 


"I'll
call the local PD and see if their Homicide department has handed it over
yet.  If not...." 


"If
not, ask for the person they go to for strange shit.  Anyone with a clue
about this stuff would get called with this many symbols," she
advised.  "The same as I get called out of bed at the first one, they
would be too." 


"Agreed,"
he said, standing up.  "Tomorrow when?" he asked Gibbs. 


"Ten
good?"  She shrugged.  Fornell nodded.  "Good, go do
that.  Catherine, you rest.  Are you all right? You look shaky."



"They're
telling me my blood sugar is starting to react funny.  That and I'm too
old to be going out on calls and chasing idiots down."  She shrugged.
"It happens after being on the job for sixteen years."  She
gathered up everything, smiling at them.  "See you guys at ten. 
Have fun searching.  Maybe a records search?" she suggested, letting
Fornell walk out with her.  "I really don't like your agency." 


"Neither
would I with what they put her through," he agreed quietly, walking beside
her down the stairs.  "Can I drop you off, Detective Demoranth?"



"Sure. 
Saves me cab fare and one less thing for my Chief to refuse to reimburse me
for."  She grimaced.  "He's claiming the budget is tight
again." 


Fornell
snorted.  "It's always tight but there's discretionary funds for
this.  If not, I'll try to get you reimbursed since you're doing our
job.  Or maybe we'll come bother you in your city." 


"Sure. 
Just give me some warning so I can clean my apartment a bit."  He
nodded, pushing the button on the elevator.  She smiled at the older man
walking toward them.  "Hello." 


"Oh,
hello.  Ah, Agent Fornell.  Where might Jethro be this time?" 


"We
just left him in the conference room.  I'm Detective Catherine Demoranth,
Vice, Chicago.  We're working on the cult things together," she
offered, shaking his hand. 


"Doctor
Ducky Mallard.  Very nice to meet you, Catherine.  Are you feeling
all right?" 


"Jet
lag.  I was in Vegas this morning briefing the other city involved in our
triangle."  She dug out a briefing sheet.  "Here, just in
case you run across any others."  He smiled and nodded, walking off
with it.  She looked at him, getting into the elevator with him. 
"Do I look that bad?" 


"You
look a bit wrung out and pale," he admitted, hitting the correct
button.  He smirked at her.  "Don't hit on David." 


"Not
anymore.  She's very uptight." 


"Yeah,
just a bit," he admitted with a small grin.  "Don't try for the
director either, she's hooked on Gibbs." 


"If
I had a man like him, I might not have turned to women," she admitted
dryly, smirking at his laughter.  "Instead, my last guy was a pushy
bastard who didn't want me to have independent thoughts.   Now he's a
DA."  They got off.  "Which way?" 


"This
way," he offered, leading her to his car.  "Which one did
DiNozzo recommend?"  She showed it to him.  "Not too bad
and just up the street," he offered, letting her in.  "No
luggage?" 


"I've
got spare clothes in my briefcase.  I learned this trick on past trips for
crossover cases in New York and Miami." 


"You
know their Vice squads?" he asked as he walked around to get in. 


"Yup,
they're the ones I learned how to do the whole 'lurking in the club and having
fun while making arrests' thing from."  He looked stunned and she
smirked. "I learned how to salsa dance from the guys in Miami." 


"You
guys get to be so much looser than we are."  He started the car and
backed out, heading to her hotel.  He dropped her off, getting a smile and
a polite nod of thanks, watching as she walked inside.  She was definitely
needing a nap.  He waited until he saw her take the key from the clerk,
then headed back to his office to start the tedious work of finding the missing
cases.  Because this was going to keep him up most of the night. 


***



Catherine
pulled out her phone book and her phone card, dialing a number in it. 
"Vin, my big, studly one.  I need information.  Yes, dear, I
think you can.  I know you can actually.  I need to know what's so
special about Sunnydale and I need to know who to talk to out there about these
homicides."  She snorted at his protesting.  "You've got
contacts, I've got contacts.  Mine are scared shitless as soon as I
mention the name but I'm working on a massive crossover serial case. 
Therefore I need contacts out there and to know what's so special about that
town.  Because Sandburg and I need to know, man.  Please?" 
She grinned.  "Sure, I'll even race you when I get back into town,
okay?"  She yawned.  "No, I'm stoned with exhaustion. 
I'm going to collapse into bed now.  Sure, ride safe."  She hung
up and put everything back then got comfortable, letting herself drift off
now.  Even if her sidearm was under her pillow.  She was never that
comfortable these days. 


***



Horatio
Caine looked at his newest murder, sighing in frustration.  "Is
tonight the moon dark or solstice?" he called. 


"Summer
solstice," Eric called back.  "Moon dark was the one in Cascade,
H."  He looked at him.  He worked his part of the circle,
watching Speed work his.  "Anything unusual?" 


"Not
yet," Speed admitted bitterly.  He looked up at the loud noise,
looking around.  "Gunshot?" 


"Yes,"
Horatio said, gun in his hand.  He waved at the two patrol officers. 
"Stay here.  I'm taking them to investigate." 


"Stay
safe," Eric ordered, getting back to work.  They had a patrol officer
still with them.  He heard his phone ring so he grabbed it out of his
case.  "What?"  He listened, then stood up. 
"Speed, is tonight a double one?" 


Speed
pulled out the list and sighed, nodding.  "Yeah, twins." 
He looked at him. "Which one got called?" 


"Wolfe. 
He's with the other one.  Wolfe, stay there.  We'll be done here in
another twenty or so.  Take all the pictures you can.  Note anything
odd that wasn't in the briefing sheets."  He hung up and called
Horatio.  "Me.  Wolfe caught the other of the twins." 
He hung up on the growl.  "He's not happy." 


"I'm
not happy," Speed said blandly.  He looked at their patrol guy. 
"We need to confiscate the cameras in and out of the park tonight. 
Can you get someone to do that?"  He nodded, radioing that in. 
"Thank you."  He got back to work.  "Horsehair
whip," he noted, bagging it once he had pictures of it.  "Just
like they said." 


"Shows
they know their stuff," Eric agreed, hating this.  "Where's the
next one?" 


"Next
two are in Cascade, then New York, then us," he said quietly, swabbing one
of the symbols.  "It's still fresh." 


"Blood?"
Eric asked. 


Speed
moved off to the side to test it, nodding. "Human.  Might be the
vic's.  Ours is better than Chicago's about bleeding them out." 
The patrol guy shuddered.  "There's three triangles of cities going
with these assholes," he warned.  "Chicago is the main point in
one, then there's another that goes up into Canada.  Feel lucky. 
We're in the lower count city."  He got back to work, taking another
swab from another symbol.  "Eric, is that a wallet?" 


Eric
looked where he was pointing, nodding at him as he stepped carefully over to
take pictures then grab it.  He opened it.  "Myron
Flanders.  New York.  Brooklyn."  He looked at him. 
"I'm hoping the other one is local."  He called Wolfe. 
"Do you have any ID on the guy?  No, we've got a wallet.  Myron
Flanders."  He paused, frowning.  "That's not the same
name.  Got a picture phone?  Take a picture of yours and send it over." 
He hung up and waited.  "Speed, they're not twins." 


Speed
looked then pulled out his briefing sheets.  "It says twins of the
same soul." 


"That
might not mean twins," the officer noted.  "It could refer back
to the old Greek belief that all souls were split into two parts.  Hence
the soul-mates mythology."  He looked at them.  "Or
possibly not.  It was my minor," he offered sheepishly. 


"No,
it's a good idea," Eric said, smiling at him.  "Thank
you."  He looked at Speed, then shrugged.  "It's as good as
I've got." 


"How
would you tell?" 


"Personality
tests?  Dating sites?" the officer offered.  "Most of the
dating sites these days have personality tests.  Maybe some sort of psych
test back in college or something?" 


Speed
looked at him, then smirked.  "You want our job, kid?" 


"No,
sir, I'd like one that has sane hours and less body parts, especially the
smelly and bug- ridden ones.  But I wouldn't mind going up to detective,
as long as I wasn't homicide." 


Eric
snickered.  "We'll make sure Horatio knows you were
helping."  They nodded and got back to work.  Horatio came back
and he was without the officers.  "Catch 'em?" 


"Yes. 
Stupid little boys who were dueling each other for their woman's love," he
said grimly.  "The remaining one is on his way to jail and the barely
alive one was complaining he didn't realize it'd hurt." 


Speed
snickered.  "Our guard there had an idea, H."  Horatio
looked at him. "Tonight was the twin's one but it said twins of the same
soul.  He thought it might relate back to the soulmate idea from the
Greeks." 


Horatio
looked at the officer. "I'll pass that back, officer.  Any good in
chemistry?" 


"No,
sir, and I'd like a higher position without bugs, decomp, or parts. 
Preferably one with better, sane hours.  Anywhere but homicide
really."  Horatio cracked a smile at that.  "I've radioed
another officer to confiscate the traffic tapes for them at their request,
sir." 


"That's
fine.  Thank you."  He looked at his nametag.  Then he
smirked at him.  "I'll make sure your help is mentioned." 
That got a shy smile and a nod.  "Good luck." 


"Thank
you, Lieutenant."  He shifted away from the ME's crew coming
in.  "Ma'am." 


"Hello,
Teddy.  On again tonight?" 


"Oh,
yes, ma'am."  He shook his head.  "Finals killed my
hours."  He helped her over the images then stepped back out of the
way. 


"Wolfe's
got the other one," Eric offered. 


"I
heard," Alexx sighed, shaking her head.  She looked at the body,
shaking her head.  "Bled out."  She moved to look at his
ankles. "He was hung up to bleed out fully."  She moved back to
his head, then nodded.  "Here and here," she noted, touching the
stitched spots.  "He sewed them back up after doing that." 
She opened his mouth. "In here too."  She opened her bag and
took out the liver thermometer, inserting it so she could take a reading. 
She looked at the readout then at Horatio.  "90.2.  So nearly
six to eight hours ago." 


"Thank
you, Alexx."  He helped her back up and watched as his crew got their
last pictures before the body haulers messed up anything.  "We should
go help Mr. Wolfe." 


"We
should.  He's alone."  She smiled at him.  "Have a
better night, Teddy." 


"Oh,
I'll try, ma'am.  I hope you have less bodies too." 


"People
always die when I'm in the mood for a long, hot bath," she joked, making
him crack a smile.  She walked off with him, going to the other
scene.  By the time they got there, Ryan Wolfe had managed to document the
whole area, including fingerprints since there were doorhandles into the
warehouse he was in.  She smiled at him.  "Sorry." 


"No,
that one was found first, that's how we usually precedent things." 
He pointed at the body.  "This is Bart Sheers.  Local guy from
down in South Beach."  He scratched the back of his neck. 
"The blood is dried, it tested as human.  I've taken multiple samples
of it."  She nodded, moving over to check the body.  "Boss,
I noticed his mouth and ears were sewn shut.  Does it fit with the
serial?"  He got a nod.  "In a bad way?" 


"No,
I expected this," he admitted.  He walked over to look it over. 
"Mr. Wolfe, the symbols are backwards." 


"Okay,"
he agreed, walking over.  "Like mirror image?" He nodded. 
"I've filmed it all and took stills."  He handed over his
cameras.  "What about the other one?" 


"No,
they were the right way," he admitted, looking over the body.  He
considered back. "It's also pointed in a different direction.  This
one's head is pointing west, the other was pointing south." 


"It's
so old they probably couldn't find all the littlest details of the cult,"
Alexx offered, glancing at him. She read the liver temp and sighed. 
"90.2.  He died at the same time."  She stood up. 
"I'll give you more once I get them back there, Horatio." 


"Thank
you, Alexx."  He waited while they left then looked at Ryan. 
"Did you go over the sheets?" 


"Yes,
sir, and I also asked the local college's library if they had anything on this
or had anyone check out anything on this subject recently. They're citing
privacy but I did tell them it was about a homicide done in this style. 
Nothing specific enough for them to tip someone off.  The head librarian will
be calling you tomorrow to talk about the request.  I left you a message
in your email, Horatio." 


"Thank
you, Mr. Wolfe."  Ryan nodded.  "Anything else on tracing
the preparatory materials?" 


"Not
yet.  Speed was doing most of that.  Calleigh was helping with a few
she recognized but my part of the list was mostly common things.  I
compiled a list of where you can get them and all the variations in one case,
but that'll mostly be cross-referencing probably.  My part of the list had
things like pumice.  You can find the stones and various gels with some in
it at any good bath shop or any of the chain body lotion places." 


"That's
all right.  It's going to be the little things that lead to this
person."  He looked at the symbol again.  "Get some more
long distance shots and we'll go back to the lab."  That got a nod
and Ryan took his cameras back to do that.  Horatio headed back to his
hummer, thinking the whole way back.  Either their researchers had missed
some information or their killer was improvising somehow.  He could feel
it but he wasn't sure why.  He called Cascade.  "Ellison, tell
Sandburg we've got the twins and they're not.  Yeah, we'll be sending
information up as soon as we've processed everything, probably by
tomorrow.  No, something was off on the second twin.  The symbols
were backward.  Mirror image."  He nodded slowly as Blair
babbled in the background about the significance of that.  "That
wasn't included," he noted patiently.  Ellison advised that was probably
something considered 'standard knowledge' and he sighed. 
"Okay.  Should we get one down here he can brief so someone can tell
us these things?"  Ellison asked that and Blair said he'd ship him
the books he'd need.  "Just a list would be fine. We do have a number
of libraries we can search through," he offered.  "Thank you,
Jim."  He hung up and wanted to hit his head on the steering
wheel.  They were being too shallow on the meanings.  They were
taking things at face value, like the twins of the same soul idea.  Well,
they'd get that straightened out later tonight.  Or possibly tomorrow
since it was getting late. 


***



Catherine
came off the elevator and stopped at the hotel's desk.  "Any
messages?"  Two were found and given over.  "Thank
you."  She slid over her card key.  "I need a receipt for
the bosses please," she said with a faint smile.  "You know how
penny pinching they are."  That got an understanding look from the
young man behind the desk and he printed one up, letting her pay the fee for
the phone use.  She tucked it into her carrying case and headed out,
finding Gibbs waiting on her.  "Wow, I rate this?" 


"You
do," he admitted, smirking at her. "I'm out for coffee
officially." 


"You're
the man!  I'll buy."  He chuckled and let her into his car,
taking her to his usual coffee shop.  "Anything come in
overnight?" 


"Word
from Vegas that Miami had their twins, but they weren't exactly twins?" 


"Twins
of the soul.  Could mean the old soulmate ideology from the Greeks,"
she offered.  "Traditionally to the cult it would've meant identical
twins.  But hey, these guys are improvising now and then.  We've
found other spots they did it on.  We'll have to see if ours are more
literal." 


"I'll
let you email Sandburg." 


"Gee,
thanks.  I'm sure he's already up and pacing while Horatio is yelling at him
because he got blindsided." 


"Possibly. 
How is the little peacenik?  I haven't seen him since his mom dragged him
to a protest when he was sixteen." 


"He
started college that year.  He's okay.  Ellison's life is getting to
him.  Ellison apparently draws serial killers and the like who like to use
Blair as bait to draw him."  He hissed.  "Yeah, so he's
went from anthropologist to captive many times, plus all his work at the
station."  He nodded, accepting that.  "Anything
else?"  She looked at the messages.  "Yup, one from
Blair.  One from Caine."  She rolled her eyes.  "I'm
going to need about five to type out a message about individual interpretations
of Godly laws." 


"That's
fine.  Think it'll help?" 


"Each
one's going to be slightly different.  Ours may have true twins. 
Ours may have cojoined twins.  Ours may do what theirs did or ours may do
something else entirely.  I'm hoping we catch him before then but
yeah.  Not appearing to happen at this time since it's only three bodies
from now." 


"You
don't think we'll catch them in time?" 


"I
think we'll have stupendous luck to catch one before the triangles are
complete, two if we've been really good this incarnation.  All
three?  Probably not until after ours is dead.  And I'm saying this
gently.  All the big brains are in triangle one.  They've got two
world- class CSI units and the Ellison/Sandburg team.  You guys have got
me.  And I'm one tired bitch most days anymore." 


"The
blood sugar thing?" 


"Possibly. 
Who knows.  Sixteen years, that's the real cause."  She sipped
her coffee as they pulled into the parking garage.  "I put a call out
last night to find out anything I could on Sunnydale so we can hopefully find
someone there to brief since I'm not so sure Montreal will cooperate.  I
know New Orleans won't.  They'll go cowboy on it."  He grunted
at that.  "They will, or their branch of the FBI will take it
over.  Not sure which yet." 


"I
sent out a bulletin to the local NCIS down there.  That way they could
brief their people if it hit the local base." 


"Good
thinking, Jethro.  Did you give them mine and Sandburg's numbers?" 


"Along
with the copies McGee input of the briefing sheets.  I'm sure they're
cursing greatly at me," he said with a fond smirk.  "You ready
for another day of Fornell?" 


"It
won't be all day, Jethro.  Remember, I've got to be back in time to handle
my next one tomorrow night."  She sighed as she got out, grabbing her
bag and carting it after him.  "So, any good news on your end?" 


"Between
us we found all the other homicides but one." 


"Which
one?" 


"One
of the female ones. It was solved and the local PD is being obstinate." 


"We
can do that.  It looks bad on us when we put the wrong person
away."  He nodded, accepting that.  "Let Fornell run them
over with proof.  Tell them if it's not her, to find which one it was and
then brief them so they know who to call for the next one that shows up in six
weeks." 


"Yay
us," he said blandly, getting on.  "I thought you said solstices
and moon darks." 


"For
the major, on target, scripted rituals.  Not for the 'pick anyone' ones
and not for the female ones.  Also, again, he could be doing females in
the old style in his non-religious life." 


"Fantastic,
so we could be dealing with two signatures or one, with one person." 


"Yup,
raised to the third power."  She sipped her coffee again, sharing a
look with him. "I'm planning on asking Helena's boys if I can use one of
their vacation houses.  You wanna come?" she asked as the elevator
landed. 


"After
this, I'll be getting paid time off and all that or else," he assured her,
leading her up to the conference room. "I've already told her we found all
but one," he said as he walked in. 


She
looked at Fornell.  "Go breathe down their neck saying if this isn't
ours, find her, and brief them so they know who to call for the next one in six
weeks." 


"I've
done that this morning.  That's why I'm already tired." 


She
smirked.  "Get their strange stuff person?" 


"Yes,
and she was covered in cat fur and talking to her stuffed turtle." 


"Margret?" 
He grimaced and nodded.  "She's doing it to make you go away. 
She does it now and then with me when I have to consult wider. Ignore the
stuffed turtle.  It's her worry stone."  She looked
around.  "Okay, stun me with questions. I've had some caffeine and a
night's sleep for a change." 


Tony
raised his hand.  "Okay, about the twins last night?" 


She
nodded, holding up a finger and dialing, making it a conference call. 


"Caine."



"Sandburg."



"Morning,
guys.  I'm here at NCIS with the Feeb they're working with, Fornell. 
Twins, traditionally speaking, would have meant identical twins.  So
either your guy is not going literal or he's stuck."  She
frowned.  "That Greek idea of soulmates could work but that's outside
the tradition and *later* than the original cult.  Which points to someone
with an okay background in classics and some imagination.  Remember, they
got this stuff the same place we did.  From the books.  They might've
found a few sources we didn't, but it's all from the books." 


"So,
ours is taking a slightly different interpretation," Sandburg said
quietly. "Okay.  Any idea on yours?" 


"We're
three from that point, sparky.  I've got my next one tomorrow night, then
the twin's one right after that.  Remember, each triangle moves slightly
off the others. You're the true triangle and ours are the mimics.  But
that doesn't mean the killers are going to think alike if they're separate
people." 


"Okay,
so he could have not found a set of twins?" Horatio asked. 


"One
explanation.  Another is that he believes in the Greek idea of
soulmates.  Perhaps he works with them.  It's the little tweaks that
each one puts in that gives us the edge to capturing them.  Did you guys
find the rest?" 


"Yup,
and we had one with a confession," Sandburg admitted. 


"We
had one of those," Fornell offered.  "The third female sacrifice
was done here in DC and we had a mental patient confessing to it.  I've
already talked with them and they're stalling while they go back over the
case." 


"We're
just going back over the case," Blair admitted.  "That could be
a quirk of the killers." 


"No,
if they wanted someone to take the blame for one of them, I'd have picked the
fifth overall," Gibbs noted. 


"Jethro,"
Blair said fondly.  "How are you?" 


"Tired.
You?" 


"Extra
tired.  Ellison snored all night.  I'm staying with him right
now."  Tony snickered at that.  "Your team?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  Do you guys need our victim profiles to compare?" 


"Could
help," Blair admitted.  "Catherine?" 


"I've
got yours and ours.  I'm still trying to get a word on Sunnydale to talk
to them and New Orleans might not cooperate.  I'm having the feeling that
Montreal won't either." 


"Probably
true," Caine sighed.  "It could help us with the killer's
profile?" 


"Go
back over it.  Look literally.  The God's laws were *always* written
literally once you got past the stage of acceptance into the mysteries. 
Once you got the decoder ring, you were in and it was all literal, with six
exceptions throughout the world and all those were more philosophically based
anyway.  Go over it literally, Horatio, and see where they diverted. Also,
I'd have someone do an online trace of the twins victims, see where they went
in common that he found them.  That could also lead to it." 


"I've
got someone working on that but it's slow going.  The one from New York's
wife won't let us have their home computer.  Mac's working on her." 


"Best
of luck to him," she said dryly.  "Subpoena it." 


"Is
it a case of marital issues?" Gibbs asked. 


"Mac
thinks so," he admitted.  "She apparently ranted at him about being
glad he was dead." 


"Remind
her others will too." 


"She
laughed," Horatio said flatly. 


"Oh,
joy.  Can you get her in a mental health warrant?" Catherine
asked.  "I've had to do that in the past." 


"He's
trying that too," he admitted, sounding like he was in a slightly better
mood.  "How about on your end?" 


"Briefed
Vegas and these guys yesterday.  I'm answering final questions today then
going home so I can pet my kitty cats before my next one shows up tomorrow
afternoon." 


"Do
we have your number?" Gibbs asked.  She dug in her case and handed
over cards with a smile.  "Your cell?" 


"Don't
remind me, please.  It's broken.  I ran it over last month. 
That's my home phone and my desk phone was forwarded." 


"Not
now it isn't," Sandburg offered. "I called there first and some guy
answered." 


"I'll
yell at Betts later," she promised.  "Anything else, you
two?"  She got negative noises.  "Then happy hunting. 
Call me if you need me."  She hung up and looked at them. 
"Okay, next question," she offered, smirking at Tony.  "You
look like you've got a lot, studly." 


"Oh,
I do," he admitted, leaning back and putting his arms behind his
head.  "I drew out the figures. You said yourself that each triangle
is just off the first one.  Slightly warped mirror images. 
Why?" 


"Not
sure.  None of the books mentioned why.  If I had to guess, they
believed that his body shattered and it's like looking at a mirror as it
shatters in 3-D, or like if you see one sucked into a vacuum maybe?" 
He nodded at that.  "None of the books mentioned the significance of
why triangles or why the first ones were pure and the others aren't.  I'm
surprised we found as much as we did really.  A cult that old and that
small, we'd only usually find a mention and maybe something about an attempt at
the rite before now." 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "So how did we get this much detailed information? 
Could the killers be part of that group?" 


She
considered it, then looked at him.  "You know I deal in the strange
shit of the universe, right?"  Everyone nodded.  "Okay,
well part of the strange shit I deal in is those who study the strange shit and
find ways to defeat it.  In this case, the majority of the books I found
information in came from those people.  Now, the teacher who donated the
books taught at my former university. There's apparently a whole group of them
in England somewhere by Stonehenge."  That got a small smirk from
McGee.  "I know, how Druid of them," she sighed, then she sat down
and put her feet up.  "Not my call, they've been there for centuries
doing the same thing.  Vampire myths, dragon myths, demon myths, cult
myths.  I've found a lot of stuff in his books over the years since he
died and donated them.  I've even written them about this asking for more
information.  I figure Professor Terrance only had a bit of information
and they've probably got to have the bigger library.  If they answer I'd
be amazed.  Most of these people scoff at the normal people who do this
stuff." 


"So
it could be someone from their organization or someone who went to another
school that had books from it?" Tony suggested. 


"Could
be.  My alma mater is a good choice for that.  Especially for
ours.  There's a good chance that they're tied to their triangles
somehow.  It didn't outright say that but I got the feeling in a few
passages that they could have something to do with the triangle's cities,
that's why they're chosen for their triangle. I know that he's definitely
living in it now, he's got to with as much traffic as he's got going." 


"What's
the name of the organization?" McGee asked, opening his laptop. 


"The
Watchers.  Or The Watcher's Council in some notes."  He nodded,
typing that in.  "They're on the web?" 


"Nope,
but they're notated in some fairly paranoid people's websites."  He
clicked on the first one.  "Yup, information source, they train the
hunter, well female hunter, who deals with these things.  They're prone to
covert op activity now and then.  Lots and lots of mentions of vampires
and demons," he said, browsing through that page. 


"That's
about what I've heard on the grapevine too," she admitted. 
"Nothing that can be found definitively or substantiated."  She
finished her coffee and tossed out the cup.  "If you get anywhere
with them, let me know." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, going back to his searching.  "Can we maybe
cross-reference people who've been part of their organization and the key
cities?" 


"You
could, but again, some libraries have collections.  I know New York has
some. I had to write to get some of it sent to me on inter-library loan a few
years back," she cautioned.  "According to the person I managed
to talk to over there the one time I got contacted back, Terrance's collection
never went to my school, it was back there.  They're in snafu constipation
themselves." 


Tony
nodded slowly at that.  "But it is a way to possibly weed out the
greater majority of residents," he offered.  "Do we have any
sort of description?" 


"No,
and the last one in Cascade snuck past about forty cops in the park to lay down
the symbols, the body, and all that."  They all moaned. 
"You can't tell me they were all dirty or napping or off their
posts.  I'm sorry but you can't since ten of them were in that
clearing."  She looked around the table.  "I don't know
how.  I have no idea." 


"Well,
we know where they're dumping here so maybe we can set up better surveillance
than humans," Fornell offered. 


Gibbs
nodded. "McGee, you and Abby work on that." 


"Yes,
boss."  He typed in something and got a nod.  "She's been
listening and she's got a few ideas.  Anything else we can do?" 


"Personally,
I'd start by tracing the things that have to come from this city.  See if
any of it can narrow down a store or a target that he's got to
visit."  She stood up.  "That's the best I can do at the
moment.  I've already got a call out through my people in Chicago. 
As long as he didn't buy ahead and stock up, that's probably my best bet."



"We
started that last night," Tony assured her, giving her a gentle
smile.  "Going to go home?" 


"Yeah,
my cats will have peed all over the house by now in anger for me getting them a
sitter.  They hate it when I'm gone."  She shrugged. 
"Any other notes or questions?"  They shook their heads. 
"We sure?"  They all nodded and Gibbs made a shooing
motion.  "Okay, then call me if you need me.  I'm usually a
night person so please no calls at dawn or eight."  That got a small
laugh from Fornell.  "Hey, I work Vice.  My stuff happens at
night. I'm getting to bed at dawn or eight."   She picked up her
bag and checked inside, then waved and walked out, heading for the
elevator.  She smiled at the director. "I'm done for now.  I may
be back in a few weeks when you guys get your next one." 


"You
don't sound hopeful that we'll capture this person soon," she said grimly.



"I'm
not," she said honestly, looking at her.  "We didn't catch on
that he was a serial killer until body twelve."  She looked
disappointed in that.  "At least they've got some leads." 
The elevator came and she headed down to the lobby, smiling at the
guards.  "What's the fastest way to get a cab here?" 


"I
can call you one, ma'am.  Did you sign in?" 


"Fornell
brought me." 


"Oh,
he didn't sign in either.  Where might he be?" 


"Conference
room with Gibbs and his whole team." 


"The
elevator?" another one asked, dialing the phone. 


"No,
the real conference room.  Is he using the elevator as one?" 
They both nodded and she smiled.  "Cute idea.  It's gotta be
more private than some spots in this building."  They smiled and
nodded.  "Thank you, boys.  Hopefully Gibbs can catch the guy so
I don't have to come back and have more evil in my city."  A cab
pulled up and she smiled, heading out there.  "Here for
me?"  He nodded so she got in and handed over a ten. 
"Airport.  I don't care which one."  He nodded, heading
off.  She'd let him have the rest of that for a tip if it was under it, or
tip him a few extra dollars and pay the rest if it was over it.  She
yawned and stretched, then got comfortable.  She could go home and
collapse in her own bed tonight.  She never slept well in hotels. 


***



Sandburg
came off the elevator, smiling as he read something.  "Blair!"
someone shouted, making him look up and smile at Eric.  "Sorry, I got
sent to come to the next scene." 


"Always
happy to have the help, man."  He smiled at him.  "I'm
doing student essays." 


"How
do you manage to teach and help Ellison?" 


"I'm
very hyper," he said seriously, getting a grin.  "Come on. 
Coffee is this way.  Anything going on in the lab?" 


"No
and you're right, Sam is a scary woman."  He followed him into the
bullpen.  "Hi, Simon." 


"Eric. 
Horatio said he was sending you.  You've got the graphics and things from
your last scene?"  He handed the CD over to Blair, who sat at
Ellison's desk to run it and integrate the other files.  "Did
Catherine send over the files from her triangle?" 


"Yup,
already in there to be cross-referenced.  I've already sent the three
symbols to someone in the Anthro department who deals in pictographic
languages, hoping she can come up with a base language for it for us.  No
luck yet.  Did Horatio have any luck with New Orleans when he tried,
Eric?" 


"Nope,"
he said, sitting down to watch Blair work.  "You're weeding out
extras?" 


"I
uploaded them into this program that'll run it as a slide show.  The rest
are still on the CD.  I started by downloading it first.  That way we
can go from one body to the next to check for any inconsistencies." 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "Has it helped?" 


"Yup,
our guy took a non-literal interpretation of one of the female victims
too," he said, finishing it up and saving it.  Then he ran the
program, letting him see. 


"Can
you slow it down?"  Blair got into that function and slowed it down
by half.  Then he got out of the way.  Eric sat in that seat,
watching it flip.  He paused one, staring at it.  "Something's
different about this one." 


Blair
looked over.  "Different brushes on the symbols we thought." 


Eric
stared then flipped back one, studying that one, then let it flip forward,
pausing it again.  "No, it's more than that.  Can I send this
down?" 


"Sure,"
Blair agreed, getting into his email. "Click it as save as and make sure
the images saved as well." 


"Thanks." 
He got to work on the unfamiliar program, smiling when it saved to a few formats,
including one they had.  He sent it to Horatio, then called. "It's
me. Blair uploaded the scene photos into a slide viewing program. I just sent
the file to you, hopefully with pictures.  I'm noticing a difference
between six and seven so far.  He thinks it was different brushes. I'm not
so sure.  Thanks, H."  He hung up.  "He'll have
someone get into his email and see since he's out on a normal case." 


"Yeah,
unfortunately they don't stop."  Blair sat down.  "Flip it
back."  He did that, then let it go forward.  "See, I
thought the symbols were thicker and that just meant a different brush. 
Six and seven, by the list were both here." 


"Sometimes
you've got to put things in a different perspective.  Should we send this
to Catherine?" 


"We
probably should but she's either on a plane or asleep by now.  She works
Vice and went from Vegas to DC yesterday."  He shuddered at that.
"Have we checked the airline, train, and bus rosters to see if anyone's
used them a lot recently?" 


"We
have and they're being balky." 


"They're
from a small islands and used to be sheepherders?"  Eric gave him an
odd look.  "Sorry, not enough caffeine yet." 


"Have
more, Sandburg," he ordered with a grin.  "If it were that sort,
it'd be more helpful." 


"True. 
We'd already have the answers and have a new story too." 


"No
more stories," Simon ordered firmly.  "Please, Sandburg, no more
stories." 


"Yes,
Simon.  We love you, you know that, right?"  He got a groan and
his boss walking off.  "Is it my fault I've done a lot in my short
life?  Blame my mother.  She's the one who passed on the
hyperactivity." 


"I
already blame your mother for many things, I can add to the list," Simon
assured him, closing his office door. 


Eric
snickered.  "At least you know he likes you anyway." 


"I
do." 


"Hey,
Hairboy!" Henry called.  "Can you make some more coffee?" 


"Do
I look like I'm wearing a skirt today?" he called back. "You said I
made bad coffee the last time." 


"You
did but I was hoping for the good stuff you made the time before that." 


"Nope,
sorry." 


"Don't
look at me, I make bad coffee too," Eric offered with a grin as the other
detective walked in.  He got back to the slideshow, making notes where he
found other things that twinged his senses. 


Ellison
came in and looked over their shoulders.  "Go back two." 
Eric did that.  "Now let it go."  He frowned, watching
it.  "Width of the letters changed.  Body position changed
slightly.   Two ago had faint bruises on the neck if I remember
right, but not this one." 


"You're
good," Eric said, grinning at him.  "Art major?" 


"I'm
very observant," he retorted, then grinned.  "It's Sandburg's
fault." 


"Sure,
blame me for making you a better cop, Jim," he noted dryly. 
"Not my fault that happened."  He went back to the slide show,
letting it move forward.  "See, major change between the last one and
this one."  Eric went back to see for himself. 


***




Eric
walked into the bullpen after dealing with the scant evidence they had been
left at the scene, including faxing home copies of all the reports and taking a
lot of pictures of everything.  "Hey, I'm done." 


"You
want dinner?" Blair asked. "I'm cooking." 


"Yeah,
I'm staying overnight.  H said to.  Just in case they didn't get
something."  He sat across from him with a yawn.  "It was
pretty standard but we had the addition of charcoal on nearly everything."



"Like
brickettes or like burnt wood?" Jim asked. 


"Burnt
timber."  He dug out that report and handed it over.  "I'm
hoping you guys can use that to find a site." 


"Maybe,"
Jim admitted.  He read it over a second time, more carefully. 
"Could he be switching areas, Chief?" 


"Yeah,
if he's got the time to do the prep work, but that should've included
cleaning."  He checked his fact sheets.  "This one had to
have wood with it.  Could be another loose interpretation."  He
looked at him.  "Go get the sample, Eric.  Let's see if Jim
recognizes the type of tree."  Eric nodded and took out his small
sample, they had split some off for the lab in Miami since New York was
handling a different track of investigation at the moment. 


Jim
sniffed it, then took a second one.  "It's not pine.  It almost
smells like olives."  He sniffed again.  "Resin
too."  He capped it and winced, waving a hand in front of his
nose.  "I see Cassie helped."  He handed it back then wiped
off his eyes.  "She's still transferring perfume onto things." 


Eric
sniffed the container. "How did you smell that?" 


"I've
got a good nose," Ellison offered, grinning. "Come on, let's
go.  I think I may know where this could be."  He walked them
out, taking them to the truck.  Eric got into his car behind them. 
He looked at Blair.  "That was dangerous." 


"Not
really.  They've got people with sensitive senses down there too. 
That's probably why Horatio always wears his sunglasses."   He
got comfortable.  "Olives and resin?" 


"Yeah,
and sawdust.  I'm thinking the old piano factory.  It's got that
olive store right up the street."  He started the truck and headed
that way.  "Could he still be there?" 


"Not
a clue, man," Blair admitted.  "The next one's got to have
silver attached to the body." 


"So
either piercings or silver shards?" 


"It
shavings," Blair sighed, leaning his head against the window. "I'm
tired, Jim." 


"You
can sleep after dinner."  He drove them right to the place he wanted,
but it wasn't quite right.  He walked up the street and found it, nodding
Eric closer.  "Here.  Smell the wood."  He did that
then their sample, but Jim could tell they were the same.  It was an
abandoned house that had burnt a few years back but hadn't been torn
down.  He led the way inside, gun drawn, letting Sandburg get between
them.  There was no use telling him to stay in the truck this time. 
He found the crime scene and nodded Eric forward, turning up his hearing. 
No other heartbeats.  "I don't hear anyone," he admitted,
lowering his gun. 


Eric
nodded.  "That works for me, stay on guard please?"  He
grinned and found the scene, calling Horatio.  "Ellison found a kill
scene, H.  Yeah, burned out building.  Yeah, the wood was
charcoal."  He grinned.  "Of course.  Blair, can you
get my camera from the rental?"  He nodded and headed that way. 
"H, this is really neat.  He cleaned up after himself but he left
another set of symbols in here."   Blair came back with the
camera and came forward to help.  "No offense, Blair, but I'm trained
to do this." 


"Sure. 
Jim, come help."  He nodded, coming over to put on gloves and help,
Blair grinning at him.  "He helps ours find some tiny stuff
too." 


"Sure." 
He hung up on the wise words and got to work taping it fully first, then taking
stills before he did anything else. "We should probably call Cassie and
them." 


"Once
you're done," Blair assured him.  That got a small smirk. 
"Our labs aren't on the same level as yours.  Once you're done and
ready to have them here." 


"There's
some green stuff here," Jim offered, pointing at it.  "Looks
like trampled grass.  Maybe off a shoe?"  Eric came over to
look, nodding and taking pictures before he gathered it. 


Blair
stood back and watched as Jim found where he should be working.  His
enhanced senses wold do wonderfully in that sort of setting.  "Hey,
Jim, think we could move to Miami?  It'd be nice and warm.  Far away
from your ex. Simon could retire since he keeps swearing he's about to." 


Jim
gave him the most evil, dirty look. "No, Sandburg.  And I heard that
crack about Borneo too." 


"I've
got a career too, Jim.  It's gotta come up sometime.  I'm going to
have to go on something so unless you wanna come with me...." 


"No
thanks.  I'd hate the lack of bathing."  He got back to work at
Eric's chuckle.  "They don't!  I can still smell some of his
stuff from his last summer trip in the loft.  Full of sweat and
dirt." 


"It's
not like they have indoor plumbing in the jungle, Jim.  Or don't you remember
that?" he asked bitterly.  "But hey, if you don't want to go to
Borneo, you can come with me on the one to Palau.  Or the one to
Guinea."  Jim gave him dirty looks.  "I'm going to go on
something soon, Jim.  Either get over it or sign up to come since you've
got some jungle experience and security experience." 


"You
can't and you know it," he said quietly. 


"And
I repeat, I do have a career too," he said firmly, staring at him. 
"Sorry, but we both know I have one of those.  It looks bad and I'm
the one who used to go on nearly every expedition the department
sponsored."  He walked out, going to wait in the truck. 


"Are
you sure you two aren't together?" Eric asked after a few minute's
silence.  He looked at Jim.  "We wouldn't care if you were, but
that sounded a lot like a lover's spat." 


"It's
not my fault he's got things that tie him here." 


"Not
saying it is, Jim, but even ties have to be loosened sometimes.  They're
keeping him from what he loves to do.  People go into the humanities for
the love of the work.  Not for the prestige and money.  If this were
a historical killer, he'd probably be all over that." 


"Maybe,"
Jim admitted.  "It still doesn't matter, he's got to be here. 
His ties are going to keep him here." 


"He
said you could go." 


"I
did years in the jungle.  That's more than enough."  He got back
to work with him.  Blair would be in a better humor by the time they got
to dinner. 


***



Eric
trudged back into his unit with his box of evidence, nodding at the receptionist. 
"Sign me in please?"  She nodded. "Thanks. Anyone
here?" 


"Most
everyone.  No new calls today." 


"Wonderful.
Page H to the AV lab so we can go over the tapes first."  She nodded
and he trudged that way with a yawn.  He found Speed in there waiting on
him. "Hey.  H?" 


"Coming. 
Anything good?  He said you guys found a kill site." 


"We
sure did," he admitted dryly, putting the box down.  "Our
samples from the scenes and the tapes of both."  He slit the tape and
handed him the tapes, yawning again.  "I was up most of the night
doing that scene.  Then we released it to the locals.  Ellison said I
got it first," he defended at Horatio's odd look when he walked in. 
"He said we're better than Cassie or Sam.  I shared what I could and
let them make copies of the tapes and pictures."  He flopped down and
waved a hand.  "His interpretation of wood was charcoal this
time.  Abandoned house that had been partially burnt."  Speed
put in the tape and ran it backwards, making Eric hiss at the low quality
picture.  "They took the original."  He called up
there.  "Sandburg, me.  She took the original."  He
listened, then looked in his backpack, smiling.  "Thanks,
man."  He hung up and handed over the new tape.  "Here, the
original.  The other reason not to let Sam or Cassie have things." 


Horatio
patted him on the shoulder.  "You can sleep once we've gone over
everything.  I'll even let you have the lumpy couch in my office." 


"Thanks,
H.  You're all heart."  He pointed at the scene.  "I
went back and filmed the entrance later on.  That's why the body was
covered in charcoal.  Did you get the reports I faxed?" 


"All
but the autopsy one.  That one managed to disappear," Speed
offered.  Eric dug it out and handed the stack over.  "Why is
their lab not cooperating?" 


"Because
Sam wants the prestige and Cassie wants to do it for us," Eric said
firmly.  "Did the slideshow work?"  Horatio nodded. 
"I sent the differences, right?" 


"You
did," he assured him.  "Relax for now.  We'll wake you if
we've got questions, Eric."  He got given a grateful smile and the
younger man fell asleep right there.  He moved closer to the screen. 
"Can we zoom in on that one?" he asked their tech, Tyler. 


"I
can try.  At least he was using a digital video camera."  He
zoomed in then cleaned up the image.  "Is that a charm?" 
Speed nodded slowly.  "Check the box?"  He smirked and dug
into the box, coming up with it.  "Is it part of the rite or part of
the killer?" 


Speed
found it and looked at the envelope.  "It's part of the rite. 
Sandburg wrote on here that it was the representation of their
God."   He handed that one to Horatio, who dug into the box
himself.  Eric had brought them back many goodies.  "I'll send
the autopsy report down to Alexx.  Take this to Trace?" he suggested.



"Please. 
Copy the tape and forward a good copy back to Sandburg and one to New York,
plus one to Catherine in Chicago."  That got a nod and he got to work
on that while they went over the evidence.  They could come back to the
pictures. Understanding the rite in this case wouldn't make them understand the
killer better since it was predetermined.  Their only chance was to find
something of the killer in the evidence Eric had collected.  They left
Eric napping in there.  He'd be safe enough. 


Tyler
looked over at the first snore, giving him a gentle nudge.  "Head to
the office, Eric."  That got a sleepy mumble and the man walked that
way, eyes barely open.  He ran into a railing but he didn't seem to care,
just bounced off and headed up once he was going in the right direction
again.  Tyler smiled once he heard the door slam, getting back to
work.  The ME came in a while later so he set one of the copies running
for her viewing displeasure.  She patted him on the back, moving to stare
at it.  "They're all moving counter-clockwise this time." 


"Toward
the sun or away?" she asked. 


"Hmm. 
That would depend on which way was north," he admitted.  He called
Horatio.  "Do we have any direction indicators?  Alexx wanted to
know if they were moving toward the sun or away."  He looked back at
her.  "Away.  The spot with the charm and the tool marks in the
grit are where the point of west would be if that helps." 


"I'm
not sure.  I know that a lot of the pre-Christian religions had things
about the sun though."  She shrugged.  "Maybe it has some
relevance." 


"I'll
make note of that and have him ask Sandburg or Catherine."  He got
back to work on the copies, checking them to make sure they were all
right.  He called the number in Chicago, getting a sleepy woman and a
meow.  "Hi, Detective Demoranth?  This is Tyler, the AV tech in
Miami.  They found the site of the last killing in Cascade and I'm making
copies.  What format would you need it in?"  He heard the
unhappy grunt about her computer.  "You don't have one at
home?"  She conceded she did but it was ancient.  "Okay,
well, I'll call back later, after you've had time to arrange something, how
about that?"  He smiled.  "Yes, detective.  Thank you,
ma'am."  He hung up.  "Their tech department isn't going to
let her have a new laptop." 


Alexx
looked at him.  "They're going to hamper her that much?" 
He nodded. "Can she kick their asses?" 


"I
don't know, Alexx.  That's why I said I'd call back later."  She
smiled at that.  "If I have to, I can transfer it up to one of their
techs and she can watch in their labs."  He got back to work. 
"Anything else strike you?" 


"Yeah,
that's a really dirty crime scene." 


"Eric
said it was a semi-burnt building.  He's napping in Horatio's
office.  Came in yawning and nearly there." 


"Must've
been up all night processing." 


"More
light fighting over evidence.  They tried to send us the crappy copies but
Sandburg slipped them into his backpack."  She smiled at that. 
"Calleigh told me she was warned that the techs were hogs and gloryhounds. 
I think they called one evil." 


"Wonderful. 
How do they solve so many things?" 


"Sandburg
and Ellison," he said plainly.  She rolled her eyes and left, making
him smile.  He sent off the copies, getting various 'thanks' from the
people it went to.  He got an email from someone in NCIS asking for a copy
and forwarded it to them too.  Catherine had noted through Horatio that
they were working with a branch in DC.   He sent in a note about the
format it had originally been recorded in and noted that they had samples and
stills if they needed them.  She sent back a 'thanks' and a smiley
face.  He grinned, he could like a happy tech. 


***



In
DC, the NCIS tech, Abby, who was a very Goth girl, let out a squeal worthy of
Barbie finding a Ken that was anatomically correct.  "Someone found a
kill site," she called when people came running.  "They found
one at the last scene in Cascade." 


"Pull
up the pictures," Gibbs ordered, standing right in front of the
screen.  Tony handed him his glasses, getting a glare back.  "I
don't need them." 


"You
do, boss.  Ooh, video?"  She nodded, getting to work showing it
in the best possible way.  He held up a hand. "Pause it?" 
She paused it and he pulled out his briefing sheets.  "Yeah, there's
the marks that're different from ours.  So those are the city marks. 
Abby, can you run any of the symbols online and find out if they've got
meanings?" 


"Sure." 
She isolated those three and did that in the background.  "Can I go
on?"  He nodded and she unpaused, letting it play while she
watched.  "The foot path seems to be counter-clockwise," she
offered.  "Also, is that blood?" 


"No,
not in this case.  Blood would've soaked into the charcoal," Gibbs
noted, staring at it.  He grimaced.  "What's that?" 
She froze it and zoomed in on the spot of light that had caught his
attention.  "A charm?" 


"The
guy in Miami said they had evidence and stills down there. I can send an email
to ask." 


"Start
one and send it when we're done.  That way it can all go together,"
McGee offered, sitting next to her so he could watch on her screen. 
"Go ahead."  She hit play again and watched the rest of it pan
out, then the entry into the building.  "Is this standard?" 


"No,
Cascade should've been to the one with wood.  So I'm guessing this was
that killer's interpretation," Tony offered, looking back at him. 
"Can you replay it, Abby?"  She nodded, doing that. "It's
not disturbed.  So someone very good did this scene." 


"Miami's
crew probably.  I've heard bad things about Cascade's."  She
grimaced. "We're talking one of them makes Gibbs look like a girl scout in
the bastard department."  Gibbs shot her a grimace for that but she
grinned. "I've heard it's her duty to find anyone too pretty, date them,
then screw them with the department." 


"I
heard things about Cascade in Philly," Tony admitted.  "It's
said that their little anthro geek Sandburg is the reason why Major Crimes is
so good, especially why Ellison is so good.  His solve rate is
phenomenal.  Nearing ninety percent, which is unheard of." 


"Ours
is only eighty," Gibbs agreed, and they were considered the top team in
NCIS for that reason alone. "How is he doing it?" 


"Not
a clue, boss.  It's said that whatever Sandburg brought to Ellison that
made him bring him into the unit, that's why.  No one's got any idea what
it is."  He looked at him. "I'm not surprised they gave this to
him with his solve rate." 


"When's
our next one here?" 


McGee
looked at his sheets.  "Two from now, boss.  Catherine's got one
tonight, one in two days, then ours is in six weeks.  We're just behind
triangle one's so we're just off the moon dark."  He pulled it
up.  "Our next moon dark is tomorrow.  Hence the one the next
night." 


"Why
six weeks?" Abby asked. 


"They're
missing one and the next one is off-ritual," McGee told her. 
"Then the one after that one goes back to moon dark.  Anything
off-ritual is basically a 'pick one female and do it appropriately' sort of
rite." 


"Eww."



"Very,"
he agreed, patting her on the hand.  "Anything else come over that we
should ask about?" he offered. "I can start the email." 


"Ask
about the charm, if there's some significance to the counterclockwise thing,
and tell them we want reports," Gibbs ordered.  He nodded, doing that
from Abby's inbox.  He got one back a minute later.  "They're
fast." 


"Their
AV tech is the one who she got the copy from.  He said the charm was a
representation of their God.  He's getting us stills to send up.  The
counter-clockwise movement was noted by their ME as well and they're going to
ask Catherine when she wakes up.  He'll ask Caine about getting us copies
of the reports."  He looked up.  "They're going over the
evidence their guy collected.  He said Delko went up." 


"That's
fine," Gibbs agreed.  "Their whole lab is top notch, nearly as
good as Abby is."  She preened at that.  "Any word on how
long?" 


"Probably
not long, boss."  He looked down at the beep.  "He said to
call them.  He gave me Caine's cell number."  He dialed it and
put it on speaker for him. 


"Caine."



"This
is Gibbs, NCIS." 


"I
heard you were involved.  What did you need?" 


"Anything
you can give us.  We're coming into this fairly late and we're working
with the FBI liaison.  Any significance found in the ritual for the
counter-clockwise?" 


"Not
yet.  I haven't heard back from Sandburg but our ME thinks it had
something to do with sun position.  Did you get a copy of the tape?" 


"I
did," Abby called. "I've been monitoring Catherine's email in case
one of the other cities comes up with a question since she probably won't be
seeing us for a few days." 


Horatio
laughed.  "Understandable really.  She's still got regular cases
to solve." 


"No,
they told her to go home and work from there in her pajamas," Tony told
him. 


"Our
tech said he called to check what format she wanted the video in and her cat
meowed at him," Horatio offered. 


"She's
Vice, she works nights," Gibbs noted.  "So you're willing to
share?" 


"Anything
we can share to stop these people is good with us, Gibbs.  As long as you
do the same." 


"Not
an issue," Abby promised. "What about Cascade?" 


"That's
why I sent Eric."  They heard a quiet snort from that end. 
"Speed said he's going to go up next time, possibly with Wolfe." 


"Sure,"
she agreed. "The email I gave your AV tech is mine here at work. You can
forward everything to me.  I'm Abby, the lab gremlin."  He
chuckled at that and she smiled.  "How about New York?  Should I
ask them for anything?" 


"They're
tracking down the local objects angle at the moment while we do this
part.  We've got the more updated tech gear and better processors." 


"Sure,"
she agreed.  "If I can help, let me know." 


"Thank
you, Abby." 


"Not
a problem, Lieutenant."  She smiled.  "Have a better
day." 


"You
too."  He hung up.  She looked at Gibbs once she hung up their
phone. "He seems very nice and helpful." 


"He
does.  Email New York for any information they've got.  Fornell is
coming over tonight, I'd like to be able to brief him on this whole
scene." 


"Sure
thing, Gibbs."  She smiled at him and he left, going back to his
desk.  Tony stayed to look at her.  "What?" 


"I'm
wondering if we're going to have to do the same thing with Chicago's
labs." 


"No,
probably not.  I've talked to the guys in Vegas and they said they're
sending someone up to Chicago to work it on her end with her and to coordinate
with their own labs.  They said he's already horrified."  He
grinned at that and went to report that.  She wrote a note to Catherine
then to New York's labs, getting one back fairly quickly from one of the techs
assigned.  "Hello, Danny," she said, reading it, smiling at the
rundown of where they were.  She copied it off and brought it up to
Gibbs.  "What they've found that's doable for tracing things,"
she offered, handing it to Tony, he'd get it anyway.  He nodded, getting to
work against their massive lists.  "New York is going to send up a
fully updated file tonight.  The guy from Vegas has been complaining about
Chicago's labs.  They sent a guy there to work with Catherine as a
liaison.  I sent a message to Catherine for when she wakes up again. 
Now all I'm doing is waiting so I'm off to get a caf-pow."  He
smirked and nodded. "Get you a coffee, Gibbs?" 


"I've
got some," he promised. "Thank you, Abby." 


"Not
a problem, Gibbs."  She walked out, going to think while she got her
soda.  This case was stressing her out. Being goth was one thing but the
evil these guys showed was far outside her normal mindset and she couldn't
understand how people got that evil. 


Back
at the office, Tony suddenly sat up and started an internet search. 
"They found two of the things you can't find locally," he
offered.  "Part of the standard, non-local components." 


"It's
a place to start," Gibbs agreed. "How many places can you get it,
DiNozzo?" 


"Ten
in the US, one in Montreal."  He smirked at him.  "One in
Cascade, one in Sunnydale.  Two in New York.  One in Miami.  One
in New Orleans. Two in cities in Texas, one in Las Vegas, and the last in Los
Angeles." 


"Good. 
Track it down, DiNozzo.  See if we can figure out who bought what where."



"Working
on it, boss.  Writing the guy in New York too."  He got into
Abby's email, finding that address.  He wrote back to him that the soap
used wasn't available in their city, that it was the best lead they had so
far.  An email list of purchases came through.  "They're on the
ball, boss.  They sent us back a list of who bought it in the last six
months."  He cross-referenced it against the list of the other item
that wasn't available locally, finding ten names in common.  Plus one
mailing address.  "Hey, boss.  Come look."  He came
over.  "Either these guys are using this stuff in other rituals, or
we've got one mailing address and ten people." 


"Cross
them with the other lists," he ordered quietly.  Nine of them carried
over onto the majority of the other lists.  "Are they female?" 


"In
female names," he admitted, frowning some.  "Could this be
something Wiccans or someone in that community would use?" 


"I
have no clue.  Who would know other than Catherine?  I know she's not
practicing." 


"I
know a small palm reading shop that sells Wiccan candles and herbs," McGee
offered.  "We can go ask her.  If she doesn't know, she might
know who to ask." 


"Do
that," Gibbs ordered.  He and Tony jumped up to do that. 
"Find David while you're out." 


"She's
working on that Mossad case, boss," Tony reminded him. "She's with
Fornell today otherwise." 


"Better
there than here.  I doubt she'd be respectful of these others," McGee
offered as he got onto the elevator. 


"So,
you go to a palm reader?" 


"No! 
One of my ex girlfriends did," he said, grimacing at him.  "She
drug me twice if you must know." 


"Uh-huh,"
Tony said, smirking at him.  "You're going to stick with that
answer?"  He nodded.  "We'll see." 


"No,
we won't. It's not pertinent to the case." 


"It
could be.  We have no idea if he's picking those who're of a certain
belief system."  He called his boss. "Boss, have them check the
victims.  Are they all in one faith?  Or maybe neopagan like
Catherine is?"  He hung up on the unhappy grunt. "I hadn't
considered that yet, thanks, Probie.  You jumpstart my mind nearly as good
as weak coffee does." 


McGee
looked at him.  "Keep it up and I'm driving." 


"Fat
chance."  They came off the elevator, nodding politely at the
director.  "We've got a small lead." 


"Good. 
Keep me informed.  Jethro?" 


"At
his desk asking some pertinent questions about faith." 


"Faith?"
she asked, watching as they walked off together, still play-arguing.  She
rolled her eyes but went to butt in.  Again. 


***



Catherine
looked over as her helper walked onto her scene, waving him on. 
"C'mere. Patrol guys stomped on it and I've already smacked 'em for
you.   They're huddled against their cars."  He looked and
nodded at them, giving them a look. They shrunk down further.  "So,
Warrick.  Cute 'do today with the hair." 


"I
woke up funny," he said, grimacing at the weak joke.  His hair was
fine, even if it was standing up in a few directions.  "You should
see Sanders' hair." 


"I
liked Greg's hair.  His hair was like his personality.  Fun and cute. 
Which is another good reason for me to date girls." 


Warrick
smirked at her.  "Some day you'll find a guy who's as nice as a
girl," he taunted. 


"I've
found many of them but they didn't believe in oral sex enough."  She
smirked at his horrified look.  "Yeah, I'm like this all the
time."  She looked at the body.  "Our poor dear here is a
pro.  I know her from a few ho strolls." 


"Got
a name?" 


"Usually
she goes by Baby on the street.  Sometimes Baby Blue since there's more
than one Baby in this city." 


"Okay. 
Do we have real name?" 


"Not
that I can remember off the top of my head.  I can tell you she
specialized in anal sex and being just as good for the gay guys who were trying
to look straight.  I can tell you she worked exclusively out of three clubs
for the last few years.  I can tell you two of them have membership lists
that're damn hard to get.  It's the sort of place the high rollers go to
to show off for their clients.  The third is scummier and anything
goes.  It pays better because they can do anything there and the other
places have rules." 


"Okay,"
he admitted, getting down to start with the pictures.  "Did they run
up to check her?" 


"Yup.
Which is why they're huddled against their car until their boss gets
here." 


"Even
better."  He grimaced and took another picture.  "He left
us the brush?" 


"Possibly. 
They're too scared of me for me to get them to make sense.  I didn't eve
have to do more than yell about disturbing the scene that way before one burst
into tears."  He looked at her.  "Hey, I like my rep most
of the time." 


He
snorted and shook his head, getting back to work.  "I'll talk to them
in a few." 


"Sure.
I'll go check with some of my contacts, see if they know who Baby was with last
night."  She walked off.  "Guys, you sensible yet?"
she called.  They cowered more.  "Never mind.  Stay there
until Warrick gets to talk to you.  Okay?"   They both
nodded.  "Good kids."   She walked across the street,
finding the pros watching from there. "I know, he's a fine bit of dark
meat, honeys, but he's gotta work Baby Blue's case.  So hit on him after
he's done tonight, okay?" They all looked at her and she grinned. 
"Yeah, they handed it to me.  Any idea which one she was at last
night or with who?" 


"She
had a high roller client, bragged he came in a few times," one of the
girls offered.  "You gonna bust us?" 


"Girls'
gotta make a living, ladies.  I may be Vice, but I'd rather take the pimps
than you ladies."  She looked at that one.  "Taking the
pimps means that less of you work in the long run but arresting you for having
a crappy life is unfair to you."  That got a small smile. 
"I've worked Vice a *long* time.  Including doing ho strolls. 
I'm Catherine if you had any doubts." 


"You're
the Bitch Queen of Death?" one girl asked, looking her over. 
"You used ta be hotter." 


"Yeah,
well, it usta be that my girl didn't cheat on me and make me kick her skanky
slut ass out," she shot back with a grimace. "It gave me the
munchies." 


"You
need a new one, girl," another one noted, then looked her over. 
"I'd do you." 


"Yeah,
but my boss would hate it if I did," she noted, grinning at her. "Not
that you're not cute."   That got another grin. "So, any
idea of the client?" 


"No,
uh-huh. She didn't share. She was worried about poaching," the one
offered.  "It go rough on her?" 


"You
know that serial case?  She's now part of it," she sighed, looking at
her. "Which club did she pick him up at?" 


"Lexy's."



"Alexandria
or Lex's Pleasure Palace?" 


"Alexandria,"
the first girl offered. "She even broke the usual for him." 
Catherine nodded, taking that down.  "You'll find him?" 


"Hell
yes, I want his ass stretched on a rack with ball weights," she promised,
frowning at them.  "I don't care if you are pros, your deaths still
deserve to be investigated.  Someone on high don't like it?  I'm a
good domme and I'm very good with my whips and heels."  That got a
few smiles.  "Anything else you can tell me, like her pad?" 


"She
was crashing on West Racine," one of the girls in the back offered. 
"She was also taking a few day classes at that small business
school.  They paid her to go so it was all good to her.  She said she
was getting too old a few years back." 


"Yeah,
most of you ladies don't last past your thirties if you're lucky," she
sighed, looking at her. "I'm sure you guys know the groups that help,
right?"  They all nodded.  "If you need help getting away
from pimps and boyfriends, you come to me.  I'll help you there too."
That got another nod.  "Good.  Can we think of anything
else?" 


"Her
client, he drives a Caddy, one of the new ones," the first girl offered,
smirking at her.  "It ain't much but it's home, sweetie." 


"I
understand.  I feel that way about the department some days," she
sighed, getting nods of understanding.  "Got a color or a license
plate?" 


"Green.
Like mint green with a darker green top." 


"Thank
you.  You've been very helpful, ladies.  Try to distract any press
guys, okay?"  That got a smirk, the press always were easily
distracted.  She walked back.  "She's got a new higher end
client.  Drives a new caddy, mint green with darker green top.  She
met him at Alexandria.  Which is a very nice sex club uptown by the golden
sands of the Million Dollar Mile.  She was taking a few classes at one of
the local business schools and she was crashing up on West Racine." 


"That's
a long street.  Can we get more precise?" 


"Yeah,
once we're there I can ask.  That's a poor neighborhood.  You've got
those who watch it all."  He nodded, bagging her hands. 
"Did you yell at our techs?" 


"Sure
did.  I heard Miami's crew yelled at Cascade's too." 


"Oh,
yeah.  Trying to claim evidence and tried to switch the tapes so they got
the worst copy."  He groaned.  "They're not the best up
there and they know it. They try really hard though." 


"Yeah
to take the credit and do our jobs for us."  He got finished and
nodded at the paramedics, who he noted took the same path he did. 
"Thanks, boys." 


"We
were better trained," one assured him.  "Unless there's a life
currently in jeopardy."  He grinned at that.  "By the way,
the big boss put out an all points to have you call him, Detective." 


She
groaned and called.  "What!" she demanded.  She
listened.  Then she snorted. "Yay me.  Well, not like I can use
the one at work since it's crappy too.  Well, you either buy me a new one,
let me use one that works, which that other one didn't, or you're paying me
back for it, boss.  Not like I'm not going to be claiming overtime
too.  You knew I wasn't nice when you were at the academy with me." 
She hung up and looked at him.  "I need a computer upgrade." 


"Most
of your lab needs a computer upgrade," he assured her. "Even Grissom
complained that they used more high-tech stuff back in the day." 


She
snickered.  "Back in the days of fuming with little tin pans in the open?" 
He nodded, cracking a smile. "I agree, but I'm a footwork girl.  Most
of my stuff won't be solved in the labs.  In the clubs, but not in the
labs." 


"I
can't believe you bust in the clubs," he said, shaking his head sadly. 


"Hey,
it gets me what I need and want.  Plus I get to have some fun," she
offered with a manic grin.  He smirked back.  "In the old days,
I used to go out in leather, invite my buddies, and we'd party while I arrested
people.  Now all my friends are out of the city so I can't invite them,
but it's still soothing.  Now if only I could fit into my old
leathers.  I looked *good*."  He smiled and went back to work
once the body was gone. 


***



Speed
walked into Major Crimes. "I'm here, no cheering, please," he ordered
blandly.  Jim smirked at him.  "I'm here because Horatio is
pissed.  Where might your evil bitches of the lab be?" 


"Hopefully
in the lab and not out bothering the simple people," Jim offered, standing
up.  "I can take you down there." 


"Please. 
You might wanna get Simon too."  He nodded, calling him. 
"He out?" 


"Meeting
with the Mayor," he admitted with a grimace.  "About this and
the expenses we're going through. These cases are costly." 


"Tell
me about it. I got warned to find somewhere cheap to live while I'm here since
I'm here for the duration of this case."  Jim groaned. 
"They tried to screw with the evidence again and keep some of it from
us.  Horatio is *pissed*.  I've never seen him that pissed." 


"No
wonder you got sent," Rafe said with a grin.  "Want some
coffee?" 


"Nah,
I'm good, man.  Thanks anyway.  I'll make some down there later, once
I've set down the law."  He smiled at Simon as he came in, followed
by a white, fat, balding guy.  "Horatio sent me after a long swearing
session." 


"What
happened?" the balding guy asked. 


"That's
our mayor; Mayor Pritchard, this is Detective Timothy Speedle, from Miami's
crime lab." 


"Hey,"
he said, shaking his hand.  "They withheld evidence and screwed with
others."  He winced at that.  "Yeah.  So I'm now
assigned up here for this case. That way there's no more jealousy issues. 
Shall we?"  Simon and Jim both nodded, leading him down there. 
"Any idea where I can get a cheap place with cable?" 


"There's
a cheap but decent motel down on fifth," Jim offered.  "Not the
best but some college students live there.  It's also near some of the
clubs and the park where our guy dumps." 


"Wonderful. 
That'll work."  They got off on the lab's floor and he walked into
the lab.  "Yo, listen up!" he called.  Cassie and Sam both
stared at him.  "Horatio actually *swore* about you guys messing with
the evidence."  He pulled something out of his pocket and slapped it
on the table.  "The FBI is suspending you or they're taking all the
federal funds from this department for the rest of your natural
lives."  They both went pale.  "Anything on this serial is
now *mine* and I'm going to be here every single damn day.  So get used ta
it." 


"Let
me see that please?" Simon requested.  He handed it over with a
smile. "Who in the FBI is working with us?" 


"Triangle
two has NCIS and FBI liaison officers.  Their FBI liaison is a deputy
director, Fornell?"  Jim shuddered at that and turned away. 
"Catherine said he was decent and she said she's not seen many of them
that could claim that.  Said he was polite and even gave her a ride to her
hotel that first night." 


Simon
handed it to his boss. "That's more than a threat, sir, they're under
indictment." 


"They'll
have to be suspended then.  Let me get the Chief of Police down here,
Simon."  He moved over to the phone to call him quietly.  He
glanced at Jim.  "Can you handle this case?" 


"I'm
doing it so far anyway," he noted.  "Sandburg's one of our major
information sources.  I'm more worried they'll come after him or Demoranth
for that." 


"Warrick's
with her," Speed offered with a smirk. "He's from the lab is Las
Vegas and he's very protective when need be, Ellison.  He also said their
lab was even behind this one.  He was saying something about dinosaurs and
lacking brakes."  Simon snickered at that.  "Yeah, they
still have some typewriters in use." 


"That
poor city," Simon sighed.  "I know Catherine had some problems
getting computer gear that worked." 


"Yeah,
and then she went and bought it and they're going to reimburse her or else
she's blackmailing their chief.  She went to the academy with him and
knows all his bad points."   They shared a look and Speed
smirked at the ladies.  Then the Mayor came back and nodded at
Simon.  "We good?" 


"We're
good.  He'll be right here."  He looked at them. 
"Sit, ladies. It's going to be a few." 


Ellison
walked Speed off to the side.  "What's your housing allowance?" 


"Motel,
cheap.  Under eighty a night if possible."  He nodded at
that.  "Where is this place?" 


"It's
better than some of the more midrange ones.  It's also got some
efficiencies.  I'll drop you there on the way out to lunch.  If they
don't, there's two others in that range that don't have bugs.  I wouldn't
stay there but Blair said he has in the past." 


"Blair's
very adventurous.  I'd prefer somewhere clean." 


"Me
too.  That place is run by a family.  A very old Chinese
family.  Former farmers.  They're good to cops too.  They call
us whenever any little thing happens and stand there and clap." 


"Then
I'd like that," Speed agreed happily. "Anywhere good to get
rentals?" 


"You
can sign one out," Simon assured him. "Save you guys some money
too.  I'm sure your boss is getting his butt chewed for his expenses
too." 


"No,
they like Horatio.  Horatio gets a lot of cases solved quickly and
well.  They tolerate his tech requests and beg to bend over and take it on
expenses for cases like this.  We're a tourist city and people don't visit
with serial killers around."  Simon smirked and nodded at that,
understanding that mentality.  "Which is why two of our labs now have
monitor- less laser monitors." 


"Laser
projection monitors?" the redheaded Cassie asked.  "Man, I'd
kill for those." 


"You
can try to take out Horatio but I doubt you'd make it past Alexx," he
offered. "Our ME is fiercer than most mothers guarding their
cubs."  Jim snickered at that. "Got one of those?" 


"Sandburg's
got a few on his case now and then about his diet." 


"Yeah,
but you got him," Speed snorted. Jim groaned and nodded.  "Our
next one is tomorrow?" 


"Unfortunately,"
he sighed.  "Moon dark."  He looked over as the door
slammed open, wincing at the sound of cracking glass. "Sir.  This is
Detective Timothy Speedle from Miami's crime lab." 


Speed
handed over the order. "They tampered with evidence, they withheld
evidence.  My boss went on a rip.  He sent me up and the FBI sent me
with that." 


He
read it over, then glared at the two heads of his lab.  "You're
suspended as of eight this morning.  Simon, have them escorted. 
Detective Speedle, since you're here anyway, can you run this lab?" 


"If
I have to." 


"Good. 
Do so."  He handed it back. "I want *nothing* to stop us finding
this sicko as soon as humanly possible."  He glared at Ellison. 


"I
found a kill site for the last one," he reminded him.  "We're
already ahead because of that, boss." 


"Good. 
Keep it up.  Or else I'll suspend your ass too and make Sandburg work with
Vice." 


"No,
you won't. He'll walk away first," Ellison assured him. 


"You
know, sir, Sandburg takes very good care of Ellison, but he's been nagging him
about the quality of food in the snack machines that he has for lunch,"
Speed offered.  "Apparently Detective Ellison is on some sort of
diety thing and Sandburg is a nag." 


"They'll
be fixed too," he agreed, stomping out again. "Fix this, Simon. I
don't want to have to come back to this room again!"  The door
slammed closed and some of the glass broke for real this time. 


"Oooh,
he's not happy," Simon said, shaking his head. The mayor shuddered and
left.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome.
Least I could do since I'll probably be living out of it too. 
Ladies?"  Simon found Jim's handcuffs on his belt and took them to
handcuff them, then drag them upstairs so someone could gather their things. 


Speed
looked at the other scared people. "I'm not that mean. I trained in
Miami.  I am a God of Forensics, just like Eric was, only I don't have
that sweet and puppyish nature he does." 


"Depressed,
sulky, and pouty works for us," one of them offered. "Can you get us
updated?" 


"I'll
try.  You guys can do what you're good at, within reason, and I'm going to
be working on the serial case.  Anything paperworky hand me right before I
go home.  Anything else?" 


"I'll
call our missing people, sir, tell them to come back," that one offered. 


"Good,
but call me sir again and I'm sticking my foot up your ass.  Speedle,
Speed, hey you.  It's all good."  They nodded and smiled, going
to call their cohorts back in and he got to work at his new station.  He
called Horatio.  "I'm in charge.  The Chief up here broke the
door when I handed him the papers Fornell forwarded."  He hung up and
settled in to look over what they had so far. 


"I'll
come back for lunch," Jim promised.  "Drop you off there." 


"Thanks,
man.  I left my bags at reception." 


"That's
fine."  He walked out, heading back to his desk.  By now the
whole station would know what had happened and those two evil wenches would
never both him again! 


***



Grissom
looked up as his computer beeped, opening that email. "Someone come tell
me what this is!" he called.  He knew he wasn't the most
technologically advanced.  Greg Sanders, former DNA tech and now field
tech, came in and looked.  "What is that?" 


"That's
a movie, that's a verbal report, and you've got attachments that're copies of
lab reports," he offered, opening everything where it should go and
printing the reports.  He looked at him.  "How is Warrick liking
Chicago?" 


"He
said the pizza's good and Catherine's a trip to work with," he admitted,
watching the movie.  "Did they change it?" 


"Let
me forward this to Archie," he offered, doing that.  Then he called.
"I forwarded the stuff Warrick sent from Chicago to you.  Gris's
screen is blurry.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "By the time
we get there, he'll have it up and running."  He nodded, getting up
to do that.  Greg paused to gather the reports and hand them over.
"Nick, verbal message from Warrick on Gris's computer," he called
when he walked past that lab.  "We're doing the video now." 


"Thanks,
Greggo."  He went to listen to it then he'd watch the video later. 


He
followed Grissom into the AV lab, looking at the frozen picture.  "Is
it still fuzzy?" 


"No,
it got blurred at the front from the responding officers," he offered,
playing it for them.  Grissom got very close to the screen, letting him
see everything.  "I can zoom on anything you want, Grissom." 


"No,
for now I want the wider view.  Greg, is that the same as the last
one?" 


"Looks
nearly like it.  Small difference in where some of the symbols are on the
circle," he offered thoughtfully, grimacing some.  "See, that
one at the top was on the side before. By her right hand if I remember
right.  Archie, can you pull up the video of our last one?" 
That got a nod and he pulled it up on a different screen.  "See,
there it is, her right hand." 


"So
they shifted or did the body shift?" Grissom asked.  He looked around
the circle, comparing it. "It's the same circle." 


"So
the body shifted by some means," Greg agreed.  "Okay, well,
Catherine said that we were working with really ancient book knowledge. 
It could have shifted due to sun position or some obscure part of the
ritual.  Also, she's not posed."  Grissom frowned and that part
was replayed. The body was in a natural 'just dropped down' pose instead of
posed like normal.  "Could the patrol guys who messed up the scene
have scared him off?" 


"It's
a possibility," Grissom admitted, looking over as Nick came back.
"What was on the audio message?" 


"They
got a small description from the patrol guys.  Not a great one.  Gray
hoodie, hunched over while he worked with the body.  Sweat pants." 


"He'd
have to be skyclad to do the ritual," Greg reminded them.  They
looked clueless.  "Naked, guys.  He probably threw on something
comfortable that he didn't have to worry about throwing out if it didn't come
clean afterward."  They still looked clueless. "Like tossing on
sweats when the pizza delivery guy comes and you're changing
clothes."  They nodded at that.  He rolled his eyes.
"Anything else you can see, Archie?" 


"Just
one thing, Greg.  Warrick's stills show a brush."  He zoomed in
on it then put it on the bigger screen.  "No idea what that is
yet." 


"He
said he might be sending stuff back for us to analyze," Grissom
offered.  "He called their labs stoneaged." 


"He
said more than that," Nick snorted. "The audio message said it was
beaver."  He looked at Greg, who shrugged.  "Nothing that
you remember from the briefings?" 


"No,
but I'm wondering if they had beavers in ancient Mesopotamia."  Nick
frowned. "Desert mostly, Nick.  Would they have beavers?  
If not, could this be the interpretation that's distinguishing him from the
others?  Catherine emailed me and said that Miami's isn't being literal at
times.  That's his deviation on the ritual." 


"Like
how?" Grissom asked. 


"His
twins weren't twins, like identical or fraternal.  But more like soul
mates.  She thinks if they looked, they'd find some sort of site in common
that had personality profiles where they scored the same." 


"Like
the old Greek ideal?" Archie asked.  "Where each soul was split
in two and everyone was looking for their other half?" 


"Yup,"
Greg agreed.  "They're looking for the sites but they're having
problems with one spouse.  She said something about his wife being glad he
was dead and stalling them." 


"I
hate spouses like that," Nick agreed. "Anything else?" 


"Cascade
found a kill site, their one with wood he went for a burned out building so the
body had charcoal on it." 


"Can
we get tape of that?" Nick asked. 


"Miami's
got it," Greg told him. Nick grinned and went to call them. "Call
Abby too, she might have a copy for us already," he called after him. 


"Sure,
Greg." 


Greg
looked at Grissom.  "Any more edicts from on high?" 


"Not
yet.  When is our next one?" 


"Right
after DC's.  We've got eleven weeks before our next hit."  That
got a nod and Grissom went back to studying things.  "I'll go write
Catherine see if they've got anything new and ask that question about
beavers."  He went to do that, then got to work on his present case. 
Crime did not stop just because there was some nutjob with a knife out there. 


***



Catherine
looked at her email, then at Warrick since he was beside her on her
couch.  "Greg got everything and got Grissom into it.  Nick
listened to the audio."  He smirked at that.  "He wanted to
know about the beaver hair brush.  He thinks it could be our
deviation.  Would they have beavers back then?" 


"I
don't know."  He considered it.  "I'll look
around."  He ate another bite of noodles.  "Thank you for
putting me up." 


"The
department would've stuck you somewhere depressing and small, Warrick. 
You can get along with my cats so you're good with me.  I'll even remember
not to run around naked while you're here."  He snickered and nodded
his thanks.  She wrote back to Greg, getting an 'okay'.  "You
know, we've seen some other deviations," she admitted, looking at him. 


"The
one with the crap?" he asked.  She nodded.  "You don't
think he's making his touch tasteless jokes, do you?"  She
nodded.  "Well...."  He considered it.  "I can't
rule that out," he decided. He took the laptop and wrote to Abby, getting
one back fairly quickly about their deviation being possible.  That Tony
had seen the same things.  "You may be right.  She said Tony
caught the same vibe." 


"I
checked into his background from Peoria since he worked there.  He was a
frat brother and he probably had a guy like that in his frat," she
offered, sipping her coffee.  "Ask Greg.  I'm sure he knows guys
like that." 


"Sometimes
Greg is that guy," he admitted, writing that to him.  He got back a snicker
and an 'I hadn't wanted to suggest that but ...' from him.  "He
listed them all for us."  She leaned over to look, resting her head
on his shoulder.  "I think you're right." 


"Go
me."  They shared a smile. "I've got to go threaten an
information source for stuff on Sunnydale," she offered, getting up and
heading into her bedroom. 


"Need
me?" 


"No,
I think you'd freak out." 


"Why?"
he asked. 


"He's
six and a half feet and he's furry.  Really, really furry." 


"Like
a bear?" 


"No,
more like an albino mouse," she admitted.  She came out in jeans, a
t-shirt, boots, and her leather jacket.  "I'll be back.  Pet the
kitties and keep Chocolate off my bed if you can."  She grabbed her
bike's keys and headed off.  It was a nice night for a ride and the garage
wasn't that far away.  She pulled up outside it, listening to the music,
shaking her head.  She parked and got off her bike, heading in there.
"I should arrest you punks for violating the noise ordinances," she
yelled.  The three big, huge, hairy mice men all gave her horrified
looks.  She took off her helmet and looked at them. "Who else comes
here?" she demanded, turning down the stereo. 


"Thank
you," drifted down from upstairs. 


"Welcome,
Charley, it's me." 


"Make
Vinnie go away." 


"Sure. 
Vinnie, I asked nicely," she prompted. 


He
swallowed.  "No one wants to talk about that town,
Catherine."  He gave her a sheepish look then grinned. 
"Besides, it's more interesting here." 


"Yeah,
but the serial case I'm stuck with is there too."  He grimaced. 
"And I'm thinking they've got more information over there since it's such
a small town and Terrance used to say something about it then stop
himself."  She walked in further, putting her helmet on the work
bench. "I need to know, Vinnie.  You've got contacts that aren't
hiding presently.  Mine are all hiding from this guy." 


"Are
they targeting your kind?" the brown one with shades on asked. 


"No
clue, Throttle. Not a clue.  You got any ideas about Sunnydale?" 


"One. 
We've got a half-mouse there."  She perked up at that.  "No
idea who.  His father got stranded down here a few decades back.  All
he said about the mother was that earth liquor was evil." 


"Often,"
she agreed, smiling some.  "He have any idea about you guys?" 


"He
said he turned out just like his momma, mostly human," he said with a
shrug.  "I have no idea who he is." 


"Pity." 
She looked at Vinnie again.  "Please?  It'll make sure we catch
all three guys." 


"Ahh,
babe!" he complained.  She tweaked his ear, making him shiver.
"You know better." 


"Yeah,
and you know Charley's more my type than you, whitey."  He grimaced,
slugging her on the arm. "Ow, careful!  I'm still fragile and
sore."  He shrugged and gave her another sheepish grin. 
"Please?  I need this, Vinnie.  We've got three serial killers
working in three triangles and that one's filled with people who don't want to
work together or catch him." 


"Would
he give up if the others were caught?" Throttle suggested. 


"Probably
not.  Besides, I figure this is a smaller town. Just over fifteen hundred
people listed by the census.  It's got to be better known there than it is
here." 


"I
wouldn't be too sure," Modo offered from his spot working on his
arm.  He grinned at her.  "All I've heard is that it's a strange
spot.  Bad things happen there often." 


"Of
course they do, that's why they've got a thirty percent homicide
rate."  He looked stunned.  She nodded. "Yeah, they
do.  I'm expecting the bad to be something occult, that's not an
issue.  But for my contacts to be so scared they can't piss?  That's
bad." 


"I'll
ask again, babe," Vinnie offered, wrapping his tail around her so he could
give her a hug. "Now what's this I hear you've got a *boy*friend?" 


"Warrick? 
He's the CSI on loan from Las Vegas for this case.  It saved him being in
some little hole of a motel room."  He grimaced at that. 
"Besides, even Chocolate likes him now.  He gives good ear
scratches.  Maybe you should ask, fluffy."  He shook his head,
letting her go.  She hit him on the arm, making him yelp.  "Poor
baby, won't the pros do it for you anymore?" she taunted. "Are you
sleeping with your exhaust pipe again?" 


Throttle
and Modo both snickered at that, backing away. 


"Meany,"
Vinnie pouted. 


She
nodded. "Me, mean?  Who'd have thought?"  She
smirked.  He tried to pounce her but she dodged and landed on his back in
finest cop fashion, pinning him down.  "Awww, did the baby mouse go
boom?"  Vinnie's bike beeped at him.  "Oh, relax, I'm playing
with him."  She gave his head a nudge into the concrete floor. 
"If you were a better boy like your momma always wanted, you'd get more
play."  She got off him and grabbed her helmet.  "Call me,
I'm working from home.  Have fun with your lady, Vinnie," she said
with a wink and a wave. 


"Hey!"
he complained. 


"She
*so* burned you, bro," Throttle joked.  Vinnie growled and pounced
him, soothing his macho ego by beating up on his bros so they'd quit laughing. 


***



Don
Flack looked up at the quiet cough, nodding at Calleigh.  "So they
sent us the pretty and overly competent ones?" 


"Sure
did.  Speed's in Cascade until this is solved.  They tried to keep
evidence back a second time and Horatio ripped them a new one," she said
fondly, grinning at him.  "Their mayor and the FBI got into it thanks
to the guy in DC, so they're both suspended and Speed's running that lab at the
moment."  She set her case and bag down.  "So, I'm
here," she sighed.  "I have a housing allowance and no idea
where I'm staying. I thought maybe you guys would know of a good spot." 


"I'd
offer my couch but you'd think I was hitting on you," he teased. 


"Probably
true but it wouldn't be the first time it's happened."  He laughed at
that. "Where's the others?  I know it's today." 


"They're
pacing and restless in the lab.  I can bring you that way."  He
grabbed her bag, she would be possessive of her scene kit, and led the way to
the lab, smiling at the officers who stared at her. "She's a gun
tech," he called finally.  "She can shoot you and laugh." 
They quit staring at her ass.  "Sorry, some guys, ya know?" 


"Oh,
I know," she assured him. "Even in the land of tans and fake boobs, I
still get play."  He grinned at that, holding open the door for
her.  "Ah, no more lab withdrawal," she offered, smiling at Mac
and the other guy with him.  "Hi, Calleigh Duquesne, Miami.  Up
for the scene today.  Hi, Mac."  She gave him a hug. 
"Speed's taken over Cascade's lab and their evil brats are now
suspended." 


"I
heard," he agreed fondly.  "You can drop your bag in my
office.  No one would dare touch it."  She nodded, taking it and
following him.  "By the way, this is Sheldon Hawkes, our newest CSI
level one."  He waved and smiled. 


"Got
a speciality?" she asked. 


"I'm
a former ME." 


"Man,
Alexx would be yelling," she offered, making him laugh.  "How are
you finding it?" 


"Interesting. 
I heard Don say you were a ballistics tech?"  She laughed and nodded.



"I
was being nice and shooing off the leaches we work with who were starin' at her
ass," he complained from behind them. 


"They
can stare all they want, it's touching I mind," she assured him, punching
him on the arm. "You're nearly as protective as Eric is of me." 


"Some
men are like that," Mac offered, opening his office door.  Danny and
Stella jumped up and the other team member just looked up from her
reading.  "Horatio sent Calleigh.  Speed's taken over
Cascade." 


"Good,"
Danny agreed.  "I heard what the evil bitches there did with the
evidence."  He shook her hand. "We're waiting." 


"It
sucks, I know," she agreed.  She handed over some information. 
"From NCIS and Catherine.  Grissom sent Warrick with her since their
labs weren't up to their standards.  Or ours." 


"Chicago's
labs are kinda behind," Mac agreed grimly.  "Which one is
Warrick?" 


"That
big, tall, hunk of dark chocolate who can play the piano like a god," she
told him.  He nodded, accepting that.  "That's how he described
himself to us," she told Sheldon, who snickered at that.  "He
said he's at her place playing with her cats."  She squealed. 
"They found their deviation.  It's on the disk from NCIS.  He's
got a frat boy humor thing going. Their last was a prostitute for one of the
female ones and he left a beaver brush.  She said they've found excrement
at a few others and things.  So that's their deviation." 


"Better
than our guy who's got a passing familiarity with Greek myths and culture so
he's subbing that way," Stella offered, waving at her. "I'd hug you
but Danny's in the way." 


"That's
okay.  We can have dinner when we're done."  Stella nodded,
liking that idea. "Who's your little corner mushroom?" 


"Lindsey
Monroe.  Newly transferred in," Danny offered.  "Monroe,
this is Calleigh from Miami."  She waved.  Calleigh waved
back.  "Anything good on here?" 


"Did
you get the stuff from Cascade's kill site?"  They all nodded.
"Good. Eric wouldn't say how Ellison found it from the wood sample but he
did.  Something about olives was all he muttered." 


The
phone rang and they all tensed as Mac answered it. "Taylor."  He
listened and noted the address. "Thank you.  Don't touch a
thing."  He hung up.  "He switched parks."  They
followed him out, taking their scene kits.  "How's Horatio
doing?" 


"He's
frustrated by the pseudo-Greek things. It's like anything you can get from
Tidbits on Greek Culture.  Like they got the Greek for Dummies book and
they're highlighting the parts that made them hot."  She glanced back
at Stella, who shrugged.  She was Greek but some of that was very ancient
knowledge. "Speed thinks he got so interested in Greek culture because
he's gay. I don't know where he got that though." 


"Could
be," Stella admitted.  "It's fairly shallow
knowledge."  She looked at Don as he jogged ahead. "We've got
vehicles checked out." 


"Yeah,
and I'm driving one," he called back.  "Or else I'd have to let
you drive." 


"No
fair," Danny called.  "It's my turn, Flack." 


"Yeah,
bite me," he called back. 


"Kids,"
Calleigh called.  "Not now.  Fight later.  And no choruses
of 'he's looking at me' or 'he's touching me' or 'he's kicking my seat'
please."  They all laughed at that.  "Eric's family all
came to see him and they piled out of the car with that.  Horatio and I
both ran for cover."  She got into the back of one of the SUV's,
sliding over and buckling up.  She smiled at Monroe.  "So, do
you have a speciality yet?" 


"Not
yet.  Right now I'm staying general but I like non-firing weapons. 
We've had a case with a bow and with swords." 


"Swords
are cool," Calleigh agreed happily.  "We've had a few of
those.  Last year, we had knights, in chainmail, jousting in the park for
a play practice and some guys came up and knocked one down, took his sword, got
him then the other guy.  His armor was too heavy for him to run far. 
He said they were dishonoring the blades by using them without knowledge. 
Needless to say, we laughed at him as we locked the doors on his psych
cell."  Lindsey cracked a smile at that.  "We get *tons* of
stupid people in Miami.  They come for the sun and stay for the
killings." 


"That's
always encouraging," Mac agreed.  He started his SUV and headed off,
letting Don and the rest of the team follow in their truck.  "We're
going to Queens.  I hope no one needs a bathroom break either." 


"No,
we're big girls, we can hold it, Mac," Calleigh promised, grinning at
him.  He grinned back and took the right corner to head off. 


***



Calleigh
walked back into her unit with a nice sized box, handing it to Horatio. 
Danny followed and handed over his.  "We found our own kill
site.  It was really close by.  He was being lazy."  He
smiled at that, carrying the boxes gladly to the labs.  "Danny's down
for our next one.  Then he's heading to Cascade for theirs." 


"That's
fine," he agreed. "Welcome to Miami, Danny.  Be sure to wear
sunscreen." 


"Oh,
I put some on before I got off the plane," he promised, grinning at
him.  "I wonder if Speed's got them all into grunge gear up there
yet." 


"They
were probably already there," Calleigh offered. She signed them both in.
"This is Detective Messer from New York's lab.  He's going to be in
and out."  That got a nod and she led him back.  She took his
arm.  "Eric, Danny's in and I brought you presents." 


"Can
I dive for any of it?" 


"No,
sorry.  Maybe next time since our next one is leading back to water."



"Yeah,
maybe," he agreed, joining them in the lab with her lab coat and a spare.
"Hey, Danny." 


"Hey,
Eric."  They shook hands and grinned.  "You wouldn't
believe it but she made Mac laugh on the way to the site." 


"They
were all lurking in his office and pacing," she complained. "You
gotta loosen up some, Danny." 


"New
York is all about the tension," he reminded her with a grin and a
wink.  "Miami is where we come when we snap and can't take it
anymore."  Horatio laughed at that.  "So, we have one from
the scene, that's your half and reports.  We've got one from the kill
site, that's your half and reports.  We faxed everything we had to Speed
and samples where we could and he wanted to compare something.  We also
sent everyone on the contact list video of both sites.  She's right, he
got lazy.  We could see this kill site from the dump site." 


"I
like it when they're lazy," Eric admitted, cracking open the box marked
'kill site' and pulling out the video.  "Want this one first,
H?" 


"Go
ahead, Eric.  There's bound to be more variation there."  He
looked at the two blonds.  "Anything spectacular at the dump?" 


"Yes,"
she agreed, smiling at him.  "A hair sample that matches
*nothing*."  He smirked at that.  "And I do mean nothing.
We searched in every database available, even the Interpol one.  Nothing
and no one." 


"Color?"
Eric asked as he keyed the video. 


"Blond
dyed red," Danny said, making them stare.  "And get this,
they're breaking the God's laws." 


"It's
female on male hormones by analysis," Calleigh offered. 


"So
that means they either didn't get the heavy proscriptions that's every other
page or she thinks she's man enough?" Eric asked, looking at them. 
They nodded. "Or it's not related." 


"Either's
possible," Danny agreed.  "The kill site was used as a flop
house for a while.  It's possible it came from there." 


"But
he's supposed to clean and prepare the area for the kill," Horatio
offered, knowing where he was going.  "Did you call Catherine?" 


"Yes,
and I haven't heard swearing like that *ever*.  Not even with the gang
kids in my high school did I hear swearing like that.  Even Warrick got
stunned and told her to calm down, handing her one of her cats so he could take
the phone from her.  Her cat was meowing pitifully at the mommy." 


Horatio
smirked brighter.  "Interesting.  He's in Chicago?" 


"Substandard
lab," Calleigh told him.  "Warrick and I talked last
night.  He called it Flintstone era.  They might have animals inside
the machines to take tastes and things but he's scared to look."  He
laughed at that and Eric giggled.  "So he's there and sending stuff
back to Vegas when need be. Did you get the memo that they've found their
deviation?"  Eric shook his head. 


"Frat
boy humor," Danny said smugly.  "He left a beaver hair brush at
the last female killing." 


"Some
crap at others," she added.  He burst out in new giggles. 
"They've got a clue at least." 


"Yeah,
their guy Tony at NCIS found the link we needed to start seriously tracing the
elements they're using.  Stella's been doing most of that for anyone in
the city.  I've got a few down here I need ta question too." 


"Of
course, Danny.  Borrow one of our guys," he ordered.  Danny
nodded at that. "No luck so far?" 


"Stella's
had no luck, most of them have been of the crystal pyramid wearing
variety.  She did say a few scared her but they all claimed they were into
Crowley?" 


"Take
hardcore S&M, emphasis on sadism side, and add magic," Calleigh told
him.  He shuddered at that. "That's Crowley." 


"Good
ta know it was a good reason ta spook her."  He stretched. 
"Go ahead and play it, Eric.  We've seen it."  He nodded,
hitting the play command.  They watched it go past.  "All
heading to where the sun would've been at the time of the kill," Danny
noted, pointing at the path of the footsteps with the laser pointer. 
"All the instruments had been laid at that meeting point too." 


"So,
Alexx was right," Horatio said, tipping his head slightly.  "Is
that another charm?" 


"Same
one, different day," Calleigh said.  "Since we've got the last
one, Mac's keeping this new one." 


"I've
tried to track it down here, no luck yet," Eric offered. "I sent
Speed a high resolution photo of it and he's asking around up there with
Ellison and Sandburg.  Apparently it's become their case and only their
case now." 


"Their
crime didn't stop either, Eric," Horatio said quietly. 


"I
know, but they're counting heavily on them now," Eric countered.
"They're only doing this one.  All his other open cases got farmed
out."  Calleigh looked at him. "I asked." 


"That
does say a lot to me," Calleigh agreed.  "Okay, what can this
help us with?" 


Horatio
replayed it, watching it again.  "His deviation," he said,
pointing at something.  There was a Greek symbol in the ancient
ones.  A 'beta'. 


***



Warrick
got up with a groan to answer the door, watching all but one of the cats run
and hide.  He gave the biker on the other side a polite look.  He
couldn't be anything but.  Leather gloves, leather jacket, t-shirt, jeans,
his helmet was still on.  "Yeah?" 


"Is
Catherine up?" 


"She's
in the tub, she's not feeling well.  Can I give her a message?" 


"Nah,
I need ta talk to her.  Can you tell her it's Vinnie?" 


"You
wanna come in?" 


"Nope. 
Her cats don't like me." 


Warrick
stared at him.  He knew they hated people but they had good taste in who
they did like.  "Why don't they like you?" 


"She
said my natural scent confuses them." 


"Oh.
Okay.  Stay there."  He closed the screen and went to the
bathroom, tapping on the door.  "Catherine, it's some guy named
Vinnie?" 


"Tell
him to get his tail in here, I'll be out in a minute." 


"Sure." 
He walked back that way.  "She said to get your tail in here, that's
a quote." 


He
chuckled.  "She likes my tail, most girls do."  He walked
in but still kept his helmet on.  The one cat that had been trying to be
friendly ran off.  "Told ya so."  He sat down, waiting
patiently. 


"You
could take off the helmet and jacket." 


"No
I can't." 


"Take
it off, Vinnie.  He won't freak. He's a crime scene guy.  He's
probably seen odder than you." 


"Babe,
we're supposed to be hiding," he reminded her.  She came out in
pajamas.  "Are you all right? You look like crap, babe." 


She
took his helmet off him, looking down at him. "It's the lack of
sleep." 


He
sniffed her.  "You sure? You smell off too. Maybe you should see
someone."  She swatted him. "Ow!  Handle the merchandise
gently, sweetheart!" 


"Oh,
quit," she sighed, sitting down next to him but facing him. "What's
going on?" 


"First,
what is he?" Warrick asked.  "Marsupial?" 


"Mouse,"
he said with a faint grin.  "Which is what confuses her cats. 
With a studly bod like mine on a mouse, they're not happy cats.  They
can't pounce."  His tail flicked and one did grab it, making him look
down. "Figured you were close to protect the mommy, Nessa."  He
looked at her again.  "Found you a source in Sunnydale and it's your
sort." 


"Oooh,
gimme."  He handed over the paper. "What's he into?" 


"Strange
crap, just like you." 


"Like....
what?" Warrick asked, sitting down before he fell over.  It was not
every day a boy like him, from the ghettos in Las Vegas, saw a six and a half
foot talking white mouse. "When she said furry, I thought biker bear
guy.  The type you see in clubs." 


"I
told you he was a mouse."  She looked at the paper, then at him.
"Which part of the spectrum is he in?" 


"Vampires. 
The town's full of them," he said flatly, staring at her.  "If
you go, we're not going with you.  That is one road trip that even Modo
won't go on, babe." 


She
shrugged. "I can stake with the best of them." 


"Are
you sure you're all right?" 


"It's
lack of sleep, Vinnie.  He likes to dump bodies in the early morning and
you know my body doesn't like to cooperate." 


"Uh-huh
and the fact that you smell like sickening fruit gum?" 


"That's
her blood sugar," Warrick admitted.  "I'm dragging her to see
someone tonight at the ER."  She glared at him.  "I can't
have you collapsing, Catherine.  Tough.  Suck it up.  If you
collapse, we're all lost." 


"Fine,"
she complained. "The doctor said it's fluctuating.  I'm doing okay
with my diet." 


"What
diet? You haven't eaten yet today!" he complained, getting up to fix that
problem now.  "Go ahead, Vinnie, I can still hear you." 


"Sure." 
He pointed at the kitchen. 


"That's
Warrick, from the Vegas crime lab. I told you about him." 


"You
told him I was a mouse?" 


"You've
seen the bear clubs."  He nodded, smirking at that.  "He
asked if you were like that when I didn't bring him to the last time I showed
up.  I told him no, you were more like an albino mouse.  It wasn't a
lie." 


"Good
point."  He shook his head. "We're still supposed to be keeping
a low profile." 


"Not
like he'll say anything.  No one back home would believe him." 


"Except
Greg and maybe Hodges," Warrick called.  "Every now and then
Hodges comes out with something that no one else would believe." 


"Greg...."
Vinnie called. 


"Sanders."



"Oh,
yeah, Greggy poo.  Yeah, he knows Throttle."  Warrick came out
of the kitchen, staring at him.  "Long story and not mine to tell,
man.  I wasn't there, only heard it second hand, but it had a lot of
fingercombing his fur to make sure it was real."  Warrick moaned and
headed back into the kitchen.  He grinned at Catherine. "That's one
of the best reactions yet." 


"Yeah. 
I bet."  She tweaked his cheek.  "So, any link back to the
Watchers?" 


"That
Rupert guy is one of them." 


"Yes!"
she said, getting up to hop around.  He grinned and enjoyed the
view.  "Quit watching the tits bounce, pervert," she ordered,
swatting him again.  She beamed.  "Warrick, we're off for a few
days, right?" 


"Yup. 
You're still seeing someone tonight, or else I'm calling Gibbs." 


"Ooh,
a new girlfriend?" Vinnie teased. 


"No!" 
She snorted.  "The guy in NCIS we're working with.  He's a
Marine." 


"Ah. 
Okay."  He got up and hugged her.  "That's the best I could
do, sweetheart." 


"Better
than I had before.  Mentioning this town is the only time I've ever seen a
born and bred Wiccan cross herself."  He grinned at that. "Want
lunch?" 


"Nah,
no hotdogs, no rootbeer.  It's not good for studly mice like
me."  He winked and grabbed his helmet, walking off again. "Once
you're right again, come back to the garage and ride with us, babe.  We
miss you." 


"I
miss you big goofballs too."  She locked the door behind him. 
"The big fuzzy mouse is gone, guys.  You can come out
now."  She headed into the kitchen.  "You don't have
to..." 


He
picked her up and put her back on the couch.  "Sit there." 
He went back into the kitchen, finishing up the simple salad, and came back to
make sure she ate it.  "Eat!" 


"Fine,"
she complained, digging in.  "No dressing?"  He sighed and
went to get her some, handing over the bottle. "Thank you, Warrick." 


"If
it's your blood sugar you've got to take care of that, Catherine. You know
that."  She nodded, eating another bite of the heavily ranch
dressing'd lettuce. He went to call Grissom to see if he could ask their ME for
a recommendation of where he should take her. Apparently her doctor was too
permissive. 


***



Catherine
got out of the cab and looked at the modest building in front of her. 
"Thank you,"she offered, tipping him and heading to the door with her
briefcase in hand.  She found the right one, tapping quietly on it. A
middle aged man opened it, giving her a surprised look.  "I'm
Detective Catherine Demoranth, Chicago.  We've got a case that's coming
out here and your agency's books have led us to the clues so far.  May
I?"  He got out of the way and she walked in, smiling at him. 
"I'm a Vice cop, way too much sunlight out here for me."  She
dug out the briefing packet and handed it to him.  "I know you guys
have one here.  You're the tip of the third triangle, their power
point.  I don't know why, no one would tell me that, but you
are."  She sat down, letting him read it. At one point he gave her a
horrified look.  "I studied under a Professor Terrance and he left
most of his books to my college. That's where we found that information so
far.  I'm hoping you guys have more to clear up some issues we've had and
you know who you can brief out here so New Orleans and Montreal have some
support on this end.  By the way, do the Watchers never answer their mail
for help?" 


"Hardly
ever," he admitted, sitting down across from her. "How did you come
to know about us?" 


"I'm
Chicago's occult and cult expert, Mr. Giles.  It took me *weeks* to find
your name."  He smiled at that.  "I still don't know why
this town is the only non-city on the pattern or what's so special about
it.  I'm willing to learn though." 


"Yes,
well, rather not my secret to tell," he offered. 


"Not
good enough," she assured him then she smirked.  "I scare the
piss out of drug dealers, pimps, and most of the FBI in this country. 
You're gonna have to do better than that." 


He
nodded. "I figured I might.  Ever run across mention of
Hellmouthes?" 


"I
have.  This is?"  He nodded. "That explains all I need to
know. You're the guy assigned here?" 


"Formerly,"
he admitted with a small smirk.  "You really are rather blunt. I must
say it's a nice change from the teenagers around me." 


"I'm
this way because I deal with drunk teenagers all the time, Mr. Giles." 


"Rupert,
please.  I do have some on this subject but not a lot."  He got
up to search through some boxes, bringing out the books.  She got up to
look and moved three of them out of the way. "He had those?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  Spent a whole night reading through them with a TA from the Latin
department."  He smiled at that.  "Not my area.  I'm
neopagan without a tradition to follow."  She sat down and took one
she hadn't seen, smiling at the information. "This one may prove the most
helpful yet.  It says something about the sun angles we've found." 


"We?"
he asked. 


She
looked up at him.  "My city is the power point in triangle two. 
Triangle one is Miami, Cascade, and New York.  Cascade is their power
point.  Mine's also got DC and Vegas.  Yours has New Orleans and
Montreal." 


"Ah. 
I see."  He nodded, accepting that.  "Not thrilling." 


"No,
but I'm one of the two main researchers on this matter.  The other being
Sandburg." 


"Blair
or Naomi?" 


"Blair. 
His mother's somewhere in Brazil trying to keep them from cutting down the
rainforest." 


"Ah,
wonderful. How did you find me?" he asked, heading into the kitchen to put
on some water.  "Would you like some tea?" 


"No
thanks.  I had a soda on the plane."  She yawned and looked at
him.  "Sorry, I work nights."  He smiled at that and she
pulled out a pen and notepad to start making notes.  Including the name,
title, and copyright date of the book.  He came out with a few more books,
making her smile.  "I've written them in the past to help with other
occult matters.  You haven't lived until you've played 'how do you kill
the ten foot sludge monster' with two really scared patrol officers who've just
shit themselves." 


"Swords. 
I find that and wood are the most common," he offered. 


She
looked at him.  "I know that, now."  He chuckled. 
"I found you through a friend in Chicago named Vincent VanWham." 


"Who
would be....  Is he a practioner?" 


"No,
a mouse." 


"He's
one of those bloody Martians!" he demanded.  She smirked and nodded.
"How did they know me?" 


"One
of them crashed back here years ago and left an offspring who's looking fully
human as of this point. All he said to them was earth alcohol was evil. 
Apparently they've been searching for the kid or he's got some contacts down in
one of the vampire bars.  It figures they'd have to go to one of the upper
class demon bars so they wouldn't get attacked for being Martian." 


"Good
point," he admitted, blinking hard.  He pulled off his glasses to
clean them. "Any idea who the offspring is?"  She handed over
the envelope Throttle had put on her bike before she left.  He opened it
and read, then blanched.  "Oh, I dare say I know him.  That does
explain so much about that boy."  He folded it and put it away. 
She smirked at him.  "They want to meet him." 


"Sure. 
They're in Chicago at the Last Chance Garage most of the time.  Have him
sent to me and I'll find 'em if they're out playing and give him over. He in
trouble?" 


"Now
and then," he admitted blandly.  "We, the Watchers, have
documented them crashing before.  I'll have to see if we knew about his
father."  He got up to call England.  "Patricia, Rupert,
love.  No, but I've had a detective come up to me.  No, the Verunth
rituals are going on and Sunnydale's part of triangle three.  Buffy had
reported a few bodies that way...." 


"They're
usually dumped during the day in the other cities." 


"Yes,
well, with our luck it's a vampire doing ours," he admitted. 


"That's
okay, New York found a hair from a transexual female taking hormones to change
over," she offered, getting back to work. 


He
listened to the voice on the phone. "No, a Detective Demoranth. 
She's Chicago's cult and occult expert, Patricia. Yes, she had written before
and was quite peeved no one answered.  Thank you, dear.  No, she's
one of their information sources and came to me for some more.  No,
apparently we were wrong and Terrance did give that college he taught at his
books."  She nodded, smirking at him.  "Also, I need the
Martian notes from around the late seventies and early eighties. No, but I
think I've found mention of an offspring in her city."  He
smirked.  "Tonight if possible since she's here.  Yes, they had
a lot of information but not some of the odd things, like the sun pointing and that
stuff."  He looked over the sheets. "They're each
deviating?"  She nodded.  "Do you know why?" 


"They
found it in books and don't know the true power behind absolute faith I'd
suppose.  I can tell you they're not shielding magically.  I had
someone check at our last one." 


"That's
good at least," he admitted.  He looked at her. "Yes, that's
her."  He smirked.  "I doubt she considers that a *bad*
thing, Patricia. Please, love. I need it now.  We're the third point and
New Orleans and Montreal probably aren't cooperating yet." 


"Montreal
is doing theirs but New Orleans isn't looking outside their city at the
moment.  With a town this size, it'll be easier to catch him." 
She looked over.  "Your next one should be in three days." 


"I'll
have my girl on alert."  He listened to the voice on the other
end.  "No, she's copying information.  Because they're still
killing normal people, Patricia. The police are involved in stopping
this." 


"And
the FBI and NCIS," she said blandly.  "One point of mine is
DC.  They had snafu constipation until the two bastards out there took it
over and made everyone go pout in the corners."  He snickered at
that.  "Gibbs is." 


"You
know Jethro?" 


She
smirked.  "Yup, I even brought someone back so he could yell at them
before." 


"Wonderful. 
Do tell him I said hello and to write me out here."  She pointed at
the sheet and he found his email address.  "Ah, those computer
things." 


"Have
your kids get onto their site and find his physical address at work,
Rupert." 


"You
can do that?" 


"Yup,
works well." 


He
smiled and nodded.  "I can do that."  He smiled at the
assertion.  "Thank you, Patricia."  He hung up. 
"You're seen as a thorn in their side." 


"Go
me.  Another point for the good guys," she said sarcastically, making
him chuckle and go to get his tea.  Someone slammed open the door and she
reached for her gun on instinct.  "You are?" 


"I
should ask the same question," the boy said, staring her down. 


"It's
him, isn't it?"  Giles nodded.  She looked at him. "I'm
Detective Demoranth.  From Chicago.  I know one of your
relatives." 


"A
good one?" 


"Your
natural father's people.  Come look at something, tell me where he's
dropping them."  He came over and looked at the sheets. 
"You're one of our points." 


He
frowned.  "The main park.  Out by the pond," he said,
handing it back. "We've had a few and the local cops are confused." 


"They
should be.  It's a serial killer."  He groaned.  "A
normal human one even."  Giles came back.  "Should I brief
them?" 


"Please. 
They won't believe me."  He sat down, looking at the pictures. 
"If we're triangle three, these three marks are dissimilar." 
She nodded, looking at him.  He wrote out their marks.  "Those
are our triangles'."  She smiled at that and made note of that, then
got back to work copying from the book.  "I could let you borrow
them." 


"They'd
end up in Sandburg's office or mine, Rupert." 


"Well,
if you do bring Xander with you to meet his relatives, he could bring them back
in a week or so," he offered.  Xander gave him an odd look. 
"It's a very strong family on that side." 


She
looked at him.  "What color is your fur?  The only guys I know
are white, tan, and gunmetal gray."  He backed off, eyes wide. 
"But hey, you don't have the tail. Or ears I guess.  Or the
antenna.  I'm shocked at that." 


"They're
hidden," he squeaked.  "That and my tail.  How did you
know?"  She pulled out a picture and put it in front of him.  He
looked and blinked then stared at her. "I'm related to them?" 


"The
tan one's got a good friend who came down here and got really drunk.  All
he ever told them was 'earth liquor is evil' and left it there.  If you've
got family, they'd know." 


"Okay,"
he said slowly, sitting down to look more carefully at the pictures. 
"My antenna aren't that long." 


She
looked at him.  "It's not like dick size, kid.  Get over
it.  Vinnie'll brag about tail size now and then so apparently that
compares, but you'll do.  They know you're half human."  He
blushed.  "I'm a Vice cop.  I'm blunt.  I deal with drunks
your age who're doing bad things."  He nodded, still blushing. 
She looked at Rupert.  "You're sure?" 


"Quite. 
Once you've briefed the local town."  She smirked and shook her
head.  "No?" 


"Nah,
I'm letting Fornell earn his daily bread."  She called him on her
cell. "It's me, put down the coffee.  I'm in Sunnydale." 
He spluttered. "I told you to put it down, Fornell.  They're ignoring
it as just another strange thing that happens here.  You get to come brief
while I look over some new reference sources I found out here and take some kid
back to his relatives."  She winked at Xander.  "Well, I
wouldn't come in at night," she offered.  "At night it's really
dangerous.  Sure, if you bring Helena and she's got stakes." 
She smirked at his laughter.  "Guns won't work, Fornell. Plan on
coming in and flying out again.  Nope, local sources say they're dumping
them by the duck pond.  If you faxed it they'd probably ignore it again. I
know I did fax it and I haven't heard back." 


"Could
be the cop got eaten," Xander offered dryly.  He shrugged at her
look.  "It happened recently."  He looked at Giles.
"You'll need me to help hunt him down, Giles." 


"If
he's a normal, Xander, it wouldn't do more than get in the way of the officers
if they decide to do something about it.  If not, then we
will."  Xander nodded.  He took the picture to look at. 
"I've never seen fur on you." 


"I
shave it weekly." 


She
laughed.  "Thanks, Fornell.  I'll be updating information within
a week."  She hung up and dialed a number, handing him the phone.
"Ask for Throttle." 


"Um,
hi, is Throttle there please?"  He smiled at the pleasant voice.
"I know but this insane and very blunt cop lady said to talk to him,
ma'am." 


"Charley,
put him on.  This is his friend's kid," she called. 


He
smiled at the new voice that took the phone. "Are you
Throttle?"  He grimaced. "He's out, Catherine." 


"Cool. 
Tell motor mouth there that I'm bringing you with me for a vacation, yes,
they're putting you up." 


"She
said she's dragging me kicking and screaming back there whether or not this
shakes my world up and you're putting up with me."  He grinned at the
assertion they could do that.  "She said I shouldn't be jealous that
my antenna are shorter.  Is she right?"  He chuckled and
nodded.  "Thanks. When are we coming back?" 


"Tomorrow
morning." 


"She
said tomorrow morning. No, she's copying from Giles' books.  Apparently
she's going to risk her life here tonight.  Sure, I'll keep track of her
for you." 


"I'm
fine, Vincent. I can stake a vampire if necessary."  She groaned and
shook her head, getting back to work.  "Worrywarts with fur,"
she muttered. 


He
laughed and nodded, hanging up.  "He said I'm to make sure you eat
properly because your blood sugar is still probably high and Warrick's worried
that you took off and only left a note with him and the cats." 


"I
left a note.  Besides, my cats like him."  She shook her
head.  "I'm fine, kid.  I just need to eat better." 


"Sure,
we can make sure you do that, can't we, Giles?" 


"Of
course. I wouldn't plan on staying at the motel. It's infested at the
moment." 


She
smirked at him.  "Wouldn't be the first one I staked, Rupert. 
It'll be fine.  Though I'll probably collapse over the books." 
He smiled at that.  "Thanks.  Kid, go pack."  He
nodded, going to do that, leaving the picture there.  "Huh, I'd have
taken it to ask his mother." 


"They
don't live together," he assured her.  "She's not exactly a
rolemodel we appreciate." 


"Better
and better."  She yawned again and got back to work, going a bit
faster now. 


He
got up to get her some coffee, realizing what that look meant.  She had
been up all night and was into her sleep time now.  She smiled at him and
he patted her on the back.  "The others should be here relatively
soon.  Copy whatever you need, my dear."  He went back to
searching and reading. 


***



Catherine
walked out of the airport, finding two biker studs waiting on her. "Hey,
even escorts," she said blandly, looking at the kid beside her. 
"You rate way high." 


"Shut
up and get one," one said, sounding like he was teasing.  He opened
his face mask, looking at the kid.  "Let me guess, you shave
it?" 


"Of
course.  My parents freaked and tried to wax me the one time they saw
it."  He walked closer. "I'm Xander." 


"I'm
Vinnie, that's Throttle.  Throttle, get the babe, all right?" 


"Sure." 
He grinned and helped her onto the back of his bike, handing over the spare
helmet.  She tucked her bag more firmly between them and he took off,
seeing Vinnie coaxing the kid onto the back of his bike.  "He doesn't
ride?" 


"Never
got exposed to it. That's up to you guys.  He's hiding his antenna and
tail too.  How are my kitties?" 


"Fine. 
Warrick spoiled them and said he kept Chocolate off the bed this time. I'm
taking you home, right?" 


"Yup,
sure are, babe."  She gave him a squeeze.  "Thank
you." 


"He
said you took a cab."  He sped around a corner and she giggled,
catching something and zipping her bag up. He sped up more, making her give him
another squeeze.  This is why he liked riding with her behind him. 
He pulled up in front of her place, Vinnie and their nephew behind them by a
few minutes.  She got off and handed back the helmet, waving at the
others.  "Later, babe?" 


"I've
got collate information and send it off to the other cities." 


"Eww,
sounds like paperwork.  Remember to eat.  We can't lose you. 
It'd be a tragedy to the rest of the city."  He smirked and sped
off.  She headed inside, startling Warrick.  "Didn't hear the
bikes?" 


"I
did, I thought it was more of your friends.  One of them handed over the
message that Sissy got married, she's knocked up." 


"Oooh,
cool. I'll have to buy her a chicken."  He gave her an odd look.
"She's into Voodun."  He shuddered. "She had prayed to get
pregnant."  She flopped down and handed over the new sheets. 
"It was useful.  Vinnie's got a nephew down here.  I brought him
back too." 


"Wonderful." 
The cats all came over to meow for attention, crowding the mommy and Blair
sitting in his lap to get his attention.  He handed her the cat when her
hand got too close to anything on him, making her grin.  "I know
you're not my sort, but I'm still not comfortable with you petting the cat in
my lap."  He went back to reading.  "So I take it you found
a higher source?" 


"More
of their libraries.  It's being shipped in tomorrow."  He
smirked at that. "Xander can bring it back with him.  He's got dark
hair, brown eyes, and atrocious fashion sense. You'll know him on
sight."  He nodded, going back to his reading. He finally reached
over to pinch her.  "Ow, what was that for?" 


"For
not waking me up, woman." 


"Not
like I was sleeping with you, Warrick. Though you do look
comfortable."  He snickered and shook his head.  "I've got
to send that to the others." 


"I'll
do that. You take the cats into the bedroom and nap.  You look like you're
tired." 


"I
am."  She got up and took them into the bedroom with her. 
"Come on, mommy needs a napping buddy."  She stripped down and
got into bed, letting them curl up around her and get comfortable. 


Warrick
got up to start the fax circle.  First to his office, then to Abby in
DC.  Then to Miami, Cascade, New York, and then to Montreal and New
Orleans. Then he went to integrate it into the folder she had of notes so far. 


***



Blair
jumped up and down when he got the fax.  "YES!  She found more
information, including on the significance of the sun!" 


"It's
that bright ball that you pray to so it'll reappear now and then," Speed
said sarcastically. 


"I
knew that. I meant in the rite, Speed."  He snatched them, sitting
down to look it over.  He smirked at him.  "She found someone
else within the same organization and bullied books out of them." 


"Good.
Even with names and authors."  Blair took them back, going to see if
he could find any of them around Cascade.  He smirked and shook his
head.  "I need a report when you're done!" 


"Sure,
I'll do the lecture later tonight at dinner," he promised, heading off to
the elevator. 


Speed
shook his head. "That boy fusses nearly as bad as Alexx does about my
eating."  He got back to work at the laughs.  "He does, and
he cooks nearly as good too.  I never had octopus I liked until last
night." 


"We
figured he was a little wild with all the places he's been," one of the
techs offered, smiling at him.  "Sandburg's just a bit wild anyway if
you're used to the more quiet and normal cops up there." 


Speed
looked at him.  "Most of my department is like Eric."  That
got a giggle.  "Seriously."  He got back to work, smiling a
bit more now.  They had no idea how wild Sandburg was. 


***



Greg
went dancing down the halls.  "Grissom, Catherine found more
information!" he called happily.  Their Catherine looked at him
oddly.  "Not you, the loud one from Chicago."  She snorted
and took the information to look over.  "It explains the deviations
allowed and the sun spotting stuff we've all noticed." 


"Good. 
Where did she get it?"  She saw the notation page with books and
blinked.  "I'm betting those are obscure.  I wonder how long she
left Warrick with her cats." 


"He
said she left four am yesterday to fly out to Sunnydale."  She rolled
her eyes.  "His top page said she's asleep at the moment." 
He took it back with a grin.  "Gotta give it to Gris and
Nickie.  Otherwise they might pout."   He headed up the
hall, pouncing Hodges, just because he could.  "Catherine's probably
going to be coming back soon." 


"Wonderful,
hopefully she brought your leash."  He looked at the papers. 
"New information?"  He grinned. "Nicks' asleep in the break
room, Grissom's in his office."  He went to hide again.  He had
his yearly dose of public contact now. 


Greg
leaned in the break room.  "New information from Catherine!" he
called loudly.  Nick sat up, rubbing his eyes.  "I'm heading to
Gris's office."  Nick nodded and got up, getting some coffee before
following. They were waiting on their body of the day. Greg smiled at Grissom
and his visitor Ecklie.  "She found more stuff, Gris.  I woke
Nick up."  He handed it over with a flourish.  "Including
with notations of the books she found in someone's collection in
Sunnydale." 


"Are
they the killer?" Ecklie asked. 


He
looked at him. "You know, after sixteen years in Vice, I suspect she can
figure that out.  Warrick's note said she talked to someone from the same
organization as her former teacher whose books got us the preliminary stuff
came from."  He looked at Nick again. "I only got to glance
through it.  We are right, the sun does have significance.  To put it
non- crudely, they saw the sun as his seed.  That's why it
glows."  Nick grumbled at that, taking the pages Grissom handed
over.  "I also saw the word deviation in there?" he prompted. 


Grissom
nodded, coming to it a page later.  "It says here that the deviation
was their proof of faith.  They bring part of their personality to the God
and offer it up as something they're willing to give up to be in his
service.  At the end of this, all the hints of this quirk will be worn out
by the rites.  It's draining it from them basically, purifying them in the
God's image, making them more like him." 


"So,
it's like DEVO," Greg said.  Grissom looked at him. "Surely
you've heard of DEVO, Grissom.  Rock band, totally alike? Like little pods
in the alien pod pens?" 


Nick
shook his head.  "Something like that, Greg.  Way too early for
that analogy though."  He handed over the sheets he was done with. He
got the last one and read it over, nodding slowly.  "That explains
all the little quirks and that we can look for them by this.  What about
this organization?  Since they've got most of the books on the
subject." 


"They've
got books on most of the cults and obscure legends, Nick.  I know a guy
who got a scholarship to do his Ph.D. in mythology from them. They're a bunch
of boring white guys in Britain who live by Stonehenge and do this for their
life's work.  He said so." 


"Second
hand information?" Grissom asked plainly. 


"No,
he'd met with them and their Council.  We're talking they study vampires
and demons, they study obscure cults and religions, they study the myths of the
various major religions.  They study the obscure and occult. That's what
the Watcher's council does."  He took the last page and read it over,
nodding slowly.  He put it together and tapped the pages so they were
presentable then handed them back to Grissom.  "Can that help us with
the killer?" 


"Hopefully." 
He looked at Nick.  "Go think and rest, Nick.  You're
exhausted." 


"Yeah,
but Greg was right, this was important," he sighed, getting up and heading
back to his couch, even if he did have to kick Sarah off it. 
"Mine," he growled, and she moved.  "We got new
information." 


"Yay,
go us.  I'm not helping on that cult case.  I can't wrap my mind
around it.  I'll handle the rest of the cases, please."  She
handed him the throw she had folded and put onto the table, watching as he fell
asleep again.  She headed to check with Hodges, again, for her
samples.  "Done yet?" 


"Do
I look like I have something that can make time speed up?" he asked
blandly.  She grimaced and stomped off.  "I didn't think so but
if I did, I'd copyright it and sell it," he muttered, getting back to
work. 


***



Monroe
got the forms out of the fax and frowned at them.  "Danny!" she
called when he walked past. "New information on the cult." 


"Yes!" 
He snatched it, taking the rest of them until fax had a paperjam.  He
fixed it as quickly as he could, getting out a half sheet.  He'd send them
an email to get it later.  He took the last sheet, the bibliography, and
headed off for the offices. "Mac, new information and we had a paper jam
so we need a page again."  He handed it over.  "Monroe
caught it." 


"It
was doing fine until he got there to snatch it as soon as they came out,"
she offered. 


"Kids,
enough," Sheldon complained, taking the sheets. "I'll call Chicago to
get that sheet resent."  He took it with him to the office to do
that. 


Mac
leaned against a wall, reading what they had, nodding slowly. "Our
assumptions were right.  It verified that.  Not much we hadn't
guessed at but it might help us weed it down some.  Danny, in the people
we interviewed for those purchases, anyone overtly Greek, like a historian or
anyone?" 


"One
of the Crowley freaks who scared Stella in Miami."  Mac gave him a
dirty look. "He scared me too," he assured him.  "It was
explained to me as take hardcore S&M, heavy on the sadism and the fun it
causes, and add magic."  Mac shuddered at that. 
"Why?" 


"It
says this quirk is being purified through the rites as is the rest of
them."  He handed over that page.  Sheldon came out with the
last page and a smile.  "Anything good?" 


"The
sun is important.  It's his seed to be indelicate." 


"So
we can tease Sandburg about worshiping that?" Danny teased, grinning at
him. 


"Works
for me," Sheldon agreed. "If he's the sort you can tease." 


"Aw,
yeah.  Not a problem with that," Don assured him as he joined
them.  "Good news?" 


"More
information that verified what we already knew," Mac admitted.  He
pulled out his cellphone and called Catherine's house.  "Warrick, Mac
Taylor.  Can we go over the books for more miniscule clues?"  He
smirked at that.  "Tomorrow's fine.  I'll send Stella and tell
Horatio and Gibbs to send someone too.  Yeah, I know, warn them she has
cats.  Five cats, okay.  Thanks."  He hung up.
"Stella!"  She came out of a lab up the hall.  "New
information and you're heading to Chicago to look for any new information that
might've come."  She nodded, coming over to get those sheets so she
could look them over.  She grimaced at the part about the sun. 


"Makes
you wanna tease Sandburg, huh?" Danny taunted. 


"Oh,
it so does, but it makes me wanna tease Delko more," she assured him
happily.  "One of my guys that I had to interview had Egyptian stuff
but not Greek that I recognized, but it was all later Egyptian, when it was
under Greek control," she offered Mac. 


"That
makes him a possibility," Mac agreed.  "Good work, guys. 
Let's disseminate this where it needs to go?"  They nodded, going to
let the others who'd need it read it. 


***



Horatio
looked up as his fax machine started to spit out paper.  "What
now?" he complained, getting up to look it over.  He smirked and
walked over to the door.  "Eric, Calleigh, Wolfe, my office!" he
called.  He went back, gathering them up. 


Eric
came jogging in, smiling at the new information.  "Cool, more
stuff.  Anything new?" 


Calleigh
walked in.  "Mac called, Warrick said she's getting the books if we
wanted to go search for smaller clues in it.  They'll be there
tomorrow.  He's sending Stella to get more of a handle on that
issue." 


"That's
fine.  One of you can go." 


"I'll
go," Wolfe offered. 


"She's
got five cats," Calleigh told him. "Mac said to warn whoever
goes." 


"I
don't mind cats.  Five?"  She nodded. "Mommy and
kittens?" 


"No,
she probably took in strays," Eric told him.  He snickered. 
"Speed was complaining about the lack of sun.  Can we tease him about
needing that big ball of glowing DNA specimen?" 


"Eww!"
Calleigh said, hitting him on the arm and taking that page.  She read then
made a face.  "Eww!  They do think that."  She
shuddered and handed it off.  "I'm all for taunting Speed about
missing the DNA contribution." 


Horatio
smirked and shook his head.  "Children." 


"Tough,"
Eric said.  "I missed taunting him." 


Wolfe
smirked.  "He's going to get you guys back when he comes home, you
know that, right?" 


"Yeah,
but we'll be ready for him by then," Calleigh assured him happily. 
"You sure you want to go?" 


"Yeah.
It'll give me a better perspective on the ones locally.  Plus, I actually
read Latin."  They nodded, that might help. 
"Horatio?" 


"That's
fine, Mr. Wolfe.  I can agree to that.  I'll make the arrangements in
a few minutes."  That got a nod.  "Anything new we hadn't
already learned?" 


"Besides
the fact that they're purging these quirks of theirs out?" Eric offered,
handing him that page.  "It verifies our theories." 


"Good. 
Excellent in fact.  How are we on the suspects list?" 


"Danny
said to talk to that one guy who creeped him out again, Eric.  The one
with the Greek things?"  Eric nodded. "With this being a quirk
they're letting out, he popped into Danny's mind as someone who talked about
Greek things.  They've got another lead up there too." 


"That's
fine.  I can do that," he agreed happily.  "Not like I
don't think he's got others in his closet."  He took the last few
sheets. "Ooh, and a book list.  She's thorough." 


"She's
a researcher.  She's an anthro person who's using it to be a good
cop," Horatio noted quietly.  "She's looking at this like she
would a research topic, Eric.  Which means she probably didn't miss any
clues but better to be safe than sorry."  That got a nod from Ryan
Wolfe. "Are we done?"  They handed back everything and went back
to their current cases to think while they worked, and in Ryan's case to make a
list of what he should be packing.  That's just the sorta guy he was. 


***



"Oh,
Sweet Mother of Mercy!" Abby shouted happily.  "She found more
stuff."  She called upstairs.  "Gibbs, she found more stuff
and sent it on."  She hung up and finished the test she was running
for him, handing it over as he walked in with Tony right behind him. She
pointed at the stack of things coming out of the fax.  One last sheet
popped out and Tony checked, then put in more paper.  Another sheet came
out and it shut off.  "Anything good?" 


He
handed over the pages to Gibbs as he scanned them.  "His sperm is
glowing, he should get that checked," Tony joked.  Gibbs swatted him,
making him grin at him.  "They think that's what the sun is,
boss."  He handed over that sheet, getting a look back.  Abby
giggled at that.  "Ah, here, the quirks are something they're giving
up and wearing out, purifying it in the rites as the rest of them is purified
by the blood.  It sounds like they may be keeping some of it to bathe
in." 


"Or
maybe to drink.  Like holy water or communion wine," Abby offered
thoughtfully, sitting down and spinning around on her stool.  "Any
more clues?" 


"Yeah,
the sun is related to the position of the bodies inside the
symbols."  He frowned and pulled up something then their calendar of
who was getting hit where.  "Boss, we may've caught a break. 
Catherine's one in three bodies is during an eclipse."  Gibbs came
over to look.  "I read about the eclipse this morning but it didn't
hit me until now."  He looked at him. "If we can get a hint
then, we may be able to capture them when they dump the bodies."  She
moved around him and called up the ritual sheets, letting him find that
one.  "Yeah, see here, got to be fully exposed to the
sun."  They shared another look.  "So he'll either break
pattern or have to do something.  It's most of the day that they'll be in
partial darkness.  Then full darkness during the middle of the
afternoon." 


Abby
called up a weather projection. "It's saying it might rain that day
too," she offered. 


"Another
good reason to break the pattern," he agreed, calling out there. 
"Warrick, Gibbs.  Look at the eclipse pattern and yours in three
bodies."  He waited while he did that, nodding at his
observations.  "It could be.  It could be all the triangle's
break the pattern.  That's in your neck of the woods though." 


"Cascade's
is the day before.  They're in the rainy season so no sun anytime,"
Tony offered, going further.  "The other is in Sunnydale so they
might have sun." 


"Get
that to Fornell, Abby.  He's talking to the Sunnydale people." 
She nodded, doing that with an email.  He listened to Warrick. 
"She all right?"  He grimaced.  "She said it was
starting to be an issue.  How bad?"  He nodded slowly. 
"Then let's hope it doesn't matter.  Thanks.  Yeah, if we need
to I can.  DiNozzo, I need you to go out there tomorrow to look through
the books for the smallest of clues. She deals in threat assessments. 
She's not looking as a criminalist." 


"On
it, boss.  I'll go make the arrangements now.  Should I take that to
McGee?" 


"Yeah." 
He handed it over.  "Thanks, Warrick, not an issue for
him."  He hung up. "He wanted you warned she's got five
cats." 


"I'm
not allergic, McGee is, boss."  He headed up to hand those
over.  Then he sat down to make the travel arrangements.  The
director came down to look at his computer.  "She's gotten new
references so Gibbs wanted me to go look over them for the tinier things she
would normally skip since she's a normal Vice cop, ma'am," he said as he
typed.  Gibbs came up.  "Boss, was the Hyatt in our range or
not?" 


"Try
the Marriot.  They usually give us discounts."  Tony nodded,
trying that site.  He got a nod and booked everything, printing off his
arrangements.  "Thank you.  Good work on that idea,
DiNozzo." 


"Thanks,
boss. I just hope I'm right. I'm tired of this sicko bastard."  He
sat down again, going back to their current case. 


"What
new information?" the director asked.  McGee handed over the pages he
was done with.  "About that cult?"  Gibbs nodded.
"What other things do we have?" 


"I
sent you the briefing sheets, Director," Gibbs reminded her. "That's
in addition to that." 


"Make
me a copy of these, McGee.  That way I have the whole folder together in
case something happens." 


"Yes,
Ma'am."  He took back the other pages and went to do that, finishing
his reading.  He came back. "Boss, why can't I go on the research
mission?  I'm good at research." 


"She's
got five cats, McGee.  I doubt the books' owner wants to have your snot
all over them." 


"Never
mind, I withdraw my protest," he said happily, handing the copies to their
boss.  He handed copies to Gibbs and DiNozzo too.  "Where is
Ziva?" 


"Still
working with Fornell about Montreal," Tony offered. "I don't know why
they don't want to work with anyone outside their city but they're not. 
He's liaisoning between the three and calming Sunnydale down again.  By
the way, boss, he said he was warned not to be in Sunnydale over night. 
He wanted to know why." 


"Ask
Catherine," he said with a frown. 


"He
said she didn't explain it just ordered it to be that way." 


"Still,
ask her.  How would I know?" 


"I've
done some looking at the town of Sunnydale, boss, and it's dangerous
there," McGee offered.  "A thirty percent homicide rate, mostly
by animal bites, knife attacks, and gangs on PCP.  They've also had their
high school blown up.  A military project that's so classified I couldn't
find a classification rating on it, and a lot of paranoid people's websites
listing it as a bad place to be unless you wanna die.  Though most of them
mention demons and vampires."  Gibbs stared at him, mouth slightly
open.  "I'm guessing there's some sort of underlying truth in that
mix, but I don't know what." 



"I'll
let him know," he assured him, shaking his head. 
"Vampires?" 


"Yes,
boss, lots and lots of vampires, and kids on PCP who bite each other." 


Tony
looked over at him.  "Have *you* been taking the PCP, Probie?" 


"No,
Tony, I haven't, but that's how it's listed." 


"There's
not enough PCP in the world to account for a thirty percent homicide
rate!"  He came over to look at that information, frowning as he read
it over.  "That's a coverup."  He clicked on the
military.  "Ooh, shit, NSA."  Gibbs got up to come over and
look.  "That's NSA, right, boss?"  He nodded, typing in a
password he had.  It came up restricted.  He looked at him. "If
your password doesn't work on that, and you got it from one of the top
guys...." 


"That's
a bad place to be. Anything on them?" he asked.  "Just out of
curiosity." 


"Some,
boss, but again back to the paranoid and delusional websites that have demons
and vampires."  He clicked on the links he had made and showed him. 


Gibbs
groaned.  "I'll tell Fornell myself to check into that.  It'd give
him the best idea of why he was being so careful in that town.  Hopefully
Ziva won't die there." 


"She's
in New Orleans making them work, boss," Tony told him.  "She
emailed a progress report about how they're being stubborn and were told it'd
happen in time so they only had to hang on." 


"Fruitcakes
with a badge?" Gibbs asked. 


"Apparently
so, boss.  Not totally clear on her end. She was typing like she had a
hangover."  Gibbs growled at that.  "I can forward it if
you want." 


"No,
make sure it went to Fornell."  He called him to make sure he knew
about that problem.  He did so it was all right and he was told the same
thing.  Demons in the military, stopped by a handful of kids.  He
hung up and put his head down.  "They told him the same thing,"
he admitted, looking over at Tony.  "Demons being recruited and
programmed in the best military fashion." 


"If
I was in the service, I'd serve with anyone but a demon," he noted dryly,
leaning back.  "Gay guys don't bother me.  Flaming queens
wouldn't bother me.  Those who are clearly psychotic and should have no
access to guns, much less explosives, wouldn't bother me that much as long as I
had a way to protect myself.  But a big, scaly, slimy demon?  I'd
mind." 


"You
and me both, DiNozzo.  Get back to work." 


"Yes,
boss."  He sat up and got back to his searching. 


***



Blair
looked at Speed later that night.  "Did Eric call and pick on you
about missing the big ball of glowing jiz yet?" 


"Yup.
You?" 


"Oh,
yeah. I got it from Danny and Greg in Vegas." 


"How
do you know Sanders?" 


"I
met him through my mother believe it or not."  He grinned at
him.  "Long story, man."  Speed rolled his eyes. 
"Really.  Oh, fair warning, mom got asked to leave
Brazil."  Jim moaned.  "No idea where she's heading
yet."  He sat down again and piled food onto his plate, then Jim's,
then Speed's. 


"Man,
you're so much worse than Alexx.  She just nags," Speed complains. 


"I
can see why. You've got the sniffles from the rain.  Eat the greens."



"Fine,
mom!"  He leaned forward and took a careful bite.  "Vinegar
and citrus?"  Blair smirked and nodded.  "It's better than
Calleigh's."  He ate another bite. 


"Is
this my punishment for meeting Daryl at Wonderburger?" Jim asked flatly. 


"Ya
think?" Speed offered. 


"Mr.
my-cholesterol-is-five-ninety-three."  Blair stared him down and
pointed. "Eat or it's tofu." 


"My
last one wasn't that high." 


"It
was when I ran it today," Speed assured him with a grin. 


Jim
moaned. "Have I mentioned I hate you two being friends?" 


"Yup,"
Blair agreed.  "Eat, Jim, or it's tofu."  Jim sighed but
dug in.  "Thank you.  Did you get the new
information?"  Jim nodded, eating another bite. Maybe if he was good
he could have dessert?  "Did you get the idea that came from NCIS
that the eclipse coming up could be a crucial point to stop him?" 


"I
hadn't," he admitted, putting down his fork.  "When's the
eclipse?" 


"The
day after three from now," Speed told him, eating another bite at Blair's
look.  It was good.  He dug in, cleaning his plate and got more
handed to him.  "Yes, mom." 


"Good
boy.  You make me feel like such a good Jewish mother." 


"You
want me to find you a dress?" Speed asked. "I mean, you've got the
hair." 


"Not
funny, man.  I've got more body hair than you do." 


"Thankfully. 
I'd shave if it was hirsute man like you."  He smirked at him. 
"Should we stuff you and put you in a museum as the definition and
exemplar?" 


"Not,"
he snorted.  "I know guys who're much hairier than I am." 


"They
probably clean out the shower drain too," Jim reminded him. 


"I
use the little capture thing, Jim.  That means it's your falling
locks."  Jim growled at that so he smirked back at him. 
"See, I knew that little plastic basket would save you some aggravation
but you never use it." 


Jim
looked at Speed.  "If I beg, would you take him home with you? 
Him, his dusty books, his skulls, everything?" 


"Sure. 
I'm sure Horatio could find a good use for him and he'd have that big, glowing
ball of DNA to keep him warm." 


"Unfortunately
if you did that, he'd have to follow sometime," Blair told him. 
"Not that I'd mind. It's warm down there and I could handle hurricanes now
and then." 


"You'd
be one of those idiots out there with a videocamera, Chief." 


"Ryan
knows one of those, but he calls her a reporter," Speed offered. Jim
snickered at that.  "Then again, we did have this one idiot who took
his surfboard out to surf the biggest wave of his life as one came rolling
across the city." 


Jim
gaped at him.  "Tell me you're kidding," he demanded flatly. 
Speed shook his head, eating another bite of dinner.  "Talk about
morons," Jim complained. 


"It
was probably something like a rite of passage to him.  To prove he was a
real man, we do stupid things for the tribe to applaud and laugh at,"
Blair instructed.  "The same as teenagers in America hang out in
groups and menace others at the lesser level, they steal petty things and then
they brag about their conquests.  It's also the same reason knights went
on quests, to prove they were real knights and worthy men.  Rituals of
passage are a fascinating topic of study." 


Speed
leaned over and grabbed the serving spoon out of the greens, stuffing it in
Blair's mouth.  "Not over dinner, Sandburg.  Next you'll be
talking about those guys who pierce themselves." 


"Just
another subset or cultural dynamic, man."  He licked off the spoon
and went to get another one, putting that one in the dishwasher. 
"That was mean, Speed."  He added more to his plate before
sitting back down.  "Think about how many subcultures each person
belongs to in their daily lives.  You two share one but then Speed's got a
second one in being a criminalist." 


Jim
stuck in the spoon this time, then looked at Speed. "Good idea, Speed,
thanks.  Pizza?" 


"No,
man, I'm full.  Maybe you should eat before he thumps you with that
spoon." 


"No,
that was the Tick," Blair said, swatting Jim with his hand instead. 
He rolled his eyes but got back to eating.  "The more you understand
about this stuff the better cop you are, Jim.  Or haven't you noticed that
since I got drug along behind you?" 


"If
I remember right, you tagged along and wouldn't stay in the truck," he
noted dryly, eating another bite.  "Dessert, Sandburg?" 


"Yeah,"
he snorted. "With your cholesterol this morning?  Fat chance." 


"I
brought over angel food cake," Speed offered with a smirk. 


"That's
not fattening, he can have some of that," Blair agreed. 


"With
jelly or something?" Jim begged.  "Plain is boring." 


"We'll
see.  You'd better eat more," Blair told him.  Jim sighed but
dug in. 


"You
and Alexx should get together some day, but I'd better be out of the
country," Speed offered with a grin. 


"She
and I talked the other day.  She wanted to make sure you were eating and
sleeping enough.  I told her I was making you eat at least three meals a
day and sleeping she'd have to ask you herself because I wasn't your body
pillow.  She moaned and then cackled and said that's probably a good thing
since she wants grandkids from you someday, Tim." 


Speed
moaned.  "That's just evil, Sandburg." 


"Just
repeating, man, just repeating," he said with a bright, evil smirk. 
He grinned at Jim next.  "She said she wants to meet you too,
Jim.  Because she just knows I can't handle you well enough." 
Jim whimpered and shook his head.  Blair cackled and got up to get dessert
from the fridge and the strawberry jam he had bought earlier when Speed had
said he was making an angel food cake. 


***



Horatio
looked up as Alexx walked into his office.  "What's wrong?" 


"I
finally met someone who can take care of my boy just as well as I can. 
That Sandburg boy is a sweetie, Horatio.  Even if he does need to get
warmer."  Horatio gave her an odd look.  "While I was
talking to him earlier he was resting against a heater and got a bit singed
around the edges.  He's making sure Speedy eats at least three times a
day, he's making sure he finds some nice girls in their clubs.  He said he
can't be sure he's sleeping all right since he's not sleeping with him but I
forgive him for that because it means I'll get grandbabies." 


"Are
you feeling all right, Alexx?" 


"I'm
fine.  But we do need to bring those two down here, Horatio.  Blair
could use some sun, it'd do the poor boy good. He's used to jungles and things,
not the rainy northwest.  Besides, then maybe he'd meet a nice girl
too." 


Horatio
smiled and shook his head. "It never ceases to amaze me how you can fuss
over us, Alexx.  I'll invite him down once this is done, or sooner if we
can.  Maybe we can hold our next strategy meeting in person down
here." 


"That'd
be nice. I haven't seen Speedy in a few weeks. I want to know if he's found any
nice girls.  Or boys, I'm not picky." 


Horatio
smirked at her.  "Go fuss over Wolfe when he gets back.  He'll
be with Catherine." 


"I
checked up on her. He's about to get his mind blown.  She's not the nicest
of good girls, Horatio." 


"So
I heard," he agreed, still smirking.  He stood up and came over to
walk her back to her domain.  "Ellison said she's a great officer but
she leaves him in the dust.  I'm hoping they can keep up with her." 


"Oh,
I'm sure they will."  She patted him on the cheek.  "Can
you arrange that?  I heard we've got a plan starting." 


"We
do," he agreed. "I'll discuss it with the other cooperating
cities."  She smiled and went back into the morgue while he went to
plot and plan, and to warn Speed that his 'mother' was angsting about having
him so far away.  He sent that in an email, getting a groan back.  He
almost wondered why he was at work but then he decided it was probably for a
good reason, even if Alexx wouldn't see it that way. 


***



Tony
smiled at the guys who came out of cabs and rental cars at the same time,
beaming at the one guy he knew.  "Wolfie, my man!"  He gave
him a hug, slapping him on the back. 


"Tony. 
You big player.  Let go."  He let go and brushed himself down,
giving him a smirk.  "You're in which city?" 


"Right
on Gibbs' six in NCIS.  He stole me from Baltimore." 


"Wonderful." 
He grinned at the guy with them.  "Hey, Danny.  You were described
perfectly." 


"Thanks. 
It would've been Stella but she sprained her ankle earlier chasing some idiot
on a moped because he tried to rip her shirt off her at a scene.  Frat
brother gone stupid." 


"I
was one of those once," Tony agreed fondly. 


"You
mean you're still not?" Warrick said from the doorway.  "You're
very early, guys.  I can't let you in yet." 


"I
don't mind a mess," Danny offered, stepping forward. 


"I'll
help clean," Ryan offered. 


"Still?"
Tony demanded.  Ryan grimaced and nodded.  "You poor man! 
Do you clean the women you date too?" 


"Who
said I get to date?  Do you know how much time I spend in the
lab?"  He looked at Warrick again, who was smirking. 
"What's wrong, cat sick?" 


"No,
she is and she's got a friend in to help her.  I'm not allowed to let
anyone in.  But we can sit out here and read." 


"That's
fine," Danny agreed.  He came up onto the porch.  "What's
wrong with her?" 


"She's
diabetic and they're just now finding out.  Plus she had an allergy attack
from lunch.  He's babying her and making her feel miserable." 


"So,
should I call our mother, Alexx, up to help?" Ryan asked. "She babies
Speed and gets away with it." 


"Won't
help with this fussy one in there."  He ducked back into the house
and brought out the box of books and notepads.  "Here you
go."  He caught the meowing beast who had snuck out. 


"Awww,
aren't you adorable," Danny cooed, letting him sniff his fingers so he
could scratch his ears.  "You're adorable.  What's your
name?" 


"Blair.
He's the only friendly one.  He weighs a ton too."  He looked
back inside.  "She good, Throttle?" 


"For
now.  She needs to rest and eat better." 


"I've
been trying," he promised.  "She needs a cook." 


"She
does.  Not like she eats normally even when she's not sick."  A
new car pulled up and Greg got out.  "I know him." 


"Oooh,
baby," Greg cooed, petting the bike. "Is your daddy here?" 
It beeped quietly.  "Good girl."  He walked up and past
everyone, glaring at Throttle. "You can't write?  Is your tail broken
as well as your fingers?"  Throttle laughed at that. 
"Good!"  He hugged him. "What's going on?" 


"Catherine's
blood sugar is starting to take over," Warrick offered. "Why are you
here, Greg?" 


"I
read two of the languages the books are in." 


"Oh." 
He shrugged. "It's mostly in British."  Greg rolled his eyes and
hugged Throttle again, whispering something to him.  That got a nod. 
"Go."  Greg walked back outside. 


"You
know him?" Tony asked, holding out a hand.  "DiNozzo,
NCIS." 


"I
saw."  He shook his hand.  "I did a light background check
to see who I was working with. The bosses think we're going to be
redistributing for the eclipse event."  He plopped down on the porch,
leaning against the railing.  "Give me something foreign,
Ryan."  He got smirked at and a book tossed over. 
"Danka."  He got to work on it.  "We're looking for
little clues, right?"  Everyone nodded.  "Cool with
me.  Do we have anything DNA wise?" 


"We
found some transexual hairs from an original woman," Danny offered. 
"The place where that one was killed was a flop house and the hair did
show drugs in her system beyond the hormone cocktail." 


Greg
looked at him. "Our last one we had a sample but we also had a patrol
officer who contaminated the scene by spitting. I separated out the strands and
I'm hoping it's the killer's and not some random person from the park who was
spitting earlier.  Whoever it is has phlegm." 


"Charming,"
Warrick told him.  "Any other good news?" 


"Yeah,
Ecklie's still in a snit," he said, looking up at him.  "He's
yelling at Gris about the overtime and all that.  Plus your housing
allowance that he doesn't have any paperwork on.  I'd file just to get her
grocery money but that's just Grissom's and Catherine's advice.  Catherine
nearly kicked him in the balls accidentally on purpose the other day when he
stormed into her office and started making demands." 


"I'll
talk to them in a few," he promised, smirking slightly.  "How's
Nickie?" 


"Exhausted. 
He's lead on this one.  He's been catching twenty on the couch in the
break room the days we're due because Ecklie has him doing full shifts the
night before and the night after."  Warrick hissed.  "I at
least brought in a new board to help with the springs, but it's not much more
comfortable." 


Danny
shook his head.  "Mac's got some modern pieces in his, not comfy
either.  It's like sleeping on the locker room benches." 


"Been
there, done that," Tony sighed.  "A few times.  We're
always on call.  I've slept in my desk chair many a night."  He
turned the page. "This is in medieval english."  Greg looked
then nodded.  "Do I need a dictionary for this?" 


"No,
you're smart enough to do that, Tony," Greg assured him.  He grinned
at him.  "I'm sure you had to read some horribly long epic in english
class in it."  Tony shuddered and got back to work.  "Same
thing only now we're dealing with demons and cults."  He got stared
at by everyone.  "Half the stuff the Watchers deal with are demons
and cults, guys.  Expect mentions."  He got back to work
translating. He wrote down a few lines, noting the page, source, and original
language used.  Throttle hopped down the stairs. "Any instructions,
dad?" 


"Yeah,
calm Vinnie down about his nephew, Xander," he called back, his helmet
already on.  "The boy's more violent and he can't ride yet. 
He's feeling confused." 


"Sure. 
Remind him he's had many years with the stupid people.  That should
help." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed, hopping onto his bike and speeding off. 


Tony
looked at Warrick.  "Was that a tail?" 


"No
comment."  He opened the door more fully. "It's clear.  He's
the shy one."  He nudged the cat back.  "No, this isn't an
air break, Nessa."  Greg got up and headed inside, Danny and Tony
following.  Ryan tidied up the rest of the box and followed with it. 
He also came to get a few of the cats to help him.  They liked
boxes.  They liked laps.  They could help him read and stay
calm.  Warrick grinned, sitting down with the Blair cat.  He looked
down at him, getting a loud meow for it.  "Sorry, am I not
automatically petting you?  Greedy."  He got to work petting the
poor thing.  His mommy was sick and her alpha female was in there with
her.  "Damnit, I mean Oz!"  She quit trying to get around
his foot. "Thank you." 


"Let
me guess, mommy should rename them?" Ryan joked. 


"Now
and then, but this is the major begger of the family," he assured
him.  "I've got to order dinner, should I get you guys
anything?" 


"Food's
good," Tony agreed.  "Anyone got a favorite?" 


"Pizza's
nice," Danny admitted, sniffing the book. "Though this smells like
chicken and broccoli." 


"Pizza's
fine with me," Ryan agreed quietly, going back to reading. 


"Would
the fact that the three chosen would have to be touched and stroked by the hand
of their God personally, meaning they had to go to the statue, help us
any?" 


"Could,"
Tony admitted.  "Depends on where the statue is though." 


Greg
looked at him.  "Cascade.  Speed found it earlier in one of
their museums."  Everyone stared at him.  "He put out an
all points." 


"Fuck,"
Danny sighed, holding his spot with his finger while he took off his glasses so
he could rub his eyes.  "We're sure?" 


"Just
like the little charms and that's where they picked them up.  It's part of
the museum's gift shop.  He's running that down.  I know we got it a
few hours ago in Vegas." 


Danny
called home, Ryan doing the same. "Mac, me.  Did we get an all points
from Cascade about the statues?"  He nodded slowly, making
notes.  "Check the library up at that school for information
sources.  Well, if they all had ta be there and the only way they could've
gotten it is from a library, unless we've got there guys who were there who
also went to the same school, and that'd be like a coincidence." 


Ryan
hung up. "Speed's already on the museum and the local school's files. Plus
the one here since this is the only one we know where there's more books."
He stood up as Catherine wobbled in.  "Need the couch?" he
asked. 


"No,
handsome, I'm good."  She headed into the kitchen.  "Am I
low or high?" 


"Last
I knew you were low," Warrick ordered. "Eat the sandwich,
Catherine.  That's what it's in there for."  She grumbled
something uncomplimentary.  "Yay. Watch me get someone out here to
fuss for real, like Vinnie." 


She
shuddered and headed back to her room. "Guys, he's threatening mommy with
the big, loud, white one.  Come cuddle the mommy and protect
her."  She heard a meow and petted the cat already in there. 
"Yes, you guard the mommy very well, Xander." 


"You
named her after that kid?" Warrick asked. 


"After
a character on tv," she called, closing the door most of the way.
"I'll be better in an hour.  Then I'll come help." 


"Sure,"
Danny called, hanging up.  "Mac said he went through the libraries
online to see if anyone had anything else about this stuff.  He
accidentally got onto a website that had it, but that was a roleplaying site and
it wasn't related.  No details, nothing about the triangles. Just about
the God.  He was used as a name in this set of games."  Everyone
sighed. 


"We
have one, Cascade has a few books, NYU has a few, and UTenn Knoxville has
some," Catherine called.  She came back to her door.  "Plus
anyone who belonged to that organization in Britain could access it.  I'm
doubting it's them since they're so stick-up-the- ass they don't even admit
they've got information when you desperately need it for a case." 
She ate a bite of her sandwich.  "I asked the local librarian to
check through the inter- library loan system.  Those are the ones with the
noted collections."  She went back to bed, two of the cats slinking
in there with her.  She followed one back out a minute later when she came
out and jumped on Ryan's lap. "Huh.  She usually hates people. 
She's very afraid of people.  I like you if she approves."  She
went back to bed.  "I'll be nice and put on more decent jammies too." 
The phone rang and she groaned, coming out to get it. 
"Demoranth."  She listened, then held her head. 
"Guys, I had an allergy attack earlier.  No, like meds.  Yeah,
well, they're trying to get my brand new diabetes under control and I'm
allergic to one of the meds.  Do I *have* to come?  Is it this cult
or another one?"  She took the pad and pen Warrick held out, taking
notes.  "Give me twenty to change."  She hung up and went
back to her room, finishing her lunch while she changed.  She came out in
better jammies, velour ones, but still clearly pajamas.  She slid into a
t-shirt as she walked, then her sneakers.  "Yell at me if they call
back, Warrick.  That was Henderson in Sex Crimes." 


"Sure. 
What's his issue?" 


"Ritual
markings on a little dead girl.  Not ours, but one he's been working on
this one for two years."  She slammed the front door after
herself.  She came back and held out her hand.  "Keys?" 


"Fat
chance you're driving yourself."  She grabbed him, pushing him
against the wall, immobilized him with a arm to his throat and patted him down
with her free hand, finding it.  Then she walked out again. 


"That's...quite
a woman," Ryan admitted. 


"Who
likes girls," Tony offered.  He smirked at him.  "She might
like boys now and then, I'm not sure. I know her last ex is the reason she
gained weight.  She got depressed after she threw her out for
cheating." 


"No,
I'm not anyone's rebound guy," he said, going back to his petting and
reading.  "Here, I've got another mention of them having to be
blessed by their God personally.  Only mine's more...sexual of a
blessing." 


"Gotta
suck off the statue?" Danny asked, leaning over to look.  The cat
glared at him. "I won't pet you unless you suck up ta me, cat.  Calm
down." 


"That's
Chocolate, her paranoid cat," Warrick offered, coming over to look. 


"The
problem them becomes the author of the book," Greg offered. 
"Sometimes the people who write these things demonize them by making them
have sexual connotations.  So let's try for two out of three since we've
got one suggestive and one obliquely stated one."  Everyone nodded,
getting back to work.  A few minutes later he sat straight up. 
"Listen to this guys, the third triangle's soul must be pure, but be
unattached and purified that way.  His soul must have already joined with
the God and his living body must move on its own and breathe to serve his
God."  He looked up. "Vampires?" 


"You
said they deal with them," Ryan reminded him. 


"Yeah,
they do."  He made a note, including the original translation, page
number, and source, then kept reading. 


Someone
knocked so Warrick went to get it.  "Hey, Xander."  He
walked in. "What's up?" 


"Throttle
sent me to make sure she's still in bed and to talk with Greg." 


"Greg's
researching right now and she got called out on a long-standing Sex Crimes cult
case."  Xander grimaced at that.  "You know the guy who we
got the books from, right?" 


"Yeah,
I hang with Giles all the time."  He came in and groaned. 
"Oh, crap.  Not those books."  Everyone looked at him. He
waved.  "Xander Harris, Sunnydale." 


"PD?"
Ryan asked. 


Xander
shook his head. "Our PD is fairly stupid and ineffective.  They don't
like to come out of the station for anything less than spousal abuse and
homicide of the normal kind."  Greg looked up at him.  "I
was told to come talk to you."  Greg showed him the note and he
nodded slowly.  "Makes sense but that means he's got to have help
planting the body since it's during the day."  He sat down next to
him, flipping back a few chapters and pointing at something.  "That's
what they're talking about," he offered quietly. 


"Vampires?"
Danny asked. 


Xander
looked at him. "Yeah, and?" 


"I
work with someone Goth," Tony offered.  "How true are
they?" 


Xander
gave him a horrified look. "Is she inviting them in?" 


"No,
she's not that version of goth." 


"Oh,
good," he sighed, relaxing.  "Let's leave it as there's places
in this world where things can happen that don't in other places. 
Sunnydale is one of them."  A letter plopped in front of him. 
"Case in point.  Pouting female friends."  He opened it and
read, then groaned.  "Guys, I need a clear space about a box sized
area plus five feet."  They got up and moved.  He put the letter
there. Then he snatched one of the cats with his tail, holding it out of the
way when the box appeared. "Sorry, they found more references." 
He looked at the cat, then pulled it into his arms to pet and calm it down
again.  "I know, you're confused by my scent.  I'm confused by
my scent," he promised, letting her down.  She ran under the couch. 
"I don't blame you.  Sorry, kitty."  He looked at
Warrick.  Then at Greg. "Can I borrow you before you hit the sack
tonight?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, smiling at him.  "I heard Vinnie had a nephew." 


"Yeah,
and can we say problems?"  He grimaced then at Warrick. 
"I'll come back later, man." 


"Stay
and help research, kid," he ordered. "You clearly know the sources
better than we do." 


"You
can say that again," he muttered, sitting down in front of the boxes to
search through them.  "Ah, he sent some just for me.  Unless
someone here speaks Garblik?"  No one said anything, just stared at
him.  "Didn't think so."  He put that one aside and took
out more. 


"What's
Garblik?" 


"Demonic."



"Huh?"
Ryan asked. 


Xander
looked at him then took off his necklace, making them all flinch. 


Tony
reached over, petting the soft white fur.  "Wow.  I thought the
other guy had fur but I couldn't be sure with as fast as he moved.  I did
see the tail."  Xander's came up and tapped him on the hand. 
"Hi to you too, tail."  He petted him some more. "You're
almost as nice as a cat to pet."  Xander grimaced and got free so he
grinned. "No offense or anything.  I doubt I'd collar you and keep
you." 


"I'd
eat you out of house and home," he assured him, handing Warrick two
books.  "Here, with your name on them." 


"Thanks,
why?" he asked, sitting down to look through them. "My grandmother
knew them?"  He read more carefully.  "Uh-huh.  She
used to work for one of these guys.  Interesting."  He got into
the research.  "Someone call for pizza." 


Xander
looked at the cat coming over to sniff him.  "You or me?" 
It meowed and ran for the food bowl.  "Ah, you're the one she named
after me."  He got up to find her food and order from the spot on the
menu that was stuck to the fridge. 


Ryan
looked at Greg.  "You weren't surprised." 


"Nope. 
Throttle, the guy from earlier, found me broken down in the middle of the
desert one day.  He gave me a long ride back to civilization.  He's a
buddy of mine."  He got back to reading that section, his other hand
holding the first one while his writing hand made notes. 


"Next
you'll tell me you slept with a really hot female of their species,"
Warrick snorted. 


Greg
looked at him. "The only female of their gang I've met is Throttle's
girl.  I'm not that low, Warrick.  The same as I don't hit on yours
or Nick's girls.  Or Archie's girl. Or Bobby's." 


"Bobby's
got a girl?  Since when?  I thought he had a nice guy." 


"Not
like I was going to out him," Greg said patiently.  "I'm not
that low either." 


"We
don't care," Danny assured him.  "I still think Ellison and
Sandburg aren't hiding it very well." 


Greg
looked over at him. "Blair likes his women and Jim's in denial.  I
had to give DNA results on a crossover case.  That's a whole different
type of relationship because Jim's special."  He got back to work. 
"And no, they didn't tell me, I figured it out and researched it." 


Tony
stretched and pulled his laptop out of his bag, firing it up to do a search on
Sandburg.  Classified by the CIA, interesting.  He sent a message to
his boss and got back to work. 


"Find
anything?" Danny asked.  "All I got when I tried was classified
by the CIA due to insurgent use." 


"I
didn't get the insurgent part," Tony offered. "I did get classified
by the CIA."  They both glared at Greg, who just smiled and kept
reading. "It might become important." 


"If
it does, they've got it and ways to cover it, Tony. They've been working
together for a very long time now."  He turned the page, frowning and
tracking the last words on the page before, then back.  "Another
mention of them fellatimg the statue yearly in supplication and to renew their
faith." 


Ryan
called Speed.  "Hey, we keep finding mentions of them fondling and
possibly...tasting the statue sexually to renew their faith and to gain the
initial blessings.  Did you get anything on that?"  He
grimaced.  "Huh. Why aren't they cooperating?" 


"Have
Ellison threaten them," Greg said loudly.  "With the way he
causes property destruction they should be wary of him." 


Ryan
chuckled.  "Get that?"  He nodded. "He did, they said
he's already done it twice to them." 


Greg
looked over. "Then threaten to let Sandburg lead tour groups, man. 
He's the only one who can outbabble me when I'm in the mood." 


"Oooh,
that's some strong babbling skills," Warrick said with a wince. 


"I
heard that.  Next dumpster is yours according to Nick." 


"You're
the newbie," he snorted. 


Greg
smirked.  "I already bribed Nick with Dwight Yokum tickets. 
Tag, you're it." 


"Kids,"
Danny warned.  "Man, now I feel like Mac," he complained. 
He ran a hand through his hair.  "At least I don't have a buzz
cut." 


"Yet,"
Ryan teased, grinning at him.  Then down at the cat in his lap. 
"Hi, precious."  She snuck back in and he went back to petting
her. "Sure, I like me some Chocolate lovies."  She meowed and he
did under her chin.  "Good girl." 


"Just
keep her off the bed, man," Warrick ordered. "She's got a nasty habit
of punishing the mommy by using it." 


"Sure." 
He went back to work, petting her while he read. At one point she nipped him so
he looked down at her and smiled, going down her back with his short
nails.  She purred and got comfortable with him. 


Catherine
got back there just as the pizza did so she paid for it and handed it out,
taking three slices for herself.  She looked at her cat.  "The
only other person she lets do that is like my little brother, Ryan.  Too
bad you're in Miami." 


"You
could be a Vice cop with us," he offered with a grin. 


"My
cats would go spastic and I hate the sun.  Sun and Vice just don't go
together very well.  Anything?" 


"Third
triangle's a vampire," Greg said dryly.  "Second is
a..."  He finished translating it again.  "Holy man gone
wrong, a true son of the faith who came to ...him because I can't pronounce it
either, because he saw the disillusioned beings in the other faiths for the
fake idols they were." 


She
flopped down and nodded. "Okay, so we're looking at someone who had faith
and transferred.  Anything on the statue?" 


"It's
in Cascade and Speed's working to see who's been near it," Ryan
offered.  "We keep running into the 'must go to it to renew and to be
blessed' thing." 


"Ah,
the bj of the gold statue," she sighed, looking over his shoulder. 
She finished off her first piece and started on the second, hearing the
meow.  "You jump in my lap while I have food and I will have to
complain," she ordered.  She moved it and the cat jumped up,
sniffing.  "No begging," she said, staring at her male
cat.  "No, Blair.  Down."  He jumped down and went to
sniff at the boxes.  "Close those."  Warrick did. 
"Thanks."  She went back to reading, finishing that piece and
eating her third.  "Go back."  He flipped back. 
"Huh.  Listen to this, guys.  He who has been named and chosen
may not give up his duty, unless he has died, at which time he will appoint
someone, and the fervor of the prior holder shall transfer to him as like a
possession.  It shall take over the will and spirit of the new priest and
make sure he does what is necessary to do the work of our God-I-can't-
pronounce-his-name-either."  Greg snickered at that.  "I
can't.  I can't even spell it close to how it should be." 


"Can
we seriously be thinking possession?" Danny asked. 


"No,
but it's an interesting note that they think their God can transfer the first
one's faith onto the second one and make him possessed.  I'd warn whatever
lawyer that he might try it too."  That got some nods.  Ryan's
phone rang so she took the book to look through, letting him shift just enough
to pull it out and disturb the cat, who huffed at him.  "Calm down,
Chocolate." 


Ryan
grinned as he answered, soothing the cat again.  "Wolfe." 
He listened, nodding.  "Yeah, it's been kinda specific, Speed. 
They've got to go back to the  statue to touch and fondle it.  Could
they be sneaking in after hours maybe?  Or maybe they just ignore it as
yearly pranks from one of the frats?"  He shrugged. "How far
back did you go?" 


She
took the phone.  "Speed, they've got to do it yearly.  No matter
what.  If that's the real statue, they've been in close proximity and their
time of year to renew looks to be around June if I'm reading right.  Yeah
and they've got to suck the essence of their God down at that time through the
statue.  Well, you could check the local ERs to see if anyone's come in
with gold poisoning or anything like that.  Or see if that's a replica and
where the original one is."  She smirked.  "Thanks,
man."  She handed it back.  Then she went back to reading. 
"Where's the Kovarn?" 


"It's
the one the kid named Xander said is in Giblik," Tony offered, tossing it
over.  She caught it and flipped through it.  "You know that
language?"  She nodded.  "How?" 


"Terrance
taught it to us one day when we finished classes early as a neat code.  I
went through all my notes with him so I saw it recently."  She
frowned, getting a new notepad and that set of notes to decrypt it. 


"If
we had McGee, he could put that on computer and do it within minutes of having
it all scanned in," Tony sighed, shaking his head. 


"Scanners
won't catch the faint marks on the margins or the raised braille, Tony." 


"There
are?"  He came over to check.  "Are they all like
that?" 


She
looked at him.  "Secret organizations often keep their secrets the
hardest way possible, with a vow of life," she said quietly. He nodded and
went back to check his book. 


"Mine's
got some," Greg offered, letting her feel it. 


She
shook her head.  "That's noting the page and source."  He
nodded, taking it back. "Also the category, demonic cults."  She
went back to hers, frowning. "Guys, eat the pizza before I do." 
They all got up to get their own pieces, Ryan hanging up after a minute. 
She took the cat back, looking at her. "Like him, princess?" 
She handed her back when Ryan sat down again.  She snuggled back into the
warm spot on his crotch and all was right in her world.  "She won't
even do that for Stan," she said dryly, shaking her head and going back to
her reading.  Warrick slid her a piece, earning a smile. "Was I a
good enough girl, mommy?" 


"No,
but you puked lunch for two hours straight.  Eat now."  She ate
it, not complaining really. 


***



"I
swear to God if you messed up my scene this time I'm skinning you both
alive," he called at the two cowering patrol officers as he walked toward
the newest one.  "I'm going to have your badges, again!" 
They whimpered. 


Catherine
patted him on the arm. "I knew you'd get my management style eventually,
Warrick."  She glared at them.  "Was she apparently
alive?" 


"We
were told to check," one whimpered. 


"I
don't care!" she shouted.  They flinched back and one ran for his
car.  She pulled her gun and he stopped, slinking back.  "Stay
there!"  He nodded, sitting down, pulling the other guy with
him.  She called the Duty Officer. "It's Demoranth.  The two
fucking imbeciles ran into our crime scene again!  Come get them before I
fucking well shoot them for it!"  She growled at the quiet question.
"Yes, I'm having a peachy fucking day!  It's only nine in the morning
and I'm on night shift!  Come get them now!  This makes three they've
rushed into and smudged the symbols.  That's making sure it goes on
longer!"  She hung up and within minutes there were sirens on their
way to them.  She growled and glared at them, making them shrink back
against the side of the car. 


"It
was more dried this time," Warrick offered.  "Not as much
damage."  He knelt down to take pictures of the smudges, making note
on his sheet what it was.  The Duty Officer parked and got out. "They
did it again." 


"You're
not even one of us," one of them complained. 


"Oh
grow the fuck up!" Catherine shouted.  They squeaked and moved back.
"We can't catch the guy if moron one and two there can't stay off the
scenes, Chief.  So either make them retrain or take their fucking badges
and put them on fucking desks on the days we're due.  There's a calendar
up!" 


"Yes,
detective.  Aren't you in Vice?"  She nodded.  "Why
did you get the serial case then?" 


"I'm
also the cult and occult specialist," she noted blandly. "These two
keep messing up the scene by running and smudging things." 


"They're
unholy!" the non-speaking one shouted, standing up. "They should be
destroyed.  They are unholy and an abomination in the eyes of God." 


"And
how do you plan on stopping them if we can't figure out who did it!" she
shouted back.  He shrank back.  "The crime scene is how we find
out who did it," she said, talking down to him. "Obviously you slept
through that week at the Academy.  Hell, I had the flu that week and even
I know that!"  He shrank back farther.  "Get him the fuck off
my scene, debrief them, and bring me the reports, Chief.  Now!" 
He nodded, taking them to his car and taking them off.  She groaned and
held her head.  "I want to kill.  Why is that a bad thing
again?" 


"Prison
food sucks." 


"Yeah,
but I'd at least get a new girlfriend."  He snickered at that,
shaking his head.  Another car pulled in and she glared at them. 
"I thought you went home, DiNozzo." 


"I
did, Gibbs sent me back.  He said you've had problems with some
rookies?" 


"Yeah,
they just left.  They decided this is an abomination and therefore should
be destroyed," Warrick called. "You can come help."  He
came over.  "Anyone else head back?" 


"No,
but we're all heading down to Miami for the next strategy meeting.  It's
clear some people could use a vacation."  He looked right at her. 


She
snorted. "I'll go race bikes with Vinnie later.  I'll be fine after I
vent."  She nodded at the body.  "Any idea where our body
haulers are?" 


"Nope,"
Warrick offered, getting back to work.  "Concrete chips." 
She came over to look.  "Old?" 


"Looks
like something you'd get in an abandoned building."  She touched it,
concentrating on the feel of it.  "It's worn smooth on both
sides.  It's been out in the open for a while now."  She handed
it to Tony to bag.  "This one should've had to do with water. 
Any indication of that?" 


Warrick
took some swabs from the exposed skin.  "Not yet."  He
capped them and moved on.  The sprinklers came on and he yelped, getting
away from them.  "Never mind." 


"Water,"
Tony offered, looking at the scene.  "She's on see-through plastic?" 
Warrick nodded. "What if we move her?" 


"Suits
me," he agreed, taking a few last pictures, then moving everything away
from the sprinklers.  "I'm guessing that was his idea of a
joke." 


"Yup,"
Tony agreed, grinning at him.  "Like a squirting flower." 


"He's
got preteen boy humor," she complained, getting down with a moan for her
knees to help.  The boys looked at her.  "I'm fine. I creak now
and then." 


"Old
houses do the same but they're still sound," Tony agreed, grinning at
her.  "So, did you like Ryan?" 


"I
like Ryan a lot, if only because he kept Chocolate from peeing on the bed
again. I'm still more oriented toward girls. It's been ages since I had a man,
Tony."  Warrick looked at her.  "I figured out they didn't
have what I wanted, namely putting up with me and my emotions."  She
shrugged.  "I haven't had a guy since my rookie year, early in my
rookie year." 


"I'd
ask if I could jump between you and your next one but you said you can't stand
cheaters so I won't," Tony teased.  She pinched him, glaring
lightly.  He grinned.  She rolled her eyes and grinned back. 
"See, calmer now."  He called his boss.  "We got the
water one, boss, and had to move it.  He put it next to a sprinkler that
drenched us.  She's on plastic.  We moved it all.  No more so
than the two patrol guys who smudged it on purpose." 


"It
was an affront to their faith," Warrick told him. 


"Warrick
said they decided it was an affront to their faith so therefore they had to
destroy it."  He smiled. "He thinks Horatio's had a few of those
over the years. Yeah, those are my notes, boss.  Yup.  Speedle is in
Cascade and checking on the validity of that statue being the real one. 
If it's not, I don't know where it could be." 


"Tell
him to get someone to do an image search for that stupid charm and
things," she ordered. 


"Good
idea.  Boss, she said to have someone do an image search online for the
charm and/or that statue.  Yeah.  I know we've seen one in Miami, one
in Cascade, and one in New York.  Thanks.  Yes, boss, the books said
it had to be a vampire.  Right now, I'm worried more about ours and then
moving on, boss."  He hung up, shaking his head.  "He
didn't like that the third guy had to be a vampire either." 


"Harris
deals with those," she admitted.   "They've got a whole
team in Sunnydale who can deal with that issue."  That got a smirk
and a nod.  "Which is probably known about in New Orleans." 


"Possibly,"
Tony agreed. 


"I
can't believe you guys believe in that stuff," Warrick said, looking at
them.  "You're both mature, well educated people.  Why do you
believe in vampires?" 


"Take
you out tonight, Warrick?" she asked with a grin. 


"After
seeing Vinnie and Throttle, you wonder?" Tony offered. 


"No,
what I'm wondering about is Greg's inclusion," she said, looking at him. 


"Greg's
always been a bit odd," Warrick offered.  "Loud music, loud
clothes." 


Tony
waved a hand. "Please, Abby's our only tech and she's so Goth it's painful
for her to see sunny yellow or pink."  Warrick shuddered. 
"We had one goth intern who bowed down to her as the true queen.  I'm
surprised at the coincidence that he knew Throttle," he offered. She
looked at him.  "He said Throttle found him broken down in the desert
and took him back to civilization." 


"I
asked him if he hit on their women too and he said the only one he'd met was
Throttle's girl," Warrick offered 


"Carbine? 
She'd break him then play with him.  She doesn't play nicely and likes to
roughhouse as much as those guys do."  They both looked
stunned.  She grinned. "You'd like Vinnie, he's got this same sense
of humor, but he's also a speed and tricks guy who thinks he's a chick
magnet.  He still hits on me now and then even though he knows I go for
girls."  She smirked. "Makes my week each and every time he does
though.  It's nice to be flirted with by someone." 


Both
men shared a look and got back to work. 


"So,
Catherine, can I talk you into a long cuddle on the beach while we're in
Miami?" 


"I
doubt we'll be there that long," she complained. 


"Oh,
yeah, we will," Warrick assured her.  "The tacticians want to go
over things." 


"I'm
staying for at least a three day weekend," Tony assured her. 
"Otherwise I might have to go to Cascade and start praying for that big
ball of DNA contributions to come back."  She snickered at that,
leaning on his arm. 


"We've
all picked on Sandburg and Speed for wishing for the sun," Warrick
promised, patting her on the back.  "Okay, still no body haulers and
there's no way I'm carting a dead body back to the station." 


Catherine
called. "Dispatch, this is Demoranth.  Did our body haulers get
eaten?  Oh, he did did he?  Thank you.  Send some now. 
Thanks. Yeah, the cult case.  No, I'll deal with that."  She got
up with a small moan and hung up, walking back to the car and climbing
in.  She dialed a number.  "Chief, it's Cat. I'm going to skin
your fucking people and use them for dildos.  Ask me if I give a shit,
boss.  First we had the people who decided to destroy the crime scene
because it's an affront to their faith, then the duty officer I called to come
get those two called off our body haulers and said it was a false call. 
This means we're out here alone, yeah boss.  Yeah, well, you better be
thankful I won't be reporting this to Vegas.  Boss, listen to the words
out of my mouth. Destroying evidence means we can't catch the asshole.  I
see you have been battled by Bethes.  Good!"  She hung up and
called down there.  "Get onto the Chief. He's sticking up for the two
patrol guys who trashed the cult crime scene again.  Yeah, them.  The
duty officer canceled it, called it a fake call.  Please."  She
smiled. "Thank you, Bethes.  Did he?  Good.  He dead
yet?"  She smiled. "Even better!  Thanks for the great
news."  She hung up and got out.  "Henderson, the call from
last night, cracked it finally.  They ran the DNA through the stuff you
left them, Warrick, and they found him."  Warrick smiled at
that.  "A two year case." 


"Glad
to have helped, wish it had been sooner," he offered. 


"Him
too.  He's going to throw a fit with the DA's office about our staffing
and machine problems."  She smirked.  "They're on their
way.  The Duty Officer stuck up for the rookies."  They both
groaned. "Exactly." 


"I
was going to ask, Catherine.  Why don't they promote you?" Tony
asked. 


"I'm
female and I stick up and yell when these things happen," she said
simply.  "Either one would keep me from advancement."  She
sat down next to him. "Either that or it's because I know what Helena went
through and that's an embarrassment to the department.  The same as I'm
one of the last on the job who had to sue the department over some very bad
bosses. Warrick, you totally done?"  He nodded, closing his case.
"Good.  Ah, the sweet sound of sirens."  She looked back as
the ambulance pulled in at high speed.  "You guys get lit again?"



"Yes,
Detective.  What happened?" 


"Two
patrols who decided this case was an affront to their god so they destroyed
evidence. I had them called for it."  They moaned. "Fortunately
it's only been a half hour."  She got up with some help from
Tony.  "Thank you.  It's apparently a bad knee day." 
She helped Warrick up.  "Take the body so we can get the cloth. 
They know how to reach us." 


"The
ME?" 


"Not
on this one.  We know when and where she died, mostly," she
admitted.  Another car pulled up and parked.  She turned and waved
the boss on.  "C'mere, boss."  He trudged over.  She
grabbed him by the neck and drug him over, letting him see the marks. 
"See, they destroyed evidence.  If the killer had dropped something
like a hair or something, something we can use to help find him and convict
him, we can't find it now thanks to them."  He groaned. 
"Yes, we had to move the body when the sprinklers came on.  Do I care
though?  This is the third one they've done it to.  I yelled the
first time.  Warrick got to yell the second time since I was behind him
thanks to a traffic stop.  This time, I want their fucking badges and I
want them the hell away from this case forever more.  The same as I want
tickets to Miami because we're going to be getting together to plan for the
major point where we might be able to catch the guy.  Comprende
vous?"  He nodded so she let him go. 


Tony
smiled and held out his hand.  "Hi, Special Agent Tony DiNozzo,
NCIS.  We're in the same triangle and I'm her liaison with the people in DC." 
The boss blanched pure white.  He smiled brighter. "Exactly. 
We've managed to keep most of the FBI out of this and to keep them from letting
this drag on longer.  Personally, my boss loves Catherine.  She came
in, told us what was going on, gave us the information, and let us handle our
end while she got the majority of the workload."  The Chief swallowed
and nodded, glancing at Catherine.  "Oh, you didn't look at anything
in the briefings?" 


"No,
not yet.  I got confused.  This is far beyond catechisms for
me." 


Tony
nodded.  "That can be a problem.  When we get that, we call
Catherine, and I'm assured we'll be doing it from now on."  Her boss
swallowed again and nodded quickly.  "Good man."  He
grinned at Catherine.  "Now, we've got a strategy and information
session in Miami coming up this weekend since this is going to be a free
weekend.  Should she bring you back anything?  T-shirt, ship in a
bottle, anything?"  He shook his head quickly.  "Pity, I
like those little ships in a bottle." 


Warrick
coughed.  "Also, Chief, some of the stuff I brought over helped her
on another case last night.  She got told Henderson finally cracked his
after two years on DNA evidence." 


"I'll
congratulate him later," he assured him, smiling happily. "Are we
nearly done?  This is starting to look really bad on us." 


"The
new information sources I found had a slight profile, boss.  It's a matter
of checking everyone in each city against it."  He slumped. 
"Which can be done a lot faster by computers.  How long did it take
McGee, Tony?" 


"Nearly
an hour. He was pissed it took so long.  No direct matches but six on the
suspect list Gibbs drew up are gone. That leaves us four and triangle one has
about ten." 


"Good,"
the Chief agreed happily.  "So, not too many more?" 


"We're
looking forward to getting to them all before he's sacrificed as the pivot
point, boss."  He frowned at her. "Our triangle's killer is the
last one to be sacrificed in this triangle.  It's the pivot point to move
into triangle four.  I put that in plain english, boss."  He
sighed and nodded, heading back to his office.  "I hate doing that to
him, but there's plenty of times when footwork doesn't work.  Even in
Vice."  Tony nodded at that.  "Okay, Warrick, want us to
accompany?" 


"Nope." 
He bagged the plastic and sealed it, then got in with the body.  "Go
collate the newest stuff, Catherine," he called as the doors were shut. 


"I'll
follow you back so I can play with your cats," Tony offered with a grin. 


"You
know I'm fine, right?" 


"Yeah. 
The same as I know if you get into following one of them, it'll be just
you.  Warrick will be behind you but he's a CSI, not a cop anymore. 
He'll hesitate to shoot."  She nodded, accepting that. 
"The boss thinks it'll matter." 


"It
could," she admitted.  "Okay, come on back, but don't nag about
the chocolate I'll be eating.  I'm feeling faint and hungry." 
He handed over a candy bar with a smirk.  "Stopped there first?"



"Yup,
and I already figured out where he hid the rest."  She snorted,
getting into her car so she could go collate information. 


***



Speed
came off the plane in Miami and sighed in relief.  "Warmth! 
Sun!"  Blair patted him on the back. "I missed this." 


"Not
too much longer and you'll be back complaining about the humidity," he
promised. 


"Horatio
said you could stay."  He grinned at him.  "It'd do you
good to get away from Ellison." 


"If
I did, he could shut down, Speed." 


"Yeah,
been meaning to talk to you about that," he admitted, walking off with him
to the baggage claim. "I got into some of your past work in some
journals.  He's one, right?"  Sandburg gave him a sideways
look.  "The Burton stuff, Blair.  I'm not that dumb." 
He got a nod.  "Okay.  That explains a lot, which makes you his
helper person."  That got another nod and a grimace.  "So
you get to be a nag for life?" 


"Yup. 
One of these decades I'll get to look back and ask myself what happened to my
career." 


"Take
off on him, Blair.  He's got to learn better." 


"I
do that he can shut down totally." 


"Hell. 
So you can't get that far away?" 


"Not
without him consenting," he said bitterly. "Otherwise yeah, I'd be
staying.  I could've already presented my thesis and two others at the
very least."  He pulled his hair back into a ponytail. 
"I'm going to be the world's oldest grad student." 


"Present
something, Blair.  Then get ready to hear the fit.  He's resistant to
change." 


"No,
ya think?" he snorted. 


Speed
nudged him.  "When was the last time you dated?" 


"Been
a long, long time.  The last time I truly dated, I screwed it up for a
case with him.  She was perfect, man, and I screwed it for Jim." 


"Yeah,
time to move onto your own life again.  As I read it, I noticed something.
You're not his slave, Sandburg.  You're his Guide.  Big
difference.  A guide is a teacher, not a pet."  They walked into
baggage claim and found Horatio and Eric there.  "You got through
security for us?" 


"We
were avoiding any possible chance of him being kidnaped again," Eric
assured him. 


Speed
snorted.  "It's only happened twice since I was up there, guys."



Blair
looked at him. "Three times but I bit one of them and they ran away
screaming and crying.  One of my students."  Speed shook his
head, hanging it slightly.  "Sorry."  He grinned at Horatio. 
"Are we meeting tonight or can I spend some time soaking up heat from the
sand so I can store it for later?" 


Horatio
smirked.  "You can soak up the sun for now, Blair.  We're
meeting tomorrow.  Gibbs' team is in with Catherine but Tony drug her out
to the beach once he made her shave too." 


Blair
grinned. "She hasn't had much of a reason to."  He grabbed his
bag then tossed Speed his, getting a nod.  "Okay, let's go to the
hotel.  Are we somewhere nice?" 


"You
are," he promised, leading the way out. 


"Did
you miss the big ball of glowing DNA?" Eric teased. 


Speed
pulled him closer and gave him a noogie.  "Shut up, Eric. 
That's already old."  He let him go.  "Come on.  I
could use some heat myself.  I'm still sniffling." 


"I
wonder who's watching Catherine's cats," Blair said as he walked. 


"She
said someone named Vinnie was coming in to feed them.  Him and some guy
named Xander."  He shrugged.  "Not a clue.  Last time
I talked to her she was threatening them if something happened to her
babies."   He smirked at Eric.  "Then again I hear one
of them loved Wolfe." 


"Oh,
yeah," he agreed dryly.  "She told him the only one who that cat
liked beside her was the guy who might as well be her brother.  The little
princess laid there all night." 


"Chocolate
did?" Blair asked.  Eric looked over and nodded. 
"Wow.  She ran from me, even when I had food for her." 


"She
runs from everyone according to Catherine," Horatio assured him, smirking
at him.  They walked outside and both Speed and Blair tipped their heads
up and sighed in pleasure.  "To the hummer, boys." 


"I'll
bend my eco rules this once," Blair agreed, walking with his head still
tipped up and smiling brightly.  "I'm too close to getting off to
care if I have to live in a gas mask for the rest of my life." 


Speed
nudged him.  "Behave." 


"I
try sometimes."  He grinned at him. 


"Try
harder, mom." 


"Gee,
thanks, kid.  Have you eaten yet today?  I'm sure I can make Horatio
stop somewhere to get you food." 


"I
gained three pounds, quit!"  He gave him another shove. 


"Good,
then Alexx can quit nagging me," Eric said, grinning at them. 
"She's scary." 


"Yes,
she is.  I want to be far, far away when Blair and she meet.  How's
my place?" 


"Doing
good.  I water your plants when I remember." 


"Yeah,
me too."  He shrugged and they headed there.  "Am I going
home, H?"  He nodded.  "Thanks.  I could change out
some of my clothes." 


"Drop
things and go to the beach with Blair, Speed.  You need to soak up heat
too, before she hears you have the sniffles." 


"Not
my fault, man, it's rained for the last three weeks straight!" 


"Now
you know why I keep a true Pagan altar to the Gods of the Sun, man,"
Sandburg noted.  "The same as I pray at it every day." 
Speed nodded, he had a miniature one in his hotel room.  "Did you
remember to tell her you wouldn't be back for a few days?" 


"I
did.  She said that was fine.  They'd go in and air it out, change
the sheets and that stuff."  He settled in with a sigh in the front
seat. "Comfy seats.  I'm driving a compact sedan." 


"So
I take it you won't be staying?" Eric teased as he got in next to Blair,
who buckled up and settled in, falling asleep pretty quickly. 


Speed
looked back as they backed out.  "Nope.  I'm trying to recruit
him to come down here to finish his education and work.  He's been in
Cascade since he started school, with the exception of going on digs and
expeditions.  At least until he met Ellison." 


"Are
they okay?" Horatio asked quietly, heading out of the parking garage now
that the car behind him had moved so he could finish turning around. 
"Ellison called to warn me to take care of Blair for him.  Or
else." 


"It's
an odd thing, H, and I've got it."  That got a nod.  "He'll
be fine.  Some time off will do him good." 


"Good." 
He headed for Speed's house, and the hotel just up the street from it. 
"Everyone else is staying up at the Regent," he offered. 
"Catherine and NCIS are already.  Mac and his team are coming in
early tomorrow, we'll sit down to brainstorm starting at lunch. With any luck
we've got the lists narrowed down a lot more than we had last week." 


"I've
got ours narrowed down to four names, H."  Horatio smiled at
him.  "Unless they broke the rules." 


"Still,
it's good to have so few.  What about the Sunnydale thing?" 


"She's
briefed some people in Sunnydale who can handle that stuff and they're hunting
him.  They'll get him right after we do probably since we've got a member
of their team with us for the moment.  Since we've got all the research
materials and he's guarding them for the owner." 


"Interesting. 
I want a full briefing, Speed.  Everything." 


"Tonight?"



"Dinner? 
I'll cook," Horatio offered. 


"Sure,
I can do that.  Can I bring the beer?" 


"Works
for me," he agreed, smirking at him.  He pulled up in front of his
house and held out his keys.  Speed grinned and snatched them, then jogged
up to his house.  He was home!  At least for a weekend.  Horatio
drove on, taking Blair to his hotel.  "Eric?"  He nudged
Blair, waking him up.  "We're nearly there, Blair.  Speed's
place is just up the street.  Catherine and the team from NCIS is already
in.  The Vegas crew is getting in tonight.  New York tomorrow
morning.  Sleep on the beach for a while." 


"Remember
to apply sunscreen," Eric teased. 


"Not
a problem.  That's one thing a hairy chest is good for." 


"Down
here the girls like shaven guys."  He shrugged. "It's a local
thing." 


"I'll
think about it."  He slid out and waved, taking his bag inside. 
"Hi, reservation under Sandburg?"  They pulled it up and smiled
at him, getting him in within moments and handing him a key. 
"Nearest beach?"  They pointed.  "Thanks." 
He headed up to his room and went to shave. He could use some female adoration.



***



Catherine
looked up as someone laid down beside her and grinned. "Hey, Blair." 


"Hey,
Cat.  Tanning?" 


"Finally!" 
He grinned and laid down on his front.  "Anything good?" 


"We're
down to three on our list." 


"I'm
down to two and I'm about to go all me on them."  He laughed at
that.  "I am."  She shifted some.  "This is
nice.  I needed this." 


"You
and me both.  God I miss the sun." 


"How
do you know the eagle can fly if you don't push him out of the nest,
Blair?" 


He
looked at her.  "You sound suspiciously like a wolf I see now and
then."  She just smirked. "You're human right?"  She
handed him the bottle of sunscreen and she was definitely warm and human
flesh.  "Thanks.  It could shut him down." 


She
looked at him.  "Call him tonight, tell him I set you up with the
local department to talk about teaching down here after you've done your
presentation.  Which, by the way, do soon.  I'm tired of watching you
mope over your career, Blair."  He nodded at that.  "Good
boy.  You do that and present something.  Anything." 


"I've
got three topics I can type up this weekend," he admitted.  "If
I'm not interrupted I can have it fully finished within the month." 


"See,
you have a plan.  Present it.  Start looking at the opportunities
going this summer." 


"Anymore
I'm not even asked," he complained. 


"Yeah,
and point that out.  Heavily.  Guilt the asshole, Blair.  Your
life isn't on hold for his nor are you wearing a jeweled collar or cock
ring.  He's worse than some abusive spouses I've seen."  She
relaxed again.  "End of the lecture.  The sun feels too nice to
go on." 


He
chuckled weakly and nodded. "I know. I'm thinking.  Speed wants me to
move down here.  I have had an offer from New York." 


"Did
we find the real statue?" 


"Yeah,
it's in your city." 


"Fuck
me.  Did I check the reports already?" 


"Warrick
did.  He said you were napping.  Are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine.  He's treating me like I'm a baby.  Nice in some ways but I'm
still a fully functioning cop, even with the new diabetes they tell me I
have." 


"That's
gotta be interesting.  The last time I saw you at work, you lived on Ben
and Jerry's."  She nodded, smirking slightly.  "Catching up
to you?" 


"My
weight.  With the wonderful addition of me being allergic to one of the
pills." 


"Eww. 
You good?" 


"I'm
fine. I'll be chasing someone down soon."  She glanced around.
"You're facing behind us.  Who's spying?" 


"Gibbs
and DiNozzo." 


"Hi,
guys," she called, waving a hand.  "We take worshipers." 


Ryan
sat beside her.  "I would but you like girls." 


She
smiled at him, then patted him on the head.  "I used to like guys,
but they refused to listen to me complain about bad days." 


"No,
I've had those, but I'd have to clean on you, Catherine." 


"Hey,
clean all you want.  Kitty fur is ubiquitous.  You'll be cleaning
forever."  She grinned at him.  "But I would expect oral
sex at least nightly." 


"I
could live with that, but you'd have to move.  I like Miami, hurricanes
and all." 


"Right
about now, I'm ready to punt Chicago.  Ask me in two weeks,
dear."  He grinned and nodded.  "You can help me sedate the
kitties too."  He nodded stronger at that, making her giggle. 
"She does miss you." 


"I
miss her.  She fit very nicely in my lap."  He looked up as Tony
joined them. "No boss?" 


"He
went for coffee."  He sat down on Blair's other side. 
"We're worried.  He's got to be in town and the boss thinks that he's
going to try to steal someone." 


"Is
this like Clue?" she asked.  He nodded.  She sighed. 
"If anyone he'd be taking one of the few females, Tony.  It's our
turn this time. The next body might be Blair's since it yearns for the
sun.  This time it's our turn.  If it does happen, then I'll do what
I can to help.  My people have ways." 


"That
stuff works?" Blair asked.  She stared at him. 
"Sure.  Can you find the killer?" 


"I
need something of his, Blair.  I also need to know him.  I can call
in a major favor to get someone down here to track any of us who're
missing.  If it becomes me, well....  Call Helena and have her call
one of my contacts.  She'll know who to call who'd know me."  He
nodded at that.  "Personally, I'd take Abby.  She's the one not
carrying the gun." 


"Which
is why she's got a bodyguard in Delko," Tony assured him. 
"Danny when he comes in." 


"Good." 
She closed her eyes again.  "I'm still baking." 


"Good.
You could use some more sunscreen," Tony offered.  He tossed Wolfe
the bottle. "You're closer." 


"Thanks." 
He got her oiled up again, only getting a few moans.  "Hey, Blair,
Speed said you're thinking about coming down here.  I know someone in the
local Anthro department if you want introduced." 


"I
might.  I'm still thinking."  He grinned at him. 
"It's all right, guys.  Really.  I'll be fine."  Speed
flopped down at his feet and gave him a nudge, pointing at the bikinis up the
beach.  "Oooh, nice," he moaned. 


She
looked and shook her head.  "Too skinny.  Give me a real,
healthy woman any day."  Ryan nodded at that.  She grinned at
him.  "Does that mean we should put one between us?" 


"You
are, Catherine.  Your sugar going off isn't going to change
that."  He grinned. "Besides, down here you'd sweat most of it
off and your diet would be easier and filled with more fruit
naturally."  He finished up on her ankle and tossed the bottle at
Speed.  "You're pale." 


"Thanks,
Wolfe."  He got to work on his own chest, arms, and legs.  Tony
got his back for him.  "Thanks to you too, Tony." 


"Not
an issue."  Gibbs came back and he grinned at him.  "Bikini
watching, boss." 


"I
can see that."  He sat down beside Wolfe and sighed in
pleasure.  "It's been too long since I got to enjoy the sun." 


"Yeah,
it has," he agreed.  Of course, his pager went off.  "That
had better be my mother," he warned, pulling it out. He pulled out his
phone. "Yeah, Alexx?"  He grinned and nodded.  "No,
we're on the beach by Speed's house with Catherine and Blair, plus Tony and
Gibbs.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "She's at your place
with cookies, Speed."  He groaned and shook his head.  "The
new weight does you good, man."  He grinned at him. 


"It's
three whole pounds." 


"I'm
an excellent cook and I made him eat," Blair said sleepily.  By the
time Alexx got there he was snoring. 


"Awww,
that poor baby," she said, kissing Speed on the cheek.  "You
gained weight, I'm so proud!" she praised.  He pointed at Blair. 


Catherine
looked from Alexx to Speed and back.  "Really young accident?"
she teased. 


"Oh,
you know it.  You got any?" 


"Five
cats.  It's enough." 


Alexx
laughed.  "If you say so, sweetie. You are?" 


"Catherine
Demoranth."  She shook her hand limply.  "Basking. 
Move slightly?  You're in my sun."  She moved and Catherine
smiled, drifting off. 


Ryan
looked at Tony.  "How many cases is she working?" 


"Four,
five, something like that. She's still on call for consults from Homicide and
Sex Crimes, plus the struggling people in Vice. Last night she snuck out to
some leather club to bust someone in there.  Vinnie and Throttle drug her
back home." 


"Wonderful." 
Alexx sat down, smiling at him. "Which one are you again?" 


"Tony,
Gibbs' second at NCIS."  He shook her hand.  "You must be
Alexx.  I've heard good things about you from Ducky." 


"He
is a sweet old coot."  She smiled at Gibbs.  "I guess that
would make you Gibbs?" 


"Yes,
ma'am.  Leroy Jethro Gibbs.  Boss to that insanity and the other
insane ones."  He grinned at her laugh. "You think I'm
kidding?  Abby's walking around somewhere with a black umbrella." 


"She
went for tea, boss."  Tony looked at the sleeping people, then at
Speed.  "Why is it that they do so much more than us?" 


"Because
they've let others know they can do things like that."  He gave him a
wise look.  "Sandburg is yelled for throughout the building for
consultation about the college, the college's clubs, how to break someone in
interrogation.  All that, plus Ellison's cases, plus a full course load,
plus his thesis.  Plus babying Ellison." 


"You
know, he's probably listening somehow," Blair complained, looking down at
him.  He looked around. "Yup, thought so.  Up by the
hotel.  Come on down, Jim, before I start he flashing lights." 
He looked at Alexx.  "Did you teach him to shut me up when I'm
lecturing by putting a spoon in my mouth?" 


"No,
sugar, I didn't.  I'll spank him for that." 


"Alexx,
it's been like a year's worth of college in the last few months. He explains
*everything* to me." 


"We
should get him and Ducky together, boss." 


"Last
time they were, they got lost for two days talking about some obscure tribe
Ducky treated as a doctor and Blair studied with while he was ten," Gibbs
offered.  He shrugged at the amused looks.  "It took us two days
to find them in the same spot we had left them in.  We're not sure if they
ever left that booth since they were in the same clothes and needed a
bath." 


"Picking
on Ducky means his harem comes after you," Blair assured him.  He
grinned at Alexx again.  "I made him gain weight but the constant
rain we've had is giving him sniffles. He should clear up before we've got to
go back, and hopefully we'll get to import some sunshine with us." 


"I'd
hope so," she agreed, smoothing through Speed's hair.  
"You got it trimmed too short, baby." 


"I
know, mom.  Quit."  He shook her off. "How do you expect me
to pick up women when you're playing with my hair?  Play with Tony's
hair.  He could use it." 


"I'd
rather not be hit on by the married women, I might forget and be blinded by her
brilliant mind and humble beauty."  She chuckled and hugged him.
"Thanks, Alexx." 


"DiNozzo,
can you *not* pick up women now and then?" Gibbs complained. 


"No,
boss, they're drawn to me like magnets." 


"Don't
say that around Calleigh.  She'll try to knee you," Ryan offered. 


"I've
seen her.  I'd never get anything done for the first month since I'd be
blinded by her." 


Speed
looked at him.  "I'm telling her you said that."  He looked
at Catherine, then at Alexx.   "How's her diet, Tony?" 


"She's
fine, Speed.  Leave it alone.  She's adjusting already." 


"Good."



"What's
wrong?" 


"Newly
diabetic," Blair offered, taking one of the cookies from the tin in her
lap.  He moaned at the taste.  "You do this so much better than
I do."  He turned and looked then pulled something out of his hair
and stuck it in the sand, activating it.  Up the beach, a few dogs started
to howl.  Jim came jogging down and turned it off, wincing in pain.
"I told you to get down here, Jim.  Quit being an
asshole."  He looked at Alexx.  "Sorry." 


"Not
a problem, baby.  Eric said you've been mothering my poor Speedy for
me."  He nodded.  "Has he been good?" 


"Very
good and I kept all the sleazy women off him.  He's only met the nicer
women."  She smiled at that.  "Been on a few dates." 


"I
have, and they were smart and nice," Speed agreed.  Apparently Blair
was going to cover up the few women he'd brought home, which was what friends
were for.  Jim gave him a look.  "Jim Ellison, this is Alexx
Woods, our ME and my adoptive mother.  This is Ryan Wolfe, the other
member of our team."  Ryan waved.  "I'm sure you've met
Gibbs and DiNozzo recently?" 


"I've
talked to them," he admitted, shaking hands all around.  "Quit
trying to take Blair, all right?" 


"Then
let him have his own life," Tony said simply, staring at him over the top
of his sunglasses. 


"DiNozzo,
we don't get into the middle of domestic issues," Gibbs said quietly. 


"We're
not together that way," Jim assured him. 


"No,
Blair's his faithful puppy," Speed told him.  He stared Jim
down.  "Remember, some of us are the sort to protect people if they need
it.  That means we'll be fussing over Catherine's diet and we'll be
fussing over Blair too." 


"Fine." 
He sat down.  "He can't go that far." 


"He
could but you'd have to go with him," Speed corrected.  He nodded at
that, looking at the sand.  "So, time to make some decisions,
Ellison.  Remember, he's got a career too." 


"Yeah,
I know.  It's not fair to him to keep him chained to my side." Blair
looked at him.  "I got the second leash comment, Chief." 
He looked at Alexx.  "Can I have a cookie? Blair's a holy terror
about my cholesterol."  She smiled and held them out, letting him
have one.  "Thank you, Alexx." 


"You're
welcome, but someone will be explaining this to me."  She looked over
Catherine.  "She looks tired." 


"She
is," Tony agreed.  "Case last night.  Case the night
before.  Consult the night before that."  Alexx stared at
him.  He nodded.  "They abuse her horribly.  Oh, boss,
forgot to tell you, I warned her boss off her six again.  She had to yell
at some patrol idiots who intentionally kept damaging the scenes." 
Gibbs moaned.  "He backed the patrol guys." 


"She's
got enough time in to retire and move departments.  She's still pretty
young," Jim admitted.  "She could move somewhere like here and
be wonderful in the department.  Even in Vice since I heard down here
works in teams and trios.  Unlike her home department that hasn't had
partners in years."  Gibbs glared at him. "Truth.  She
hasn't had one in years due to the budget." 


"Fuck,"
he muttered under his breath.  Horatio came down to join them. 
"They let you get free?" 


"My
boss demanded I come recruit."  He grinned. "Anyone want to come
work here?" 


"I'm
thinking about it if Blair is," Jim offered quietly, looking at him. 


"I
realize why that is, Jim, and you'd be under us.  You'd be with Frank and
Yelina."  That got a faint smile and a nod.  "Is she
actually sleeping?"  Gibbs poked her and she grunted, shifting onto
her side and curling up.  "I guess she is tired." 


"She
is," Tony agreed. "I can't keep up with her." 


"I
can't keep up with her and I ran Speed and Ellison into the ground last
week," Blair admitted. 


"Unfortunately,
crime doesn't stop for any of us," Horatio placated.  "Their
Vice department is horribly understaffed and they're missing her greatly. 
That's why they've been having her come back to help between drops." 


"Which
is why she's tired and sore," Gibbs agreed.  "She could use some
time off." 


"Her
boss said she can't," Horatio admitted.  "I talked to him about
the cases up there." 


"He's
got not a clue; Warrick and I had to point out that he had all the information
already and he hadn't looked at it."  Horatio moaned. 
"Plus, he took up for two patrol guys who were ruining scenes because it
was an affront to their God.  I'm sorry, Horatio, but Warrick had to
import DNA scanners.  It solved a two-year-old cult out of Sex Crimes that
was hurting little kids.  They're not using her correctly." 


"To
them she's like a water buffalo.  She'll keep going until the day she
dies, either from gunshot wound or not," Blair agreed bitterly. 
"They do the same thing to Jim." 


"Simon
tries to soften it and I do get to have those weekends off, Chief," he
noted patiently. 


"Jim,
everyone but you gets standard weekends off.  They switch off which
weekends they get.  You're the only guy there who has to
*ask*.   The same as she doesn't get time off, ever.  Her or
Helena." 


"I
wouldn't mind having Helena down here," Horatio offered, "but she'd
have to leave her boyfriend at home.  I don't think I could put up with
him in town." 


Catherine
gasped and sat up, holding her head.  Ryan took her hand to hold, speaking
quietly in her ear.  She nodded and relaxed again.  "Sorry,
flashback." 


"Not
a problem.  I have them too," Gibbs promised, patting her on the
shoulder.  "You okay?" 


"Yeah,
I'm fine.  Are they supposed to come more often when your blood sugar is
swinging?"  He shrugged.  "I need to find that out.  I
haven't had that one in years." 


"Catherine,
my boss said I was to come be pushy and offer you a position down here," Horatio
offered with a slight smile.  "All the sun and humidity you could
want.  All the time to ride your bike that you want.  Homicide or
Vice."  She blinked at him.  "Really."  She
sniffled and hugged him, nodding.  "Shh, we'll work out the
details."  He patted her on the back.  "Go back to sleep,
but flip over before you burn."  She nodded and did that, letting
Ryan oil her back.  He smiled at his guy. 


"Don't
even think about joining the group, DiNozzo," Gibbs warned. 


He
grinned. "Would I do that, boss?  Get someone's hopes up?" 


"Yes,"
he said. "You're a merciless tease." 


"Well,
yeah, but not at work, boss.  I try very hard not to tease at
work."  He grinned at Alexx.  "See what I have to put up
with to watch his six?" 


"And
a fine six it is," she agreed, making him blush and shake his head. 


"You
don't think so?" 


"Boss,
pretty sure I've proven over the years that I like my women," he squeaked.



Horatio
chuckled.  "Nice one, Jethro." 


"Thanks,
Horatio."  He smirked at his underling.  "Go find a bikini
to torment, DiNozzo." 


"Fine."
He got up and hauled Speed with him.  Speed did get a cookie before they
went hunting together. 


Alexx
sighed. "It's good to see him that playful.  He needed it." 


"We
all needed it," Horatio assured her.  "Some more than others. 
Mac's team is very tense." 


"Does
that mean we're expanding, boss?" Ryan asked.  "We could use
some more techs too." 


Horatio
chuckled.  "You're very greedy today, Mr. Wolfe." 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted.  "Then I won't be the new guy on the team anymore. 
Just not Monroe, okay?" 


"Please. 
I'd stay in Cascade if you hired her," Jim offered. 


"No,
I'd never do that to Mac," Horatio promised with a smile for them. 
He stood up.  "I'm going back to the hotel.  Anyone want to come
with me?"  He helped Alexx up and took her arm, Jethro following. 


Blair
moved his towel further away to give each pair of people some privacy so he
could talk with Jim in private. 


***



Danny
came off the plane and sighed in pleasure.  "Warmth!"  He
headed for the sign saying 'baggage claim'. 


"It's
not like it's winter, Messer," Flack said from behind him. 
"Slow down." 


"Bite
me." 


"You'd
yell if I bit you and then I'd get in trouble from Mac." 


"Children,"
Stella said fondly.  "Quit!" 


"Yes,
mom," they complained, then Flack grinned at her.  She swatted
him.  "You're going to be on the beach with us, right, Stella?" 


"If
we get any beach time," she agreed. 


"We
worked it into the schedule," Mac promised from behind them, rolling his eyes. 
Sheldon and Lindsey had offered and fought to stay home from this since they
weren't really involved in this case.  Apparently she hated to lay on the
beach and he had an open case he wanted to finish immediately.  He
applauded that mentality but sometimes you had to have two days off in a
row.  He followed them into the baggage claim, finding Speed sitting there
with the paper.  "You just got back and you're already here?" he
teased. 


Speed
looked at him. "Horatio got sucked into a meeting with his boss over a few
of the others wanting to leave their versions of hell."  He shrugged.
"Eric's picking up someone outside."  He pointed at the
belt.  "That one's yours."  He went back to his newspaper. 


Danny
sat down next to him, hugging him.  "Hi, Speed.  How's
Cascade?" 


"Dreary
again."  He showed him the weather report, getting a grimace.
"Three weeks of rain.  I know why people keep shrines to the sun up
there now. I've still got the sniffles."  He turned the page and went
back to scanning for something to read.  "I'm taking you guys to the
hotel so you can have breakfast.  We're starting at lunch, which means one
around here.  Promptly." 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed, going to get his bag.  "I ate on the plane." 


"Yeah,
and I had to make you share," Flack complained. 


"You
could've stopped to get real food," he complained back. 


"Boys,
it's undignified to start this conference off with childish bickering. 
Just kiss and grope to make it better," Speed said, lowering his paper to
look at them.  "Really.  We don't care.  We're the second
highest gay boy capitol of the world."  Danny blushed at that and Don
gaped.  "Then I suggest you quit unless you want me to sic Sandburg
on you two.  I'm sure he's got a great lecture somewhere on gay
culture."  He went back to his reading, accepting Stella's kiss on
the cheek.  "Thanks, Stella.  How's New York?" 


"Tense. 
We had an officer shot in our precinct recently.  It became our secondary
case." 


"I
understand that.  I've been helping pick the new lab head for Cascade
since their two heads were suspended pending the outcome of the indictments
against them."  He stood up and folded up his paper, looking at
them.  "Did it eat the rest of your stuff?"  Mac pointed at
the cart. "Good, then let's pick up Eric and go." 


Danny
found Eric chatting with the woman and slid up to him. "Eric," he
cooed. 


"Don't
even try it, Messer."  He gave his head a shove. "Sorry,
counterpart from New York.  They're in for an information switch. 
Gotta go," he said with a wink. "Tonight?" 


"If
you're sure you're free." 


He
nodded.  "Oh, I will be." 


"Delko,
quit picking up women," Speed ordered.  "Especially wearing your
badge, man!"  He walked off shaking his head.  "I'm telling
Horatio." 


"You
do that, he'll ask why you're not." 


"I
did pick up a few very nice women in Cascade, thank you.  They're smart,
funny, and charming.  One's even offered to relocate."  He
smirked at his best friend.  "Top that." 


"I
got offered a proposal this morning."  He grinned. 


"How
drunk was she?" 


"Very. 
Alexx was complaining about lack of grandkids, decided she might have to have
another one soon."  Speed moaned, shaking his head.  "She
offered to give my mother someone to coo over instead of me, I thought it was
really sweet." 


"Eric,
remember, vodka and Alexx, bad combination."  He got them into the
hummers and slid in to drive.  "Who's riding with me?" 


"Oooh,
I am," Flack said. He slid into the front seat.  Danny pouted but got
into the back. 


"Oh,
no, you two will play the whole way in and annoy him. He'll drop you into the
ocean," Stella said, hauling him out.  He got handed to Eric.
"Keep him.  Please."  She got into the back. 


Eric
looked at him. "You get shotgun then."  Danny grinned and got
in, letting Mac get the back seat of that one. "Welcome to our rolling
labs, boys."  He started the engine and backed out, heading for the
exit.   "That just leaves the Vegas crew.  They caught a
multiple and were made to handle it.  We know Warrick and Greg are coming
down.  We're not sure about Nick yet." 


"That
sucks," Danny agreed.  "Nick okay?" 


"Yeah,
he's okay.  Tired but okay from what Greg said last night.  The boss
over Grissom is an asshole but he's okay." 


"Language,"
Mac said patiently.  "Ecklie isn't that bad." 


"Ecklie's
the one who makes Nick work full shifts the night before they get the body
dump.  They're all night shift." 


Mac
hissed.  "Okay, that I can agree with him being an
asshole."  Eric nodded.  He looked in the back. "You've got
sampling equipment?" 


"Some,
but we've also got computer gear and fingerprint-sending capable systems. 
Plus we've got a way to download video and picture from here to the
office." 


"Nice."



"Bet
the paperwork to replace one is more than ours is to replace our SUVs,"
Danny teased. 


"You
have no idea," Eric moaned.  "Wolfe got hit broadside by an
officer in a chase, an unannounced traffic chase.  Wolfe had pulled over
and he missed the corner, slamming into him. Wolfe didn't make it out of the
office for two days."  Danny moaned at that.  "It wasn't
even his fault but IAB came down to see too.  It's insane if you even
scratch one.  We've all bought touch up pens for things like parking lot
dings." 


Danny
snickered. "I guess it could be worse.  You could be sneaking around
at night to pull out the smaller dents." 


"No,
nothing dents this thing short of a real crash.  That's why we drive the
hummers, that and the times we have to go into the Everglades."  He
pulled into the hotel's parking lot.  "Here we are.  There's a
nice place inside so you can make up for what Don stole, Danny.  We'll be
in the meeting room at one.  If Horatio gets out early he might join you
guys earlier, but he's still probably at the stupid meeting."  He
shrugged. 


"Why?"
Mac asked. 


"Warrick
and DiNozzo had to stick up for Catherine, again.  She's also working
multiple cases in addition to this one. Plus she's just found out she's
diabetic.  By the way she's touchy if you try to help her with her
diet.  She snapped at Blair last night and made him pout.  Speed took
the direct route and smacked her upside the head, told her to quit.  She's
got some medicine allergies and things so she's had a crappy month." 


"Understood,"
Danny agreed. "Subtle encouragement?" 


"Nope. 
She was eating eggs and ham for breakfast.  She's doing okay, it's just that
she slips now and then.  She'll figure it out when it starts to make her
feel bad."  They nodded and got out, and he parked the hummer once
they had their bags, heading down to browse the beach.  He saw Catherine
down there with her 'I read therefore I am smart' t-shirt on and the shallow
people giving her odd looks while they stayed far away from her.  "Do
they think literacy is a communicable disease?" he teased. 


"Apparently." 
She closed her book and looked up at him.  "What?" 


"The
guys from New York are in." 


"Good. 
Did someone warn them not to take the muffins from my hand?" 


"I
warned Danny and Mac you were touchy about that.  You're doing okay and
you'll figure what's making you feel bad and how to balance it out." 
He sat beside her, looking at her. "I'd be testy too.  All of a
sudden you're sick, people are pushy, and then you have to go off on them when
they take your food.  We do it to Marisol now and then and she smacks the
hell out of us for it."  She smiled at that.  "You
okay?" 


"I'm
good.  Kinda wobbly.  I was going to go up for early for lunch. 
Join me?  Since I know you won't steal my food." 


He
grinned. "Sure." He stood up and helped her up, letting her gather
her things.  "You didn't burn yesterday.  Most people do their
first day out here." 


"I'm
good at tanning.  It's nice that you guys have sun."  She smiled
at Horatio when he joined them at the edge of the beach.  "Looking
for me?" 


"Of
course."  He pulled her away, speaking quietly.  She squealed
and hugged him, making him smile and pat her on the back. "Once this is
done.  Give us a week's warning, Catherine, all right?" 


"Sure. 
It's going to take me longer than that to pack everything and haul the cats
down here.  Especially since most of the guys I know ride
bikes."  He smiled and led her back to Eric.  "We're
heading to an early lunch.  Join us?" 


"No,
I'm eating with Marisol," he admitted with a smile. "I'll make sure
she's not jealous."  He winked and walked off, going to gather Eric's
sister. 


Eric
grinned at her.  "It's odd, he's dating my sister, but it's making
them happy and him blush now and then. I'm good with that alone."  He
walked her back to the hotel, running into Danny.  "Sunscreen, Danny,
and remember to come back at one." 


"I
know.  I've got a watch alarm," he agreed, heading for the beach. 


They
passed Don, who was heading the same way.  "Danny's down there,"
Eric called. 


"That's
fine, the beach is big enough for both of us to watch the pretty girls
walk." 


He
let her go up to her room to put things up then led her into lunch, finding
Ryan in there.  "Wolfe.  Nothing going on at the office?" 


"Nope.
The other newbie has it today and Speed's on call today to mentor him. 
Thankfully. He's sucking all my energy out."  He smiled at her and
got up to help her into her seat, pushing it in slightly.  "What did
you feel like?" 


"Something
with chicken and bacon that doesn't come with a salad." 


"Doable. 
They make a great chicken club," Ryan offered, handing her a menu with a
grin.  He grinned at Eric.  "I saw Horatio and Marisol. 
They looked happy." 


"They
are. That's the only reason I'm not butting in," he admitted dryly, taking
his own menu.  Stella walked in and he stood up, Ryan right behind
him.  She smiled and joined them, sitting between the guys. 
"Stella, not heading for the beach?" 


"I
missed breakfast.  I got up late." 


Catherine
looked at her, then at Ryan.  "Someone took my muffins from me."



"Sorry." 
He grinned cutely.  "I'll be a better boy." 


"You
do that, precious."  She patted him on the cheek, then nodded.
"I like your idea and it comes with baked fries." 


Stella
stole Eric's menu, looking it over.  "Ooooh, real food.  I
haven't had real food in a few days.  We've been living on takeout while
we weed down our suspect list." 


Catherine
looked around, frowning.  "Someone is watching us."  She
nodded at Jim when she spotted him, noticing he was scanning too. 
"Crap."  She frowned, going on.  She and Jim were both
looking the wrong direction for the gunshot however.  She ducked, and
pulled, heading toward them.  She saw the person running. "Police,
freeze!" she yelled, heading after her.  "Fuck fuck fuck fuck
fuck me!" she chanted as she ran.  Jim was right behind her. 
Tony had joined them sometime, taking point.  They ran out into the
parking lot, firing on the car she was speeding away in.  Tony hit a tire,
impressing the hell out of her, and Ellison hit the other one. 
"Okay, I need range time. You two are much better than me," she
admitted as they headed after her.  "You know, we could probably use
the local PD," she joked as they came up to where she was resting against
the airbag. 


"Damn
you're fast," Eric complained from behind them.  "She
alive?" 


Jim
looked and nodded.  "Breathing, unconscious.  Tony, cuffs?"



"I
was headed out to bikini watch." 


"Here,"
Ryan offered, handing his over. 


"We
really should do this part, guys," Eric offered, coming over to cuff her
and assess her.  "She's going to need the paramedics.  She hit
it pretty hard.  Her nose is dripping."  Ryan called it
in.  He looked at them.  "Did you teleport, Tony?" 


"Not
quite.  I was coming down the stairs when I heard someone shout 'police,
freeze'."  Eric pointed at Catherine.  He looked at her.
"Did *you* teleport?" 


"She
shot at us!" she defended.  "Is Stella okay?" 


"She's
fine, she's saving us a table," Ryan admitted, waving the paramedics over.
"She's a suspect.  She shot at us.  I consider her very
rude."  He got out of the way, letting them have her.  He looked
at everyone, staring at Eric, who shrugged and headed with her. 
"Thanks." 


"Yeah,
you owe me," he called back, climbing into the back of the ambulance with
her.  "Secure the scene." 


"Yes,
mother."  He looked around, then handed her his keys.  "I'm
driving the Corolla over there.  Can you please get my kit, Cat?" 


"Sure." 
She walked off, ignoring the use of the pet name for now.  She found it in
the trunk and brought it back, handing it to him with a grin.  Then she
handed back his keys.  "Even restarted the alarm." 


"Thank
you."  He kissed her on the cheek.  "Tony, take her back
inside.  If we need a statement we can get it in there so she can
eat." 


"I'm
fine, Ryan.  You fuss horribly."  He gave her a look that made
her feel funny and she relented, letting Tony drag her off. "Should I
order for you?" 


"Get
me whatever you're having if it's that club.  Chips instead of
fries.  I'll order a water when I get back." 


"Sure." 
She smiled at Tony.  "Hi again." 


"Hi." 
He put an arm around her shoulders, running into Gibbs and hotel
security.  "Ryan's got the car.  Eric's got the suspect who shot
at her and Stella." 


"We
were with Eric and Ryan," she offered. "It could've been one of
Delko's many women I keep hearing about." 


"Guys
like him don't make them psycho.  They keep themselves ready for his
pleasure."  He walked her inside.  "We're going to
lunch."  He walked her back to the restaurant and over to where
Stella was sitting with another woman.  "Hi, Tony DiNozzo,
NCIS.  You?" he asked, smiling and shaking her hand. 


"Marisol
Delko.  Big sister to the brat." 


He
chuckled. "He went with the suspect."  He sat Catherine down
then sat between her and Stella.  "Well, this is a lunch I can starve
during.  Three pretty women." 


"I'm
taken," Marisol said quietly. 


He
shrugged.  "You're still beautiful enough to stare at, Marisol. 
Horatio won't mind if I stare, only if I touch."  She blushed and
looked away, smiling. 


"Tony,
food.  Please, before you make my sugar go up," Catherine
complained.  He just grinned and got them a waiter.  "Hi. I'm
ordering for two.  The other will be here soon.  He wants the chicken
bacon club with chips to be waiting on him. I want the same thing only with the
baked fries and a coke, no ice."  He nodded, writing that down. 
She saw Tony's look.  "You, quit, now." 


"Not
saying a word.  You'll find your spot of balance," he assured
her.  "But the first time I have to inject your insulin for you, I
get the right to nag." 


"Fine. 
Then you can nag.  It hasn't happened yet." 


"True. 
So far you've over done it and ridden low.  I'm impressed,
Catherine."  He winked. "Or should I call you Cat too?" he
teased. 


"You
want stabbed?" 


"No. 
Not today.  Girls don't go 'aww' and go gushy over new injuries." 


Stella
elbowed him.  "Behave."  She looked at the waiter. "I
still want my salad.  Marisol?" 


"The
chicken caesar salad and a water please," she said with a faint smile.
"Twist of lemon."  He nodded, taking that down. 
"Tony?" 


"I'll
have what Catherine is.  I'm hungry after chasing that woman
down."  He nodded and wrote that down, heading into the
kitchen.  He grinned at the ladies, then Horatio came over. 
"Eric went with her.  Ryan's doing the car." 


"How
did you get involved, DiNozzo?" 


"I
was coming down the stairs when I heard someone yell 'police,
freeze'."  He pointed at Catherine. 


He
smiled at her.  "A part of us for not even an hour and already
chasing down suspects for us," he teased, patting her on the
shoulder.  He did it again. "You're shaking.  Are you all
right?" 


"Fine,
it's time to eat." 


"Good. 
I'm glad you've got that part down already."  He smiled at
Stella.  "Could you see who they were aiming for?" 


"She
was aiming at Catherine and it went past my hair," she admitted, holding
up a few broken pieces.  Mac came strolling in.  "We're fine,
you're late." 


"I
heard, that's why I came in."  He looked her over.  "You
can get that trimmed later.  Are you all right?  Everyone?" 


"We're
fine, Mac.  You make a very good daddy," Catherine said, looking up
at him.  "I am a cop too, guys.  Really." 


"I
know," he agreed.  "Doesn't keep the testosterone imperative
from popping up and making us feel like we fail when the women out-gun
us." 


"Uh-uh. 
No way.   Ellison hit one tire, Tony hit the other.  I hit the
trunk, guys.  I'm not a marksman.  Not by any stretch of the
imagination. I admit and freely so to all my faults." 


Horatio
smiled. "Even better."  He smirked at Mac. "I managed to
snag us another detective.  She'll be working with Yelina." 
Catherine grinned at them. 


"Hey,
that means Ryan can pet your cat some more," Stella agreed.  Marisol
squeaked and blushed, ducking her head.  "Not that one, Marisol.
She's got five cats.  One of them took to Ryan's lap like it loved him
already."  She patted her on the hand. "Though I see Eric's
dirty mind is genetic."  Marisol blushed brighter red. 


"A
dirty mind is a terrible thing to waste," Catherine assured her. 
"I'm blunt beyond speculation.  I embarrass many people and take
great pleasure in it." 


"Frank's
going to love working with you," Horatio said happily, heading back to
take control again. 


Mac
pulled a chair over. "Can I have a menu?  Better to eat now and then
again when Horatio's paying.  I didn't get breakfast. I slept in." 


"Funny,
Stella said the same thing," Catherine teased.  Mac blushed at
that.  "Not that I care, guys." 


"Not
even close, we're only partners on the job. He snores," Stella said with a
grin for her.  "Nice try though.  Wanna guess any of the
others?" 


"You
and Flack are buddies, like you could make him go bra shopping with you. 
I've never met a boyfriend who'd do that.  Now, some of my former
girlfriends I could take, but not either of my boyfriends.  Danny might
but he's a very private guy so if you were, you'd never know it from
him."  Arms went around her neck and she looked up, smiling at
Jim.  "What?" 


"At
least you're not speculating on Blair and I.  Anything good here?" 
He pulled a chair over.  "You need range work, woman." 


"I
never claimed to be infallible, just damn good, Ellison.  Jump off the
high horse before it bucks you off.  Because I heard what your cholesterol
count is. They can nag you just like they do me."  She grinned at the
others.  "His cholesterol is near six hundred." 


"So
he's eating a salad for lunch?" Tony suggested.  Jim groaned, shaking
his head.  "Good boy, Jim."  He reached behind Marisol to
clap her on the arm.  "Good man!" 


"I
thought Speed and Blair were bad when they teamed up," he complained to
Mac.  "Do you get this?" 


"No,
I'm fairly healthy.  Catherine, do you take glucose pills? You're
shaking.  I can feel it through the table." 


"I've
got a regular soda coming.  Jump off my blood sugar." 


"Just
asking," he defended, backing down.  "We don't want to hold this
meeting in your hospital room and it'd be a shame to spend all weekend there
instead of on the beach." 


She
grimaced, staring him down.  "I'm fine." 


"Okay." 
He smiled at the waiter bringing out their food and drinks.  When he was
done he pulled out his pad.  "I'll take the BLT, no mayo, and a side
of cheese fries.  Water, no lemon, just ice." 


Tony
poked Jim, making him moan.  "He'll have the number two, the low fat
version," Catherine ordered.  "And whatever he wants to
drink." 


He
looked then at her.  "They make that in low fat?" 


"Of
course.  They make low fat cheese, Ellison." 


He
hugged her. "I can defend that!"  He grinned at the
waiter.  "Milk's fine.  Two percent if you have it." 
He handed off the menu to Ryan when he joined them, but his plate was already
there.  All he had to do was pull over a chair. 


"Can
I have a water, just ice," he requested.  "Bring me the
bottle?" The waiter nodded and left to get those.  He grinned at
her.  "You're so bad." 


"He's
not exploring the wonderful world of no fat. I tried that when I tried to
diet."  She smiled before taking a bite. "You know Chocolate
moped since you left, right?" 


"I'm
sorry.  I didn't mean to steal the kitty's love."  He stroked
her hand, looking at her.  "We'll have about an hour after
lunch.  Walk on the beach?" 


"I
could do that." 


"Cool.
You can tell me how much Horatio had to sacrifice of his spleen to get you down
here."  She whispered in his ear, earning a moan. "About
time."  He kissed her on the cheek.  "Eat, I'll still walk
with you anyway."  She nodded.  "Oh, Eric said she's
fine.  She's already lawyered up, refused to even give her name.  So
he'll be late to the meeting." 


"I'm
sure we can tape it for him," Mac promised.  He smiled at the person
he didn't know.  "I've seen your picture somewhere.  You're not
a model, right?"  She blushed and shook her head. 


"This
is Eric's sister, Marisol," Stella told him.  "She's being
terminally shy since her boy is watching, Mac." 


"Oh,
well, he knows I won't poach."  He ate a fry off Stella's salad,
getting stabbed for it.  "Ow.  I'd share." 


"You
will be," she agreed. 


"You
two play more than most newlyweds," Marisol teased. 


Stella
nodded. "I've got to keep him from getting stuck in a rut somehow. 
It's either me or Danny and Don have to play with him.  I'm the less
addictive one."  She ate a bite, looking at Catherine's speculative
look. "No comment," she said when she swallowed. 
"Really." 


"Sure. 
Was wondering why he'd go bra shopping with you if you asked," Tony
teased.  She elbowed him again, making him laugh and hug her. 
"I wish we worked with you." 


"No
stealing my staff, DiNozzo.  Besides, your team is full. Gibbs said
so." 


"Yeah,
but Ziva's been having an issue with New Orleans," he pouted. "Plus,
she won't play. I can only play with McGee." 


Gibbs
walked in and pulled a chair over. "We need a bigger table."  He
looked at Tony.  "Behave.  You can't pack her in your suitcase. 
Taylor would miss her almost immediately." 


"She'd
keep me from being bored on the paperwork days, boss.  She's a good
investigator too." 


"No,"
Mac warned.  "I will have him spank you, DiNozzo." 


Don
and Danny walked in and hugged Catherine, then Stella.  "So, who do
we get to threaten?" Don asked happily. 


"She's
lawyered up, won't even tell the nurses her name," Ryan told him.  He
handed over his phone. "Call Eric and see if you can help."  Don
walked off to talk to him. He grinned at Danny.  "Pull a table
closer."  He went to do that, letting Tony switch to his table to
uncrowd them.  Horatio came back and sat with them, letting Marisol change
to sit with him too.  Don came back and sat in her former seat. 
"Anything?" 


"Not
yet.  She's claiming she speaks Mandarin and is requesting a lawyer. 
She's not speaking Mandarin but she says she does in very passable
Auzzie." 


"Phone,"
Catherine said.  It was handed over and she hit the send button, getting
Eric.  "Ask her if she's like Rupert Giles for me.  Yeah, and
they're the people I got the information off of, but they're freaks about their
security and information."  He asked her that and she threw a
fit.  "Huh.  She was aiming at me. Tell her why, Eric, without
the details.  Thanks."  She hung up and handed Ryan back his
phone.  "I was wrong, she was aiming at me."  She shrugged
and dug in again.  Ryan gave her a sideways look. "Not the first time
this week, Ryan.  Just the first time this weekend.  I nearly got
shot two days ago busting in one of the leather clubs." 


"Have
I mentioned that I'm going to have to get possessive and check you over every
night for injuries?" he asked with a cute, sweet smile. 


"As
long as you follow through and rub any aches and pains out," she shot back
with a smirk. 


"I
can do that."  He took a bite of his dinner.  "So she's a
friend of Greg's too?" 


"Apparently,"
she sighed, shaking her head. "Where is the little goofball?" 


"In
the ocean surfing," Horatio offered.  "He's got his watch
on."  She smiled at that and nodded. "He knew about
them?"  She nodded.  "Anything else?" 


"He
knew my buddy Throttle, who's a bit odd." 


"Ya
think?" Ryan asked dryly.  "What is he?" 


"A
big, huge mouse."  She stuffed her mouth, chewing slowly and
carefully.  He just stared at her. She whispered it in his ear once she
was done, making him sigh and nod.  "Sorry, Ryan. Not like I don't
live that life now and then." 


"No,
I fully get that.  Not what I expected, but okay.  So the Xander
kid...." 


"Is
Vinnie's nephew.  His former brother had a drunken fling when he crashed
one night near Xander's mom.  All he said was 'earth alcohol is
evil'." 


"Depends
on what you're drinking, but yeah," he admitted, making her grin. 
"Let me guess, you're a wine and tequila sort?" 


"Occasional
wine, some vodka after the bad nights." 


"Understood. 
We've all had those, but Marisol, relating back to cases."  She
nodded at that, slumping some.  "Bad week?" he asked
quietly.  She looked at him and nodded. "How many cases did you
work?" 


"Seven,
eight?  Busted a brothel of runaways two days ago.  I'm still pissed
at the owners who took in the really young runaways."  He stroked her
back, letting her calm down.  "Sorry." 


"Not
your fault.  You're a Vice cop.   You've seen some of the worst that
humanity can do to each other.  The same as nightmares are expected. 
We all have them."  She nodded, giving him a hug. 


"They're
adorable," Marisol told Horatio, who smiled and nodded, patting her
hand.  "How long?" 


"Just
recently," he offered back.  "Her cats like him." 


"Which
makes up for the dirtbag ex-girlfriends."  She looked at Ryan again,
sitting up fully.  "You realize it's been my rookie year since I had
a *boy*friend?" 


He
shrugged. "That's fine.  We'll rediscover it together.  Because
I've never been with someone who owned five cats, ten zillion books, and read
instead of eating.  Or who's as blunt as you."  She grinned and
dug back into her lunch.  Mac gave him a look. "She does own ten
zillion books.  Mostly fantasy and textbooks."  Tony nodded at
that.  "Warrick taunted her about having to sleep on the books the
first night he stayed with her.  That and how the Blair cat came and used
his chest for a pillow since he was in the way and stuck his tail up his
nose."  Mac snickered at that.  "He did." 


"He
did," Catherine admitted.  "I heard him complaining and had to
come out to rescue him.  He had no idea what to do with a cat." 
She ate another bite.  "Anyone get to help me find a place to put my
library?" 


"There's
a nice one up the street from me," Ryan offered.  She smiled at
that.  "That'll give you the space you want while we work things out
and that way I don't have to clean and dust every time the cats
shed."  Stella laughed.  "I admit I have OCD," he
promised happily.  "She needs to dust, a lot.  She's got five
cats.  There's hair everywhere in her house." 


"Plus
when she's at home she wears cute jammies," Tony told him. 


"No,
usually I'm a nudist.  I put on clothes because you guys were there.
Normally I wouldn't care but Warrick went to hide outside when he caught me
coming out of the shower that first morning.  He claimed he's just a
simple boy and I'm much more worldly than he is."  She looked at
Horatio.  "Does this mean I can't wear leather to work anymore? 
I might miss wearing leather to work to bust guys." 


"As
long as it's tasteful I could care less," he admitted. "There may be
a dress code but I'm sure you'll find that out."  She grinned at his
devious mind.  "As long as you're comfortable and don't embarrass the
department, Catherine."  She cackled and finished her sandwich,
digging into her fries and the ranch dressing that came with it.  Horatio
looked at his watch.  "We might as well hold this in here," he noted. 
"Everyone else should be here in the next few minutes." 


Gibbs
called McGee.  "McGee, we're in the restaurant eating.  Bring
everyone down here.  No, Sanders can dry off and leave his surfboard in
his room."  He hung up.  "Greg just wandered in and put his
board against the wall." 


"He's
probably missed it.  He's a beach baby and he's in the desert," Mac
reminded him. 


"I've
never been one of those," Catherine admitted, then she grabbed her head.
"I'll be right back."  She walked out, taking her phone with
her.  "Emmy, why are you answering the phone?"  The nurse
took the phone from her with a gentle rebuke.  "Not like I mind,
Helga.  I got offered a position in Miami," she said quietly. 
She listened, then nodded. "I know that.  Bring her down here? 
Will the change be bad for her?  You said yourself she gets bad in the
winters."  She nodded.  "Thank you."  She hung up
and headed back there, whispering in Horatio's ear. 


He
nodded, looking at her.  "There's a few good places." 


"She's
got a nurse." 


"There's
an excellent place with a step-unit.  It's out on Bay."  He
wrote out an address.  "Check there."  She nodded, tucking
that into her pocket with her phone.  "How long?" 


"From
pre-birth.  Someone shot mom." 


"I'm
sorry to hear that." 


"The
winters aren't good for her anyway.  Is there woods?  She loves the
woods."  Ryan gave her a curious look. "My sister,
Emerald." 


"I
saw her picture."  He stroked her hand.  "I don't
mind.  I'll help you if I can." 


"She's
got a nurse.  I don't have the patience.  Besides, she likes Helga
better than me."  He smiled at that.  "She's good, she's
about mentally six.  I just realized I'd have to move her. I'm wondering
what to do about the bigot's house.  Should I burn it?" 


"No,
don't burn it.  Sell it to someone who can use it as a retreat for neopagans." 
She beamed and nodded.  "Does it need work?"  She whispered
in his ear, making him shiver and tense up, letting out a soft moan.
"Yeah, that needs work."  He looked at her. 
"Really?"  She nodded.  "I never would've
guessed." 


"It's
a shock to everyone."  He nodded, he could see that. "Still like
me?" 


"You're
not your grandparents, Catherine." 


Gibbs
looked over at her.  "Definitely not your grandparents." 
She nodded at that.  "I doubt your grandmother would've made the
statue blow job jokes you did last week." 


"True. 
She'd never have thought of it because only naughty girls did that in her
day." 


He
laughed.  "Yeah, and I so believe that," he shot back. "It
was the only acceptable premarital sex in her days."  She nodded at
that.  Everyone but Greg came in.  He came strolling in a few minutes
later with Eric.  "We all here?" Gibbs asked, counting
heads.  "McGee?"  He popped up from reading his menu. 
"Yeah, everyone order." 


Horatio
smirked.  "I had a platter of sandwiches sent up," he offered,
waving at the waiter.  "We're holding it down here since so many of
us are here and no one else is."  That got a nod and he went to
retrieve the food from the meeting room.  He looked around. 
"Okay, we've had new information recently.  Has it helped?" 


"It
has," Greg admitted. "My suspect list is down to two.  One of
Catherine's I weeded out because he was out of the country during one of the
bodies being dumped."  She smiled at him.  "Also, the one
for triangle one is breaking the mandates for who he is.  He's a little
rich boy with delusions of having the God pleasure him as a concubine and right
hand guy."  He leaned on the table, taking a few sandwiches when the
platter came.  "Thanks, man.  Can I have a mountain dew?" 
That got a nod and he went back to passing it around.  Greg ate a bite,
then smiled. "This is nicer than at home.  We need better
delis."  Warrick coughed so he glared at him.  "We
do."  He looked at Catherine. "I've talked to Throttle and
Xander, since he put him on the phone.  They can get the guy in
Sunnydale.  They've got a whole network out there for their hunting
squad." 


"Why
do they need one?" Tony asked. 


Greg
looked at him.  "How far do you want to suspend your disbelief
today?" 


"Why?"
Gibbs asked. 


"Sunnydale
is something called a hellmouth.  It's a portal of energy that draws shit
like the weirdos and undead.  Unfortunately, we know people who deal with
that." 


"Staked
a few," Catherine admitted patiently. 


"Me
too, in Philly, boss," Tony offered. 


Eric
nodded.  "We had one hanging around the house that Marisol
staked," he offered.  Horatio looked at her, getting a sheepish
nod.  "I told her to call me, she didn't."  He
shrugged.  "She's stubborn like that.  Have fun with that,
H."  Speed reached over and casually slapped him on the back of the
head. "Hey!" 


"Shut
up, Eric."  He looked around.  "Okay, speaking as someone
who's seen a few of them attacking others in the clubs, they're real.  So
Sunnydale's like that, they're going to handle it?"  Greg nodded. 
"They're sure they can?" 


"They've
got a well-oiled and long-lasting team out there. They know what they're
looking for and the local cops are being ridden by Fornell. They'll get him out
there during the eclipse.  He's the only one that should be
out."  That got mass nods, even from those who didn't
believe.   "Speed, did you get my notes on my suspect?" 


"I
did.  Ellison? I handed that to you?" 


"I'm
watching him. He does smell like the same ingredients.  That's not
definitive.  I've smelled a few of the local Druids and Wiccans who smell
the same.  I left Simon on watching duties this weekend.  He's not
due to do anything but they're watching him to see where he goes.  So far
we don't have enough for a search warrant, much less an arrest warrant." 
He leaned on the table, nibbling his lunch.  Blair looked at it.
"It's low fat, climb off that ladder." 


"It
had better be." 


"I
made sure, Blair." 


"Thank
you, Catherine."  He smiled at her.  "Eat more." 
She rolled her eyes but took another sandwich to pick apart.  "Thank
you."  He looked at the rest of the group.  "Jim thought he
found his usual working area but it was cleaned out and we couldn't prove it
when we went in to check it out.  It's another abandoned building so we
wouldn't need a warrant." 


"Think
about how much easier this would be if the cities tore down the abandoned
buildings," Ryan quipped. 


"Then
they'd have to do more about the homeless problems," Catherine said
quietly.  "Helena's doing more for Chicago's than we are." 
She looked at them.  "Which one of mine did you weed out?" 


"Your
last one.  Tyler whatever his name was?"  She nodded at
that.  "I had Tony and Gibbs check through Immigration.  He was
out of the country in Britain at the time of one of the dumps.  If it was
him he knows he'd have to do it in person." 


"Okay. 
Could someone have had his passport?" 


Gibbs
nodded.  "It's possible. He's got one of the older ones.  The
pictures can be changed out."  He leaned on the table, looking
around.  "If so, that only leaves us three suspects in our
triangle.  When can you guys move, Ellison?" 


"As
soon as we get proof that'll stand up in court," he admitted. 
"Just buying that stuff isn't definitive.  Him going to pick up more
cemetery dirt isn't.  The judges say that's still too circumstantial, even
put together.  They want him caught in the act of doing *something*. 
They want no chance of any lawyer getting this guy off." 


"Agreed,"
Gibbs assured him.  "It's still inconvenient.  Can you at least
get a wiretapping warrant?" 


"We
would but he only uses his computer.  We do have a warrant for that to be
tapped," Speed offered.  "I arranged that with computer
crimes.  They're hesitant but doing the best they can.  I was going to
ask you to borrow McGee to check over their shoulder Monday." 


"Done,"
Gibbs agreed.  He looked at Catherine.  "You scared our
boss." 


"Pity. 
What does she have against strong women?" 


"Ones
who went rough instead of staying cultured." 


"Again,
pity.  I'd like to see her do my job.  I'd love to do hers
instead.  It'd be easier."  He nodded that was probably
true.  "Okay, what about our suspects?  Do we have surveillance
on them?" 


"They're
all in Chicago and your city isn't cooperating, yet again," Greg
admitted.  She moaned and put her head down.  "I had Gris call
and request it and they won't." 


"I'll
call Fornell.  Get his guys to do it," Gibbs offered. 
"What if we're totally off?" 


"Then
we've got one more body until the eclipse," Greg offered.  "I know
that the Sunnydale crew can stop theirs.  That's not an issue.  The
other two have to be stopped nearly at the same time.  That's the
problem.  If they hear one's been stopped, they'll go underground and just
go back to torturing women." 


"How
did we compile the suspects?" Horatio asked. 


"The
books gave the profile of what each killer should be.  The first one is
breaking it in minor ways, like his interpretation issues.  That's his
quirk that he's giving up but he's adding too much too it."  He got up. 
"Let me head upstairs."  That got some nods so he went to get
his materials he had forgotten. 


"Greg's
always been good about presenting things," Warrick offered. 
"Grissom hates it when he does things like puts a formula up on a board
and makes him guess."  Gibbs snickered at that. "Abby does
that?" 


"Now
and then, yeah."  He looked over at Abby. "You're quiet." 


"I'm
tired.  I was up all last night in the club."  She smiled at
him.  "Thank you for having me followed, Gibbs." 


"His
next one is female and we're a tempting target," Catherine reminded her.
"Which is why I'm not much moving from the group.  You're our lead
female tech.  Calleigh's done some of the scenes, but you're the one
processing the most evidence with Speed.  I'm one of the knowledge
sources, but Greg's blowing my ass away today with some of his
contacts."  Greg came back in and kissed her on the head, grinning at
her.  "How did you get this information?" 


"I
translated some of the books the others couldn't and I called in a few favors
from the kids I tutored and taught to skateboard or surf."  He
grinned at them, laying out the lists.  "Okay, here's what I have so
far."  He laid out the characteristics above them.  "We
can't find an online list of faith and who has which and how devout they
are.  That's a given, but the other characteristics are pretty clear cut.
Also, we tracked the places he uses.  One of them we have a fairly grainy
ATM photo of a guy with short dark hair in Chicago, then again in DC.  We
can't get enough to do a match, but we can do enough to tell some things. He's
male.  He's got black hair.  He hunches over slightly when he
walks.  He shuffles slightly on his right foot, just a slight limp. 
I'm thinking a hip issue but I'd have to ask someone like one of the ME's for
sure. 


"Going
through databases of licenses and then weeding out names by the other
characteristics I came to a list of ten. Since then, through interviews and
other things, Catherine and I weeded hers down to three with Warrick's
help.  Frankly, some of Chicago's labs hold dinosaurs inside to test the
matter and spit out reports.  I fully expect to open the mass spec and
find some sort of flying dinosaur in there tasting things and squawking into a
speaker, which is translated and then typed by the turtle inside the printers.
He's been helping them with the backlog now and then."  He tapped the
list for triangle two.  "This one is bothering me. I can't weed it
down between them.  They both creep me out and I can't get past
that." 


"We
had that problem with the Crowley people," Danny offered. 


"I
thought about that but neither one hinted that they knew anything and both of
them fit the quirk.  They've had some small press leaks thanks to their
issues with the patrol guys recently.  No clue if they're quoting. 
This is the best I can do." 


"So
far I've agreed with the people we've weeded out," Catherine admitted.
"But I liked that last one." 


"He's
still there, just lightly crossed out with why next to it," Greg offered.
"Customs and Immigration can make mistakes." 


Gibbs
nodded, looking at the lists and characteristics.  "Do we have
backgrounds on them?" 


"As
much as I could do," Greg admitted, handing over what he had. "You
guys can get deeper than we can.  Now the one for the first triangle, it's
a bit more firm.  He's had multiple trips through Delta to each of the
cities." 


"He
works as a stock broker so it's not unexpected that he go to New York and
Miami, but not that often," Jim offered. "I asked some of the others
in the business that the guys around us knew and they said once a quarter, not
once a month.  Even if they had family in the other cities, that wouldn't
explain it.  That'd be weekly." 


"I
did a background on him," Speed offered.  "I emailed it to
everyone in our triangle. Did we get it, H?" 


"I
did, and I've begun checking on him on this end," he admitted. 
"He's looking very promising but there's a gut feeling that something's
not quite right.  He's very polite and seems to have an excuse for
traveling, he's setting up one of the local departments." 


Eric
shook his head.  "When I went to ask, the secretaries said they were
pissed with him because he kept showing up.  Always.  It's like he
was showing up to micro-manage the painting and things.   He came in
a few times to check on the decorating scheme.  No one's that anal, are
they?" 


"Yes,"
Ryan offered.  "I know a few, thank you." 


"Yeah,
but this guy isn't OCD," Speed assured him, looking over at him. 
"Have I mentioned yet that you two are *perpetually* cute?" 


"No,
but it's nice to hear," she offered with a grin.  "I don't mind
flirting but I'd never take you up on it, Speed." 


"Good,
I don't need another mother.  I've got Alexx and Sandburg." 


"Always
happy to help," Blair assured him happily. "Still got the sniffles,
son?" 


"No.
Thankfully. Alexx dosed me with stuff last night. Made Calleigh hold me down to
do it."  He looked at Horatio.  "If he comes down I might
have to run and hide." 


"You
can hide behind Catherine.  She's going to be working with Frank and
Yelina."  Speed's mouth opened for a moment, then he burst out in
high-pitched giggles, doubling over. 


"See,
he thinks I should go in wearing leather my first day too," she assured
Ryan, who grinned and shrugged. 


"Kids,
we've got plenty of time to play," Gibbs ordered. Speed calmed himself
down.  "Thank you. Do we have a plan in place yet?" 


"No,"
Greg said, grinning at him. "I need to abuse your people shamelessly to
get a better background done.  Then we can do that easier." 


"Done,"
he agreed. "When should we meet to go over the capture plans?" 


"How
are we dividing up?" Tony asked.  "With the problems in Chicago,
they might need more help and I'm not going to trust Fornell.  Not when
we're taking the Sunnydale bust out from under him." 


"They
can capture him and let the guy burst into flames," Catherine
offered.  "It wouldn't be his fault.  After all, they're the
X-Files guys." 


"That's
mean and I occasionally respect Fornell," Gibbs told her.  She
shrugged and grinned meanly.  "Do we need to add more people to
Chicago?" 


"Yes,"
Tony agreed.  "I'd rather have our team there, boss.  Catherine
can lead, you can lead, but someone's got to be behind her.  The patrol
guys were crashing scenes because it didn't agree with their faith.  Their
Chief was letting them and letting them pull shit." 


"Agreed,"
he decided. "Sanders?" 


"I'm
still a lowly CSI and former DNA tech.  I know jack shit about going into
something like that.  I hide behind Brass, Warrick, or Nick." 
Warrick nodded at that.  "I'm not ready for that yet, man." 


"You
still need to learn," Warrick reminded him. 


"That's
fine and I'll take the lessons whenever someone wants to teach me. Until then,
I'm not qualified." 


"Point,"
Warrick agreed. 


"The
Cascade one?" Horatio asked. 


"You're
welcome to come up and help, Horatio, but Simon wants to kick his ass. 
His ex called up to make sure he wasn't involved and then Blair's mother called
up to berate him for making her darling, innocent baby boy deal with such
nastiness.  You'll get full credit for solving but they'll get the arrest
paperwork and the DAs can fight it out," Ellison offered. 


"Less
paperwork for us," Speed agreed. Horatio looked at him. "It'll be
listed as all of us cooperated." 


"I
think Greg should get some major credit with researching," Catherine
offered, sipping the soda the waiter had put in front of her.  She smiled
and he nodded.  She looked at Horatio.  "I don't care who goes
to bust in each city, as long as I'm not left alone.  'Cause if I am,
they're going to be doing funeral paperwork.  I will shoot him for how
many times I saw daybreak from the wrong side." 


Horatio
smirked.  "That's fine.  I'm sure we can work that
out."  He looked around.  "Anything else?"  No
one said anything. "Gibbs?" 


"We
shouldn't need more than a few hours." 


"Then
after dinner, and dinner would be somewhere around here?" Horatio
suggested. 


Stella
smiled at him. "Are you getting dinner or are we?" 


"I'll
get this lunch, except what you guys ordered for a snack, and then
dinner," he promised.  "You guys get brunch tomorrow and then
you're leaving once it gets dark."  Stella nodded, smiling at
that.  "Okay, everyone go play."  Ryan let Catherine have
more of her soda, then took her out for a walk. 


"I
hope he doesn't get hurt again," Eric said quietly.  "She'll go
off on someone." 


Speed
nodded.  "Ya think, Eric?" he asked, looking at him.  Eric
grinned.  "But it'll be exciting following her around until she's
used to normal things again." 


"I'm
more worried that she's so cute it'll give others diabetes," Marisol
offered.  Everyone still there laughed. 


"Not
cute, guys," Greg said, standing up. "She deserves it."  He
walked out.  "Heading back out to surf some more.  Page me, it's
inside my wetsuit."  He headed up to get his board and go back out
again. 


The
others looked at each other. 


"She
might but it's still nauseating," Speed offered, getting up with a
groan.  "I'm going to enjoy the sunshine.  If it rains, I'm
killing someone."  Blair snickered but followed him out. 
"Mom, I don't need my hand held," he called.  "I'm a big
boy!" 


"I
want sun too!  Greedy, share the sun!" 


Horatio
moaned and shook his head.  "It'll take us weeks to get him used to
the heat again."  He stood up.  "Marisol?"  She
smiled and took his hand, letting him lead her off. 


"Speaking
of cute," Eric sighed, shaking his head.  Everyone else
snickered.  "She's my sister, I can moan in misery." 


"And
Speed calls Sandburg a Jewish mother," Ellison teased. 


"No,
I'm only a concerned brother. I don't feed anyone," he taunted back. 


On
that note, Gibbs left with his team to get to their miniscule work. 
Before things got out of hand and he ended up rolling on the floor with
laughter once Tony chimed in. 

  

*** 


Catherine
stepped off the plane and looked up.  "Fuck me," she
sighed.  The guy behind her laughed and moved her out of the way. "I
know, but it's a letdown after Miami."  She walked off with him,
going to get her bag, finding their faithful cab service waiting on them. 
"Hi, Vinnie."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Why did
you come up?" 


"We
heard there might be an announcement," he teased. 


"I'm
moving to Miami."  She got on behind him, giving him a squeeze. 
"Sorry, but it's warm, it's sunny, and Chocolate loved Ryan on
sight.  Plus I'm getting a raise and my proper badge."  He still
pouted.  "Don't start.  You can come down. It's warm and sunny
there.  Charley might like warm and sunny sometimes." 


"Fine,"
he pouted.  "You don't love us?" 


"I
do love you but if I stay up here, I'm unsupported at work and I'd hate to be
shot some night."  He nodded, taking off, accepting that. 
"Let me shift my bag."  She put the strap around her shoulders
and snuggled it between them.  "Besides, Ryan even said he'd help me
shave and look cute in a bikini again, plus he threatened to clean." 


"You've
got weird tastes," he called back. 


"I
know but it's adorable.  Chocolate even liked him.  And hey, I'm not
the smartest in the group this time." 


"You're
bragging about that?" he complained. 


"Yup,
means I don't have to be the one everyone relies on for everything." 


"Point. 
Not like I have that problem," he laughed, then howled, speed off into the
night. 


"Home,
studly." 


"Fine,
spoil our fun." 


"Yup,
for tonight at least.  This momma needs a nap." 


"If
you get pregnant, can we come see the mouse cadet?" 


"Sure! 
Since he saw you two." 


He
laughed and called that back to the other bike, making Modo laugh too. 
"We love you guys!" 


"I
love you too, Studly, how are my cats?" 


"Fine. 
Cranky but fine.  Change the bed, dear." 


"I
figured as much."  They pulled up outside her place and she hugged
him.  "Wanna help me pack books?" 


"No
way in Plutark, sweetheart.  I love you but not enough to lift and tote
your books into a U-Haul.  Sorry."  She laughed. "Hire
someone." 


"It's
going to cost tons to move me." 


"And?" 
He looked back at her.  "You can do that." 


"I've
got to move Em." 


"Ooooh. 
What about the house?" 


"Oh,
they gave me a very nice idea," she said with the sorta smirk that usually
made him run.  "Speaking of, if they need more help, can you help
Xander in Sunnydale?" 


"Sure. 
Not an issue.  We're going to be doing that anyway."  He nuzzled
her.  "Go rest after you remake the bed, babe.  Have a better
night."   She nodded and got off, heading inside.  He
nodded at Warrick, getting a grin and a wave.  "Remember us when
you're home in case we pop in." 


"Yeah,
they'll just think you're a stage act," he assured him, grinning back at
him.  He noticed the neighbor looking out her door.  "We're
nearly done with the case that drug me here," he shared.  She smiled
at that.  "Then she's moving.  To Florida."  That got
an even bigger smile. "They howl?" 


"The
whole first night.  She okay?" 


"She's
good.  Thank you."  She nodded and went back inside. 
Warrick went inside and locked down the house again, finding Catherine remaking
the bed, or something.  She was presently across it and one of the cats
was stomping on her.  He walked over, checking her pulse. "You weren't
that tired," he complained, reaching for the phone.  He heard a
movement behind him and pulled his gun, pointing it at the doorway.
"Vinnie. Come move her?"  That got a nod and he came to lift her
off and onto the couch.  He called the ambulance.  "Thanks,
man.  We've got it." 


"Sure. 
Someone ran out the side window." 


"Even
better.  One less idiot I have to club or shoot."  Vinnie nodded
at that.  "Ambulance is coming." 


"I'm
headed.  Let us know, okay?" 


"Of
course."  That got a nod and he disappeared, their bikes heading off
into the night, more quietly than usual since it was nearly midnight.  He
got down to pat her on the face.  "Catherine?"  She moaned
and wiped at her face.  "Yeah, let me get a washcloth."  He
went to do that, letting the answering officer in.  "The guy who hit
her was seen jumping out the window by the person dropping us off.  She
needs an ambulance." 


"I'm
trained, sir." 


"Warrick,
CSI, Las Vegas." 


"Ah,
you're the guy in on that case."  He came back to look her
over.  He pointed at the bruise on her wrist. "Is that where her
medic alert sits?"  He looked and found the chain in the bedroom,
bringing it out.  "By any chance you don't know what's wrong with
her, do you?" 


"I
do," he agreed, going to get the forms.  "She's diabetic, allergic
to one of the meds.  She's got a few other drug allergies.  They know
her real well at St. Mark's."  He handed over her copy of the Medic
Alert forms.  He nodded, calling that in.  "Vinnie, the guy who
gave her a ride home, said he saw someone jumping out the window.  I was
talking with the guy who drove me." 


"Separate
cars?" 


"Bikes."



"Oh,
okay."  He checked her head.  "Small lump, she should be
fine, but they're fairly busy tonight.  There was a gang thing on the West
Side."  Warrick hissed.  "Yeah.  So it's going to be a
few minutes." 


"Ice?"



"Ice
is good."  He went to get some, bringing it back to rest against her
head.  She flinched at that.  "Detective?"  She
groaned and batted at him.  "Detective, I'm a paramedic. I need you
to wake up for me please?"  She blinked up at him.  "Did
you see the person who hit you?" 


"Grimes,"
she whispered, blinking harder. "You're fuzzy." 


"Only
part of the time," he promised, smiling at her. "I heard you knew
about that stuff.  I promise I'm one of the safe ones."  She
nodded and passed back out again.  He checked her pulse and the ambulance
finally got there.  He filled out what he knew, including what was on the
forms, making note of the number off it.  They took her and the forms, and
Warrick, while he got one of their local CSI in to deal with the house. 
All while he went to shoo the cats back inside.  He had heard about her
cats. 


***



Horatio
moaned as he woke up, reaching for the phone.  "Caine?" he asked
quietly, holding his head.  "Is she all right?"  He nodded
slowly.  "Then I'm going to suggest you call Tony.  Ah, don't
have the number.  Fine, I'll call Tony.  Dispatch him there. 
Stay with her, Warrick.  I want her healthy.  She's mine
now."  He hung up and dug out the number, dialing it slowly and carefully. 
He heard the displeased grunt.  "DiNozzo, Caine.  Someone just
tried to bash Catherine's head in."  He woke up suddenly. 
"Can you find her?"  He nodded and sighed. " Good. 
Thank you.  No, Warrick said the guy jumped out the window before he realized
there was a problem.  Bashed in the head.  He was in the ER
already.  Thank you."  He hung up and laid back down, getting
comfortable again.  "I hate serial cases.  They always make my
head hurt."  He closed his eyes, letting himself drift off again. 


***



Tony
closed his phone calmly and stood up, grabbing his jacket.  "Boss,
I'm needed in Chicago.  Someone just attacked Catherine.  Warrick was
outside and didn't see who it was.  He called Horatio." 


"Go,"
he agreed.  "I can handle this without you."  Tony nodded,
heading for the elevator.  "Stay and help her pack. I want you on
that assault team." 


"Yeah,
boss.  On it."  He yawned, heading down to his car.  He had
been more tired before and he could nap on the plane.  He ran into Fornell
down there.  "Catherine got hit by an intruder." 


"Crap." 
He followed him. "I'll drive." 


"Gibbs
is waiting on you.  I can handle that.  If I have to, I'll call Ryan
for backup."  He slid into his car and started it before buckling up
and pulling out. 


Fornell
headed upstairs, looking at Gibbs.  "She okay?" 


"I
didn't get the call, he did. Since he said Warrick called Horatio, I'm sure
she'll be okay.  What's wrong?" 


"The
Sunnydale triangle, of course."  He walked over, standing in front of
him.  "Tell me they don't think it's a vampire."  He handed
over the copied pages, copied in Greg's scrawl.  He read it and
grimaced.  "So?" 


"I'm
told Sunnydale is like that." 


"I
realized that after one tried to eat me and a blonde brat saved me.  How
do I explain that?" 


"Leave
him in a cell and when he bursts into flames the next morning it was a self
barbeque," McGee said tiredly.  "Boss, still no answer at Abby's
place." 


"She's
down in my car, fast asleep. I saw her on her doorstep asleep," Fornell
admitted. "I know he's still trolling for his latest female victim. 
Do we think it's Demoranth?" 


"Not
a clue," Gibbs offered.  "She thought it'd be her or Abby since
they were more important to the case and it says an important
woman."  He shrugged. "I don't know." 


"Fine. 
I'll get her from the car.  DiNozzo can handle her on his own?  I
heard rumors she's been sick." 


"She
just got diagnosed as diabetic and she's fine," McGee assured him blandly,
glaring at him.  "She proved it by going off her diet all weekend and
being fine.  She's got someone to worry over her now and she's
transferring out to Miami." 


"Even
better.  I don't like how Chicago did that to her.  If I knew where
her near-little brother was, I'd call him for backup but he's undercover at the
moment.  Another agent is handling that."  He grimaced.
"I'm locked out of that since I'm working with you guys, again." 


"Could
be worse, you could be doing this on your own," Gibbs said with mock, hard
cheer.  Abby wandered up and he got up.  "Are you all
right?" 


"Partied
out," she grumbled, giving him a hug.  "Need a nap." 


"Nap
in Tony's chair," he offered, turning her around and giving her a
nudge.  She nodded, stumbling that way and curling up in it on her
side.  McGee came over to put his jacket over her, earning a sniffle of it
and a faint smile.  He went back to his desk.  Gibbs looked at
him.  "Can we narrow it down further, McGee?" 


"Not
yet, boss.  They're looking equally bad in my book.  Any word on who
the Sunnydale guy is?" 


"Fornell?"



"Yeah,
one Leitch DeGree?"  McGee shrugged.  "Contemporary of Mr.
Harris's.  Pretty much a background figure, nothing special in high
school. Disappeared, assumed dead, last year."  He looked at him,
watching him type.  "I can do a background, McGee." 


"That's
the name of one of our guys online," he admitted.  They came over to
look. 


"That's
DeGree," Fornell agreed, pointing at a picture.  "Any idea where
the statue is?" 


"Chicago,"
Gibbs admitted. "They're checking the records of those who tried to touch
it and got thrown out of the museum."  That got a silent nod. 
Gibbs yawned, making McGee yawn.  "Long day." 


"Very
long day," McGee agreed, but he was smiling.  "It was nice to
sit and do nothing today," he said happily. 


"It
was.  It was very nice to sit on the beach and watch the others plan the
assaults with only minimal input.  It was even better that they had a clue
what they were doing."  Fornell smirked at that. "They do. 
Caine had bomb squad experience and he's led the charge plenty of times. 
Ellison's a former Ranger and he led his tribe into combat and hunting. 
They've got Cascade sewn shut if they can catch the guy and our guess of
suspect is right." 


"By
process of elimination, our guy is a Chicago native," McGee offered,
putting it up on the big plasma screen in the middle of their bullpen. 
"We need to put surveillance on him to make sure but that's who Sanders
came up with." 


"Sanders?"
Fornell asked.  "We're relying on the minor hippie punk?" 


"He
got more information than Catherine did and he knows some of the people in that
organization," Gibbs told him.  "He's been invaluable.  I'd
write that to his boss but they might think it odd coming from me." 


"His
boss's boss is a political asshole, boss.  Greg said Ecklie's been making
Nick, the CSI on this case, work full shifts and then the body dump, which
happens around ten.  Then a full shift the next night too." 
Gibbs grimaced at that.  "Apparently he's decided it's not that bad."



"He
used to be a CSI," Fornell admitted.  "Pity about the
politics."  He looked at Gibbs, then at Abby.  "Can you
handle her tonight?"  That got a nod.  "Then I'm heading
home and I suggest you do the same.  You look good with a tan." 
He headed back to the elevator, heading home. 


"Note
our findings so you can't forget, get back here the usual time," Gibbs
ordered.  "He's right, I need a nap and so do you."  He
went to shut down his system, then looked at Abby again.  He walked over
and picked her up, letting McGee get the elevator and his car door for
him.  He got a nod of thanks and then McGee headed for his car while Gibbs
started his to go home.  Abby could nap on his couch tonight. 


***



Catherine
woke up to a very bright light and immediately swatted at it.  "Nasty
light.  Shit, people." 


"No
concussion then," Warrick noted in a deadpan from beside her. 
"Lay still. You got hit in the head."  She growled but
relaxed.  "Thank you."  He looked at the doctor, who
finished up.  "She's sorry, she's like that." 


"We've
had others."  He looked at her once his penlight was put up
again.  "Anything blurrier than normal, detective?"  She
shook her head.  "Head hurt?"  She nodded. 
"Good.  I want you on your couch and resting for the next two
days." 


"Can't." 
She sat up, holding her head. "Cases." 


"We're
not due a body in those two days and you're resting," Warrick assured
her.  She glared at him now.  "Tough.  Tony's napping in
the car."  She whimpered.  "Again, tough.  I'll even
go remake and flip the bed for you." 


"I
wouldn't subject anyone to that torture."  She swung around and
looked at the doctor.  "I'll have them watch me harder than
usual."  He shook his head. "I'm a Vice cop.  I'm tougher
than the average woman.  I've chased down suspects with concussions this
bad, doc.  In heels."  She slid off the bed and looked at the
gown, then at him.  "Not that I care, because I am a nudist, but if
you're squeamish, I'd move."  He got out of the way while she found
her clothes, finding them bagged, tagged, and sealed. "That's fine, I can
wear this out.  Papers?"  He went to get them, bringing her back
a pair of scrubs.  "Thanks."  She signed herself out and
headed home with the instruction sheet.  Tony was indeed sleeping in the
car.  She climbed in next to him and napped on him, getting cuddled. 
It was nice. "I hope Ryan cuddles." 

  

"I'm sure he clings," Warrick said as he got in to drive.  Tony
flinched as the car started. "Just us.  She checked herself
out.  Look down."  Tony looked at the person on his chest, then
grunted and closed his eyes again.  "It's only a ten minute drive,
then you can have the couch.  I'll redo her bed."  That got
another grunt and Tony drifted off again.  He drove them both home, going
to do things for her.  He found a note in a very careful penmanship, smiling
at the contents.  "She loves you too, Modo.  Thank you for
dealing with the bed and the Chocolate."  He looked, Chocolate was
leashed right next to her litter box with the water bowl near enough to
her.  He undid her and watched her run and hide.  "That's why
you don't pee on the bed, cat."  He headed back out, getting her and
putting her to bed, which woke Tony, who went into the bathroom. 


"I'm
up, take a nap.  Hospital chairs suck." 


"You
sure?" 


"Yup. 
Coffee?"  Warrick pointed and he went that way, going to sit on her
porch while they napped.  You deserved a good nap after a concussion, even
though no one ever let you have one.  He smiled as Modo came back. 
"She's napping.  Thank you." 


"Not
a problem.  How is she?" 


"Not
serious.  They let her check herself out."  He sipped his
coffee. "Don't wake Warrick if you sneak in."  He grinned and
went to do that, bringing the Chocolate kitten out.  "Again?" 


"No,
glaring at Warrick and poised to pounce."  He handed her over. 
"She really likes this boy?"  He nodded.  "Is he a
nice guy?" 


"He
is.  A bit anal about cleaning but a nice guy.  He does the same job
Warrick does but in Miami.  He was in patrol until then. He's smart, he
makes her blush and giggle.  Chocolate likes him.  Holy mother of God,
who is she?" he asked, staring at the woman who had just pulled up. 


Modo
looked, nodding her up, then back at Tony.  "Helena.  Her
buddy.  Helena, love, this is Tony.  He's working with her on the
serial thing." 


"FBI?"



"Nope,
I'm not a Fornell and I hope to never be a Fornell."  She laughed at
that.  "DiNozzo, NCIS," he said, shaking her hand. 


"Helena
Nichols, Violent Crimes."  She smiled at him.  "What
happened?" 


"Bashed
in the head and the guy ran out," Modo told her.  "Vinnie and I
gave them a ride back last night.  Oh, she's moving." 


"She
emailed me.  I've already talked to Ryan and threatened his life,"
she assured him, stroking his natural arm.  "When are you guys
leaving for Sunnydale?" 


"Two
days.  We're taking the books back with us."  She nodded,
smiling at that.  He gave her a hug.  "It'll be lonely with just
you and us." 


"And
Stan," Warrick said as he came out.  "Wherever he is at the
moment.  You are?" 


"Helena."



"Warrick
Brown, Vegas," he said, shaking her hand. 


"She
say who?" 


"Grimes?"



"He's
so getting my foot up his ass," she growled.  She smiled
sweetly.  "Thank you, Warrick." 


"No
proof one way or the other," he warned. 


"He'll
confess if he did it.  No one in this city wants to fuck with
me."  Tony giggled at that.  "What?" she asked,
looking hurt. 


"You
remind me of my boss sometimes." 


"Who's
your boss?" 


"Gibbs."



"Jethro? 
I know him through her.  I had to talk to him once to cancel one of their
lunches when she got shot in the arm.  Tell Ryan to watch out for her,
okay?  She worries people sick."  Warrick nodded, grinning at
her.  "What?" 


"Horatio
was recruiting.  He even said she could wear leather now and then as long
as she didn't embarrass the department." 


Helena
giggled.  "Yeah, but he'd hate having my boyfriend around.  He
probably hates Jigen with every bone in his body."  She stroked
Modo's arm again.  "Race you home?"  He grinned and waved,
heading off with her.  "Tell her I'll be back later."  The
guys nodded. "Watch out for her.  She's prone to taking a lead position. 
It's that nasty habit they have of not backing her up.  Thinks she's
immortal."  She climbed on her bike and raced off, Modo following
her.  He was too much of a gentleman to ever really race her and beat her.
Maybe she should've warned them to watch out for the hyper, bouncing blond
man.  Stan had a way of information getting back to him, even if you
didn't tell him. 


***



The
day finally came when the assaults were going to take place.  Jim was on
watch that morning so he got to follow him to where he was working. 
"Got him," he radioed in.  "He's going inside his work
area. He's in one of Cyclops' old offices." 


"Crap. 
That restraining order kicked in last week." 


"I'm
not letting him kill her, Simon." 


"I'm
coming.  Just wait." 


"Nope." 
He hung up and sniffed.  He could smell blood.  He looked at Blair,
who was frowning.  "What?" 


"Can
you hear anything?" 


"He's
got her gagged but I can smell blood." 


"Okay,
I hear a scream."  He coughed and raised his voice to a high
falsetto.  "Help!  Help!" 


"Good
enough."  Jim led the way out.  "In the truck,
Sandburg!   Follow orders this time."  More cars came
screaming up and he looked at the private security.  "He's got a
victim in there.  We followed our serial killer."  They looked at
each other.  "Fuck it."  He headed that way again and they
rushed in ahead of him, making him smirk in amusement.  He had an idea of
what was in there. 


"Oh,
my god!" someone yelled. 


Jim
rushed in, finding what he was doing. "Well, that's sickening.  Freeze,
Cascade PD!"  Somehow someone had messed up.  Their victim was
already dead and was just now being bled out.  Someone had missed him
coming here before.  "Don't move!" Jim ordered.  "Try
not to mess up anything, boys.  You don't want Speed on your tails for
messing up his crime scenes."  He glared at the killer, who was
chuckling.  "You, don't move!  Cascade PD." 


"Yay! 
I only answer to a *higher* power," he sneered.  He picked up a knife
and Jim shot him in the arm, making him scream and fall down, rolling around in
the blood that was being spilled.  "How dare you touch
me!"  Simon and the others ran in.  "He dared touch
me!"  He raised a hand and a ball of flame appeared. 


Sandburg
walked in and calmly pointed the trucks' fire extinguisher at it, freezing his
hand with the CO2.  He grinned. "Got you.  And yes, we're lesser
mortals.  How very cute of us.  But that's okay, you're going to give
me a *great* academic paper!"  Then he grinned his thousand watt
bullshitting grin. 


"Sandburg,
your career comes after we arrest him," Banks ordered.  "Get me
Speed in here!" 


"Already
here, tell the big, muscled people I'm a nice guy before I shoot him in the
balls," Speed called. 


"Let
him in!" Banks snapped.  They got out of the way and Speed walked in
shaking his head.  "You okay?" 


"Feeling
less than macho but that's okay.  I can type faster than him, I'm smarter
than him, and I'm a better lover than him."  He smirked at Simon, who
pointed at the body.  "Hmm, yummy, slight decomp."  He
walked over, taking the handcuffs and delicately cuffing him then dragging him
out of the blood puddle.  "You're messing up my crime scene. I kick
asses for that." 


"Defiler!"
he shouted, trying to get up.  Funny thing about having your hands cuffed
behind your back.  It was kinda difficult to do that.  He ended up
back in the blood, splattering it on Speed. 


"Eww! 
You're paying to clean this."  He went to start with the outer ring
of the rite.  "Not fully completed.  Must have needed to seal
yourself in."  He looked at him.  "By the way, Sunnydale is
already gone.  He went whoosh this morning in his cell. 
Flambee." 


"I
heard that it was pretty," Blair agreed.  Everyone gave him an odd
look.  "Guys, I've seen funeral pyres before," he said
patiently.  "I've seen shit that would curl your short and curlies
tighter.  Doesn't mean I like the sight of guts though."  He got
out of the way, helping Simon haul him out.  "Ah, nicer.  And
hey, he can mess up a cruiser totally.  Who's not in favor now?" 


"The
guy who kept Speedle out," Banks said, glaring back at him, getting a
sheepish look.  "Officer, take him with you." 


"Yes,
Captain Banks."  He drug the guy off, muttering the whole way. 


"I
heard that!" Jim snapped. "I'd apologize quickly,
officer."  He flinched and nodded, ducking and walking faster. 


"What
did he say about me?" Speed asked patiently. 


"Something
about you, a sheep and a dog or a sheep dog, couldn't be certain, and a strap-
on." 


Speed
looked out there, then at Jim.  "I say let Catherine have him." 


Blair
nodded.  "Works for us," he agreed happily.  "Need
help?" 


"NO. 
Out!"  He backed outside.  "Bag those clothes for me too,
Sandburg!  Just in case!" 


"Yes,
son." 


One
of the security guys looked at Speed, then at Blair's back.  "Either
you're younger than you look or he's older than he looks." 


"It's
a joke, he fusses," Speed said flatly, getting back to work, shaking his
head the entire time.  Some people had no senses of humor.  It almost
made him miss Eric's sense of humor. Almost. 


"You
know, you could stay.  The Chief said you could have the lab supervisor's
spot, if you wanted," Simon offered casually.  "Ten grand more
than what you're making now. You could afford a tanning booth at
home."  Speed glared at him.  "It's possible for him to
negotiate up too." 


"Tell
Horatio that, Simon."  Simon laughed, going to call and talk to him
about that.  Even Speed could hear the yelling from across the room, it
made him have the warm fuzzies.  It really did. 


Jim
snickered at some of it.  "Man, Delko's got a mouth on him.  He
took the phone from Horatio a minute ago.  That's him yelling." 
Speed chuckled too.  They all knew Eric had the temper in the lab. 
Well, until Catherine got there. 


***



Catherine
got the call they'd been waiting on, putting her gun in her holster. 
"We're on."  They headed out, her and the NCIS team.  Which
was nice.  She appreciated backup.  A lot.  They ran into
Helena, who had been doing surveillance for them.  And someone she didn't
expect.  "Stan?"  He glared at her.  "Oops?"



"Ended
last night.  I broke his neck." 


"On
purpose?" Gibbs asked. 


"He
was trying to shoot me, I didn't have a weapon, it seemed suitable at the
time.  Shall we?"  That got a nod and they headed inside after
their target.  She was still alive and screaming into her gag.  He
saw the guy bolt and Catherine sprint after him, going after her. 
"If you get hurt, I'm screaming!" he called.  "Like a bitch
in heat!" 


"Yes,
dear.  You'll like Ryan." 


"Ryan?"
he called.  "A boy?  Damn!"  She took a flying leap
and tackled the guy onto the stairs, letting him get there and cover
them.  "Freeze!  Don't you listen the first two
times?"  The guy started to laugh.  "No, no psychotic shit
allowed outta you.  Catherine, cuff him?" 


"Sure." 
She cuffed him and hauled him up, then stumbled down the stairs.  
Stan caught her and the guy tried to move but the rest of the team was
there.  "Sorry.  Tripped." 


"Had
that happen," Gibbs admitted. "Feeling all right?" 


"Yeah,
I'm just fine.  I didn't quite hit the stair dead on."  Tony
took the guy from them and walked him off.  She looked at Stan. 
"Yes, a boy." 


"Boys
are nice," he admitted.  "When do I get to meet him?" 


"Probably
soon.  I'm moving to Miami as soon as I file this shit."  He
blinked. "Horatio offered me my proper grade, fifteen grand more a year,
and the ability to wear leather at work as long as I don't damage anyone
mentally."  She took his arm, leading him back. 
"Warrick?"  He was checking the victim for trace, her mouth was
free. "Need help?" 


"Paramedics
are coming. I'm doing the preliminary stuff on her but I can't get her
down.  The winch is padlocked."  Stan patted their suspect down,
finding the keys and tossing them over. Warrick smiled as he caught them,
letting Gibbs help him get her down onto the tarp he had laid down
earlier.  The paramedics came in. "On the tarp and only on the
tarp!" he ordered. "You mess up this one and I'm kicking
asses."  They nodded and quickly got her, heading out with her. 
"Expect a CSI to finish processing her and take her statement," he
called after them.  He got back to work.  "Shoo!  You're in
my light!" 


Stan
called the usual CSIs in.  "Bethes.  Kowalski.  Found the
serial killer.  Found his last victim alive.  Paramedics just
now.  Warrick's got the kill scene.  Thanks."  He hung up
and looked at Helena, who was green.  "You good?" 


"Fuck
no," she complained, walking outside to get some air. 
"Eww!" 


"That's
why they're called psychopaths," McGee offered, handing her a small
roll.  "Breath mint to take the taste out?"  She smiled and
took one.  "You will like Ryan.  They're so cute it's sending
the rest of us diabetic and her cat likes him." 


"I
heard that part.  Stan?"  He came out with Catherine. 
"Chocolate *liked* him.  Snuggled up in his lap first time they met
liked him." 


"It
took her an hour to crawl into mine." 


"Took
her maybe thirty minutes to get into his," Tony offered as he came out
with the guy.  "Anyone got a squad car?" 


Helena
dialed dispatch. "Has it been missed that an NCIS team and three of your
best detectives, plus one cranky CSI who needs coffee, have brought down that
serial killer who was plaguing the city?  Well, the victim was taken but
we've still got him and I want to shoot him.  No, this is
Nichols."  She smiled sweetly. "Thank you!  Yeah, and not
the guys who ruined the crime scenes before if possible. 
Thanks!"  She hung up and rolled her eyes, getting a quiet chuckle
from Gibbs.  "I hate this city sometimes." 


"Horatio's
hiring.  There's plenty of cute men and women, beaches, sunlight,
bookstores, gun dealers, and drug runners," Catherine offered happily. 


"A,
too much sun is bad for me.  B, Jigen would bother him.  C, I'd
almost rather move and pester Ellison.  I like dark.  Dark
good." 


"Ellison
may be moving too," Tony offered, grinning at her. "Sandburg's
starting to stick up for his career." 


"He
can do that from Cascade and nowhere else would allow his mother to routinely
show up for two weeks at a time." 


"I
can call," Catherine offered. She grinned at her.  "You know,
Sandburg's still free, and now he's mothering one of Horatio's other
CSIs.  Or there's Vegas." 


"Oooh,
they would hate Jigen," she moaned, looking back inside.  "Hey,
Warrick?" 


"What?"



"If
I move to your town would you not discriminate against my boyfriend?" 


"Depends,
what is he?" 


"A
really great jewel thief and marksman?" 


He
came out, looking at her.  "Huh?"  She beamed and
nodded.  "Who're you dating, woman?" 


"Jigen."



"Lupin's
Jigen?"  She beamed and nodded.  "Let me ask Brass
first.  He's our Union rep."  He went back to processing,
shaking his head as he made the call.  "Greg, put Brass on.  No,
we got him.  Victim still alive. Waiting on that now.  It's been
twenty minutes and they're teasing her about Ryan.  Hey, Brass. 
Helena Nichols wanted to know if she moved to our city would you guys
discriminate about her boyfriend.  No, he's not sick or an alien, though
they are nice.  No, she's dating Jigen, Lupin's Jigen," he said,
finishing before he could get the part about the aliens being nice. 
"Yeah, him.  Because he supported her when she was undercover,
Brass.  Catherine said it's been a long-time thing. Like decades. 
Sure."  He hung up.  "Brass said to call and negotiate
that, but he's got to leave the city alone where we'd have to investigate
it," he called.  "Still no patrol?" 


"Nope,"
she said, leaning in.  She beamed. "I can do that.  Thank you,
baby love, and you're right, they're very nice."  She winked and
headed to her bike, dragging him with her.  "Come on.  We'll go
for a nice, long ride."  She called dispatch.  "Since
there's been a failure in the chain of command again, I get to give the poor
bastard a ride in on the back of my bike."  She hung up and got him
on, handcuffing his handcuffs to her seat.  Then she straddled the
bike.  Two patrol cars pulled up.  "Oh, come on, you're no
fun!" she complained. "I never get to ride anyone in." 


"That's
because they end up fearing for their lives," Stan called, smirking and
waving.  "Love you anyway.  Come help us pack her books." 


"Sure,
then we can do mine.  Maybe. Are you going with her or me?" 


"Her."



"You'll
have fun.  You'll like the Greg," Catherine offered. 


"Oooooh,
a Greg too? Not just a Ryan?" 


Tony
snickered, shaking his head.  "Greg's a little geek boy. He's fun
though.  He plays.  He let Catherine tease him about being a bigger
brain than she is.  Throttle knows him." 


"I'm
so going to pump him for information then.  Thanks, baby love.  Thank
you too for the nice morning, Gibbs.  I needed that rush."  She
winked and sped off, heading to do her reports then to the garage to pump the
big, tall, furry ones for information. Of course, they were still in Sunnydale
but Charley knew some and she hadn't gossiped in a while. 


Stan
looked at her, then at her ankle.  "Sit, bitch."  She
sighed and sat down on the hood of her car. "Thank you. 
Phone?"  It was handed over.  He paged through the
numbers.  "A few new ones.  Mac?" 


"New
York's lab." 


"Hmm. 
New ones for Ellison and Sandburg.  Must've broken their phones
again.  That probably makes ten or twelve for Ellison."  Gibbs
snickered at that. He looked at him.  "Ellison is an action
guy.  Delicate electronic stuff annoys him and makes him think. 
Thinking is Sandburg's job."  He got to Ryan's number. "Hmm,
boyfriend.  And a Horatio?" 


"His
boss." 


"And
a Speedle?" 


"His
coworker, he's with the Cascade team right now." 


"Interesting. 
Eric?" 


"Other
coworker.  Very cute and Cuban.  Playboy of the year down
there." 


"Very
interesting."  He hit send when he got back to Ryan's name, listening. 
"Hi, Ryan."  She shrieked and made a grab for the phone but he
wasn't limping.  "No, this is Stan.  If you get her, you get
me.  That's fine.  Fair warning, my man.  Fair warning. 
Remember, I've been doing the undercovers I hate for years now.   I
used to be married to one of our bitchiest ADA's.  If I have to, I can
have her tell me what she wants to do to me and do it to you if you ever hurt
her."  He listened to the quiet words and nodded.  "Good. I
like that about you.  I'll help her pack up and move.  Your boss
there?  I could use a tan." 


***



Ryan
looked at the phone then around.  "Nope, he's at another crime
scene.  Sorry, Stan.  Can I have him call you?"  He
grinned.  "Of course you have her phone.  Sure.  Is Helena
coming too?  I won't warn Greg then.  See you soon.  Pet the
Chocolate for me and tell her I miss her and her mommy.  Also, watch out
for mommy's recent concussion."  He hung up and called Horatio. 
"Incoming from her end of the world, another one who wants to switch, it's
her little brother, kinda, and he's already threatened me," he said
quickly then hung up, getting back to work. 


Calleigh
looked at him. "That was probably your shortest briefing ever, Ryan. 
I'm impressed."  He grinned at that.  "When is she coming
down?" 


"She's
got to give fair warning and clear up some last few cases.  Hopefully
within the month.  Hopefully without another injury."  She
smiled and nodded at that.  "They caught their guy, I could hear Tony
talking about it in the background.  How they'd be doing paperwork for the
rest of the day." 


"Good! 
Can we go question him?" 


"Probably
not.  Horatio might get to though."  He shrugged and got back to
work. 


She
smiled at him.  It was so cute that he was in puppy love! 


***



Horatio
hung up and stared at his phone, making Eric laugh.  "What did Wolfe
want?" Eric called over. 


"To
warn me another call's coming from another detective wanting to come down here
with Catherine."  His phone rang again. "Caine."  He
listened to the hyper male voice.  "Ryan said you'd call.  You
are?"  He listened, blinking.  His had been an associated
file.  "I'd be more than willing to talk to you about it, Stanley,
and I don't see how you'd have to go undercover if you didn't want to. 
No, she's switching to homicide, she'll be working right beside my CSI
lab."  He smirked at his assertion he would be too.  "If I
can arrange it, Stanley.  Definitely.  Send me an email with your
present salary and grade.  I'll see what I can do to get your records and
talk to my Chief. Thank you, Stanley."  He hung up and smiled
brightly.  "Another one.  He said Helena's going to
Vegas."  Eric bent over, snickering at that.  "She's not
that mean." 


"Yes,
she is.  Oh, she so is," he laughed, sitting down on the sidewalk to
laugh. 


"What's
so funny!" Frank complained as he rejoined them. 


"We're
getting not one, but possibly two new detectives to help you, Frank.  The
other of that trio of friends is going to bother Grissom in Las Vegas." 


"Uh-huh. 
Do I know these people?" 


"One's
Wolfe's girlfriend," Eric laughed.  "Booknerd, cats," he
gasped, breaking out in new peals. 


"Eric,
the dead wait for no laughing man," Horatio said tolerantly, smiling at
him. "They got them both and the one in Sunnydale earlier this
morning." 


"Great!" 
He smiled at him. "So, Wolfe's got a girlfriend?"  Horatio
smirked and nodded. "Is she cute?" 


"Somewhat. 
She's a bit older," Horatio offered.  "She's a sixteen year
veteran of Vice."  Frank hissed at that.  "She's a very
good officer and she's been instrumental in this case.  Her, Sandburg, and
Sanders.  Plus she was down here before on a crossover with our Vice
department, Frank."  He smiled slightly and raised an eyebrow. 


"They're
perpetually cute," Eric said once he had calmed himself down and stood up
again.  He dusted himself off.  "Sorry, H." 


"That's
all right. I can't imagine Catherine Willows dealing with Helena either,"
he assured him. "At least not for the first week."  Eric snorted
and nodded at that. "So, Frank, anything?" 


"Mute,
deaf, and dumb, like a trio of monkeys." 


"Pity. 
Guess the evidence will have to speak for itself." 


"Can
I get Speed and make sure he comes back?" Eric begged. 


"That's
fine, Eric.  He'll probably be coming back Friday." 


"Thanks,
H."  He grinned at him. "It'll be good to have him back and
normal again." 


"You
never know, he could bring Sandburg with him." 


"He's
small enough, he might be packable."  Eric grinned at his joke. 


"Yes,
but Ellison would sniff him out," Horatio reminded him, patting him on the
back. 


"See,
those two I've heard of," Frank complained.  "Why is Speed in
Cascade?  And is he hating the rain?" 


"A
lot, Frank, a lot. He's got a pagan shrine set up to the sun."  Frank
snickered at that, batting him on the arm. 


"Who's
kidding?  We got him back for a weekend and all he did was bask like a
cat." 


"You
two are so bad," Frank complained, going to find more suspects for
now.  He didn't want to look at the victim this time. 


***



Speed
opened his door at the knock, frowning at his friend.  "Why are you
here?" 


"I'm
handcuffing you to make sure you get on the plane to come home."  He
pulled out his cuffs.  "Come on." 


"I'm
almost done packing."  He went into the bathroom to get his shaving
and toiletry kit, coming back to pack it, letting Eric do a last search for
him.  He smiled and took the receipt from the little Chinese mothering
woman who ran the motel.  "Thank you.  It was delightful to stay
here," he said in her native language.  "I learned a lot and
you're an excellent cook.  I'll miss your cooking."  She
tittered and kissed him on the cheek before going back to the office.  He
hefted his two bags.  "Get my scene kit and the other one,
Eric.  Come on, I need sunlight."  He walked down to Eric's
rental.  "You went all out." 


"I
wanted to drive one."  He put down the scene case to open the trunk,
letting him put the bigger things in first.  "Does one of those have
Sandburg?" 


"No,
he's flying down next weekend." 


"Oh. 
That's good.  He and Alexx can get together."  He grinned at
him, letting him get the other two bags too.  "Go make sure you
cleaned up."  Speed sighed and went to do one last check, coming out
with a t-shirt he had missed under his pillows.  He handed back the room
key, getting another cheek kiss and some food in a fabric package.  He
bowed and she giggled, swatting him, so he left, going out to the sports
car.  He slid in and looked in the package.  "Ooh, she made me
good food."  He tucked it into his carry-on bag and looked at
Eric.  "No handcuffs needed.  I need sun." 


"Good." 
He started the car and checked around him, then backed out and sped off. 
They did get one speeding ticket but the guy recognized Speed and joked about
him running from the rain and the pouting Ellison he was leaving behind, so it
was all good. 


***



Frank
looked up as Speed's flight was called, grinning when Eric came off and got out
of his line of sight.  Speed walked off and lifted his face up to the sun,
sighing in pleasure. "What? You didn't like the rain?" 


"Hell. 
No.  I liked some of the people.  I hated the rain.  No sun for
weeks." 


"Did
he really have a shrine?" 


"Yeah,
it's packed in his carry-on," Eric agreed, grinning at him. 
"Come on, he's got two bags."  Frank nodded, going to help
gather them.  "Let me guess, we rate a Hummer?" 


"Yes
you do.  Horatio is looking forward to having you two back."  He
smiled at Speed.  "Glad to be home?" 


"I
liked the motel's family.  It was kinda nice. Sandburg's a great cook,
even if he can lecture you on *everything*.  I stopped it most usually by
stuffing food in his mouth.  Ellison is apparently pouting.  I'll
miss some of the lab crew too. They were pretty cool and their new boss is
good.  More like me and Horatio than uptight and like Grissom can
be.  Greg said he's a nice guy too." 


"Does
Sanders know *everyone*?" Eric asked. 


"What's
really scary is this guy used Greg and Gibbs' Abby as references, plus
Ducky," he noted dryly, looking at him.  "He came in looking
like a former mortician or a hitman.  All black suit, black shirt, black
tie.  Hat.  I made a joke about that guy on the SVU show and he said
he's his role model.  The other guys decided he was cool and voted him
in.  I told the Chief, who was very happy that he had *real* lab credentials;
he's getting a good crew."  He grabbed the first of his bags, then
the second one.  Their carry-ons were on Eric's shoulders so it was all
good.  "You have my scene case, right?"  Eric patted it.
"Thanks."  They walked out to the hummer and Speed sighed in
pleasure when the full force of the sun hit him. "Ooh, thank you, Goddess
Sun." 


"I
thought most sun gods were male," Eric said, looking confused. 


"That's
only among the Mediterranean cultures.  Plenty more native tribes believe
she's female because she gives life and nourishment.  Most of the time as
sister to Mother Earth. They work together very well to make the crops grow,
the trees grow, and them healthy and sound." 


"You
spent way too much time with Sandburg," Eric sighed, shaking his head sadly. 
"Club tonight?" 


"Blair
and I did plenty of that, Eric."  He smirked at him.  "I
got plenty of nice women there."  He headed for the hummer he could
see in police parking, smiling at Horatio. "You too?" 


"No,
I'm here to meet our two new detectives."  He hugged him. 
"Welcome home." 


"Good
to be home.  I'm still bringing Blair." 


"Sure,
if you want.  I'm sure we can find a place for Ellison too."  He
gave him a pat on the back and let him go.  "Go home, go lay on the
beach, Speed. Start on Monday."  That got a nod and Frank drug him
off to his hummer.  "You'll meet her Monday as well, Frank." 


"Sure,
Horatio.  Thanks.  Been wondering." 


Eric
and Speed both looked at him.  "Don't have a preconceived
notion," Speed offered. "Really, just don't." 


"I
told him she liked books, has cats, and is dating Wolfe." 


"Yeah,
that's a diabetic shock sort of cuteness there," he agreed dryly, getting
into the front seat of the hummer.  "Frank, he got a corvette as a
rental in Cascade." 


"It's
a classic, the boy's got taste," he agreed happily.  Their team was
back together again and Horatio would quit being so tense. 


***



Horatio
looked at Catherine as she limped off.  "You could've waited until
you were healthy." 


"Not
my fault the patrol guy tripped and had his gun go off accidentally," she
said bitterly, kissing him on the cheek.  "No Ryan?" 


"No
and he's on-call this weekend so it'll be tonight.  Sorry, the schedule
was set so Eric could make sure Speed came home."  He smiled and
nodded at Stan, who had his hands full of howling things in two cages. 
"I see they didn't make tranquilizers?" 


"Didn't
last long enough," Stan offered.  He let Horatio have the heavier
one.  "That's Blair and Nessa.  I've got the three other
girls.  Her place?" 


"All
set up and her spare room can hold you, Stan.  At least until you can find
somewhere."  He walked them to the baggage claim. 
"Anything?" 


"One
bag," he admitted, going to grab it.  He heard the growling start and
looked inside.  "Do not start, Xander!  I mean it!" 
He looked at the drug dog.  "Back her off, officer.  I've got
cats." 


"She's
friendly," he promised. 


"The
cats aren't."  That got a laugh and the dog sniffed them but moved
on.  It looked at Catherine and sat down.  Stan groaned. 
"She's a Vice officer.  She busted open a drug ring last night and
got shot during it." 


"I
showered off the stuff I fell into."  She smiled at him. 
"You can search me if you want.  I don't like drugs.  I like to
hurt people who sell drugs."  She handed Horatio her crutches and
knelt on the floor in front of the dog.  "Do the front first, then
the cast.  That's the most likely source."  He nodded, getting
the dog up to sniff her, then her cast, which did get hit on.  The dog
sniffed her neck then looked at his master again.  She got helped
up.  "One of our patrol officers so thoughtfully tripped, pushed me
onto the counting table, and then his gun went off accidentally."  He
moaned.  "I'd offer to let you strip search me, but I'm kinda taken."



He
smiled.  "That's fine, Detective?"  She nodded, producing
her old ID.  He looked at Horatio, who nodded.  "I'll leave it
in his hands.  If he finds something he can do the paperwork and spank
you." 


"I'm
sure he'll try," she promised with a naughty grin.  He laughed and
moved on. "Have a better day officer, and you too, poochie." 


Horatio
handed back her crutches.  "Was he arrested?" 


"And
beaten," Stan offered as he came back.  "My fist slipped just as
much as his gun did."  Horatio nodded, accepting that.  "It
was covering her.  They were doing a cut.  I'm not shocked." 


"The
cast is coming off tonight anyway.  It's not like it's broken, they put it
on because they said I was too stubborn to stay off the sprain." 


"You'll
do what you're ordered to do by reasonable medical professionals, or I'm
telling Mr. Wolfe," Horatio said calmly, walking them out.  He looked
at the shifting cats.  "We're nearly at the hummer.  Calm
down."  It meowed pitifully.  "I know.  We're nearly
there, cat." 


She
looked.  "The big one is Blair, the little one is Nessa." 


"The
others are Xander, Chocolate, and Oz.  Oz is the darker small one. 
Chocolate's the lighter small one.  Xander's just big and
loud."  Xander let out another howl of misery. 
"See?"  Horatio laughed at that.  "So, everything's
set up?" 


"Yes,
the moving fairies helped immensely.  Though your neighbors are probably
wondering why they always wore their helmets, even inside."  He
looked at her. 


"They're
nice guys who took two grand, gas and truck money, and cookies and hotdogs to
move me." 


"You
paid them in hotdogs?" 


"They
love hotdogs.  That's about all they eat." 


He
rolled his eyes.  "Thankfully you eat better than that." 
She smacked him on the arm, earning a smile.  "You just missed
Frank.  He was picking up Eric and Speed." 


"That's
fine, you can send Alexx next weekend to pick up Blair for him."  She
grinned as they walked outside, lifting her face up. "Sunlight's nice
sometimes.  I'll have to get used to daylight again." 


"We'll
reset your biological clock by letting Wolfe wear you out for a few nights in a
row," Stan offered dryly, smirking at her.  "As long as I get to
threaten him in person first." 


"Sure." 
She smiled at Horatio.  "Car?" 


"Hummer,
Catherine.  Hummer.  I drive nothing else."  They chuckled
and followed him. 


***



Ryan
knocked and was let into the new apartment later that evening, still
early.  He looked at the blond man standing there.  "I'm
assuming you're Stan?"  He nodded, shutting the door and shaking his
head, nodding at the bedroom.  "She's asleep?" 


"Comforting
the loud brats.  We've got the baby gate up."  Ryan nodded,
heading to check on her first.  It was a good sign.  Stan went back
to making coffee and smarties, his speciality, and brought in two plain ones
for them.  He flopped down next to Blair, stroking his back. "Hey,
pumpkin.  You good now?"  He purred and put his head back down,
content for the moment. 


"Where
is the litter box going after tonight?" Ryan asked quietly, kissing her
again. 


"One
in the bathroom, one in the hall closet."  He nodded, going to do
that and let the cats out.  They all stayed but this way they could get
curious.  He smiled and sat down next to her, stroking through her
hair.  "I missed you too." 


"Good.
Eric told me I was a miserable prick this week."  She laughed at
that.  "What happened to your foot?  Horatio warned me you'd be
taking your cast off already." 


"I
tripped." 


Stan
looked at her, then at Ryan.  "More like she was tripped by one of
the patrol guys going to bust with her last night at a dealer's
place."  He sipped his coffee, noticing the cold stare. 
"She's fine.  A slight graze, a sprained ankle. The cast was because
she doesn't listen." 


"Remember
how I said I'd be checking for injuries?" Ryan asked her.  She
swallowed and nodded.  He kissed her and moved to check her for injuries,
which drove Stan and the cats, mostly, off.  Blair huffed and gave them
more of the bed.  It was the comfiest of sleeping spots and it was nice
and new.  "You left the old bed?" 


"Didn't
want to move that piece of trash I had."  She kissed him again.
"I'm fine. I'll be working Monday morning." 


"Good." 
He kissed her again, running a hand up her side.  "Want to order
dinner now or later?" 


"Already
did, it's in the fridge getting cold as all Chinese food should be." 
He grinned at that and took another kiss. Stan came in to move the litter boxes
but they didn't notice.  He rolled his eyes at the perpetual cuteness, not
able to stand it anymore.  It was going to make him mushy and coo. 
He couldn't stand it when he went mushy and cooed.  He let the cats lead
him around the apartment, then to his bedroom, where he removed Chocolate
before she could do something.  "Tough, bitch, get used to
Miami.  She likes it here, it's warm here.  You might even get to go
outside onto the balcony now and then."  He walked her into the
bathroom and shut her in there, then went back to his bed to make sure she hadn't
done anything.  Not even a spot so he was good. 


Ryan's
head popped up at the pitiful meowing and scratching.  "Sounds like
Chocolate's stuck." 


"More
like Stan caught her starting to pee on something and put her in the bathroom
by herself again." 


"Ah. 
Well, time outs work for some toddlers." 


"Not
for her, but we'll be fine."  She took another kiss and went to
search for injuries on his body, finding a few ticklish spots, a paper cut, and
a bellybutton that made him howl in laughter when she played with it. 


"I'll
be outta your hair within two weeks," Stan called.  "Before I
get married again." 


They
laughed, it was good to inspire others. 


***



Catherine
strolled into work Monday morning.  Dress pants, leather bustier, dress
jacket.  She smiled at Horatio when she ran into him.  "Do I
look okay?" 


"Can
you run in that?" 


"I
have many times." 


"Then
that's fine.  Did he tighten that for you?" 


"No,
Stan did. He's behind me somewhere.  I rode the bike in and he drove his
car." 


"That's
fine."  He smiled as Stan joined them, nodding at his outfit of
choice.  Colored jeans and a nice shirt worked for him for a first
day.  He led them to their coworkers, watching their reactions. 
"May I introduce Catherine Demoranth, Detective Third Grade, and Detective
Stan Kowalski, Detective Second Grade, both from Chicago's Vice
department." 


"Man,
Wolfe has taste," Frank said, then shook his head. 
"Sorry." 


She
laughed.  "I dressed to impress this morning, Frank.  But I have
heard all about you from Eric and Ryan."  She shook his hand then the
woman's.  "Hi.  Catherine." 


"Yelina
Salas." 


"Horatio's
former sister-in-law," Frank shared, shaking Stan's hand. 
"You've got cat fur." 


"I'm
staying with her and she's got five," he admitted, grinning at him. 
"I don't do the suit thing very well." 


"You're
within dress code, don't worry about it," Frank promised with a smirk.
"We dress up so we don't look like slobs next ta Horatio." 
Horatio smirked at that.  "So, why did you come down, Stan? 
Needing sun?  The same problems she had?  Eric said she had some
problem with some of the cops up there wrecking crime scenes on her." 


"I'm
her might-as-well-be little brother. There's some big brothers but they're shy
and stay out of the spotlight and out of most police stations." 


"That
happens.  Anyone else coming?" 


"Nah,
Helena's starting in Vegas tonight," Stan said with a wicked smirk, making
Yelina laugh at that.  "Met Helena have you?" 


"No,
but I've heard of her and what happened to her."  She looked at
Catherine.  "That would make you their Bitch Queen of
Death."  She smirked and nodded, leaning on a wall. 
"Sit.  Please. You look tired." 


"Bad
bust right before we came down."  She pulled over a chair and
sat.  "Am I dressed okay?" 


"As
long as you don't care that others will stare at your chest, it's fine with
me," Yelina admitted.  "Would Ryan mind?" she asked with a
faint smile. 


"I'll
know about lunch time.  He's off today.  He's bringing me something
to eat.  Oh, I should note this."  She pushed up her medic alert
bracelet.  "I'm diabetic and I have drug allergies.  Newly
diabetic. I tend to overcompensate."  They both nodded at that. 
"Which is why Horatio turns into Mother Hen, Eric helps, and Ryan takes
muffins out of my hand at breakfast." 


"This
morning he gave them back after taking a kiss," Stan reminded her. 
"He promised he'd never take food from you again, Cat." 


She
looked at him.  "I'm still not small, furry, and meowing pitifully at
Ryan about the mommy being gone.  I'm the mommy of the pack." 


"I
noticed that.  Hopefully Chocolate behaves for him." 


"You
closed your bedroom door, I closed mine," she reminded him.  She
looked at them.  "One of my cats has issues with getting pissed at me
and making it known on the bed." 


"Cats
can do that, so can sons. I have one of those. A teenager," Yelina sighed.



"He's
not that bad, Yelina," Horatio offered.  "I'll let you work out
how to get them used to the city and the local department."  He
walked off, still smiling.  It had been a good decision to bring them down
and recruit them. 


Yelina
looked at Stan.  "Can you work with other females or just her?" 


"Usually,
our department hasn't had partners.  In years really.  Budget
cuts."  She groaned at that.  He nodded.  "Yeah,
that's how she kept having problems with the patrol guys."  He leaned
back, looking at Frank. "I don't care either way.  We're good on
pulling our own weight and all that.  She clears faster and I'll be damned
if I'm doing another undercover this century." 


Frank
nodded.  "Then we'll start out as mixed pairs.  Change if we get
more than one each today, or tomorrow."  He nodded a patrol guy
over.  "Jessop!"  He came over, looking attentive. 
"These are Detectives Demoranth and Kowalski," he said, pointing at
them. "Treat them well, they're down from Chicago's Vice department. 
Horatio used the serial killer thing to recruit." 


"I'll
spread that around, Detective."  He smiled at them. "Welcome to
Miami.  We're not judgmental like they are up there.  I could care
less who dates who, ma'am."  He winked at her.  "Your lab
techs called our lab techs to warn them and it got spread that way." 
He walked off, going to spread it further.  She was kind of pretty and
made Wolfe happy.  That's all that really mattered. 


She
smiled at Frank.  "I'll bring the car tomorrow so I can learn the
streets, but I brought the bike today." 


"You
ride?" Frank asked. 


"Very
well," she agreed happily. 


Stan
coughed.  "Let's not go there." 


"Your
dirty mind is even worse than mine," she complained, swatting him on the
arm.  "Next time, don't listen." 


"Kinda
hard not to, I had to tell the cops it was sex and drive 'em off," Stan
complained back.  "Next time, buy him a damn gag, Cat." 


She
stared at him.  "Who said it was him?"  Stan blushed bright
red at that so she smirked.  "He's good, what can I say?" 
She stood up.  "Anything yet?" 


"Soon,"
Yelina promised.  "Don't rush them.  Give the weekend stupidity
time to calm down and let them have the time to dump the bodies.  We'll be
called very soon.  Do you have local cellphones?" 


"Ryan
arranged them," Stan agreed, pulling his out.  "We came down to
them already programmed with all the better numbers, including three Chinese
places and two good pizza places.  Plus an Italian place that didn't
deliver but apparently was good enough to drop in on the way home." 
They smiled at that.  "He's probably still got the cats in his
lap." 


Horatio
walked past them.  "Someone forgot to turn on their phone,
Yelina." 


"Crap.
Where?"  She stood up and grabbed everything she'd need, taking Stan
with her. They could follow Horatio if need be. 


Frank
checked his, then shrugged. "Mine's on."  She snickered at
that.  "So, Vice.  Drugs, pros, and gambling?" 


"Drugs,
pros, and clubs.  My early career was a lot of ho strolls and a lot of
busting in clubs." 


He
sat up straight.  "You're the one from the salsa dancing thing. 
Horatio said you'd been down here before on a case."  She smirked and
nodded. "Your whole career that way?" 


"No,
in the last eight it's been more threatening, running, shooting, being alone, a
lot of paperwork.  Things like that."  Her phone rang and she
answered it.  "Demoranth."  She smiled. 
"Em.  How do you like it?"  Her sister squealed and babbled
at her.  "Yeah, I thought you'd like that.  I'll be over this
weekend, Em.  Five sleeps, okay?"  She squealed again.
"With a visitor and if I can sneak Blair in I will."  Helga took
the phone and told her her sister was excited and happy, especially about the
pool and the woods.  "That's good. I thought she might like that
place.  It came highly recommended.  Sure, this weekend and I'm
bringing someone to meet her."  She smiled.  "And Blair if
I can sneak him in."  She grinned.  "Thanks, Helga. 
No, I'm at work.  Yup, days now.  That's me. Thanks."  She
hung up.  "Sorry, my sister's in long-term care." 


"Not
an issue.  Crash?" 


"Someone
shot mother."   He winced and hissed. "Exactly." 
She stood up when his phone rang. 


"Jumpy,"
he teased.  He answered it. "Tripp."  He wrote down the
address.  "Have me and Demoranth there.  She's on a call with
Kowalski.  Yeah, new detectives, just transferred down.  Ask Jessop
for the gossip."  He hung up and handed her the address. 
"Come on, let's go."  He grabbed his jacket and followed her
outside, then led the way to his car.  "What do you normally
drive?" 


"Pimpmobile."



He
stared at her.  "I can't imagine you as a pimp, I'm sorry." 


She
smirked.  "You never saw me when I was single and dating women,
Frank."  He blushed at that and she punched him on the arm. 
"You'll learn, it'll be okay."  He shook his head but let her in
and got in to drive. 


***



Ryan
parked her car and got out, staring at it.  "I can't believe she
wanted me to drive that."  He walked inside, bringing her her
lunch.  He found her doing paperwork and kissed her on the cheek.
"Hi.  I brought your car like you asked." 


"Thank
you."  She looked around then gave him a proper kiss. "The lunch
I needed," she said with a wink. "How are the meowing babies?" 


"Good. 
I went to the store earlier and they mobbed me when I came back but this time
it wasn't so much a fight to get out the door.  How's your day been?"
he asked, leaning on the corner of her desk. 


"Already
had one body, and one guy running from said body.  Pounced him, scraped my
hand."  She showed him.  He looked it over, then kissed it,
making her grin. 


"Enough,"
Frank complained.  "You two are cutesy.  Way too cute to be
real." 


"Shut
up, Frank.  He brought my car too.  We can take the comfortable
thing." 


Ryan
looked at him.  "You have to see her car to believe it.  She
drove something more sedate most of the time on the job, but that one broke
down with the shot engine."  He looked at her.  "Does that
mean I get to ride your bike back?" 


"Think
you can handle it?" 


"I
did some time on a bike in patrol."  He stole another kiss and
winked.  "I'm going to check on my last case.  You
eat."  She nodded, digging into the lunch he had made her.  He
smirked at Frank.  "You knew it'd take someone special to be with me,
Tripp.  Didn't realize she was that special?"  He walked off
smirking. He came back and looked at her outfit, then at her.  "Can I
dress you tomorrow?"  She shook her head. 
"Shoot."  He walked off, pouting just a bit. 


Eric
looked out of his lab at him.  "Let me guess, you saw the leather
top?" he called. 


"Yup. 
She won't let me dress her.  Oh, I had to drive her caddy over.  I'm
taking her bike home."  Speed came out of his lab.  "She
rode her bike in and Frank wanted to use her car." 


"She
brought her caddy?" he complained.  Tony had told them all about the
caddy and her prettier Lexus.  "What happened to the Silver
Lexus?" 


"Someone
thoughtfully shot her engine.  That's why she went in to bust that drug
house." 


He
shuddered.  "If Frank Tripp can ride in the pimpmobile, more power to
him, man," he decided, going back to work.  "Horatio's in a
meeting." 


"I
came to check on my case."  Besides, the caddy had makeout
possibilities for after work. 

Stan came in and right to the cause of his discontent.  "You had Ryan
drive over the caddy?" 


"Yup." 
She licked her fingers and grinned at him.  "I was going to let him
drive me around later." 


"Uh-huh. 
Going to the beach to make out?" 


"You
complained."  He grunted, that was true, he had complained.  He
sat down and shook his head, then went to find the snack machines and the
coffee machine with Yelina's help. 


"Do
I wanna worry?" Frank asked. 


"You
shouldn't. It's a very nice caddy." 


"Uh-huh." 
He went out to look.  There was only one in the lot and a lot of officers
were gathered around it.  "The owner used to be in Vice, guys. 
Demoranth drives that and her bike."  He looked inside.  Black
leather with black velvet seat covers.  Baby blue exterior.  He
called inside, getting her.  "Can I turn on the stereo?" 
Her 'Ryan probably turned it down' was a good sign.  "You hung with
the wrong crowd in Chicago, woman."  He hung up and turned on the
radio briefly, then groaned and turned it off, heading back inside. 
"No way in hell I'm taking that on a scene, Demoranth." 


"I
thought it was cute," Yelina offered, smiling at him. He gave her an odd
look. "She was in Vice, Frank.  She had to fit into those sort of
places." 


"No,
the rappers hated me," Catherine assured them.  "I'm way too
pale for the rap scene. They said so."  She finished her sandwich and
wiped her fingers off, sipping her diet soda with a grimace.  "I hate
diet." 


"Maybe
you can go back down to where your diet alone is doing it, Catherine," he
offered.  He looked at Stan as he came back.  "You don't have
one of those, right?"  He shuddered and shook his head. 
"What do you drive?" 


"Pretty
black GTO." 


"Ah. 
Good!  If we get another one, we'll take your car."  Stan smiled
at that, mixing his smarties into his coffee.  Frank gaped. 
"How can you drink that?" 


"Easily. 
It's my sugar and caffeine fix." 


Catherine
looked at him.  "Never drink after him.  It's a bad thing and he
pouts if you take his special coffee."  He nodded at that. 


"What
did you add?" Yelina asked. 


"Smarties."



She
shuddered.  "You're worse than my son.  I should tell Alexx on
you." 


He
grinned at her.  "She single?"  She shook her head. 
"Then don't bother.  I don't do mothering very well."  He
finished stirring and took a drink, sighing in pleasure.  "Better. 
Now I've got my sugar rush for the moment."   Catherine threw a
balled up napkin at him.  "Sorry, I know, not around you." 
She nodded, finishing her soda and tossing everything.  "So, Yelina,
questioning people?" 


"We
usually go out with the CSI."  He stared in horror. 
"What?" 


"We
don't do footwork?" 


"We
do plenty," Frank assured him.  "We just do it when they tell us
who to bug the shit outta."  Stan was mollified by that. 
"Finish up, they'll be done with their first run of tests
soon."  Stan gulped his coffee and logged onto his computer, finding
where everything was.  Catherine had already done that, he was sure. 


Yelina
and Frank shared a look.  It definitely wasn't going to be any less boring
in Miami. 


***



Helena
walked into the precinct her first night, stopping at the front desk. 
"Hi, I'm new."  The receptionist smiled and dug out her
packet.  "Nichols."  That got a nod and her ID and badge
were handed over.  "Thank you, sweetie.  Brass?" 


"His
office is first down this second hallway," she said, pointing at it. 
She looked her over.  "The locker room is down that same hallway, all
the way at the end, and take a right."  Helena smiled and nodded,
going to put her helmet and jacket up.  It was a wise idea.  She even
pulled out her nicer shirt and put it on over her tanktop.  It was black
silk and went well with her black jeans and black boots.  Greg came in and
stared, then walked over to hug her.  "Aww, you poor baby, did you
miss me even though you don't know me?" 


"I
love individualists.  They're my favorite people and I was all alone here
until you came."  He grinned at her.  "Greg Sanders." 


Helena
smiled at him. "I was told to take you and mold you in my esteemed image,
baby.  Helena Nichols."  He beamed at that. 
"Catherine said you were smarter than her and more geeky but that's
okay.  I'm used to her."  He laughed and opened his
locker.  "Good enough?" 


"I'd
pull your hair back.  It's going to be a windy night." 


"Good
idea."  She smoothed it back and put it into a ponytail, then closed
her locker, looking at him.  "We're all good but don't let my man
catch you groping.  He is a shoot first and then growl later sort. 
I've already told him I was offered you as my mentoree."  She pinched
him on the ass, making him yelp and her smirk. "Not quite champion
reflexes yet.  We'll work on that."  She walked out, walking
past the guys standing out there. 


"I
thought you were threatening, not actually coming," Warrick called without
having to look.  He had heard she was there and knew the sound of biker
boots with metal taps. 


"Not
like I'd stay there without her and Stan.  Horatio recommended and Cat
said to watch Greg for her."  She walked into Brass's office,
watching him look her over.  "Do I do good enough for a first
night?" 


"I
wondered who the bike belonged to."  He smirked at her, standing
up.  "Jim Brass," he said, shaking her hand. 


"Helena
Nichols." 


"Can
you run, jump, play, and climb in those?"  She nodded. "Then
you're fine.  Let me page Grissom so you can get to know his crew. 
We're their pet detectives." 


"I'll
miss Stan, he would've made a bad joke there." 


Brass
smiled.  "It happens to the best of us.  Now you've got
Sanders." 


"Cat
said I should mentor him." 


"Fine
with me.  His practical, cop side, education is a bit behind.  He's
new into the field." 


"That's
good."  She smiled at the blonde woman leaning in.  "Hi,
Helena Nichols." 


"Sophia,"
she said, shaking her hand.  "Do you go by Helena?"  She
nodded.  "That's fine.  You might want to move your bike, it's
in the way of the ME's van and he's got a handicap accessible one." 


"Sure." 
She walked out with her, smiling at the older guy standing there. "Didn't
know, Doc, I'm sorry." 


"That's
all right. Can you give me an extra foot?"  She nodded, getting on
and backing her bike up, then walking it forward on the other side of the
parking spot.  "Thank you, dear."  He climbed out and
closed the door.  "I'm Doc Robbins." 


"Helena
Nichols."  She shook his hand and took his arm to walk back inside
with him.  "I know I'm doing homicide so I'm sure Sophia, Brass, and
I see a lot of you?" she asked, looking at Sophia, who nodded. 
"Relax, people, I'm very taken.  He's not in town right now but I'm
very taken."  They smiled at that little lie.  He wasn't in to
work so they didn't have to know.  "I'm all play and happiness until
someone shoots at me and then I'm going to hurt someone."  She smiled
sweetly.  "We spent a long time in Chicago." 


The
doc looked down at her.  "You're their Angel of Mercy," he said
quietly.  She nodded once, smirking at him.  "Where's your other
two-thirds?" 


"Miami. 
Working with Horatio."  He smirked back and she let him go, waving
for him to proceed them.  "There you go, Doc.  Safe and
sound.  I always let the pretty go first."  He laughed as he
walked off.  She looked at Sophia.  "I don't normally hit on
women but you can go first if you want.  I'm lost already." 
Sophia looked like she wasn't quite sure if she should laugh or not. "Yes,
I was teasing.  I'm like that.  I learned from Cat Demoranth." 


"Her
I've heard of.  Where is she now?" 


"Miami. 
With Horatio."  They walked back into Brass's office together,
finding another semi-older guy in there. "Oooh, more candy, Brass?" 


"Yup,
this is the other boss.  Gil Grissom, this is your new detective, Helena
Nichols."  She shook his hand. "Formerly of Violent
Crimes.  She's the one I had the word with you about her boyfriend." 


"That's
fine.  Are you the reason Greg's humming?" 


"Probably. 
We recognized each other as strong individualists and I told him that Cat told
me to mentor him.  Also," she said, pulling an envelope out of her
back pocket and handing it over.  "From my former boss, he who hurls
thanks to losing three of his best." 


Grissom
opened it and smiled at the praise for his CSIs.  "Thank you. 
I'll make sure a copy gets to him and into his file."  He tucked it
against the file he was carrying.  "Do many homicides?" 


"Unfortunately
not.  I did a lot more homicides that happened as an oops during a robbery
or a kidnaping." 


"Not
much different," Brass promised.  "Only less clear cut in
reasoning sometimes." 


"That
works for me.  And just think, all the kitty fur went to
Miami."  Grissom laughed at that.  "Warrick have to lint
roll?" 


"Twice. 
Our Catherine is slightly allergic."  She nodded at that. 
"I'll warn her you were in close proximity to the same source.  Want
a tour of the lab?" 


"Sure,
that way I don't get lost again.  I made Sophia confused when I teased
her." 


"It's
not often I'm sure if women are hitting on me or not," she admitted,
sitting down.  Helena just smirked as she walked out.  "Ten
bucks on Hodges taking one look at her and snorting in disgust." 


"He'll
run," Brass said.  "No bet, I have inside information." 


Grissom
walked her around the lab, showing her where the necessary things were. 
"And this is our Trace lab, with our CSI Greg, who you know, and David
Hodges, our Trace tech. 


"Davy,"
she cooed, walking in to hug him.  He yelped and backed away from her.
"I promise I won't have to spank you this time."  He
whimpered.  "Poor baby, and I just moved here too."  She
gave him a careful hug. "It's all right.  You'll calm down
soon." 


"Shoot
me?" he begged. 


"You're
not a bad mafia guy, Davy.  It's not gonna happen."  He gave her
a pathetic look. "It's all right.  Cat's got a boy in Miami, a Ryan,
who her cats adore.  You only have me and Cat told me to mentor
Greg." 


Hodges
glared at Greg.  "You will listen to her in the field, Sanders,
she'll make sure you come home alive, even if it is against the rules. 
Just don't turn into her."  He looked at her again. 
"You're making me feel unmanly again." 


"I
always considered bigger brains to mean more manly.  So you and Greg are
right up there with Jigen for me, baby.  Now, are we good
again?"  He nodded, swallowing. "Good."  She
smiled.  "Go for a ride after work?" 


"Hell
no, woman!  Out!"  She hugged him again and walked out with a
punch to Greg's arm.  "You could've warned me, Sanders!" 


"I
didn't know you were going to have a fight or flight response, Hodges. 
Geez, what was that?" 


"She
and Catherine came out on a case to LA.  I was new in the lab." 


"Ah. 
I remember how things were when you first started," he agreed
fondly.  "I was so confused. I kept getting lost." 


"You
probably kept walking into the women's bathroom on purpose." 


"Well,
yeah, but how did you hear about that?"  David just gaped.  He
smirked.  "Tit for tat, Davy." 


"Don't
call me that." 


"You
run I'm letting her chase you." 


He
pouted. "That's mean." 


"I
know.  But I'm a good boy *most* of the time."  He
smirked.  "What can I say? I worked with Sandburg and Cat on that
serial case." 


"And
you got a letter of praise," Helena called as they walked past
again.  "Sorry, Dave." 


"Not
a problem, don't do it again!"  He glared at him.  "Go
away." 


"You
have my test results." 


He
handed them over.  "There, now go away!"  Greg nodded,
walking out, still humming happily.  Hodges sat down and held his head,
jumping when someone knocked on his door. "Nick.  Sorry." 


"Who
is that?" 


"Helena
Nichols.  Chicago.  I met her on a crossover case, no I'm not telling
you, she won't give you any information either, and she's trying to warp Greg
from what Cat and she are doing."  He handed over a sheet of
papers.  "Go." 


"Sure. 
Are you all right?  Need some aspirin or something?"  He shook
his head, so Nick went down the hall to ballistics.  "Hey,
Bobby?"  He looked over and smiled. "Can you keep an eye on
Hodges? He's jumpy and snappy.  The new girl spooked him." 


"What
new girl?" 


She
leaned in behind Nick's back and waved.  "Hi, I'm Helena, new pet
detective." 


"You're
Jigen's Girl," Bobby said in awe.  She smirked and nodded, winking at
him, then she walked off again.  "Wow, she's a great detective. 
Had to fight to get her badge back from being undercover so long.  You'll
like working with her.  She's very straightforward and the one you want at
your back in a shootout, Nick." 


"Good
to know."  He went to track her down and introduce himself. 
"Hi, Nick Stokes," he said, catching up to her in the break room. 


She
grinned and held out her hand so he could shake it.  "Helena
Nichols." 


He
grinned.  "I have heard of you." 


"You
should have, your father did one of the cases that toasted my department."



He
nodded. "That's what I remember.  You going to be okay?" 


"Yeah,
I'm just looking for the dark goddess caffeine."  She hit a button on
the soda machine.  "Brass said I'm going out with him tonight to
learn the town."  She looked at him. "If you come across
anything Lupin related, you don't know me, you don't talk to me, and you sure
as hell don't come to me about the case.  Unless you're checking to see
that they didn't do it."  He nodded slowly at that. "I'm dating
one of them." 


"That
makes more sense with Bobby's comment.  Okay."  He nodded,
grinning again. "We can put a Chinese wall up if something like that
happens.  You all settled in?" 


"Yeah,
I had a moving crew of slaves."  She sipped her soda, making him
laugh. "Who said I'm kidding?  The guys owed Lupin their life, he had
me moved."  She smirked and walked off, heading back to Brass's
office. "I talked with Nick.  Laid down the law about Lupin and that
stuff." 


"Good. 
I've made a note in your profile to keep you out of anything related to
him."  He looked at her, then at the soda.  "You might want
to stick to water and coffee." 


"Too
hot for coffee."  Someone walked into the room, handing her a large
box.  "Danka.  Tip?"  He shook his head, then bowed
and walked out, going away.  She put her soda on the desk and opened
them.  "Awwww.  He sent me roses."  She held one up,
sniffing it.  "Even black ones.  One of my former contacts is
going to be toasty by morning."  She took a picture of them, then of
the card, sending them both to her apartment and her boyfriend, who was
lounging around.  She looked inside, finding a second card. 
"Hmm."  She sniffed it, then shook it, hearing the hiss.
"Know anyone who wants a baby snake?" 


"Grissom
does bugs.  He might have a spare cage."  He picked up her soda,
walking her that way.  "Grissom, do you have a spare cage? 
Someone just sent her a baby snake in an envelope."  That got a long
blink then one was pointed at.  She pulled out a bootknife and carefully
slit open the package, dumping the snake before it could strike.  "What
is that?" 


"A
baby asp.  They're very poisonous."  She grinned at him. 
"They had good taste in snakes."  She walked back to Greg's
area, smiling at him, handing him the flowers.  "One of my former
admirers and adversaries thought I needed roses and I hate getting
flowers.  Have some." 


"Ooh,
black roses.  Thank you."  He kissed her on the cheek. 
"Need the card?" 


"No
but if you find any other baby asps, they can join the first one in the boss's
office." 


"Sure." 
He went to check them carefully then arrange them in his workspace of the day. 


Warrick
looked at them then at Greg.  "Who sent you *black* roses?" 


"Some
people like black roses," he defended. "Can you really see me getting
pink or white or red ones?  Well, some red ones are better than others,
but not usually."  He shook his head. "I got them from
Helena.  She hates flowers and they came as a threat.  They also sent
her a baby asp."  He finished arranging them in the vase and handed
over the box and card.  "We should probably fingerprint that since it
was a threat." 


"Sure,"
Warrick agreed.  "I should be used to this by now," he
complained. 


"No,
it usually takes longer to assimilate someone fully, Warrick.  It was only
a few months.  You probably got out in time if you can see this as
slightly abnormal. Or else we'd have you driving Catherine's pimpmobile." 


Warrick
shuddered.  "That's just a bad image, Greg.  Nearly as bad as
Ryan driving it."  He shuddered and went to get the gear to fume the
box and card for fingerprints.  It was the least he could do, send the
information back. 


Greg
cackled once he was alone.  "I will be the Catherine Demoranth of my
generation!" he said proudly.  Then he looked around and calmed down
his mirth in case someone might hear it and try to stop him.
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"Sweetie,"
a female voice said from behind Catherine.  "You really should dress
to show off your feminine side," she chided.  "After all, you're
not very womanly." 


Catherine
glared back at her.  "Who the fuck are you?" 


"That's
not nice." 


"And
the question still remains, lady.  You would be?  Before I arrest you
for being in here without a reason?"  She leaned back to look at
her.  Long flowered dress, shawl.  Love beads.  Longish
hair.  "I'm waiting." 


"I'm
Naomi." 


"Uh-huh. 
And that's supposed to mean something to me?" 


"I'm
Blair's mother." 


"Damn
good thing I'm not dating your son then, huh?" 


"I'm
just saying. You could be more feminine." 


"Bitch,
I'm a fucking detective, I don't need to be feminine and there's nothing wrong
with not being some fainting little femme bitch," she said dryly. 
Yelina clapped at that.  "Thank you, sister."  She stood
up.  "For your information, *Naomi*, I'm a Detective third grade. 
I'm a seventeen year veteran to the police departments I've worked in. 
What gives you *any* right to criticize how I look?" 


"I
just think that a more feminine approach would help you." 


"To
do what?" she shouted.  "I'm here catching people who kill
others so you can bake cookies.  It's women like me who make your lives
easier.  So go find whatever reason you're here for.  I'm sure
someone's looking for you somewhere." 


She
snorted.  "I've known many fine female detectives.  None of them
were like you." 


"Yeah,
well, I was a Vice cop, lady.  We're a whole different breed." 


"You
should get in touch with your female side.  It could help you understand
the female perspective more." 


"Catherine,"
Frank called. "Why don't you go find Wolfe about your case?" he
suggested as he came over to separate them. 


"Listen,
Naomi, you don't know me from an axe murderer."  The woman gave her a
look.  "You don't.  You have no fucking clue who I am. 
Getting in touch with my feminine side?  I dated women for fifteen
years.  I touched more of my feminine side and theirs than most of the
women in this damn city.  Not all women are femme little bitches. 
Some of us are Amazons.  So that the femme little bitches, like you, can
go find your own commune and be happy.  Which I suggest you do because you
are interfering with my work.  Doing so means I can charge you with
obstruction of justice.  How would you like to spend the next thirty days
in jail?"  She opened her mouth and Catherine snorted. 
"For your edification, I'll also point out I've got a Master's degree in
progress.  I've got one hell of a man at the moment." 


"I
thought you said you dated women." 


"I
did until I dated a petty bitch who cheated on me.  Now I've got a man who
can give better oral sex than all my former women combined.  So hop off
your little high of whatever you were taking and blow off.  Before you get
arrested." 


"Catherine,"
Frank ordered. 


"Oh,
yay." 


Yelina
coughed.  "She did walk up to us unannounced and did start on
Catherine," she offered.  "I have no idea who this woman
is." 


"I'm
Blair's mother, dear." 


"Ah,
that explains it," she said, looking distasteful.  "Frank,
please remove her before she upsets Catherine and myself more?" 


"Of
course.  This way, Miss Sandburg, I'm sure Jim's looking for you by
now." 


"Do
not touch me." 


"Oh,
shut up!  Frank's a married man and he's got taste.  He'd never go
for a woman who dyed her hair that color or wore ugly clothes that don't
match." 


"Materialism
is bad," she said firmly. 


"Yeah,
but you can be immaterial and still match," Catherine shot back.
"Your son manages it most of the time."  She huffed off. 
Catherine glared at her.  "Get her out of here, Frank," she
hissed.  She didn't see Yelina dialing her phone and speaking quietly. 


"Jim,
sweetie, come help me," she called when she spotted him and another
guy.  "Please, the women here are attacking me." 


"Attacking
*you*!" Catherine demanded. Frank and Yelina both held her down and
another officer came up to walk her off, whispering quietly. 


"See,
that's what she needs." 


Catherine
got free and walked over, kissing her hard and fast, making her fall to the
ground and give her a stunned look.  "Maybe you should look for your
place, femme bitch.  On  your knees and begging for a good domme. 
Because plenty of women are tops and don't sacrifice any femininity to do
it.  See, aren't you happier there on the floor?  Where the amazon
put you?"  She walked back and kissed Ryan, making him moan. 
"Good thing I stole you from your tribe." 


"Not
like I mind." 


"Your
mother's not that bad compared to her." 


"My
mother's a saint compared to her.  Frank, she's got a damn long arrest
record if that's Blair's mother.  You might want to check for outstanding
warrants. Catherine, there's something outside you need to go over with
me."  He led her off, making her calm down. 


She
called Blair. "Your mother's here.  You need to get her some
help.  I don't care what sort of help.  Get her laid.  Find her
a commune she can retire to.  Something before I put her in for a 72 hour
mental health evaluation, Blair."  She hung up and let him cuddle her
once they were outside, weathering the looks they got.  "Someone's
mother just decided to tell me I should be more feminine." 


"Catherine
stunned her," Ryan offered.  "She attacked without
warning." 


"Shows
the woman's lack of judgement," one officer offered.  "Does
anyone higher up know?" 


"Frank
was trying to save her life," Catherine quipped. 


Horatio
walked out and looked at them.  "Catherine," he said calmly. 


"She
walked up behind me and introduced herself by saying I should be more
feminine." 


"Still,
we do not attack back, Catherine.  She's still begging from where you
showed her the proper place for feminine women."  He came over. 
"It's not polite, Catherine, and we do try to stay polite." 


"Then
she shouldn't have started a verbal attack on me," she shot back. 


"She
shouldn't have and I do believe Jim is yelling at her about that," he
offered, patting her on the arm.  "You can let go, Mr. Wolfe." 


"Sorry,
Horatio."  He looked at her and let go.  "Think Chocolate's
doing okay?" 


"Did
you close the bedroom door?" 


"No
but she was in the cage when I left.  She was trying to squat on the
couch." 


"Wonderful,"
she said bitterly.  "Anything else I should know?" 


"Ray's
here," he said, nodding at the GTO pulling in.  He waved at
him.  "Blair's mother's here." 


"She
started off saying I should be more feminine," Catherine said, looking at
him. 


He
gave her a hug.  "You're an amazon for a good reason.  So the
femme things you used to date could have a big, dominant, woman overtop of
them."  He walked inside. "Horatio, I have a suspect but he's a
fainting drama queen.  He's being drug in by patrol." 


"Thank
you, Ray," he called, looking at her.  "Are you all right?"



"I'm
fine.  Just keep her away from me." 


"Then
lets go back inside and get back to work," he ordered, letting them
proceed him.  "Good thinking, Mr. Wolfe," he offered when
Catherine outpaced them. 


Ryan
grinned.  "It's not her fault.  Naomi did piss her off." 


"I
meant calming her down." 


"I
had to or I'd hear the rant all night," he said with a grin. 


"Not
if you give me a back rub," she called from the elevator. 
"Coming?  We have court tomorrow.  Since I've already been
warned it's going to be a bitch and a half, I should probably learn how to play
nicer."  They caught up and rode up with her.  She got off and
ran into Frank.  "I'm sorry I ruined your lunch, Frank." 


He
looked at her and snorted.  "Feel better?" 


"Not
really.  She wasn't a good kisser."  She shrugged. 
"Ryan's better."  She went back to her desk. 


Frank
looked at Ray, who shrugged.  "Not like I've compared.  I'd
trust her on that one."  He went to his desk across from Yelina, then
leaned over to talk to her.  "What happened?" he asked
quietly.  "She just walked up and said Cat should be more
femme?" 


"Feminine. 
It might help her understand the criminals better," she said dryly. 


"Ya
know, I don't think she's ever had a problem understanding them when she wants
to."  He shrugged and sat up again.  "Yo, kitten, we have
court?" 


"The
cult members, Ray," she complained. 


"Ehhhh,"
he groaned, then shrugged.  "It should be a sink." 


"Won't
be.  The judge hates Horatio," Frank warned. 


"Horatio
didn't process any evidence, Warrick did ours," Catherine reminded him. 


"Point. 
Then again, his lawyer hasn't made any pre-trial motions," Frank offered. 


"Then
let's hope the judge isn't suddenly needing to be taken off the bench the hard
way," Catherine said dryly. 


"We
can't do that." 


Ray
snorted and Catherine looked up at him.  "Honey, do you honestly
think I can't talk Helena's boyfriend into *helping* me with something that
serious?" 


"Well,
no, but if you tell me that I have to treat you as a suspect if it
happens." 


She
giggled and patted him.  "I wouldn't about that.  Ray, do you
think I could be *mean* this time?" 


"I
do," he agreed. "I heard he deserves it." 


"What
are we planning?" Horatio asked, and Frank moved to lean on her divider
wall, smirking at her. 


Catherine
grinned. "I'm being a good girl, Horatio.  We talked about this
already." 


His
eyes went wide.  "He wouldn't be...  Oh.  Well, I guess he
could be considered..."  He   nodded. 
"Acceptable."  He walked off happier. 


She
grinned at Frank.  "There's shit coming down the pipe from up
north."  Ray moaned.  "What?" 


"Helena's
joining you," he reminded her. 


"Yeah
but we're both much happier in our new homes.  You?" 


"I'm
much happier down here.  I can answer to my own name again.  All the
time." 


Yelina
handed him a cookie, getting a grin.  "We like you for
yourself.  We'd hate you having to pretend to be anyone else." 


"Oh,
I don't know, he does a mean Speed impersonation," Eric said as he joined
them with a folder.  "Who's the detective on the scene this
morning?"  They all looked clueless.  He opened it. 
"Girl found on the beach with underwear stuffed down her throat?" 


"Who
was there?" Frank asked. 


"No
one for over an hour," Eric complained.  "We got tired of
waiting and did more of it ourselves."  That got a groan. 
"I know I called Jim and he said it was his day off and he wasn't even on
the on-call schedule because someone was coming in." 


"Yeah,
we met her," Catherine said dryly. 


"Loudly,"
Frank agreed.  He took the case from Eric and looked it over. 
"RICE!" he bellowed, making him jump up and give him a panicked
look.  "Did you get a scene this morning?" 


"Um.... 
My car broke down."  Frank glared at him and he came over to get the
file.  "Sorry, Delko." 


"Let's
go over it."  He followed him back to his desk. 


Catherine
shook her head and checked her cellphone.  One missed call. 
"Oops."  She dialed into her voicemail and grabbed her jacket
and PDA, heading out.  "Sorry, Frank.  Apparently I missed it
while I was browbeating the creature." 


"Just
go," he complained, shaking his head.  "Who's out?" 


"Speed,"
Horatio admitted, going back to his office so he could laugh in private. 
Naomi still looked stunned stupid when he passed her by. 


***



Catherine
walked onto the scene.  "Sorry, Speed, I was disabusing the notion
that I'm not feminine enough." 


"Who
in the hell?" he complained, looking at her. 


"Blair's
mother.  Walked up behind me and said I needed to be more feminine. 
Noted Yelina could be too."  Calleigh rolled her eyes. 
"She's presently stunned stupid.  I kissed her and she's still
babbling at Jim.  Eww," she said, looking at the body. 
"Weed eater or chainsaw?" 


"Weed
eater," Calleigh said.  "We found a piece of the cutting
string." 


"Still
gross."  She shrugged and looked around.  "Any witnesses
for me?  I was ignoring my phone while I was pointing out she needed to go
somewhere else." 


"One,"
Speed offered, pointing at the heaving man in the bushes.  "An
officer on lunch found her." 


"Okay." 
She went that way, going to help him up.  He looked at her and whimpered.
"It's my case.  Tell me what you know," she said calmly. 
He turned green and turned away again, going to get sick some more. 
"It's not that gross.  I've seen worse!  You should see ritual
child sacrifices."  The guy gave another heave.  She considered
it then the bodies.  "Speed, did she have bite marks
maybe?"  He looked over, giving her an odd look. 
"What?  I know the zombie potions.  Any bite marks?  He's
throwing up bloody chunks, that's not his stomach."   The officer
waved at her and she helped him to his knees, giving him a heimlich.  He
finished puking and she nodded, helping him back up.  "So," she
started again.  "Out for lunch?"  He turned green
again.  "You puke on me you lick it back up, Junior." 


"I,
um, aahh," he let out a whimper. 


"I
already had a really bad day," she assured him.  "Now,
give!" 


"She
wanted me to!" he sobbed. "She was sick and wanted to be some benefit
to others.  She wanted us to!" 


"Us?"
Calleigh asked.  He went pale. "Don't let him pass out." 


"I'm
not."  She shook him hard.  "Straighten up!" she
snapped.  He swallowed and nodded.  "Okay.  Speed, he gave
you a nice sample over here to match." 


"Yay
me," he said flatly.  "Just what I need for lunch." 


"Sorry. 
Not my fault."  She walked him off and into her car. "You puke
in my car, I make you lick it up."  She slammed the door. 
"Taking him back, need me for more?" 


"No,
sit him there, let Alexx look at him," Calleigh called.  "It'll
be about an hour."  That got a nod and Catherine got in to drive
off.  "Think she'll smack him around?" 


"Not
with the day she had.  I already got a call from Eric."  She
gave him a look.  "Really."  Alexx and the ME's van parked,
with their ME getting out.  "We think she was eaten." 


"Why?"



"I
don't know," Speed admitted. "The officer who found her told
Catherine she was sick and wanted to be of some benefit so they nibbled. 
Though we did find string to a weed eater." 


"I'm
not going to eat lunch today," she decided, coming over to do her on-scene
preliminary.  She looked at a few tears.  "Yeah, those are teeth
marks," she agreed. "Definitely no lunch for me today." 


***



Catherine
walked the officer inside and to her desk.  "Stay.  Use the can
if you need it." 


"Yes,
ma'am," he said, looking miserable. 


Catherine
looked around.  "Is Frank here?"  Ray shook his head.
"Yelina?"  He shook his head again.  "Anyone
senior?" 


"Ryan. 
Eric.  Rice." 


"Who's
closer?" 


"Eric."



"Cool,
he won't want lunch either.  He doesn't move."  She walked off,
going to the lab portion to find Eric.  "I need help." 


"For?"



"Speed
and Calleigh's scene had an officer who was puking his guts and bloody chunks
of what we think is the victim.  He's scared of me.  Won't even puke
since I told him he can't." 


"Eww,"
Ryan noted from his spot. 


"Sorry. 
So I could use someone higher up with more tact.  They said it'll be an
hour." 


"Go
put him in a room and make him write out a statement," Eric offered. 


"He's
an officer, Eric.  I don't want to do IAB's job." 


"Point. 
He can write out the statement and it won't look too bad."  She
nodded and walked off, going to make him do that.  He shook his head and
called Speed.  "She didn't know what to do with him so she didn't
make it look bad on him if she's wrong."  He smiled.  "I'm
going to agree with Ryan.  Eww.  No, I told her to sit him somewhere
and have him write out the statement. She said he's scared of him, won't even
puke."  He grinned.  "That works. Yeah,
probably."  He hung up.  "How would they do it up
there?" 


"Not
a clue," Ryan admitted.  "She had too many problems up there
already, Eric." 


"Good
point.  So, is she suing them?" 


Ryan
looked at him.  "She's talked about it a few times.  Come
look.  The soil is glowing funny and I can't find it."  He came
over to help. 


***



Horatio
and Frank came in off their scene and found Stetler fuming. 
"What?" Frank asked. 


"That
brat you hired from Chicago is taking my job." 


"How?"
Horatio asked. 


"She's
questioning an officer in a crime." 


"Which
is her job," Frank noted patiently.  "Then you get them. 
That's how we do that."  He walked past him rolling his eyes. 
He made it to their interrogation rooms and found her watching through the
window and the guy shaking.  "He okay?" 


"He's
still too scared to puke or write much," she said quietly. 
"Have I been that mean?" 


"Not
really."  He walked in, followed by Horatio. 
"Hey."  The officer gave him a grateful look.  "You're
that scared of her?" 


"I
heard how she was Justice in Chicago.  Like she punished those the system
missed and how she made a lot of rookie officers retire suddenly," he
begged.  "Please?" 


"I
was not.  That was Helena," she said from the doorway.  "I
was Vice, occult, and cults, little man.  If I had to complain about
another officer I did it loudly to the bosses." 


"Oh. 
Who's Helena?" 


"She's
in Vegas.  Jigen's Girl."  He nodded and went green again.
"I'll let you guys handle it since he seems to be able to talk to you
two.  Speed just pulled in." 


"That's
fine, you get the paperwork," Frank offered. 


"Of
course.  I didn't want to step on anyone's toes or look like
IAB."  She walked off, going to fill out reports.  Stetler
stomped off. "You're not impressing me," she said blandly when she
felt him glaring at her.  She looked over.  "I don't want your
job, asshole.  Get over it.  He was just too scared of me to do
anything."  She finished her report and handed it to Speed when he
walked past.  "Preliminary.  He's too scared to write." 


Speed
leaned on her divider, looking it over.  "Works for me." 
He looked at her.  "That's protocol when we suspect an officer. 
That and to let Frank or Horatio know first.  We call the idiot huffing
over there," he said with a nod toward Stetler, "when we've got a
confession." 


"That's
what I thought but he was too scared of me and I don't want to ride him like
I'm taking over his job, since he can't seem to do his job, and I don't want to
step on toes or look like I'm accusing an officer." 


"I
know.  Going to Eric was probably the wise thing.  We'll compare the
chunks he blew to her." 


Horatio
came out.  "No need.  He confessed, gave us names." 
He looked at Catherine.  "Vigilante rumors?" 


"Back
when Helena was undercover.  That was part of her cover actually. 
She was Chicago's Angel of Mercy." 


"Interesting. 
Did we participate?" 


"I
did some of her research for her into a criminal or two.  Most of the time
they confessed.  That was all part of her undercover, Horatio." 


"I
understand."  He smiled at her. "It'll be fine.  Rumors are
spreading." 


"Of
course they are.  They're spread by the same people who tried to have her
shot instead of letting her have her badge, as they promised.  It came
from the same people who kept putting me out there without a chance in hell of
backup unless I needed SWAT for a drug bust.  It's probably also from some
officers who're now suffering because they don't have the three of us anymore
to abuse.  Hell, I was doing the work of eight others," she said
bitterly. 


He
patted her on the head.  "It'll be fine and we'll stick up for you,
Catherine."  He got a nod.  "Good work noticing that. 
Speed?" 


"We'll
still match just in case."  He looked at the statement. 
"So it was what she wanted as her final wishes?"  Horatio nodded
once.  "Yay.  How did she die?" 


"Them,"
he said dryly.  "They took a weed eater string to strangle her when
the pain got too much." 


"Hmm. 
Yeah.  So we'll wait for the autopsy report from Alexx and then we'll see,
huh?"  He went to talk to the others and get his samples rushed since
he had a confession.  That way he could be booked by that night.  He
ran into Eric and shook his head.  "I'm not sure if I feel sorry for
the guy or not." 


"Why?"



"His
friend's final wish was to be beneficial to her friends by letting them feast
on her so they might gain some immunity from the same disease that got
her," he read, then looked at him. 


"Eww."



"Very. 
Then again, the guy was so scared of Catherine he couldn't puke anymore." 


"Good. 
Still nasty."  He walked off shaking his head. 


Speed
smirked.  He was definitely going to get the pool for the worst case of
the month that the city's CSIs ran and for the worst arrest scene. 


***



Catherine
looked up as the judge started to throw out evidence.  "Um, sir,
you're going on a faulty assumption. There was an expert.  I'm an
acknowledge expert in the field of cults and the occult."  He stared
at her and she shrugged.  "It's been my speciality since I joined the
force back in Chicago fifteen years ago.  My BA in Anthropology, with
later classes in Psychology and official profiling lessons through the FBI
academy.  I can provide proof that I'm more than good enough to look up
the references in a book and brief people.  Plus more than smart enough to
figure out when lunar events happen by looking in a calendar." 


"You
are?" 


"Catherine
Demoranth, Detective Third Grade," she said, staring him down. 
"Cults, Occult, and former vice detective, now in homicide down
here."  He didn't look impressed.  "Let me guess, I'm
female so therefore I can't read?  We took it directly out of the books
and we can produce the books if you want.  Not like I care.  The city
will take the shipping costs from the University of Chicago out of the budget
for this trial." 


"I
don't like your attitude." 


"Sir,
to be frank, I could care less."  He looked stunned.  "I'm
not here to humor you.  I'm here to testify as an expert in this. 
Besides, even if you throw it out, we still saw him trying to kill his last
victim." 


"You
and who?" 


"Four
federal agents out of NCIS that were working on it with us since it traipsed
into their territory.  One of the DC teams.  Plus there was an FBI
agent there somewhere, another two detectives out of Chicago, and a CSI from
Las Vegas.  It was a cooperative effort." 


"I
see."  He stared her down and she just quirked up an eyebrow. "I
still do not think this evidence was collected legally." 


"We
checked out the books and worked in the library.  It's not like it was
illegal to look in a book and look up the rituals.  I can even give them
the name of the Latin Department TA that helped us with the translation from a
few books.  There's no legal reason that searching a library would be
counted illegal and would give us an automatic appeal option." 


"I
can fine you." 


"You
can try." 


"It
was your case in Chicago?" 


"It
was."  She shrugged. "I'm the best they had.  I've caught
more serial killers than anyone up there or down here.  My records speak
for itself." 


"Really? 
Because I heard your records were full of disciplinary actions." 


"No. 
I've got one shooting review.  I've got one assault charge that I do admit
to.  It was either knock him down or he was going to stab the two-year-old
he had been molesting and carving pictures into.  That was ruled a
justified arrest as well." 


"Really? 
I've heard allegations that you've taken the law into your own hands." 


She
burst out laughing.  "Really?  Do I look like my name is
Helena?"  He looked horrified.  "I'm not the Angel of Mercy
we had when she was undercover.  I'm the guardian who protected her when
she was undercover."  She pulled out something.  "As a
matter of fact, I can let you into those records if my record is going to
become pertinent."  She handed the order to the bailiff, who handed
it to the judge.  "You're hereby served in my suit against
Chicago."  He spluttered.  "Anything else, sir?" 


"How
dare you!" he yelled. 


"How
dare I?  I was doing the work of eight people up there and still had a
better arrest and conviction record.  How dare you try to throw out
evidence.  He still was caught over the last victim.  If I had been
the vigilante I'm accused of, we wouldn't be here."  She stared him
down.  "Even without it, you still have plenty of evidence from Las
Vegas."  He stood up and stormed out, bringing back Stetler. 
"Hi again.  By the way, I have one of those with your name as
well." 


"Why?"



"Because
you got into my records and they're now sealed," she said with an evil
smirk, making him go pale.  "Exactly.  As a matter of fact,
they're now federally sealed.  If he's going to get into my record, he's
got to be part of the suit." 


Stetler
considered that. "Why are they federally sealed?" 


"Because
it impacts Helena's undercover she did for the Feds," she said
impatiently.  "Do your fucking homework, Stetler.  You got us
confused and I'm sure as hell not Helena Nichols."  That got a few
claps from the back of the courtroom.  "She is."  He
blinked then gaped and backed away. "Anything else?  Because if not,
I've got ethics violations to file later on."  She stared at the
judge, who backed away.  "Now, are we doing this today?" 


"I'm
still going to rule that evidence invalid, as well as anything the Miami lab
processed." 


"Which
was none of the physical evidence," Horatio said smugly.  "All
the physical evidence was done in the Cascade lab and in Las Vegas. With some
help searching for suspects from our lab, New York's lab, and the NCIS
lab." 


"Your
people...." 


"I
nearly ran that lab," Speed said happily.  "I was still up there
and we had Feds helping us."  He swallowed.  "The same as
Vegas did." 


"It's
still invalid!" 


"Not
the stuff from Las Vegas.  No connection to this lab at all.  That
still doesn't negate the fact that he was caught with his last victim,"
the prosecutor said firmly.  "Federal agents and Detective Demoranth
caught him with her going to kill her.  The same as the people in Cascade
did find a kill scene and their killer with his last body, Your Honor." 


"It's
still invalid." 


Horatio
stood up and looked at someone behind him.  "Yes?" 


"That's
fine, we're taking over the case from the Florida and Washington State
Attorney's offices," he agreed, standing up.  "As well as
helping the prosecutor file ethics complaints and misconduct charges." 


"And
you would be?" the judge demanded. 


"US
District Attorney Henry Arts, Your Honor."  He went pale, which was
amusing for an African American man.  "I'm in charge of the Southern
US office.  I'm taking over this case."  He handed the paperwork
to the prosecutors, then looked at Catherine.  "If you must serve me
so I can get into your records for the prosecution, go ahead."  She
handed it over.  "Thank you.  Officers, please hold him for a
moment until we can have Marshals take him into custody?" 


"Sure,"
the bailiff agreed, waving another one forward.  He glanced at his boss,
who was now purple.  "Sir, should we call a paramedic?" 


"I'm
fine," he growled.  "How dare you!" he shouted, glaring at
Horatio. 


"Justice
has to be served when there's corrupt officials."  He looked at
Catherine.  "Don't I have one of those?" 


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


"That's
fine."  He walked her out.  "Gutsy." 


"He's
so dirty I can smell him with a cold, Horatio, and Jim has to go in front of
him tomorrow."  He groaned at that.  "I'm pushing to have
him removed before then."  He nodded. "Which Mr. Arts can
do?" she asked him.  He nodded, smirking at her.  "How is
Agent Gibbs?" 


"Cranky. 
Like usual.  He's never anything but cranky."  He smirked at
her.  "So, why did they seal it?" 


"To
try to frustrate my lawyer."  She grinned. "Speaking of, I'm
needed up the hall."  She waved and headed that way with Ray and
Helena.  She walked in.  "Sorry, Your Honor, the last judge was
crooked and tried to declare women finding information in books invalid and
illegal." 


"Who?"



"The
putz up the hall," Ray offered. 


"Language,"
he warned. 


"Sorry. 
Too long undercover."  The judge scowled but nodded.  They all
took their spots.  "I apologize to the court." 


"Thank
you, Detective.  Which one are you?" 


"Kowalski."



"I'm
Nichols," Helena said, waving a hand limply.  "That's
Demoranth." 


"Fine. 
Why are we doing this here instead of in Chicago?" 


"Chicago's
courts have refused to hear this case since it involves federal issues and an
undercover by Helena when she was working for the Feds," Catherine said
calmly.  "They said I had to file it down here since I'm now living
down here.  Since Ray's down here that made two out of three and it was
decided to do this here." 


"All
right.  Why not federal court?" 


"They
said it was a state matter," Helena told him bitterly. "This is the
second time we've had to do this and the State Supreme Court up there upheld
the last one and said that any new action could not be filed in Illinois State
Court because it was against state law or something.  Our attorney has the
legal briefing." 


"He's
given it to me.  I still don't understand why here." 


"Because
we didn't want to travel to another state when two of us live down here,"
Ray told him, getting a smirk.  "I'd rather have went fed for this
but they said it wasn't their job." 


"So
I get to be the unlucky one with the sealed case files."  Helena and
Catherine both nodded.  "Have all the subpoenas been issued?" 


"Nearly. 
I'm a bit behind thanks to the cult case up the hall that just got taken by the
US District Attorney's office.  They all know it's coming." 


"Get
them out tonight, young lady." 


"Yes,
Your Honor."  She shook her head quickly, getting a quizzical
look.  "Sorry, flashback to an early undercover of my
own."  Helena looked at him.  "I almost said Daddy." 


"You
needed out of Vice sooner." 


"Yeah
but homicide didn't want to use me as more than a reference guide. 
Otherwise they were going to stick me in SVU to make me retire sooner." 


The
judge coughed. "They were?" 


"They
were."  She looked through the box of files and came up with a tape,
handing it to her attorney.  "I went to school with the Chief up
there," she said with a small grin.  "That means I had drinking
buddy rights."  He smirked at that and the other attorneys looked horrified.



"Was
it gotten legally, with his permission?" 


"It
was taken before I had to get his permission, Your Honor.  That law was
passed about two years after that was made if I remember right." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and looked at the other side.  "Are you prepared to open
today?" 


"Your
Honor, this is a farce!" he shouted. 


"Do
not yell at me, young man.  I will charge you with contempt," he said
firmly.  He slumped.  "Now, if you can state your case in a
reasonable tone of voice, opening is yours." 


The
second attorney stood up.  "Your honor, we believe that this action
is not only vindictive in nature, but relies on false and/or prejudicial
information.  It also relies on personal and proprietary information that
has no bearing on their careers.  It was not malicious, it was the nature
of the job.  The lead detective is claiming that the City of Chicago
mistreated her because she was female and she had knowledge of things that
happened up there within the department.  Instead it was a matter of the
budget and other things.  We had no control over that." 


"Really? 
I thought you guys made your own budget," the judge said, staring at
her.  She blinked back.  "Does not the city make it's own
budget?" 


"It
does, but the department has to fit within certain guidelines given by the
city.  The cutting of the Vice department and certain precinct's budgets
was not done with intent to harm the detectives." 


"Anything
else?" 


"We
believe they're doing this to air out some dirty laundry that's best left in
the past.  Such as Detective Nichol's undercover assignment, which was
classified by the FBI years ago.  We ask that you dismiss this foolish
action."  She sat down. 


Their
attorney stood up and cleared his throat.  "Your honor, we can prove
it was done with malicious intent.  We can also prove that it only had a
bit to do with Detective Nichol's undercover.  This has not a lot to do
with her undercover but a few of the assignments she was given directly by the
Chicago PD before the FBI took over her care.  It has to do with
maliciously cutting a budget every year with no intent to renovate or change
the department they were cutting.  They didn't want to move the detectives
to other units.  They didn't suggest that they move.   They
didn't want them to move, they wanted them to suffer.  The same as it's
about one of my clients being refused her rightful pay raises, both because she
is female and because," he turned when Horatio came in, "because she
knew some of the other matters involved."  He looked back
again.  "It also has to do with how they treated the most precious
resource they had, some of their best detectives.  It was malicious and we
can prove that on some of these tapes and files.  We have a memo within
these that state, from the present Chief of Police's own hand, that Detective
Nichols and Demoranth were not to be promoted ever again.  That Detective
Kowalski was to stay undercover, hoping that he'd get shot." 


He
presented that one to the bailiff.  "We also have multiple copies of
proof that they were overworking all three of them in an unreasonable
manner.  We have proof of what reasonable is in many cities in the same
departments.  We also have proof that they were doing this specifically to
them.  The other detectives in the same units weren't forced into the same
circumstances or into the lack of backup, which was intended to get them
killed, or even into the problems they had during that last cult case when the
city was knowingly letting their officers destroy scenes and evidence.  We
can also show that their spending problems did go to other areas.  That is
in Federal court at the moment."  He sat down.  "In fact,
this problem was against these three and two other detectives who helped
Detective Nichols, and any detective who got close to helping the other two
were summarily fired.  That has been proven in another three civil
actions."  He handed over those forms.  "We knew what this
was about before now, Your Honor, and they're trying to play innocent yet again
to get out of responsibility.  This is the third time Detective Demoranth
has had to sue Chicago over their issues.  The second time Detective
Nichols has, and the first for Detective Kowalski, though he has gone through
their mediation process and gotten nowhere twice." 


"Very
well."  The judge flipped through them, then looked at the city's
table.  "Do you have your first witness ready?" 


"No,
Your Honor.  We haven't been able to see most of their proof." 


"We
gave them full copies, Your Honor," their attorney stated.  "We
sent it through their own people.  If they didn't get it, that's not our
fault.  I have signed statements saying that their Internal Affairs people
took charge of the files."  He dug those out and handed them over to
the bailiff for him as well. 


"You
gave them over a month ago?" the judge asked. 


"Yes,
Your Honor, I knew they'd try something like this.  This snowball job is
annoying and extremely trite." 


"It
is."  He looked at the city's attorneys.  "In a month you
couldn't get through two boxes of evidence?" 


"I
haven't seen them," the head lawyer told him.  His assistant nodded. 


"Your
Honor, please have the record show his second nodded?" Helena asked. 


"So
noted," he agreed.  "Why?"  She pulled out something
and handed it over, making him scowl and show her the picture of her watching
one of the taped interviews through a window.  "Would you care to
explain this picture?" 


"No,
it's obviously faked," she sneered.  "Prove it's real," she
demanded. 


"Sure." 
She stood up and walked out, leading a blind-looking man in by his hand. 
His pinstriped suit was carefully pressed and his blue shirt and yellow tie was
neat and clean.  "Please state your name for the record?" 


"Is
it safe?" 


"It
is, I'm not going to allow you to be arrested in here, sir.  If you have
an outstanding warrant they can get you outside the courthouse," the judge
offered.  "I have heard that some criminals may end up being called
in this matter due to the nature of some undercover operations all three went
on." 


"Oh,
I'm one," he said, taking off his glasses and putting them on his
head.  "The name's Arsene Lupin the Third.  Master Thief and
Criminal at Large."  He grinned and handed over a video tape.
"That's a still from this, Your Honor.   The tape has a date
code and it was taken by someone who I hired to sit across the street and tape
their offices.  A very legal PI who had no idea I was myself." 
He smirked at Horatio, who just glared.  "Sorry, I'll leave again
soon and I won't bother your city." 


"See
that you don't," he said firmly, glaring at his detectives. 


"My
thing, Lieutenant Caine," Helena promised quietly.  "She
suggested I call the PI but he's needed in other matters."  She
looked at the judge again.  "Save's the court's time, money, and
headache medicine bills." 


"Thank
you for that.  Bring me a tv, bailiff?"  He nodded and went to
get one, dragging it back in a few minutes later.  He handed over the tape
and it was slid in.  He looked at the date code, then the signed
receipt.  "Three days after they took charge of it. 
Interesting.  What took you so long?" 


"She
was on vacation," Lupin offered with a bright grin.  "She came
back when she heard this case was going to be done again." 


"Thank
you.  Any idea where?" 


Lupin
pulled out a notebook and looked at it then at him. "Paris.  She was
spending six days at a well-known underground brothel.  The name
translates as 'Desire'.  It's on the West Bank."  He blinked at
that. "I didn't ask if she was working or buying but I can if you want me
to." 


"No,
that's more than good enough."  He went back to watching the tape,
then looked at the evidence he already had.  "Where is that
interview?"  It was found and handed over, along with a second
one.  "Two tapes?" 


"We
interviewed him twice.  Without sound I don't know which it was," the
attorney noted. 


"Ah." 
He nodded and marked them into evidence as well.  "Sit, Mr.
Lupin."  He sat at their table, smiling at Ray, who smacked him on
the arm.  "Not friends?" 


"Not
hardly.  I tolerate Helena's boyfriend but his friends annoy me because I
can't arrest 'em," Ray said bitterly, glaring at Lupin. 


"You
keep that up and pretty soon you'll be just like Pops," he teased. 


"That's
one way ta go," Ray quipped back.  "At least he's a good and
honorable cop." 


"Who
got served three days ago," Helena agreed dryly.  "Speaking of,
when is the convention?" 


"Washington,
DC, and we're already scheduled to be there," Ray said happily. 


"Enough
chatter," the judge ordered.  He went back to looking at the evidence
and the tapes.  "Okay, call your first witness," he ordered coolly.



"He's
not here yet, sir," the lead lawyer said. 


"Why
not?  The schedule said we were start today and all witnesses have to be
ready to testify at any given point in time, pending the officers' other
cases.  I can be a bit patient if they're on a scene or arresting someone,
or even in another judge's courtroom." 


"Our
Chief of Police is a busy man, Your Honor.  We expected him to be needed
in two days.  We expected their opening statement to take longer." 


"Then
you miscalculated and if he's not down here in a reasonable amount of time I'm
going to hold him in contempt," he said with a small shrug. "Your
choice of course."  The second attorney got up and walked out to call
him, coming back looking displeased.  "Is he or isn't he
coming?" 


"He
said he's never been served, sir." 


Lupin
pulled out his notebook again.  "He was served the same day the
evidence was taken over. Almost all the Chicago PD subpoenas were served that
same day."  He looked up.  "I can have the warrant officer
their attorney hired fax you the list if you want.  I do know that there
was some contention about who got served." 


"Is
he preventing all the other officers from coming down?" the judge
asked.  She grimaced but nodded. "Even though they can be held in
contempt?" 


"He
said if they left their posts they would be fired," Lupin told him,
handing over a smaller tape.  "From the meeting two days ago, Your
Honor.  I did bug it illegally but it should be noted."  The
bailiff took it and put it into the tape recorder, letting him listen to the
Chief of Police up there order the officers not to show up and threatening
their jobs over it.  "I didn't think the bugging would be that
controversial in that circumstance.  The person wearing the wire did agree
to do so.  It was on Catherine's former boss's lapel if it makes any
difference.  Clearly in the open and barely disguised.  It even had a
microphone head on top of the pin."  He produced a picture of
it.  The top of the dragonfly pin was a microphone head.  Clearly
one. 


"Thank
you, Mr. Lupin. Anything else I should know?" 


"One
of them did try to fly down this morning but she was arrested at the
airport.  The judge did let her out but she was taken into supposedly
protective custody." 


"I
see.  Which one?" 


"Her
former boss, Betts." 


"Hmm." 
He considered it, tapping his fingers.  "Someone make sure of his
information?" 


Horatio
stood up.  "I have, Your Honor, just now."  He looked at
his notes.  "According to the head of the labs up there, who is my
equal in case you didn't know, Captain Betty Chamberlin is protective
custody.  The other officers noted are listed as being on restricted desk
duty though no reasons were given.  The Chief was listed as being in his
office having lunch by his openly available and posted schedule and the mayor
was said to be in his office as well."  He handed his notes to his
people's attorneys. 


"You
are, for the record?" 


"Lieutenant
Horatio Caine, head of the dayshift, Miami-Dade Felony crime lab." 


"Impressive. 
I've seen your work on other cases."  He looked at the notes when
they were handed over then at the lawyers.  "I'm going to put the
Chief in contempt since he did threaten the others.  Their jobs are too
valuable to risk," he decided.  "While I do that, do you have
any other witnesses?" 


The
head attorney stood up.  "This is still a farce, Your Honor! 
This has no place in this court." 


"According
to the Illinois and the Federal District Courts, it does."  He put
those decisions in front of him again.  "They said it had to be
decided down here and I find you falling down on your job.  Now, do you
have any other witnesses?" 


"I
need a day to get him down here." 


"You
should have been more prepared," he said coolly.  "You have a
day, young man."  He looked at the other side.  "Would you
care to put the other things into evidence now or wait until it becomes
relevant?  That way I can refer back to things and we're not wasting the
rest of today." 


"I
can do that," he agreed, handing it over and the index lists. 
"We do have one other box of evidence but it was thought to be overkill
and some of it was gotten by Mr. Lupin on Detective Nichol's behalf." 


"I
want that as well."  Lupin used his phone to page someone and that
box was wheeled in on a handtruck. "Thank you.  Are you a witness as
well?" 


"I
wasn't asked to be one.  Again, overkill," Goemon said frankly. 
He bowed to him and left it here, leaving again. 


"Interesting
friends you keep, Detective Nichols." 


"They
stood up for me and with me when no one else would," she said firmly. 


"That's
fine.  I can see why it was necessary."  He started to fill out
evidence sheets, going over them.  The other side started to look dejected
when he introduced taped statements from the missing officers.  Since they
had been threatened they could be entered into the transcripts as testimony. 


***



Horatio
saluted Catherine and the others a few days later.  "Well
played," he praised. 


"With
backpay," Ray agreed happily, saluting his ladies.  Helena smirked at
him.  "Go out with me tonight?" 


"Sure. 
Make someone jealous," she said with a wink.  Catherine
snorted.  "You don't think so?" 


"No,
not really, sweetie.  Um, there's smoke coming in under the door.  I
kinda think you're about to be kidnaped.  Call when you get back to work
and we'll chat."  Helena nodded and finished her drink, then got up
so they wouldn't have to gas bomb the cop bar they were in.  A peal of
tires later and she was gone.  "Gotta love the theatrics those three
use," she said happily, sipping her beer. 


"True,"
Ray agreed, smirking back.  "So, you, me.  A club?" 


"You,
me, a club, and a chiropractor," she said dryly.  "I'm not as
young as I was when I was busting in the clubs." 


"I
know.  You're still a spring chicken though," he teased. "We can
bring the others and make them jealous?" 


She
hesitated and looked at Horatio.  "Does anyone have a late case
tonight?" 


"Speed. 
That's rather usual though."  He pulled out his phone and texted
everyone since he had one code that hit them all.  He got back answers
ranging from 'make her wear something pretty' from Yelina to a groan from Speed
to 'I'll watch the cats until she gets home' from Eric, to a blank one from
Ryan.  "Eric said he'd watch your cats." 


"Chocolate's
about to be given away," she joked.  She finished her beer and poured
some more from the pitcher.  Then she refilled Ray's.  "We need
to change." 


"We
do," he sighed, looking at his dress pants, then her pants suit. 
"We look like old folk."  He stood up.  "See you
there, Horatio?" 


"Of
course, Ray."  He smiled at Catherine. 


She
kissed him on the cheek.  "Thank you for sticking up for me,
Horatio.  It means a lot to us but Ray's not the mushy sort." 
She grinned at his smile.  "Now, you're coming, right?  Or
should I ride up on my bike and use some of Lupin's tricks?" 


"Please
don't.  I'll show up.  You go get pretty.  You have lost some
weight since you've been down here." 


"Too
much sweating.  You guys need to pay the air conditioner repairman for
outside."  He laughed so she got up and headed home to take a shower
and change.  Which would give her enough time to get sober again. 
She came out of the bedroom fussing with a velvet top when someone knock,
looking through the spyhole.  "Hold on, Eric, I'm nearly dressed." 
She opened the door and walked off.  "Okay, it's safe." 


He
peeked in, looking at her cats.  "Hi, furry monsters."  He
walked in and caught the escapee, putting her back inside.  Then he
blinked when she came out in a small coordinating velvet skirt to go with the
velvet tank top.  "Um, no," he said, shaking his head, eyes
wide.  "No, not Miami style."  He came in to help her find
something, ending up giving her favorite stretch dress an odd look.  It
got bypassed since it came down to the floor.  He found a longer skirt and
handed it over.  "Try that." 


"I'll
have to change shirts. I only wear that one with leather."  She
sighed and got into a footlocker in the bottom of the closet, kneeling down to
dig through it. "If I have lost some weight...." 


"You
have," he assured her. 


She
grinned up at him.  "Thanks, dear."  She pulled out
something and headed into the bathroom, coming out in three inch stiletto
heels, a long stretch skirt made of the same lycra/polyester/shiny material her
favorite dress was made of.  Plus a blue velvet bustier.  She
turned.  "Can you please tighten it?" 


"Sure." 
His eyes were still wide but he did tighten it for her.  "No
tights?" 


"No,
too hard to get out of later."  She turned and he blinked at
her.  "What?"  She looked down.  "Yeah, you two
get to play tonight," she told her breasts, dragging him out by his
hand.  "Now, go change, Eric."  She checked the hall for
cats, then grabbed her wallet, ID, gun, and headed out. 


He
gave the gun an odd look. "You're going armed?" 


"Of
course. Someone might want to steal Speed or Frank."  She shrugged
and tucked it into her back waistband in the small holder sewn into the skirt's
waistband.  Then she shoved the other things into her bra and arranged her
breasts again.  "Ah, better."  She walked out. 
"Pimpmobile or bike?" she said, considering it. 


"Car,"
he squeaked. He hurried to his.  He was not going to think about how the
skirt clung to every inch of her body just right, highlighting the curves, or
how the bustier had made her formerly limp breasts stand up proudly
tonight.  She even fluffed out her hair and applied lipstick and eyeliner
in the car before driving off.  He texted Speed and warned him, then went
to go change. 


Catherine
saw the admiring looks for her car and parked, getting out, making them all stare
in horror.  "Hey, women can be pimps just as much, baby," she
told one, patting him on the cheek.  "Aren't you too young to play
these big boy games?" 


"I'm
plenty old and plenty built." 


She
looked at him and snorted.  "With that toothpick?  Honey, I've
used bigger toys in my girlfriends' asses.  Until you learn how to please
your women, all that is is nothin' special.  Every man's got one, but most
can't use it and don't use enough tongue."  She blew a kiss and
walked up to the door, smiling at the bouncer, who was an off-duty cop. 
"Gonna frisk me?" she teased. 


"Hell
no, Detective.  You carrying?"  She nodded, letting him
see.  "Behave tonight and make all the young toys beg." 


"I
like it when they beg."  She winked at him.  "We won."



"Congrats." 
He let her in and around the metal detector, getting an odd look. 
"She's a detective." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and patted her down, finding her badge.  He blinked at where it
was and she just grinned.  "No pockets?" 


"It'd
ruin the lines."  She stroked his face.  "You can frisk
some more if you want.  You're very good at it."  He blushed and
let her go.  "Thanks.  Any of the others of us here yet?" 


"One,
Detective.  By the bar."  She grinned and walked over there,
finding Speed ordering a beer.  He shook his head.  She was old
enough to be his mother!  She wasn't supposed to be an object of lust for
him! 


She
walked up behind Speed, leaning on his back, chin on his shoulder. "Ryan's
not here yet and you're fairly safe to dance with," she said in his
ear.  "Wanna?" 


He
looked at her.  "Can you actually keep up?" 


"I
did this for years for the job, Speed."  She drug him out to the
floor, showing him how it was done. 


He
smirked and joined in.  It was good and teasing between them.  She
did do that outfit proud.  "Where did you get that?" he called
over the music. 


"My
closet.  It's got lots of scary things in it," she offered with a
wink and turned around to dance with the guy who kept feeling up her ass. 
"That's not for you.  I require more than groping to give access to
the back passage."  He groaned and moved closer.  Speed got her
back and it was great.  She loved teasing Frank.  He was so cute when
he blushed. 


Ryan
walked in and saw the trio on the floor, sighing in defeat.  Horatio and
Calleigh watched him stare when they came in.  "I suck at that."



"Go
out there, let her teach you," Horatio said, giving him a shove. 
Ryan went to steal his girlfriend back from the other two.  He shook his
head and went to the bar to get a drink.  Catherine did look fantastic and
Speed didn't look too bad either. 


"It
almost looks like Speed borrowed some of Eric's clothes," Calleigh said
over the music.  He nodded at that.  The others in their group came
in and she waved, nodding out there.  Eric looked and moaned, shaking his
head but going out to find someone to dance with. 


Ryan
walked up to the trio and yanked Catherine into his arms.  "Mine,
thanks guys.  Help?" he mouthed to her.  She smiled and helped
him move, making his hips do what she wanted. The others gave them fond looks
but Ray came out and took Speed off. Blair and Jim finally showed up and Blair
went to join Ray and Speed on the floor, letting Jim play watch cop for them all. 
It was a good party. 


***



Catherine
walked into work the next morning in the same clothes, giving the officers who
stared a dirty look.  "Yes, I do own skirts.  It's just hard to
chase people down in them."  She sat down at her desk and took off
her heels, putting on the keds she had in her bottom desk drawer.  They
were black, they'd go.  Then she pulled out her black button up silk shirt
and slid it on over her bustier.  By the time she was done buttoning it
she looked professional again, if still hot and a bit goth.  Frank, who
had actually made it home, gave her an amused look.  "What? 
There was a bust up the street and the guys needed backup.  A few of us
didn't make it home last night, boss." 


"I'll
let you nap for lunch." 


"Thanks
but I should be okay.  I'm still just as tough as I used to be,
Frank." 


"Yes,
but you're not as young," he teased. 


She
gave him an odd look.  "I don't celebrate birthdays."  She
started her computer, seeing the postit on the screen. She frowned and called
the number on it.  "This is Demoranth, you wanted
something?"  She listened.  "Gee, boss, how many cases did
you work a month when you were a regular detective?"  She
smirked.   "Yeah, well, I was doing triple that most
months.  Hence the suit, which we won.  The judge was very not
impressed and it'll give the officers stuck up there the ability to change the
system.  It shouldn't bother us down here though I hope I never have to go
back up there for another case."  She smiled.  "Well, it is
nice to have them acknowledge they were holding promotions back when I deserved
them," she said dryly.  "The back pay will be very nice as
well.  So will the retirement account they claimed I couldn't have since I
retired after only sixteen years."  She leaned back. 


"No,
we went out to celebrate last night and ended up helping in that hostage
situation.  No, that was Ray.  Well, they forced him to stay
undercover for nearly five years straight, in and out of various
assignments.  I haven't had back up since before I got my gold shield. 
Helena had the same problem.  Yeah, that's why we sued."  She
smiled. "Thanks, boss.  Sure, I'll take the lieutenant's exam but if
you stick me behind a command desk I'm going to have to throw massive fits and
destroy the buildings.  Oh, good, then yeah, I'll take it.  When is
it?"  She made a note on her desk calendar.  "Sure, I'll be
there.  Thank you.  I'll poke him and see.  Are you sure you
want Ray there too?"  She smirked.  "I'll let you tell him
that, sir.  Thanks."  She hung up. "Ray, the boss of bosses
wants you to sit the next exam level." 


"He
can bite me.   That might mean I get promoted." 


"Okay. 
I told him I'd tell you and he thinks you're probably going to be there within
a few years." 


He
gave her an evil look. "No thanks." 


"Okay. 
I'm being told I'm sitting it but he has no intention of ever promoting me off
this desk." 


"You
and Yelina are both supposed to be taking the sergeant's exam," Frank
said, looking confused.  She shrugged.  "Let me go check on
that.  It's possible he thinks you already are."  He went to
call his boss, make sure he knew that she wasn't a sergeant yet.  He
blinked at his simple 'yes she is' when his boss hung up on him.  He
walked back and took her ID to look at.  "I think you need to have
this changed, woman."  He handed it back and shrugged. 
"Get it done instead of your nap."  Ray snickered. 
"You knew?" 


"Paycheck,"
he said dryly.  "She's been paid higher than I am." 


She
found the number she needed and called down to records.  "This is
Detective Demoranth.  What level am I listed as?  I thought I was a
Detective, Grade 3."  She listened while they looked her up. 
"Huh.  I did not know that.  Thank you.  I'll be down to
get my new ID today."  She hung up and nodded.  "I
am." 


Frank
smirked.  "Okay then." 


"I
have been since I got here." 


Frank
snickered.  "Someone likes you." 


"Yeah,
and I'm going to go hug the man."  She got up and went to find
Horatio giving him a hug in the middle of the hall.  "You got me a
promotion to Sergeant when I came in."  She walked off again still
looking a bit confused. 


He
smiled and shook his head, weathering Ryan and Eric's smirks at him. "Not
intentionally.  The Chief did it.  The day after she got hired he got
her full records and promoted her." 


"She'll
need to get a new ID then," Ryan said.  "They gave her one for
Detective, Grade 3." 


"She
can fix that during lunch and you two can have dinner tonight, Ryan." 


"I
know."  He grinned at that.   "I can't believe she
came in today since they haven't made it home yet." 


"Why
not?" Eric asked. 


"Oh,
there was a hostage situation up the street that they got sucked into when she
and Ray were leaving the club. That's probably why Calleigh called
off."  Horatio nodded.  "I noticed she hadn't
changed.  Just shoes and put on a real shirt."  He walked
off.  "I'll start these tests, Horatio." 


"Thank
you, Mr. Wolfe."  He looked at Eric.  "You left before
them?" 


"My
mother paged me."  He walked off, not looking happy. 


"Hmm. 
I'll talk to him later or get Speed to," he decided.  "He'll
tell one of us."  He walked off, going to gather tests for his own
case. He came out of DNA with a frown, going to find Catherine. 
"Catherine."  She looked up at him.  "Why were you on
my scene?" 


"We
shared it, Horatio."  He looked stunned.  "I had the one
there earlier in the day. Why, did I spit or something?" 


"Hair." 
She ran her hands through her hair, then let the shed parts into the
trash.  "Ah.  Shedding?" 


"I've
been doing more of that since I got down here.  It's the heat. The same as
my scalp is starting to peel big chunks.  I'm sorry." 


"No,
don't be, I just needed to know why."  He let her see the report. 


"Yeah,
I was there," she said, pointing at the photo, "at six that morning
for the first body."  She looked up at him.  "The little
kid who had been posed with her bike?" 


"I
remember.  Do we have a suspect on that?" 


"Not
yet.  I'm waiting on you guys to give me *something* because all I got was
a lot of 'did she fall while she was riding' remarks."  He nodded and
took that file to look through.  "If you can nudge Delko gently I'd
like it." 


"I'll
see what he has."  He looked at the area. 


Frank
came over and looked then at him.  "Horatio, there's a third one
there," he reminded him, giving him a look.  "Yelina has
it." 


"Hmm. 
I hadn't heard about that.  Who had her case?" 


"Speed."



"Interesting. 
Let's see if we have any similarities other than Catherine's hair." 


"Sorry,
Horatio.  I'll start brushing it better." 


"That's
fine."  She did it again and even more fell out.  "That is
a bad problem." 


"Maybe
I'll need a wig soon but then again being bald might be cooler some days with
the way I sweat into my hair.  That's why I keep it short."  He
nodded, going back to the labs to talk to the other two techs.  And one
other one.  He looked at the length of the hair, then at the DNA tech, who
shrugged. He carried it back to her to measure it against her current cropped
hair.  She looked at the hairs then at him.  "I haven't had hair
that long since I was undercover about four years ago." 


"Who
was it?" 


"Um,
I was playing domme in a ring that was using some illegal immigrants in a live
sex show." 


He
blinked at that.  "I can't see you doing that." 


"Actually
I'm a very good domme," she offered with a grin.  "When did he
promote me?" 


"When
he saw your full files.  The day after you signed."  He walked
off again, going to see if they could tell age of the samples.  He ran
into Rick Stetler.  "What?" 


"You
have her hair at a scene?" 


"We
have hair that's hers, but it's longer than it's been in years," he
admitted.  That got an odd look. "We're trying to see why now,"
he admitted.  "Though she is shedding heavily due to the heat." 


"Wonderful." 
He stomped off to talk to her. 


She
looked up and pulled up the casefile from that time.  "I logged onto
my home computer since I keep all my old case files.  Long distance
log-ins are wonderful."  He blinked at her.  "That's why I
keep the PDA, so I can make notes and do my reports that way.  I've got
whole filing cabinets of old reports."  Ray nodded at that from his
desk.  "See? He helped move them." 


"Why?"



"Because
I have a crappy memory," she told him.  He snorted.  "I do
now and then.  It happens."  She waved a hand. 
"That's the only time my hair's gotten that long in the last ten years. I
kept it short and functional since I got my first desk job in Vice." 


"So... 
You've had longer hair down here." 


"No,
I was a bit shaggy for about two weeks," she offered.  "Then I
got a trim again."  She showed her ID since it had her with the
shaggy hair.  "See?  Still not as long as those samples he
had." 


"Whatever. 
I want to know where you are at all times." 


"I'm
not dating you," she snorted, staring him down.  "For that
matter, I had a scene at the same spot earlier that day.  If something
actually comes up, I'd be surprised, but do give that to Horatio please. 
That way he can make sure it doesn't come from there since it was an undercover
sex ring."  He stomped off again.  "Manwhore." 


"No
one would pay him for it," Ray quipped. 


Yelina
glared at him.  "You didn't pay him, Yelina.  It was just
momentary bad taste," Frank soothed. 


"If
you were gonna pay someone they'd be younger and make you laugh," Ray
agreed. 


"Oh,
there's a few good escort services," Catherine offered.  "One of
them offered to go out with me and make sure I had a fun time at the awards
dinner coming up." 


"It's
mandatory we go but we never get anything," Frank offered.  She
handed over her invitation and he smirked at that.  "Ray, you did get
the memo that it's mandatory?" 


"What
happens if I don't show up?" 


"No
check for two weeks and you're restricted to the desk," Catherine said,
making him shudder.  "Sorry, babe." 


"Ewww. 
Why?" 


"Because
one of this department is being honored," she said dryly, staring at
him.  His eyes went wide.  "Not you." 


"Oh,
good."  He calmed himself, hand on his chest.  "Almost
scared me there."  He took her invitation from Frank and looked at it
then at him.  "Sure, I'll go.  Monkey suit?" 


"Yup. 
And nice dresses for the ladies.  It's a party, guys." 


"Gee,
that means I have to shave," Catherine said bitterly.  Yelina gave
her an odd look. "It's not high on my priority list in life, Yelina. 
Not like Ryan cares." 


"My
husband nagged if I had any stubble," she said quietly. 


"Really? 
You know, after it gets about an inch long it's softer again," Catherine
offered. "Next time, get someone younger and train them." 


She
shook her head.  "I have a son, that's enough training." 


"I
know some guys I could introduce you to," she offered with a sweet
smile.  "One's coming down soon." 


"Who?"
Ray asked, looking adorably confused. 


"Remember
the guy who was the backup on the chess case?" 


"Vecchio,
yeah.  Why?" 


"Him. 
He's just out of an undercover and they're sending him down here to hide so
we're watching over him." 


"Okay." 
He shrugged.  "He seemed decent enough if Helena let him watch her
cats and so did you."  He got back to work.  "How long was
the hair?" 


"From
the time you said it looked like a wig." 


"Ah. 
How?" 


"Stored
maybe," Frank offered. 


"Catherine,"
Eric complained as he came over.  "I don't have anything yet." 


"Eric,
they found my very old hairs at the next scene that afternoon." 


"I
found them that morning," he admitted. "The rest is still
processing.  Horatio made sure of it.  Did you keep anything on that
case?" 


"Stetler
has the whole report.  Let me log back into the house." 


"Oh,
just go steal it from him," Ray complained, going to do that.  He
found Stetler and took the reports from his hands, finding the one he needed
and handing the rest back.  He came back to look at one then snorted and
handed it over.  "Catherine said he's coming down after an undercover
and we're watching over him.  He's a good guy from what I heard. 
Helena and Cat both let him watch their furry babies."  He walked off
again, ignoring the swearing, handing it to Eric, who grinned.  "He
has Vecchio's files." 


"Charming. 
Oh, well."  She shrugged.  "I wonder if he's bringing down
the Mounties." 


"Oh
hell no," Ray said, glaring at her.  "Don't wish that on
Miami.  What're they gonna do?  Charm the higher end drug dealers
with manners?  They're safer up there where some people appreciate the
civilization levels."  He sat down again, going back to his reports. 


"I
tried," she said with a shrug, making Yelina snicker.  "Ray
Vecchio worked with one a lot.  He's a nice guy.  Very polite. 
Very clueless.  Will stand there and let people walk through the door he's
holding forever if he has to.  He's a Mountie."  She shrugged.
"You'd look cute with him, Yelina." 


"I
don't need to be set up, children.  I'm fine and happy with just having a
son." 


"Honey,
sons are great and so are toys, but sometimes you gotta have someone to use as
a body pillow," Catherine told her.  Eric walked off blushing. 
"Sorry, didn't realize you had such sensitive ears."  She looked
at Yelina.  "Really." 


"I
know.  It'll be worked out, Catherine." 


"Sure." 
She got back to work on her open cases.  Which were mounting faster than
she liked.  She went back to doing some background checks, which she
hadn't had time for during the trials.  Until she finally came up with two
suspects.  It made her giddy.  She got up to get something for her
blood sugar to feast on and then took the papers with her.  "Got a
suspect, boss." 


"You
sure?  Horatio said he didn't have anyone for you yet." 


"One
on my case with Ryan and one on my other case with Speed." 


He
looked at the reports then shook his head and paged Speed, making him come over
with the files.  "Always check in case they've ruled your guys
out," he reminded her. 


"I
did." 


"She
did, but I did rule her out," he admitted, handing one back. 
"Male DNA on the bat we found." 


"Was
it the murder weapon or was he just beaten with it?" 


"He
was beaten with it but... oh."  He nodded. "Sure.  Go ahead
and ask her. Maybe she did find him.  Why do we think so?"  She
held up another sheet and he groaned, nodding. "That does go against her
alibi.  Let me know.  Maybe we do have a separate cause between the
beating and him dying."  She smirked and walked out. 
"She's tired." 


"She
didn't get home last night. Apparently there was a hostage situation when she
and Ray were leaving." 


"Wonderful. 
Anything else I should know?" 


"Yeah,
apparently we've got a friend of hers from Chicago coming down to be hidden
after his undercover.  Another Ray?" 


"Vecchio,"
Ray said as he came in.  "Decent enough guy, never worked with him
personally but she and Helena let him watch their cats and he was one of the better
ones at the twenty-seventh." 


"Good
to know," Frank agreed.  "Think he'll cause trouble?" 


"That
depends on how many mafia guys out in Vegas he left free." 


"Oh,"
he said, wincing.  "Why?" 


"I
heard he was a dead ringer for the other guy," he offered, shrugging a
bit.  "Not a clue but I may be running and hiding a lot. 
Supposedly they're sending my ex down here to debrief him for the first few
weeks.  Fair warning." 


"We'll
shield you," Speed promised, patting him on the back. 


Ray
looked at him.  "I loved that woman since I was thirteen.  We
ended up wanting different things."  He shrugged.  "It
happens.  I should warn you now and then I do go stalker. Just have Cat
smack me around a few times.  She might not know yet." 


"Thanks,
I'll let her know," Frank agreed.  Ray walked off.  "I
guess that's gonna be hard on him." 


"Probably,"
Speed agreed quietly.  "Do they think the machines and tests work
that fast?" 


"I
have the feeling they're used to clearing faster because they had to or they
got overloaded.  With multi-person busts in Vice some months she had a
thousand arrests to her credit." 


"Even
three a scene..." Speed started, then he shuddered.  "Poor
thing."  He walked off, going back to the lab, but he did stop in on
Ryan.  "We need to make sure Catherine realizes how long it takes us
to work our side of cases." 


Ryan
grinned.  "Trying to make you hurry up again?"  Speed
nodded.  "She was complaining about having ten open on her
desk." 


"She's
only got three." 


"She's
got ten because she brought down some cold ones from up there.  Also, she
didn't work with the lab up there.  She was more observation, wiretapping,
things like that.  She didn't have to wait on others.  A lot of the
time she could go cruising and make arrests while out for a gallon of
milk.  She quipped that every time Helena went out for milk it ended up
getting the milk shot and multiple arrests for her too." 


Speed
walked off shaking his head.  "Just educate her, Ryan." 


"Sure." 
He shrugged, he'd try.  His woman knew this wasn't Star Trek, nothing
happened instantly. 


***



Horatio
walked out to where Catherine was finishing up some last of the day paperwork,
making her look at him.  "You should wait for us to help with the
suspects," he said quietly, staring down at her.  "The DA's
office doesn't always act with rational thought and has been known to jump the
gun before all the evidence is processed." 


"That
can take weeks.  People can get away." 


"True. 
Make sure we know when you're bringing in someone." 


"I
had them take the samples and stuff." 


"I
was very appreciative of that, Catherine, but you're working faster than the
whole lab combined." 


"Yeah
but I'm supposed to.  That's why I'm a detective and you guys get to do
the lab work.  So you guys can make sure I'm right.  Right?" 


"Not
quite.  We like to be a bit more cooperative." 


"I
try." 


"I
know.  You're used to having more stress in your job.  Slow
down.  We still solve most cases within a week.  But sometimes the
evidence does take longer." 


"If
I waited on it you would've lost the person who watched that one guy die."



"True. 
Which we don't mind.  The other one was like roulette.  He's going to
recant his statement.  Say you frightened him into it."  She
snickered at that. "I know but he will try." 


"We
can still hold him for forty-eight, though, right?" 


"We
can.  The Chief is going to complain about the overtime again." 


"Can
I help?" 


"You
have plenty of overtime," he chided.  She snorted at that. 
"In the future, let us know so we can help, Catherine.  Slow down and
give us eight hours to finish the first round of tests."  She nodded
at that, slumping some.  "That's all I wanted." 


"Yes,
Horatio." 


"Thank
you, and some very good work today."  He smiled and walked off,
looking at the person coming off the elevator.  "You would be?" 


"Here
to meet someone," he said grimly.  "Demoranth here?" 
She stood up.  "Ma'am, I'm to hand over my protectee to your
care?" 


"Sure. 
Bring him up.  He's safe here and it'll feel like home, only with more windows." 
That got a nod and the Marshal went down to bring up his protected
person.  She signed off on it and he nodded, heading off once she had his
file.  She looked at her buddy.  "Did you get into my sort of
trouble?" she teased. 


"Hell
yeah.  There's still two out there and I could get them but the US
attorney's office wouldn't." 


She
patted him on the cheek.  "Ray, dear, Helena's working out in
Vegas."  His eyes went wide.  "I brought the baby brother
since Horatio, the redhead over there watching us, couldn't stand her
boyfriend." 


Ray
Vecchio took off his hat and sunglasses to look at him.  "I don't
mind 'em.  They stood up for her better'n most everyone.  Didn't work
where she was working.  They didn't want her to have ta arrest 'em
again." 


"I
did once," Catherine admitted with a grin for him.  "So, should
we go call Helena and her people?" 


"Please. 
Can I crash at your place until I've got one?  They're not going to
monitor me, just hide me." 


"Sure,
with one exception.  If I see Stella Kowalski, I'll be jail for
assault." 


"Okay. 
Not like I like the bitch."  He stared.  "Hold on, your
little brother is her ex." 


"Yeah,
he is," she agreed happily. "And she tried to claim I was sleeping
with him." 


Ray
shuddered.  "No, that would be one loud relationship.  Okay, you
done?" 


"Nearly. 
Let me finish this report."  She sat down.  "The redhead
over there is Lieutenant Horatio Caine, head of the dayshift crime lab. 
And theirs has a damn clue." 


"Good. 
Is she working as many hours as she had been?  Helena used to worry about
her," he offered shaking his hand.  "Detective Second Grade
Vecchio, Twenty-seventh in Chicago." 


"Welcome
to Miami.  Can I look over the file so I can brief my lab?" 


"Not
like I care."  He handed it over.  "The more the merrier
coverin' my ass.  Unlike her, I'm used ta backup." 


"We
do try to get her used to it," he said with a faint smile. 


"I
tried." 


"I
know you did and I heard it was very nice how you and Ray took over and freed
the hostage." 


"Not
like I could climb the fire escape in the heels, Horatio." 


"Point." 
He read over the file, then at him.  "We can call from my office,
Detective.  "I have the lab out there in my phonebook." 


"Thank
you." 


"Tell
her I said hi." 


"Sure
will."  He walked off with him.  "So, you guys got 'em
both?" 


"We
did and they've been an asset to the department, even if we do have to get them
used to working with others now and then." 


"They
made Kowalski lone wolf and her too.  Kowalski was her trainee for a
while." 


"I
hadn't known that."  He let him into his office. "Take the desk
if you want."  He dialed the number for him.  "Nick, I have
a Detective Vecchio out here in protective custody.  He said he had some
information that might be helpful that the US District Attorney's office wasn't
going to use."  He put him on speaker. 


"I
love you, Horatio.  Vecchio, we heard you were out here but nothing
further.  Tell me you've got Lagostini, man.  Please." 


"That's
who I was pretending to be, kid." 


"Oh,
sorry, Nick Stokes, CSI Level Three." 


"That's
cool.  Never worked with you guys back in Chicago." 


"That
means he's a senior officer on the team," Horatio told him. 


"Oh,
good.  Even better then.  Go to the Rampart.  My old room had
two hiding spots.  They wouldn't have searched them.  One's inside
the mattress.  Up near the headboard, in the center.  Only one person
ever saw me on the floor and I told him I was getting something that fell and
grabbed a sock I had stuffed in there to hold it in place.  The other one
was wrapped tightly inside the trap of the sink." 


"Pictures,
documents?  What're we talking about, Detective?" 


"Microfilm. 
The one in the sink's a digital camera's stick thingy.  They'll lead you
to where I was doing things and to a few other people they didn't want.
Including one on that one chick, Hedre?  Her.  Also, Junior's
mother?  If you run into her, just cold cock her once for me, okay? 
Woman's as shallow as they come.  Treats him like he's a slave." 


"If
I can," he agreed.  "Anything else you can help me with?" 


"Yeah,
if you get into the document box at the bank, don't burn the pictures. 
You'll want to but I think he was working on the same side." 


"Agreed. 
Thanks, Detective.  Can we come down and debrief you too?" 


"I'm
in Miami." 


"Thank
you.  I'll go do that today."  He hung up and went to tell his
boss. 


Ray
leaned back, looking at him. "Thanks for this.  I'll try ta keep
Stella outta the office." 


"That's
fine."  He smiled a bit.  "What were they thinking you
should be doing?" 


"They
didn't care." 


"Ah. 
Well, I'm sure you'll find something.  Did they say you couldn't be a
detective again?" 


"They
did say it'd probably be too dangerous and I'm tired of the bloodshed. 
Way too much violence already in my life, ya know?" 


"I
do."  He smiled a bit, hearing heels coming up the hall. "I
believe she changed back."  He looked over as Catherine came
in.  "Feel better?" 


"Much. 
Come on, Ray.  Ryan's waiting dinner and knows you're coming." 


"Sure." 
He got up and stretched.  "You look nice.  Special
occasion?" 


"We
were celebrating winning the last of the lawsuits and got caught with a hostage
situation when Ray and I left."  She grinned, walking out with him,
her bare arms glowing with sweat once they made it outside.  Her silk
shirt was back in the desk for the next time she needed it.  So were her
sneakers.  She got him into the pimpmobile, ignoring his laugh.  She
slid in to drive.  "A girl's gotta have fun," she teased,
backing out and heading home.  "Just don't get my cats or the new
family down here shot, Ray.  Please?  They're mostly science geeks
and don't really use their guns." 


"I
won't.  Or I'll try not to.  Helena's really out there?" 
She nodded. "I'll have ta call soon."  He got comfortable. 
"So, a boy is waiting dinner?" 


"He's
one of Horatio's guys and yes I'm dating him.  Chocolate adored him within
minutes." 


"Works
for me."  They pulled up and parked, letting him get out and look
around.  "You usually get spies?" 


She
looked and flashed the person, making him speed off. 
"Yes."  She walked him inside, smirking at his head shake. 
She pulled out her phone.  "I traumatized the putz, Horatio. 
No, I flashed him."  She hung up and let him into the apartment. 
"I'm home.  I brought company.  And I gave Stetler a mental
issue." 


"Flashed
him?" Ray taunted.  "Hey, Vecchio." 


"Kowalski.
I'll try to keep your ex away from decent folk.  How did you stand
her?" 


"She
was nicer before."  They shook hands.  "The guy cleaning in
the kitchen is Ryan, her boy." 


"Hey,
Ray Vecchio," he said, shaking his hand. 


"Ryan
Wolfe.  CSI."  He smiled. "Go clean up.  Catherine,
Chocolate was not a happy cat." 


"She
never is but yay." 


"Good
point."  He nodded at the table.  "Go change," he
ordered, kissing her.  "You're overdressed for veggie
lasagna."  She went into the bedroom, letting Chocolate out of the
cage and closing the bedroom door.  Ray got the other one because he had
babysat her before and knew her issues.  Catherine came out in pink kitty
cat jammies, making the guys smile.  "The only pink thing you
own?" Ryan teased. 


"They're
clean. I have to do laundry again."  She looked at Chocolate, who was
very loving.  "Yeah, just as long as you behave.  Ryan, did you
do the litterboxes again?" 


"You
know I can't stand the things," he complained. 


"They
didn't like the electric ones." 


"I
didn't like them either.  They're noisy."  He went to check and
clean the boxes, putting Chocolate into one.  "See, I keep them
cleaner than you do.  Use it."  He washed his hands and came out
to eat.  "Sorry." 


"Some
people like to clean," Ray said with a shrug, sitting down.  He said
a quiet grace and dug in when food was offered to him.  "So, why are
we down here and her there?" 


"Same
old same old," Ray Kowalski complained.  He dished up some veggies
and then the lasagna.  "Thanks for cooking, Ryan." 


"Not
an issue.  It came from a box."  He took it with a smile. 
"They just got done suing Chicago for the reason they came down." 


"One
of the Las Vegas CSIs had to come run our lab," Catherine told this new
Ray.  He looked confused.  "You remember hearing about the
serial killer?" 


"Yeah,
and thinking you would've been banging your head somewhere." 


"I
was, against Chicago again. Horatio gave me my actual grade - and a raise as I
found out today, a pay raise, and Ryan." 


"You
must be a good incentive," Vecchio joked. 


"Now
and then."  He smiled back.  "We're like a family down
here.  If she isn't backed up Horatio will skin someone and so will
Frank." 


"If
I don't," Kowalski agreed.  "They promised me no more
undercovers and a spot in homicide.  The CSIs down here do half the work
for us." 


"Just
remember, it takes us a few hours to process anything," Ryan said patiently.  
"I know Speed and Eric had that 'I'm not God and omnipotent' look earlier
when you guys wanted to jump before the evidence.   It takes six
hours to do a DNA sample and three to do most trace samples.  Each." 
That got tired sighs and nods.  "Thanks, guys.  It'll make 'em
happier." 


"That's
fine," Catherine agreed.  "But then again I'm down to my cold
cases from up there." 


"You
cleared all three cases?" Ray complained, looking at her. 
"Crap, I only got two done.  That means I've still got three open on
my desk." 


"Yelina's
got about ten so don't worry about it," she soothed, patting his hand. 


"When
I left, some poor guy got my head-high stack," Vecchio complained. 


"We've
got computers," Kowalski said dryly. "Almost no physical files."



Vecchio
shuddered.  "Give me paper any day." 


"I
find it's a lot faster to get things like phone records," Catherine
offered. She yawned.  "Sorry, paperwork.  We ever find out why
my hair was there?" 


"He
said you'd stop him because you were the only one who ever saw and understood
him," Ryan offered.  "Horatio asked why so he told him how you
had saved him but now he couldn't get past the urges.  But at least he was
making happy families with people that should've been together." 


"As
long as I'm in the clear," she decided, yawning again.  Ryan gave her
a concerned look.  "I'm fine." 


"Is
this a sudden blood sugar nap?" 


"Maybe,"
she admitted, digging in again.  "Or it could be the I was up all
night nap.  Take your pick.  Ray, there's a small bed in the spare
room you can use until they set you up and things." 


"Thanks. 
Think I could call my ma?" 


"I
think they might be tracing it if they're after you," Catherine
offered.  "Call Helena first and have her call your mother." 


"Sure." 
He ate another bite.  "So, Ryan, what do you do all day?" 


"I
run evidence. Figure out what it is.  Tell the detectives what it is so
they can help us arrest others." 


"They
go on arrests with us," Catherine said, sounding shocked.  "I
mean, can you imagine Bethes or his boys on an arrest?" 


"I
can't imagine them out of the lab," he complained.  "Then again
I mostly had to deal with ballistics and some minor DNA to see who licked what
thing."  He shrugged.  "I'm more a hunt and smack 'em
guy." 


"You
know, if they'd let you, Jim's old boss could probably use you," Ryan
offered.  "Jim's like that too." 


"Jim
can at least do his own reports now," Ray joked.  "Blair made
him."  That got some smirks at that.  He looked at him. 
"Or New York." 


"New
York's like the mother land," Ray admitted.  "You guys got
friends there?" 


"Yeah,
thanks to that serial case," Ryan agreed.  "We had to work with
people from Cascade, Las Vegas, Sunnydale, New York, DC's NCIS unit, Chicago,
and us.  Then most of the other detectives came to us." 


"Blair
needed a life and so did we," Ray Kowalski quipped, stuffing his
mouth.  Someone knocked on the door. "What!" 


"Delivery."



Catherine
sighed and grabbed her gun, going to answer the door.   "I
didn't order anything," she said patiently.  The man gave the gun a
scared look.  "What delivery?" 


"Um,
donuts, ma'am?"  He held them out.  She took them and he fled. 


"Thank
you."  She checked the cats, glaring at one until she came back
inside.  Then she shut the door and brought them over. 
"Stella's in town."  She handed them to Ryan.  "Hide
those before I eat them."  Vecchio looked at her.  "I'm
kinda a bit diabetic," she complained. "It sucks ass.  I miss
chocolate." 


He
patted her back.  "You can't be kinda diabetic.  It's like being
kinda pregnant."  He grinned.  "Shots?" 


"Pills."



"Good." 
He patted her again.  "It'll get better.  Let your boy wear the
weight off you.  He seems strong and fun." 


"He
is but I'm sweating off more than that and it hasn't fully worked
yet."  She ate another bite.  "He tried to take a muffin from
me once," she told him. 


Vecchio
looked at him.  "Were you very brave, very stupid, or just
cruel?" 


"Stupid,"
he admitted with a sheepish look. "I learned better." 


"Good
man.  We like you more and more."  The phone rang and Ray K got
up to answer it, bringing back the phone and putting it on speaker. 


"Why
are you hiding my kitty sitter," Helena complained. "Nick was very
confused by my poor beasts.  He doesn't understand cats, but Greg did
okay." 


"Sorry,
dear," Ray Vecchio said, smiling at her.  "They sent me down
here to protect me.  And hey, they sent The Stella down to debrief
me." 


She
snorted.  "Wonderful. Kick the bitch once for me, 'kay?" 


"Sure,"
Ryan agreed.  "Who?" 


"My
ex," Ray said dryly, smirking at him.  "She's a DA." 


"I'm
so sorry."  He patted him on the hand.  "It'll be
okay.  We'll help you heal." 


"He
is mostly," Catherine assured him.  "So, Helena, how's
Vegas?" 


"All
twinkly lights and some dead people but it's mostly okay.  The CSI here
keep trying to make me slow down." 


"Yeah,
I got that too," she sighed.  "But I cleared three cases
today." 


"Congrats. 
I have to have Grissom sign off on mine before I consider them
cleared."  She blew something.  "Oh, Greggy says hi,
Cat." 


"Hi,
Greggy." 


"She
said hi back, Greggy."  She listened then laughed.  "Ray,
Greggy and Nick are coming down to debrief you.  Greggy needs more sanity
from people like him. He's like some love child between her and Sandburg."



"I
like Blair but that'd be one hairy baby," Catherine teased.  "And
not a blond either."  She heard Ryan's growl and kissed him.
"It'll never happen. He's too much a player for me, Ryan." 


"Thank
you.  Sorry I was having an insecure moment." 


She
stroked his cheek and smiled, then moved the cat that hopped into his lap.
"Eating, you can't help, Blair."  She smiled at Ray. 
"There was a suggestion he go take Jim's place in Cascade." 


"Simon
would beg," she said fondly.  "Probably for but he'd
beg."  Ray chuckled at that.  "You'd love Simon, Ray. 
Plus he's protective of his people.  Bunches of eco terrorists up
there.  Lots and lots of woods.  Rain.  No sunshine hardly
ever.  But lots of work and Jim was working in Major Crimes." 


"They
wanted to keep me off the force and I can't deal with computers." 


"They
didn't.  A bit higher than we had but the Miami crew had to send someone
to take over their labs like we here did to Chicago's." 


"I'm
sure Bethes was fond of that." 


"Honey,
he used it to take notes and start to write for grants for what they needed,"
Helena assured him.  "They got Warrick to help even."  She
sounded like she was smiling.  "You know we've all got to show up for
the serial killer trials, right?"  They all groaned at that. "So
maybe we can introduce you to Simon then, Ray.  He's a great guy. 
Very calm but he yells a bit.  So it'll be like having a big, snuggly,
chocolate Welsh for you." 


"I
wouldn't care.  I can't do the super computerized stuff they've got down
here."  Kowalski shuddered.  "And the little brother
apparently agreed. 


"They
gave him a touch monitor for a few hours," Catherine told him. 
"It's now in pieces.  They learned not to give him too much
technology at once." 


"Thankfully
he's not in the lab," Ryan teased. 


Kowalski
turned green.  "I'd shoot myself in the head if I was.  You guys
even have flushless toilets down there." 


"Of
course, germs are spread that way.  Even though we are all the sort to
wash our hands, it's still safer." 


"He
cleans the kitty box for me too," Catherine said proudly. "Plus makes
the bed." 


"Can
I borrow your man, Cat?" 


"Nope. 
Mine!  If I die I'll see if I can push you two together from the
afterlife, but until then he's mine and I'm possessive.  Even if I do have
to dress him in leather pants and handcuffs."  Ryan gave her an odd
look.  "What?  It'd make sure everyone knew you were mine. 
I'd put a necklace on you to make sure they knew instead of branding you or
something." 


Ryan
got up to get her glucometer, coming over to check her blood sugar. 
"Eat more, dear, you're a bit low," he said, giving her a kiss. 
"You're always a bit low when you're thinking those thoughts." 


"Oh,
I don't know.  I could use a few private moments with that thought,
Ryan.  Where is the trial being held?" Helena asked. 


"Denver,"
they sighed.  "Together at least.  So we only have to testify
once." 


"Sure. 
Vecchio, you coming?" 


"If
not I'll watch her cats."  That got some nods from everyone. 
"We were all involved?" 


"Not
me," Helena said happily.  "I was only involved in the arrest
portion.  Thankfully I handed it to Cat when Sandburg called her and she
asked to look at the files.  Otherwise they'd still be going." 


"Sorry,
I was undercover again, so I was only there for the arrest.  She and an
NCIS team were very good together," Ray offered. 


Ryan
nodded. "The three main labs all pulled together with Abby from NCIS to do
most of the work," he told him.  "Everything in Chicago got done
by Warrick and sent back to Las Vegas for extrapolation.  We sent Speed up
to Cascade to take over their labs.  New York did some.  We did a lot
of scenes," he complained. 


She
stroked his hand. "It'll be over soon," she promised. 
"Then we're back to normal cases." 


"True." 
He smiled at her.  "Normal cases mean you can eat lunch with me
too." 


"It
does," she agreed happily.  She took the unsubtle hint and started to
eat again. "So, Helena, can you get word back to his Ma that he's
fine?" 


"I
can do that in the morning before I hit the sack," she agreed. 
"Vecchio, you be safe.  I'll talk to Simon, see if he'll send you an
email or something." 


"Send
it regular mail.  I don't do email." 


"Okay,
then we'll see if we can get Blair to put you two together this way or
something."  She was smiling, you could hear it.  "So,
Denver?" 


"Denver,"
Cat agreed.  "Unless they move it to your city.  Chicago said
they didn't want it there since it was a risk of violence." 


"Hey,
maybe we can get it moved to Cascade," she teased.  "I'd better
go before my cell dies.  You guys be good and baby Vecchio so he remembers
real life and not assignments.  Later, guys."  She hung up. 


Ray
switched it off on their end.  "What's with Greg?" 


"Greg
wants to be the next me, without the issues," Catherine said proudly. 


"I
think he'd be stunning at it," Ryan agreed. "I can't see him being
like Horatio and running a department."  He ate another bite then
chewed slowly. "Then again, Greg has some odd contacts everywhere." 


"Everyone
knows Greg," she agreed. She called Simon.  "Hey, it's Catherine
Demoranth." 


"Another
one?" he demanded.  "We had a copycat already." 


"No,
not that I'm aware of, but if you want to send it down to me I'll look at
it." 


"We
think we know who.  We're waiting for someone to do a DNA analysis of some
blood.  If you're not calling for that... is there a problem with Jim or
Blair?" 


"No. 
Not yet.  Though I did get to nearly beat his mother the other day. 
No, we have a detective who is on protective detail.  He's just out from
an undercover in the mafia." 


"Interesting. 
Is he coming this way?" 


"He's
the one who backed up Helena so often, Simon," she said dryly. 
"He's not real technological so we were thinking your department might be
a good fit if he wanted to go back to the life.  He's a hunt and smack
down sort.  Worked Violent Crimes in Chicago." 


"Interesting,"
he said, and he was clearly smirking on his end.  The sound of a suck and
a puff.  "Sorry, my evening treat.  I wouldn't mind talking to
him.  We're still trying to do the reports on the computers but I could
use another good detective since I can't get two to take Jim's spot and fulfill
his arrest quotas." 


"He's
a good detective," she promised.  "They weren't sure it'd be
safe." 


He
snorted.  "The closest we get to mafia around here is some
Yakuza.  And they're not associating again.  So it'll be fine. 
I promise, kids."  The sound of another puff on a cigar. 
"Anything else coming?" 


"The
trial's presently scheduled for Denver.  Florida, Chicago, and DC all
didn't want it in their districts due to the violence issues of family
members." 


"That
does make sense.  I'll let anyone here who was involved know, just in
case.  Tell him to get Sandburg on his vid conference system and we'll
talk that way."  He hung up. 


"Sure,"
she agreed.  "Before you ask, Blair had someone out there use a test
system from the college with them.  Specifically for this case to be
solved.  It's a microphone and a camera." 


"Oh,
okay," Vecchio said, shrugging a bit.  What did he know about
computer stuff.  "Anything else good I should hear? Like maybe
weddings and things?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of," Catherine offered.  She looked at Ray. 
"You're not dating, right?" 


"I
think he meant you, dumbass," he said fondly, smirking at her. 


She
shook her head.  "Not ready for that yet."  She shook her
head more quickly.  "We've only been dating a few months, Ray." 


"Oh." 
He shrugged.  "I had ta try.  My mother would've been proud of
me." 


She
grinned.  "Did you at least get to keep the wardrobe?" 


"I
did and he spent a good portion of his day talking to people while
shopping.  So I have better Armani now," he said proudly. "Plus
shoes!"  They clapped at that.  "So, Cascade's where?"



"Washington. 
By Mt. Rainier," Catherine told him.  He still looked clueless. 
"Few hours from Seattle." 


"Oh. 
Sure.  By the volcanoes?"  She nodded.  "Anything good
about it?" 


"You
should talk to Jim and Blair.  Maybe Speed but Speed'll tell you to put a
pagan shrine to the sun gods on your table." 


He
snickered.  "So it's the rainy part of the state."  They
all nodded.  "Rain's nice now and then." 


"About
thirty inches annually plus snow," Ryan told him. 


"So
they're really rainy."  He nodded and dug in again. "This isn't
bad for being from a box.  His ex made hers with pepperoni and
sausage."  He paused eating.  "Think I could save his
son?" 


"Depends
on how far into the life he is," Catherine pointed out.  "You
can have Helena watch out for him."  That got a nod and he went back
to eating.  "You can even have first shower tonight." 
Someone knocked on the door. "I'm eating!" she yelled. 


"Good,
you didn't all day," Frank yelled back.  She got up and went to let
him in, past all the cats because they all liked him for some reason. Which was
odd because Frank didn't like cats.  He walked in and led the person with
him in.  "She was looking for you." 


"That's
ADA Kowalski.  Stan's ex.  Can I hit her?" she asked. 


"Um,
no.  Wouldn't look good, Sergeant."  He smirked and handed her
over.  "So, you're...." he said, looking at the last guy. 


"Vecchio,"
he said with a wave.  "We've been talking about some cities where I'd
feel a bit more comfortable if I decided to go back to being a cop." 


"It's
much too dangerous," Stella said firmly.  "They wanted to put
you in witness protection, Ray." 


He
looked at her.  "Yay."  He shrugged.  "Not like I
can go fishing for the rest of my life.  I'd rather be doing
something.  Besides, I'm not going anywhere near Vegas or any mafia-
centers."  He wiped his mouth and got up.  "Let's take this
away from the table, Stella.  What did you need to know?" 


"First,
did you decide that I'm sharing information with Las Vegas?" 


"No,
I decided I am," he said firmly.  She snorted and shook her
head.  "Yes, I am.  They've got people still out there that they
can catch.  So yeah, I'm givin' 'em stuff." 


"That's
not right, Ray, and you know it." 


"Shut
up."  She looked stunned.  "Anything else?  If not, go
home." 


"She's
a bitch because I'm here, Ray," Kowalski said, standing up and kissing
Catherine on the forehead.  "Call me if you do get to take a shot at
her," he whispered, heading out with a nod at Frank. 


Ryan
looked at Catherine.  "You didn't eat lunch?" 


"Not
like she needs it," Stella sneered. 


"Actually,
I have to eat since I'm now diabetic," she said, staring at her.  The
woman backed up.  "You're in my house at the moment.  Be more
polite before I eject you the hard way."  She backed off another
step.  "Ya know what?  Frank, can Ray come in tomorrow for debriefing? 
I'm sure by then the Vegas guys will be down." 


"They
will be here early tomorrow.  We can tape everything for them in case the
other case gets tanked," he assured her. "Can I recommend you to a
good hotel, ADA Kowalski?"  She stomped off.  "I'm guessing
that's a no."  He shook his head.  "Stan married
that?" 


"Yeah. 
In love with her since they were thirteen," Catherine told him. 
"Stan wanted kids if his caseload ever straightened out.  You notice
it never did?"  He just nodded at that.  "Her ambition
versus his job.  Doesn't work well."  She shrugged. 
"It happens. We got anything else coming up?" 


"Not
yet but the Chief is not happy if we have to go to Denver for this case." 


"Could
be worse, we could be going to Cascade," Ryan said with a grin. 


"Ehh,
the scary twins would start praying for sun again," he said, shaking his
head.  "Ray, tomorrow, have one of these yahoos in my precinct drive
you in.  We've got places without too many windows." 


"Thanks."



"Welcome." 
He grinned. "Where are they trying to get you to go?" 


"Filling
in for Jim." 


"Ahhh." 
He nodded.  "Cascade's pretty laid back and a nice city, but a bit
too much coffee from what I heard."  He shrugged.  "Have a
good night, and no, Ryan, she didn't eat lunch."  He walked out grinning.



"I
thought my mother fussed," Ray said dryly, smirking at her. 


"They
all think they have fussing rights and I'm too nice to tell them to stop it
most of the time." 


"Sure,
I get that."  He sat down and dished up more.  "Think
Stan'll be back?" 


"Nope." 
She got seconds with a wink at Ryan.  "We'll try not to keep you up
tonight." 


"Thanks,
Cat."  He gave her a knowing look.  "I'll play with the
cats." 


"Just
don't yell out Stella's name.  Hell, yell out the Mountie's.  I
thought he'd go well with Yelina, one of our coworkers." 


"Don't
do that to me," he complained. 


"You
know, if I remember right, Cascade did have an outpost because the border's
only a few hours away," Ryan offered with a bright grin. 


"Benny
might like that."  He dug in even though he was having bad
thoughts.  "I doubt the new boss would like that." 


"Why
not?  Ellison had an anthropologist following him around to help
him," Catherine said dryly. 


"Huh. 
So they'd be used ta someone like Benny.  Good ta know."  He ate
another bite, not wanting to let that thought sit for too long.  Otherwise
he might get stuck.  The couple cleaned up around him and left him eating,
which was fine with him.  He was used to it at home too.  They locked
themselves in the bedroom, pissing off the cats, who came to him for attention
instead. "Yeah, we love you guys," he promised, reaching down to pet
them. 


***



Horatio
watched this new lawyer in his territory, deciding within minutes she'd
probably end up getting someone dead since she was loud and nagging the poor
detective about something in the open.  Using his name no less.  Not
the way he'd hide someone.  He looked at Ray, who rolled his eyes. 
"The Las Vegas criminialists are on their way over," he offered as he
joined them.  "Did you want to answer all the questions at
once?" 


"Sure. 
Better that than an all-day statement going over the same points over and
over." 


"Of
course.  We have an unused office that has one window and closed
blinds.  It's on the monitored and patrolled side of the
building."  That got a smile and a nod.  "I figured it
might be a consideration.  We don't often run into the Old Worlde mafia
here in Miami.  The Russians, the South and Central American families, but
not usually the oldest of the old families.  Except as retirees." 


"It's
a pretty city when you're ready to retire but I'm not." 


"I
understand and I can put you on with Simon later."  That got a
smirk.  "Ray told me it had been suggested.  Plus Detective
Ellison is from there so he can tell you about the department and the
city." 


"Thanks,
Lieutenant." 


"Not
a problem, Vecchio.  This way."  He walked him off and the
lawyer shrieked and stomped after them.  "As I told him, since you
were nagging someone else, I'm putting and the criminalists from Las Vegas into
an unused office.  One with only one window and it's closed.  It's
also on the side of the building where the patrol officers are usually found.
It's the safest place in the building outside the morgue." 


"Does
yours play opera?" 


"Alexx
doesn't prefer music when she does them," he admitted, smirking at him.
"But she will mother the whole of my team if I let her." 


Ray
smiled at that.  "That I'm used to.  My Ma's an Italian mother
from the old school.  There's no such thing as a hungry person in her
house."  That got a smile.  "Did word get back to
her?" 


"Ask
Stan.  He'd know. I know he called your sister at work."  That
got a relaxed man and a nod.  "It'll be fine, Detective.  If
they have to, they can follow wherever you end up. After all, leaving them
there would mean they'd be excellent as bait," he said when Stella opened
her mouth.  She shut it with a click of teeth.  He checked the room
then let them inside, smiling at the two setting up a video camera and tape
recorder in there.  "This is Level Three CSI Stokes and Level One CSI
Sanders from Las Vegas." 


"I
know the younger one." 


"Sir,"
Greg said, grinning at him.  "I can be here or not, whichever you
want.  If not, I'm going to help Catherine so I can be the her of my
generation."  Horatio snickered at that.  "I can be!" 


"They
were saying you were like a kid between her and Sandburg," Vecchio
admitted.  Horatio choked on that image.  "Sorry." 


"I
wouldn't be quite so blond and my grandfather would be really upset if Naomi
was his daughter but I wouldn't have minded.  Can I, Lieutenant?" 


"Go
ahead, Greg.  If Nick doesn't need you." 


"No,
he's done."  He rolled his eyes.  "Grissom said I had to
bring him.  Something about making him calm down again." 


"If
we need him on a case I'll set him with Eric," Horatio promised. 
"Need anything equipment wise from us?" 


"No,
I think we've got it.  Detective, go ahead and take the spot behind the
desk.  We've got a nice couch and this way you don't have to look like
you're watching tennis."  He sat down and grabbed the new notebook
and pens he had brought in.  He clicked on the remotes.  "There
you go.  This is the first interview with Detective Raymond Vecchio,
formerly of Chicago's twenty-seventh precinct.  In the room is Assistant
District Attorney Stella Kowalski and myself, CSI Stokes out of Las Vegas." 
Horatio smiled and left them alone, closing the door behind him. 
"Now, Detective, let's start with the basics she probably already knows,
just in case it becomes relevant.  How did you get into this
assignment?" 


"Armando
Lagostini died and I'm a dead ringer.  I was told it was a car accident
but later someone said something that countered that.  Something about a
plan?" 


Nick
made a note on that, looking at that file.  "By our files, someone
shot out his tire and it forced his car off the road," he said, looking at
him.  "The bullet didn't match any in the system.  Who
approached you?" 


"Two
FBI agents.  I was at my home precinct." 


***



Greg
snuck up behind Catherine but Yelina glared at him. "I'm allowed to
pounce," he said with a pout.  "I'm going to be her in the next
generation."  Catherine smiled back at him.  "So I'm here
to learn at your knee, Great One," he offered, sitting beside her with his
back against the drawers on her desk.  "Teach me?" 


"Sure,
Greggy.  What did you want to know?"  Her phone rang. 
"Demoranth?"  She blinked.  "Sure, I'm up for that as
long as it's not a horrible hike, Speed."  She nodded. 
"I'll be there with Greggy."  She hung up and got up, hauling
him up.  Her gun was put back on and she walked out with him. 
"We're taking the pimpmobile so people can quit avoiding my parking spot
again," she announced.  She heard the laugh from one guy but most of
the department did ignore her car on purpose.  She led him out to it and
got him into it, heading off after wherever Speed was.  She called him
back.  "Where am I heading?"  She nodded, typing that
address into her new map system. The city had let her and Ray borrow one. 
"Gotcha.  It says thirty minutes.  No, I'm with Greggy. 
Because he wants to be me, Speed."  She hung up and backed out,
heading up there. "Cults or otherwise?" 


"That's
a good place to start.  We don't have one of those and it's an area that
does come up now and then."  She nodded, smiling at that bit of
reasoning.  "So, how do you start learning about cults?" 


"I
started in class.  I can give you books and classes to take." 


"I'd
like that."  He gave her arm a hug.  "They want me to calm
down and be like Nick again." 


"I'm
so sorry, Greggy.  It's okay.  Helena will help you." 


"She
is but Brass agrees with Grissom." 


She
snorted.  "The best CSI are always strong individualists.  Just
look at Horatio."  He smiled and let her go, letting her change
corners and head out toward the edge of town.  "We're hitting the
middle of nowhere.  Get into my PDA."  He found it in the
glovebox and got into it.  "Find the file that says 'recommended
reading list' and study that.  Then start by taking Social Psychology and
Group Sociology." 


"Okay." 
He settled in to read what she had ordered him to.  "I've seen a few
of these at the bookstore." 


"I'll
print it off when we get back." 


"Cool. 
Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
She smiled at him.  "Start thinking about a second degree,
Greg.  Psych, soc, or anthro.  Pick one and think about a dual
Ph.D." 


"That's
a lot of work." 


"You
probably have enough to get into a Master's program," she offered. 


"I
have a master's in biochem and genetics." 


"Congrats. 
If you're serious about this, you might as well go for the paperwork.  The
difference is only a few classes." 


"How
close are you to a Masters?" 


"I'm
not sure.  I've taken classes here and there for continuing
education.  I've never went for the expensive papers."  She
shrugged.  "I should probably see." 


"You
could.  What's this I hear you're a sergeant?" 


"I
was given a rank raise the day after I signed on," she said proudly,
making another turn.  She paused at the sight of the crime scene hummer,
finding it being Ryan.  "Does this have to do with Speed's
scene?"  He shook his head.  "Okay."  She went
on. "Thought I'd check just to make sure."  She went on, still
heading for the edge of town.  "If you go for the expensive paper and
you tell your advisor why you're going, you can use whatever of those books you
don't get in classes as book reports and things." 


"Do
you have any of them?" 


"I
have most of them still.  You can borrow and what I don't have Blair
might."  He smiled at that.  "Find what makes you happy,
Greg." 


"I
thought the lab did but I wasn't as happy then." 


"Are
you happy now?" 


"See,
I'm not sure. Now and then I am." 


"You're
never going to be totally happy, Greg.  No one is.  The lucky humans
get twenty or thirty percent happiness." 


"I'm
at ten at the moment," he admitted, going back to the book list.  At the
end were class suggestions.  "Did you make this out for me?" 


"Blair. 
He was thinking about moving that way." 


"With
his education it could help," he agreed. He glanced at her. "I'm
always upset when I get sent back to the lab." 


"Greg,
is it that you're being sent back or that you're in the lab?" 


"I
don't know.  I had more fun before," he admitted.  "Cute
games with results and things." 


"I
heard. It could be you're not matching well with your department." 


"Grissom
and the others put up with me." 


She
snickered.  "I feel that way some days."  She parked beside
the other hummer when her map machine said she was there. "Okay.  Now
we hike."  He turned off the PDA and followed her up the small hill
to find Speed and his body inside the tree.  "Who called this one
in?" 


"Two
kids who were trying to carve their name.  They thought it was a funny
knot," Speed told them.  "Until blood came out." 


They
looked at the body. "I'm surprised any blood could." 


"It's
the bit that's always left in the tissue," he admitted.  Catherine
spit on her napkin in her pocket and wiped at the 'bark' removing it. 
"Makeup?" 


"Or
a very thin coat of bark," she offered, handing it to him.  He smiled
and put it into a bag with a label.  "Sorry about the spit." 


"I
won't run a DNA sample on it."  They let her go talk to the kids
while he and Greg got the scene done, waiting for the ME. 


Alexx
came panting up the hill.  "Can't they put the body into a mall or
something?" she complained. 


"Not
this time, Alexx," Greg said with a grin. "I'm down to help
Catherine." 


"That's
fine, Greg.  I've heard good things about your work."  She
looked at the body.  "Tell me I don't have to wait while you cut down
that tree."  Greg cut the ties he had found and Speed cut his, then
they moved the body.  Then they got to work taking more pictures of the
newly exposed areas and bagging the ties.  "Uh-huh.  Is that
makeup?" 


"Catherine
thinks so." 


She
sighed and pulled out a wet wipe to wipe at his forehead.  "It's got
small pieces of bark in it." 


"It
looks like stage makeup," she called from where she was talking to the
teenagers. 


"I
want to be that smart," Greg told Speed. 


"Some
of it's experience, Greg. You're still in your rookie year in the field. 
It'll get better." 


"I
hope so because half the time I feel like I'm speaking a different language
than the other guys on my team." 


"Even
I get that now and then," Speed promised, giving him a look. 
"What did you do this time?" 


"I
have no clue.  I had an idea and it worked out and it solved a case and
suddenly I'm the bastard stepchild of the lab for some reason. It's not like it
included a member of the staff or another cop.  I'm stumped and I can't
play anymore." 


"Sorry. 
You don't often get to fire nerf rockets in the field." 


"No
but I did and it solved that case," he told him.  Speed moaned and
shook his head. "Can I have your boss smack mine around?" 


"Sure,
ask him."  He shrugged.  "Horatio makes a decent marriage
counselor."  Alexx nodded at that.  "So, Alexx, got any
ideas?" 


"Not
while he looks like a tree." 


"She,"
Speed said.  Alexx shook her head and Speed moved a bit of her clothes,
showing the female pubic area.  And that she was originally a pretty pale
girl with brown hair.  "Special processing?" 


"Uh-huh. 
That way we can remove the makeup or bark or whatever."  She got the
body bundled up and Greg helped the handlers get her down to the van so she
could go back to work.  By the time she got back to work, Horatio was
waiting on her. "Sorry, had to get the tree." 


"Tree?"
he asked.  She pointed at the body and he unzipped it. 
"Tree.  Where was it?" 


"Overlook
Point.  Leaning against a tree.  Speed and Catherine got the case
with Greg." 


"I
knew he was going to help her." 


She
looked at him.  "What are they doing to him?" 


"I'm
not sure what you mean." 


"He
said he feels like the bastard stepchild again.  Apparently something with
nerf rockets closed a case?  Now they don't like him?" 


"I'll
talk to him when he gets back, Alexx."  He patted her on the back.
"Do you have a report on my case?"  She handed it over, letting
him read through it. "What was it?" 


"Choked
on this," she said, holding up the bag that was on top of it.  He
took it to look at.  "I have no idea what it is.  It's covered
in something that could be peanut butter but it's what choked her and then the
others came to beat on her." 


"So
she was dead when they entered her dorm room?  They thought it was part of
the supposed play they're saying this was all part of?" 


"The
stabbing and beatings were all postmortem.  We've got some brilliant
future leaders of the world there, Horatio." 


He
smiled. "I'm only bothered by the smart ones, Alexx.  They try to lie
to me."  He walked off with the evidence, dropping it in Trace for
someone to deal with. 


***



Greg
walked back in with Speed, happy and chatting.  "So your really think
so?" 


"I
do."  He nodded at Nick.  "Someone made up our victim to
look like a tree." 


"Good
luck.  Where's Catherine?" 


"Car. 
Testing her blood sugar," Greg told him.  "It's nearly lunch and
she's got to eat.  I'm eating with her unless you need me?" 


"No,
go ahead."  Greg smiled and headed off with Speed to log in
evidence.  Catherine came in.  "I need your files on the Pietro
homicide two years ago." 


"Why
was I involved?" 


"Because
it was a sex rite thingy." 


"Oh." 
She got into her PDA once she was back at her desk, accessing the list. "I
don't have it in my index.  Was Vecchio certain I was part of that
one?" 


"He
thinks they would have called you because they carved stuff on her." 


"Unless
it was totally unrecognizable they didn't call from Sex Crimes or
Homicide.  Symbols yes, words no."  He sighed.  "You
might ask Helena.  She went into homicide."  He smiled and
called her, getting one grumpy woman.  She found her lunch and went to the
break room to eat with Yelina and Frank.  "Am I interrupting?" 


"No,
come eat," Yelina said, smiling at her.  "So, you're sitting the
lieutenant's exam in three days?"  She moaned and nodded.
"Studied the book?" 


"It's
the same thing as the others," she pointed out. 


"Not
always," Tripp warned. 


"The
rest is common sense and codes, Frank." 


"True." 
He dug into his leftovers.  "Where's your shadow?" 


"I
think Greg's going to find he'll be casting shadows soon," she said with a
fond smile. 


"I
meant Wolfe," he teased. 


"Working. 
He was still on a scene when we drove past." 


"At
least you can make sure he doesn't nag," Yelina said with a smile. 
Greg peeked in.  "Come here, Gregory."  He trotted in and
she gave him a hug.  "There.  Now, get something and eat. 
You need to eat." 


"Yes,
Yelina."  He sat down next to Catherine once he had a sandwich out of
the machine, nibbling it.  "You really think I'll be casting my own
shadow?" 


"I
do." 


"Cool." 
He ate another bite.  "Bigger than Grissom's?" 


"Depends
on how well known your shadow becomes." 


"Point." 
He ate another bite.  "Do you think I'd like the profiling
stuff?" 


"Up
to you, Greg.  I don't read minds." 


"True." 
He ate more heartily, thinking about it.  Nick came in and he
nodded.  "How's it going?" 


"Good. 
The lawyer is not a happy cooperator but it's okay.  Anything really good
in the machines?"  They all pointed at one shelf and he smiled,
getting two, taking one back to Ray once they were warm.  "Here you
go, Detective.  It's been a while since breakfast." 


"Thanks,
Nick." 


"Welcome." 
He settled in again, checking to make sure the tapes were both off since they
were on break.  "So, did you work with Helena?" he asked before
taking a bite. 


Ray
nodded while he chewed.  "A few times.  Both before and after
she got her badge back."  He smirked.  "She running you
guys ragged?" 


"She's
got the idea that machines are instant answer machines.  You show it the
sample and it spits out an answer without even slide prep."  He ate
another bite. 


Ray
considered it.  "Kid, we never used a machine.  If we used a
machine it was either motive or a weapon."  Nick's jaw dropped at
that.  "Helena's very much a technical person, but that wasn't how
Chicago worked.  Our lab was lab staff.  White coats, glasses. 
All of it.  If we had to see them, we went and paced until they sighed and
put our stuff first. Our geeks must've nearly died when they saw yours go into
the field.  Ours were like mice processing scenes.  We stepped on a
tail and got a squeaked answer that ended in 'Detective'."  He sipped
the water he had gotten earlier.  "The very fact you guys carry guns,
and are expected to use them probably mystified ours.  She's used to
mechanical geeks who squeaked answers like 'it does this' without a name given
for what the machine was.  Most of Chicago's detectives aren't interested
in what the machine is, it's what it does and 'can it help me clear another
file'." 


"You're
very end zone oriented," Nick offered. 


"Exactly. 
In Violent Crimes, half my time was spent filling in paperwork from the patrol
guys.  We knew who did it but we had to backtrack to find the evidence to
hold them."  Nick nodded slowly at that.  "About a quarter
of all our cases were robberies of some sort.  Stickups
mostly.   We were the catch-all department.  If Robbery,
homicide, or SVU didn't want it, we got it.  Or it was
multi-department."  He ate another bite and thought. 
"Almost every scene I went out on had some sort of robbery to it. 
Most usually with a gun involved.  I'd question, we'd get a decent
description, the patrol guys would hunt for us.  Or we'd hunt if we had
time.  Our patrol guys did about half their own bookings."  That
got a nod.  "We didn't much deal with our labs except about
fingerprints, ballistics, and the occasional DNA sample.  Homicide did
about the same.  Now, don't discount Helena," he warned but he was
smirking.  "There's no telling what that girl has learned off Lupin's
cadre of scientists he's got on retainer.  Lupin's not a gadget guy but he
does have a good handle on things like latex technology.  I'd be really
shocked if she hadn't learned anything from them or his chemists." 


"He
might have one of us too, huh?" Vecchio smirked and nodded at that,
stuffing his mouth again.  "So she's just impatient?" 


"Probably. 
Violent Crimes and Vice were both packmule departments.  That's more
Catherine's reason or Ray's.  Then again, Kowalski is bouncy and nervous
all the time," he admitted.  "Helena's probably waiting for the
release of the rest of the cases to come her way." 


"But
we've never babied her or given her the lesser caseload," Nick told him,
looking confused. "How many people were in her old department?" 


"Probably
eight.  Last time I remember there were eight.  They had singles and
working partners, depending on the case.  The last year I knew we had a
few hundred homicides and about half go through them."  He
smirked.  "She was a bit bored there now and then too." 


"So
she's just bored?" 


"That
and you're pokey.  Helena's trained to be a woman of action.  Sitting
at a desk annoys her and she'll stomp off in a horrible temper when you make
her sit at her desk. The last time someone made her do it she called Jigen and
complained. She made sure he wouldn't come shoot anyone for her."  He
grinned.  "So you're just too lab and thinking oriented.  She's
action oriented.  Give her a door to kick in and she'll do it. 
She'll complain later about the sore ankles or knees, but she's happier
there." 


"I've
seen that one," he admitted with a grin. 


"One
last thing.  Zenigata and she are great convention buddies and best
friends.  He introduced her to Japanese style karaoke." 


"I've
noticed.  She was helping us interview some Japanese businessmen who got
trick rolled.  None of the rest of us could understand what she was
saying." 


"She
doesn't speak Japanese." 


Nick
sat up.  "That's Lupin, isn't it?"  Ray grinned. 
"How can he do that?" 


"He's
a master of disguise.  I know a few times he's gotten so good Catherine
couldn't tell even with a grope and a kiss."  He ate his last bite
while Nick called out there. 


"Grissom,
it's Nick.  No, not a problem, but you might want to talk to Helena
tonight and see if it's really her and not Lupin. I have no idea, boss." 


Catherine
walked in and handed over her phone.  "She got kidnaped while she and
Jigen were having sex in Paris by one of Lupin's enemies. She'll be back in a
few days.  That's Fujiko, not Lupin.  He sent her as a place
holder."  She kissed Ray on his expanding forehead then walked off
again.  "Eat more than that, Ray.  Before I use my phone to call
your mother." 


He
snatched her phone and called home.  "Ma?"  He
grinned.  "Hi, Ma.  I'm fine.  No, I'm still in
hiding.  Right now I'm in Miami but we're working on it.  Yup, when
they get me settled I'll send for you guys.  Thanks, Ma.  No, I'm
eating lunch.  This is .... remember the one I cat sat for with all the
books?  It's her phone.  CE Dalton?  Not a clue, Ma. I'll ask. 
Yeah, we're figuring it out, Ma.  Thanks, Ma."  He smiled. 
"Love you too and make Frannie behave.  Sure.  I'll tell
her.  Thanks."  He hung up and leaned back, more content
now.  Nick hung up too.  "Tell Helena to eat more often. 
My mother said she was too skinny if she could still fit into the skin tight
leathers she wears now and then." 


"How
do you tell them apart?" 


"Helena
was never a dick tease.  Fujiko is all about the tease and the
snatch.  What she can get for it.  I want her to go after someone
like Sam Braun some day," he said smugly. "Just to see who'd
win." 


"Brass
is not happy." 


"Helena
had nothing to do with it," he promised.  "This would've been an
executive decision by Lupin.  Backed up by Jigen with Goemon countering
that it could get her in trouble."  He nodded at that. 
"Still not her fault. Blame Lupin." 


"Some
days I'd like to smack him." 


"I
saw him earlier.  Unless Wolfe suddenly swaggers?" 


"Crap." 
He hopped up and went to find Horatio, finding him in the lab watching
him.  "Ray Vecchio thinks that's Lupin." 


"It
figures."  He walked down there, closing the door.  Something
was handed over and then the 'CSI' walked out, still swaggering. 
"Lupin."  The figure kept going.  "I know about
Helena." 


"She's
fine.  We just got her two hours ago.  She's got a small graze, a few
bruises, and the person who did it is very sorry," he assured him with his
normal voice.  "I can see why Kitten-Kat likes this guy." 
He giggled and ran off.   Nick ran after him but lost him since he
wasn't familiar with the building. 


Catherine
looked up from her paperwork.  "Lupin, quit looking like him. 
Be someone else," she snapped.  "No more mind games." 


"Fine,
take my fun," he pouted, but finished hurrying off when Frank tried to
grab him. "I can see why you like him." 


"I'm
so going to send him someone with herpes for his birthday," Catherine
complained, getting back to work.  Frank stomped back.  "Don't
look at me. They were off rescuing Helena from someone who stole her from her
nookie in Paris."  She waved a hand.  "Ryan was with Jessup
last I knew.  He said it'd be a few more hours before he got done with his
scene since it's in such a painful area." 


"Hell,"
he muttered, stomping off.  He called Horatio, who went to check and see
what he had been doing.  He got a report back a few minutes later. 
"He knows how to process stuff?" he called. 


"He's
got three chemists, a latex maker, and a few other random scientists on the
payroll.  It wouldn't surprise me," she called back absently. 
"Watch for him to hire Greggy.  He's the sort he'd like." 


Frank
dialed Horatio again to complain to him.  She walked over and handed over
something.  "What's this?" 


"Off
the Lupin Organization website, Frank.  Everyone's online these
days.  Abby found it."  She went back to her desk. 


He
stared so long Horatio came to see why he wasn't answering him verbally. 
He took the papers and nodded. "I know him.  We fired him a few years
back.  We had wondered where he went."  He went to tell
Speed.  He coughed from the doorway.  "Remember Richard?" 


"Twerp
boy?  Yeah.  Why?" 


"He's
working for Lupin the Third." 


Speed
snatched the paper, looking it over.  "I'll be damned." 


"That's
what I was thinking," he agreed smugly.  "They've just rescued
Helena."  Nick hung up and walked up to him.  "That clear
things up?" 


"It
did.  At least Fujiko's taking good care of her cats." 


"Of
course she is," Greg said from behind them.  "She's scared to
death that Helena is the one person who can break Lupin free of her
influence.  Helena's the one knot in her plans for world domination. 
The fact that *Jigen* took up with a cop gave her headaches for years. 
They've always been at odds but Fujiko knows that if she hurts her cats all
bets are off and Fujiko will be on the bottom side of a casket with a black rose
in her hand."  He grinned at the stunned looks. "You guys didn't
know that wasn't Helena?"  He giggled at Nick's head shake. 
"Helena never teases Brass like that, only Sophia.  Plus she was
talking about the Oktoberfest celebration and this new one hasn't.  Plus, hey,
bigger chest on Fujiko.  I was kinda hoping Lupin would sic her on Braun
if Helena asked." 


"Vecchio
said the same thing," Nick said grimly.  "When did you
know?" 


"The
day she got back.  Helena fills out those faded blue jeans of hers but not
like that.  Or that black shirt with the ties up the front.  Vastly
different measurements."  He walked off grinning. 


"We
hate it when you're smug," Nick called after him. 


"No,
you hate it when I'm right, Nick.  Have for a few months now.  Just
like with the nerf stuff." 


"See,
bragging," he complained. 


Greg
turned to look at him.  "I mentioned it for the first time in three
weeks.  The last time I was going over my testimony in the locker room and
you and Warrick called it the same thing.  So let me know when I'm allowed
to be right and actually solve cases, okay?  That way I'm not stepping on
yours or Sarah's toes."  He walked off again. "I'm going to go
back to helping Catherine again." 


"Come
analyze this paint," Speed called from Trace. 


"Sure." 
He went that way, going to do that for him. 


"I
swear, Helena's warping him," Nick complained. 


Horatio
patted him on the back.  "Don't make me smack you."  Nick
looked stunned.  "You should be proud that your trainee is good,
Nick.  That's what he's supposed to be.  He's supposed to be good at
what he does and solve cases.  If you keep putting him down, he won't be
able to for Las Vegas any longer." 


"You
think he'll leave?" 


"Chicago's
building a whole new lab," Greg called.  "So's Cascade. 
I've got standing offers in Cascade as both sorts of tech and as a field tech
in Chicago.  The guys in Cascade even liked the games." 


"Crap,"
he muttered, walking off.  "I'll get back to the interview in a few
minutes, Horatio." 


"That's
fine, ADA Kowalski hasn't come back yet either."  He went to talk to
Greg.  "It's not very professional to have that discussion in a
hallway, Greg.  Especially not in a lab you're visiting." 


"I'm
sorry, Horatio.  I snapped and couldn't take it anymore."  He
looked at him.  "It's like I'm the bastard stepchild of their
lab.  I'm about to move to Cascade." 


"They'd
miss you." 


"I
know.  You only realize what you have when you don't have it.  That's
why next week I'm going on sabbatical to Cascade.  If my six weeks up
there works out, I'm staying.  If not, I'll go back to Vegas or
Chicago."  That got a smile.  "Not like they'll care and
Cascade is offering tuition reimbursement plus a better salary.  Plus a
fresh and new lab staff. And hey, I could wear my hair any way I wanted
to."  Speed nudged him and handed him a card.  "What's
this?" 


"The
place I stayed.  Cheap and decent." 


"Thanks." 
He tucked it into his wallet with a grin. "Grissom knows I'm going on
sabbatical and I'm sure he knows why.  The ball's in their
court."  He got back to work.  "She's right, this is
textured stage makeup.  Like what they use in high school plays." 


"What's
the texture?" 


"Tree
bark."  He tested a sample he cleaned off with sterile water against
the bark they had gathered from the tree.  It came back a match.
"Interesting." 


"Very,"
Speed agreed.  "The spot behind her had been newly hollowed
out."  He considered it.  "Think she's an eco-person or
think she was cutting down the tree?" 


"I
don't know.  She's in the right age for one of them."  They
shared a look. "Let's let Catherine find out her life.  If we have an
ID?" 


"Fingerprints. 
New licenses have fingerprints now."  He printed off her ID. 
"Go give this to Cat?" 


"Sure." 
He grinned and went to talk to her.  He found her napping. 
"Catherine?" he called quietly.  He frowned when she didn't wake
up, testing her neck. "Catherine?"  He gave her a nudge on the
shoulder.  She moaned but didn't wake up.  "Frank!"  He
popped out of his cubicle.  "Come here?  She's not waking up."



He
came over after making a phone call.  He patted her face and she moaned
again.  "Find her sugar monitor?"  Greg found it and used
it for her, making him wince.  "Call the paramedics, her sugar's too
low," he called.  Someone went running to do that while another
person got Alexx.  She came rushing up.  "Her sugar's down at
fifty-one," he offered quietly.  "She always takes a pill after
lunch." 


"She's
supposed to," she agreed.  She came in to check her over, finding her
passed out.  "Let's get her onto the floor, guys."  They
did that for her and she checked it again.  "It's falling.  Do
we have any glucose drops or anything?" 


Greg
used the button on the phone marked 'Ryan'.   "Cat's blood sugar
plummeted.  Does she have glucose drops?"  He smiled.  "Thanks." 
He hung up and found them in the drawer he mentioned, handing it over. 
"Here.  It'll melt in her mouth so she won't choke."  Alexx
smiled at him.  "Had a dormmate who was."  She put the
jelly coated, soft centered fruit juice drop under her tongue and lifted her
head up so it wouldn't fall back and choke her.  Catherine started to come
back around by the time the paramedics got there.  "Her blood sugar
plummeted." 


"It
happens to the best of us," the paramedic said, getting down to check it
again.  He nodded. "Sixty's not bad." 


"She
was at fifty-two," Alexx said.  "I gave her one of these,"
she said, handing over the bag. 


"Those
are great.  Made locally."  He made a note.  "Any
flavor in case they have to do a breath test?" 


"Orange,"
she said. He nodded and noted it down.  "Her medical contact is
either Horatio or Ryan Wolfe." 


"I
have authorization to treat," Ray said as he stomped over. 
"Ryan doesn't yet.  I have forever."  He looked at her then
got her pills out.  "She takes one of those with lunch." 
That got a nod.  "Any idea what she ate?" 


"Sandwich,"
Greg said.  "I snatched a few of her chips."  That got a
nod. "Water." 


"That's
fine," the paramedics agreed, loading her to take her.  "Riding
or following, Detective?" 


"Riding. 
If she wakes up suddenly she'll smack the shit outta someone."  That
got a nod and he went with them.  "Later, boss." 


"That's
fine, let us know," Frank called after him.  He helped Alexx up off
the floor.  "She'll be okay?" 


"Just
fine.  It happens a lot in your first year."  She stroked his
cheek.  "She'll be just fine, Frank." 


"Good. 
Thanks, Greg." 


"Not
an issue.  The glucose drops taste nasty according to my former
roommate."  Alexx smiled and patted him on the cheek. 
"Walk you back that way since she can't check the kid's background?" 


"Sure,
Greggy."  She walked him back there, going to leave him at
Trace.  She went back to the morgue to finish her autopsy and talk to her
body. 


Greg
walked in.  "Catherine will have to do it when she comes back." 


"Why
did she leave?" 


"The
paramedics said so."  Speed tensed up.  "Her sugar dropped
down to fifty-two.  She was rather unconscious." 


"Crap. 
How?" 


"Not
enough starch at lunch probably.  Needed more chips or a soda.  I
only snitched three." 


"No,
that wouldn't have mattered."  He took that report back. 
"So she'll have something to do tomorrow.  She'll be back
tomorrow?" 


"She
might be back as soon as a few hours from now.  When they've got her sugar
straightened out and up where it should be. They'll watch her for a few hours
then they'll probably send her home." 


"Good. 
Horatio?"  He leaned in.  "She's okay?" 


"She's
fine, Speed.  It happens.  She was starting to go back up when they
took her." 


"Good." 
That got a smile. "Anything else?" 


"Need
help?" 


"You
just want to see the tree," he taunted. 


"It
is unusual." Greg handed over a picture, making him smile.  "It
was a good makeup job." 


"It
was and I just thought of another way.  What if she did it to herself to
sit up there and catch someone?" 


"The
ties?" 


"To
make sure she didn't shift too much?" 


"We'll
see," Speed agreed, turning to the computer to start the background that
they could do down there. 


"Good
work, Greg."  He smiled at that.  "Nerf rockets?" 


"Yeah,
someone put a poisoned toothpick on the end of one and shot it at
someone.  They died and no one could figure out how she got
poisoned.  We found the small hole that was too big for a needle and too
small for a stab wound with a perfectly round bruise behind it that wasn't a
very deep bruise." 


"Some
of the nerf shooters can go pretty hard," Speed agreed. 


"This
one had been rigged to use pellet rifle compressed air canisters." 
Speed moaned.  "All he had to do was puncture the skin and he
did.  I'm the one who realized what made a perfect circle like that. 
It was kinda neat setting up the demonstration on the pig." 


"I
bet," Speed agreed with a grin.  "A bit of playing in the
lab." 


"Legally
without being yelled at more than a 'why are we doing this, Greg' from
Grissom," he said proudly.  "Then I turned and shot one at
Grissom when he said it wasn't going to bruise.  Same distance he would've
used.  An hour later we found the small, perfectly round bruise and he had
to agree I had been right.  They found the gun under the kid's bed. 
She had dissed his best friend, who he said deserved the best girls. 
Instead of him who got all the skanky hos, his words." 


Horatio
smirked at that. "It's a true friend who will kill for you." 


"He's
going to claim mental issues but that took some brains.  The poison wasn't
a common one and it was fast degrading. Something from Central America. 
Grissom thought it was spider or snake venom but it was a plant venom and we
found them too in his room.  It took him almost a month to figure out what
he was doing." 


"What
about this case?" 


"Earlier
we were thinking it was she was an environmental person and someone was making
a point.  Or she was the one who was cutting into the tree and they put
her there to make a point.  But it could be that she did the makeup job on
herself so she could watch someone.  Most people doing it afterward
wouldn't do eyelids that deeply.  Would they?" 


"Probably
not and they've had missed spots," Speed agreed.  "Or it might
have smeared with redressing or dragging.  That still wouldn't explain the
ties holding her up." 


"That
could've been to make sure she stayed still.  Or in case she slept so she
didn't slump." 


"Fingerprints
didn't find anything on them," Speed noted, considering it.  "We
need to see what killed her."  They nodded and went to the morgue to
talk to Alexx. 


Horatio
shook his head at the picture those two made.  It was good that Greg had
some confidence in his work. He went to check on Ray and Nick, and still no
Stella.  He went to talk to the receptionist and the officers on guard
duty.  Nothing.  So he had her paged and still nothing.  He went
to check her car - the one with the temporary sticker from the rental agency -
finding it still in the parking lot. He tried her cellphone and heard it going
off in the car.  He looked.  Her briefcase was inside. That was not a
good sign.  He looked around and found one guard shrugging at him. 
"You."  The guy grinned.  "What happened?" 


"Some
guy in a van.  She was ranting about Vecchio, Lieutenant.  How's
Catherine?" 


"Her
blood sugar dropped." 


"It
happens.  Her meds are too strong anyway.  They took an atypical day
to gauge it."  He came over and pointed.  "He skidded there
and left.  Blue panel van, no windows in the back or on the back
doors."  Horatio nodded.  "Sorry, didn't catch the
plate.  Not that we like her.  She accused Cat of sleeping with
Stan.  On his birthday.  When she had slept with her boss the night
before."  Horatio moaned.  "So no, not like we like
her.  By the way, did Richard always have that ego problem?" 


"That's
what got him fired." 


"I
need a better CSI on my team."  He walked off humming. 


"Do
not take a cruiser," he muttered when Lupin passed him by. 


"Of
course not and this guy's in the closet in the bathroom."  He winked.



Horatio
went jogging inside to find him, finding him tied up with his undershirt in his
mouth like a gag.  He called security and sent them after Lupin.  He
hated that man!  He also put out an APB for the blue panel van and ADA
Kowalski. 


***



Ray
walked up to where Frank was packing up for the end of the day.  "Any
word on Stella yet?" 


"Not
yet," he admitted, giving him a look. "We haven't gotten a ransom or
anything yet.  I checked with Chicago and they haven't either." 
Ray frowned at that.  "I did ask them to send down a case list so we
could see if any of them had been released down here."  He handed it
over.  Ray looked it over then starred a few and handed it back. 
"How far back can you go?" 


"Up
until we left Chicago," he said grimly.  "She's my ex and I hate
her, but I don't want her dead, I want 'er back," he complained.
"Whenever I was free I stalked her and I paid attention to the papers when
I was on the job." 


"Then
you can hopefully help some."  He looked at him.  "Horatio
has it personally, Ray. Let us do what we do best." 


Ray
nodded and walked off, going outside to call from his car.  He looked at
his phone then called.  "It's Kowalski, Goemon.  Can I be kept
in the loop if you guys hear anything about Stella?  No, Lupin saw her be
snatched."  He held his head when the phone was handed over. 
"Please, just keep me in the loop?  I know it's pitiful.  I want
her back," he complained.  He sighed and nodded.  "Anything
we can do?"  He nodded at that, making a mental note. 
"Thanks, man.  No, just let me know if you can. 
Thanks."  He hung up and got out, going to hunt down Greg, finding
him with Speed.  "Call home.  Stella was brought out
there."  Greg pulled out his phone to do that.   "He
said to keep Junior out of it." 


"I
heard," Greg agreed, looking at him.  "They're interrogating or
otherwise?" 


"Interrogating
at the moment.  She's done some of the mob trials in Chicago as
well." 


That
got some nods from Greg, who walked off to talk to his boss and Brass. 
"Brass, Greg.  Can you get Grissom into this?  Because an ADA
out of Chicago who's down here questioning Vecchio with Nick and I got snatched
from the local precinct.  No, her ex is Stan Kowalski.  I'm assuming
here but since it's his ex he probably begged for a favor from some of Helena's
friends.  He got told she's out there being interrogated.  She had
done some of the mob trials out of Chicago. Yeah, Stella Kowalski.  About
two today.  Horatio does.  Thanks.  Call me and I'll let him
know," he promised. "No, Nick did that so I'm helping Speed and
getting ready to baby Catherine.  Her pills were too strong and she passed
out earlier.  She's just now come back from the ER and is doing paperwork. 
Yeah, I'm going with her tonight if Ryan doesn't and even if he does so I can
beg dinner.  Thanks, Brass."  He hung up and turned, finding
Ryan there.  "Do you mind if I baby her while learning from beside
her feet?" 


"Not
an issue.  She won't let me baby her." 


Greg
grinned. "The secret to that is to make Throttle nag her until she gives
up," he said proudly.  "He said so." 


"Why
does he get to nag her into it?" 


"Because
he's the sort to pick her up and carry her back to bed a few times," he
admitted.  "He told me she had the flu a few years back and he and
Modo spent the whole week carrying her back to bed from trying to go to
work.  Couldn't stand, couldn't keep anything down for nearly the whole
week, but the woman was going to go to work." 


Ryan
smiled at that.  "I knew she was a strong woman.  Sure, you can
help."  He went to talk to Horatio, who glared at Greg, bringing
him.  "He's going to help me baby my girl.' 


"That's
fine.  Are we certain they moved her?" 


"Ray
seemed to be." 


"Ray
found out how?" 


"You'd
have to ask him what sort of favor he called in but he went outside to call
from his car.  I'm guessing he probably called one of Helena's
friends." 


"Thank
you."  He called Stanley down, glaring at him until he wilted. 
"Name your source?" 


"Goemon."



"You
have his number?" 


"I
have his cell number.  They're on a plane of some sort at the
moment.  It was a favor." 


"Tell
me if they call it in," Horatio ordered.  Ray nodded at that. 
"Did they say who?" 


"Someone
Vecchio would probably recognize.  She was loud and she's handled other
mafia cases so they knew they'd send her.  It was good for her career even
if it did lead to a lot of death threats," he offered quietly. 
"Greg?" 


"I
called Brass.  He told Grissom and the others.  I also reminded him
that Vecchio wanted Junior kept out of this." 


"Thanks." 
He punched him on the arm. "Sorry, Horatio, but she's my ex." 


"I
understand.  Next time, let me know, Ray." 


"They
only took her out an hour ago," he offered.  "Lupin told him
that they had connections down here they had worked with."  That got
a smirk.  "But I have no idea who." 


"I
can find them," Horatio assured him, getting a grin back.  "Now,
go home."  Ray nodded, going to go home with Catherine, Ray, and
Greg. Horatio went to make notes on what they knew.  It would let him pump
some of his sources for it as well. 


***



Helena
walked into the station, giving everyone a grim look.  "I heard I had
a replacement?" 


"Yes,
you did," Brass told her.  "Are you all right?" 


"I
feel like shit," she said plainly, sitting down.  "Still. 
I hate being kidnaped."  She looked at him.  "Did Fujiko
screw too many things up?" 


"No,
she was actually a great help at one point.  We had some Japanese
businessmen who were trick rolled." 


"Hmm. 
I could've sympathized with them but she probably got them worse." 
She nodded at that.  "Okay.  Anything she solved?" 


"Two
things and Grissom signed off on them before he knew," he offered with a
grin.  "He do this often?" 


"No. 
Jigen did say he'd make sure he didn't do it again." 


"That'd
be nice.  Anything else I should know?" 


"How
did you know?" 


"Nick
told us." 


She
giggled, swatting him on the arm.  "You'll learn.  Who else
knew?" 


"Greg,"
Warrick said as he came out.  "He said she filled out your clothes
more than you did." 


"She
does.  She has tits of doom.  She's used them many times on many
men," she agreed dryly.  "Okay, I'm back, what can I do to
help?" 


"We
have one stolen ADA Kowalski.  Stolen from Chicago." 


"The
Stella finally got what's coming to her?  Why should I care?" she
asked blandly. 


"Because
she's still a victim," Brass said firmly.  "Even if you don't
like her." 


"She
accused Cat of sleeping with her boy on his birthday.  The day after
Stella slept with her boss."  They all hissed at that. 
"She destroyed him.  So, why do I care?" 


"It's
about the Vecchio case," Warrick offered. 


"Okay,
that I care about," she agreed, standing up.  "I like my kitty
sitter." 


"Ryan
said they're trying to get him to Cascade," Warrick offered. 


She
beamed.  "He'd rock out there.  Where are we going and who has
my vest?" 


"She
had it the last time I saw it, unless it's back in your locker," Brass
told her.  She nodded, heading that way. 


"As
for what we have.  We have them bringing her here to interrogate her and
Vecchio wanted Junior kept out of it," Warrick offered as he followed her.



"He's
right.  Junior should have the right to a real life.  Even if his
mother is a shallow bitch.  She's actually the picture next to the
definition."  She walked into the locker room, startling Bobby, their
ballistics tech.  "Sorry, baby."  She kissed him on the
cheek and got into her own locker.  "Ah, vest.  Which family has
her, Warrick?" 


"Um,
we think the one Vecchio was undercover with," he offered. 


"Too
showy.  Even if they would want their honor back it's not
practical."  She slipped into her vest and grabbed her backup gun,
then closed the locker and looked at him.  "But that doesn't mean
they didn't hire some freelancers.  Which means someone should check the
Redlight or the Doorstop." 


"Redlight
got busted by Vice," Bobby told her, grinning.  "What about
their more genteel bars?" he asked with that hint of southern accent. 


She
smiled and patted his cheek. "That's why I stare at you in the lab,
Bobby."  She looked at Warrick.  "Well?" 


"Not
yet.  Thanks to your friends we know when she left Miami.  We've got
about an hour before they land." 


"Good
deal.  Are they going commercial?" 


"We
don't think so." 


"So
technically they could land the plane anywhere," she said
thoughtfully.  "Any preferred strips?" 


"A
few," he admitted, grinning at her.  "We've got people
waiting." 


"So
where do we need me?" 


"Right
now, we need you to prep for an assault and give us a positive ID when we find
her." 


"Okay." 
She walked off after him, shooting Bobby a grin.  "Jigen said hi and
he's going to send me stuff from the spare closet of junk for you.  If you
can use it fine, if not, burn it or turn it into desk art, Bobby." 


"Thanks." 
He grinned at that, going back to his lab.  He made that note in his log
for the day and got back to work on his open case files. 



***



"I'm
not a baby and I do not need babied," Catherine called when the door
opened and the cats started to howl at the people coming in.  They stopped
and she looked.  "Hey, Ray." 


"Catherine. 
I'm sure you're not a baby.  But you do need a bit babied."  He
kissed her on the cheek.  "It's your first collapse this way and we
need to baby you a little bit.  Just to make sure it doesn't happen
again." 


Ryan
coughed and moved Ray then hugged her.  "You scared the hell out of
me," he said, nose in her hair.  "Please don't do it again and
let us fuss?" 


"I
hate being fussed over." 


"Tough. 
Suck it up.  I'm going to fuss as much as any of your past girlfriends
ever did when you got sick or injured." 


"Um,
Ryan, I'm the one who fussed," she said patiently, pulling back to look at
him.  "Really.  Greg, thank you." 


"Welcome,
but we're still fussing."  He grinned sweetly.  "Or else
I'm calling Throttle."  She groaned and shook her head, letting Ryan
hug her tighter again.  "See, we can fuss nearly as good as the giant
guys on motorcycles." 


Ray
Vecchio looked at him.  "You know those menacing mice?" 


"Yeah,"
he agreed, grinning at him. "Throttle gave me a ride once when I was
broken down." 


"They
jumped over my car a few times while I was in pursuit."  He looked
over as Stan stormed in, slamming the door.  "Hey!  Watch the
furry things!" 


"They
took Stella ta Vegas," he said, staring him down.  Ray hissed and
shook his head.  "Lupin said so." 


"Well,
at least they know, right?  They'll be looking out for her?" 
Stan sighed and nodded, sitting down.  "So relax and we'll wait on
word.  Helena's out there, right?" 


"She's
back today." 


"Then
she'll handle it and we'll call her later," Catherine pointed out. 


Stan
brightened a bit at that.  "Yeah, she'll rescue her so she can
torture her." 


"True,
she will.  The same as I would," she agreed dryly.  That got a
smile from Ryan.  "I would." 


"From
what Nick said earlier, so would he."  He kissed her again and looked
at the dish of ice cream she was making.  "Sure, we can have
that.  Do we have enough for the rest of us?" 


"I
only got two pints." 


Ray
snorted and headed into the kitchen to get something for dinner. 
"You two eat ice cream, we'll eat real food.  Stan?" 


"I'm
for the ice cream diet." 


"Let
me run out for some more," Greg offered, heading off to do that.  He
even waved at the cops across the street on the way.  Then on the way
back.  He walked back inside.  "Did we know we've got watching
cops?" 


"They
think I'm strange," Catherine said dryly.  "Or having an orgy
with both Ryan and Vecchio here last night."  Ray snorted at that,
shaking his head. "They probably do."  She took the new ice
cream and handed it to Stan, who made a better dish and let the other ones have
their turn with the ice cream scoop and sauces.  She settled down into one
corner of the couch, picking up a book to read while she nibbled.  Ryan
sat next to her, leaning against her side. "I'm fine, Ryan." 


"No,
you're beautiful." 


She
looked at him, but she was smiling.  "You're sucking up very
well." 


"Thank
you," he offered, looking serious.  "You are beautiful.  I
don't want to lose you to something stupid."  She sighed and handed over
her ice cream.  "That's not what I wanted."  He handed it
back and kissed her again. "You scared the hell out of me when Greg
called."  He took another kiss and smiled at her.  "We've
got to get your meds adjusted.  You had a smaller one a few weeks back,"
he said quietly. 


"I
see him tomorrow morning."  She ate another bite and he
grinned.  "Yes, you can go." 


"Thank
you."  He called Horatio.  "We're going to her doctor in
the morning, Horatio.  Yeah, to get her meds corrected.  Early. 
What time?" 


"Eight-thirty."



"Eight-thirty,
Horatio.  She's having ice cream for dinner."  He smiled. 
"They probably said she had to get it up a bit higher and she's allowed
some now and then.  Trust me, I'm going to be glued to her all night." 
He grinned.  "Sure, Horatio. Thanks, boss.  Of course I
will."  He hung up.  "I'll need to make up the two hours
and he said I'll have to be unglued tomorrow morning when we come
in."  She smiled a bit at that before eating another bite. 
"He also said he's found out who took her locally, Stan.  He and
Frank went after them earlier, they're presently playing statue in
interrogation."  Stan smirked at that.  "So we'll have it
soon enough." 


"Thanks,
guys." 


"Welcome. 
This is one of the reasons you came to Miami.  We're like a
family."  Ryan smiled and snuck a bite then went back to his own. 


"Mine,
Ryan." 


"Yours
tastes better." 


She
looked at him.  "It's the lure of the forbidden." 


He
grinned brighter.  "Yes, but if I'm a good boy would you let me have
some of your sundae later?" 


She
blinked at him, then snickered.  "That's a cute double entendre,
Ryan.  Sure, you can have all the ice cream you want later." 


Ryan
grinned and stood up, pulling her into the bedroom with their sundaes. 


Ray
and Greg both grinned when she shrieked about them being cold a few minutes
later. 


"I
like him for being mildly kinky," Stan offered between bites. 
"He keeps up well with her.  Plus he makes her grin and do silly
things, plus mushy stuff like picnics on the beach."  He scraped his
bowl and looked at the grinning men.  "Otherwise I'd complain about
the noise." 


One
of the cats came up and meowed at Vecchio.  "What?"  He
meowed again.  "When I'm done, Blair."  He meowed some
more. 


"No
begging," Greg ordered, snapping his fingers.  The cat quit and came
over to get some attention from him.  "Good boy."  He
petted him and let him have his empty bowl, making him a happy cat.  The
others came running out to mob Ray Vecchio for his and Stan for his.  Then
Xander stared and hissed at Blair, making him run off so she could have his
bowl.  Being alpha bitch of the family's herd of cats had its privileges. 


***



Horatio
looked up as Ray Vecchio and Nick walked back in.  "Another day of
questions?" 


"Yeah,
mostly about anything he might know about the guys who had DA Kowalski,"
Nick admitted.  "She's fine by the way." 


"I
heard.  It's a good job your department did," Horatio agreed, smiling
at them.  "That office is still empty, boys.  How is
Catherine?" 


"Fine,"
Ray promised.  "She's been drug to the doctors.  Ryan nearly had
to pull out his handcuffs but she went.  He even drove." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "The video camera is still set up, Nick."  That
got a nod and they headed that way.  "Plus we can call Simon later if
you want."  That got a grin from Vecchio.  "I think you'll
like Cascade as long as you can put up with the rain and Ellison is in
today." 


"He's
escaping Blair's mother," Nick agreed.  "I heard that rant last
night when we went out for beers." 


Horatio
nodded.  "We've already seen her here.  She told Catherine she
needs to be more feminine." 


Vecchio
snickered.  "I'm sure that went over well."  He
smirked.  "Thanks, Lieutenant." 


"Not
a problem."  They went into the office, Nick closing the curtains
before Ray could go inside.   He went to check on the others in his
lab, then his pet homicide detectives.  "Frank." 


"Morning,
Horatio."  He grinned at him.  "I see Jim's back early from
his vacation." 


"Naomi's
still in town," Jim called. 


"When
they're done, go talk to Detective Vecchio about your former job, Jim,"
Horatio ordered.  "They think he'd do well to go out there and take
over your former spot." 


Jim
stood up and looked at him. "Excuse me?" 


"Detective
Vecchio?" 


"Yeah.... 
And?" 


"Catherine
and their group think he'd do good out in your former job." 


Jim
just nodded. "I hope he likes rain but I'll talk to him all he wants about
Cascade and the caseload we had."  He shrugged.  "Can I
hide for a long time today?  She's even cooking.  It'll probably be
tofu." 


"Work
as long as you want," Frank agreed happily, smirking at him. 
"Just don't let her come back here.  Especially not while Catherine's
here." 


"I
can't guarantee it but if you see me running," he offered dryly, sitting
down again, making Horatio laugh.  "Not kidding, guys." 


"Sure,
Jim," Frank joked, looking at his friend again.  "So." 


"So. 
DA Kowalski is fine.  They rescued her in time." 


"Good. 
Stan'll be happy." 


"Is
he in yet?" 


"It's
his day off but he might be in later.  You know he didn't wanna
call." 


"I
do, Frank.  I'm not worried that he did, just what they'll want in
return." 


"They're
used to playing with you guys, Horatio," he pointed out. 


"True,
I'm hoping it's nothing too horrible."  Stan stomped in. 
"Problems?" 


"Nightmares. 
She called me to complain."  He looked at his bosses. 
"Sorry I had ta call." 


"I'm
not," Horatio assured him.  "It was the right thing to do,
Stan."  He patted him on the arm.  "It's the right thing to
do, we only worry what he'll want in return." 


"Oh,
he knows it won't be anything on my current case list," he promised. 
"Mostly it'll be someone I knew, a target they can hit, an idea for
something, or even me to give them information on someone up there. He'd never
ask me for anything down here." 


"Good. 
We like that," Frank agreed. 


"A
lot.  Especially since we've got a number of targets." 


Stan
smirked at him.  "He loves bustin' other bad guys' balls," he
reminded him. "If anyone's up for it, it'd be some drug dealer or someone
who sells people, someone like a bragger who thinks they're better than
them."  Horatio smirked at that.  "By the way, if the
panting, huffing guy in the trenchcoat shows up, he don't know me.  He
knows Cat a little bit but he's *real* wary about her.  He's Helena's
buddy though."  He grinned and went to his desk, bopping Jim on the
back of the head.  "Could've used you yesterday when Cat
collapsed."  Jim gave him a heated look.  "Pills were too
strong after lunch." 


"Crap,"
he muttered. "She's all right?" 


"Fine. 
They released her a few hours later and she came back to do paperwork. 
She's at the doc's this morning but we've got to subtly watch her.  She'll
fuss otherwise." 


"I
can be subtle," he promised. "Just keep Naomi away from me." 


"We'd
like that," Stan agreed.  "It was bad watching her and Cat go at
each other."  He sat down and then yelped and hopped up, looking at
his seat.  "Okay, who put the cold stuff on my chair!" he
demanded.  No one laughed or said anything.  He looked up.  Then
he looked over at his boss, pointing up.  "Something frozen's
leaking." 


"Okay." 
Horatio and Frank came over to look, letting him have Catherine's desk for now.



***



Catherine
walked back in with Ryan, grimacing at Frank.  "They said I'm a
baby." 


"You
need better doctors," Frank told him.  "They reduce the
strength?" 


"No. 
They nagged me about my diet." 


Frank
sighed.  "Want a second opinion?" 


"Oh,
yeah."  She nodded.  "I called my other doc, the GP, and he
said I should reduce it by half probably.  Of course I can't split the
pills."  She smiled.  "So bugger off if I go a bit
high." 


"Sure. 
We'll watch and handle it if it happens," he agreed.  "Just keep
better track of it and let us know." 


"I
will." 


"Good. 
We'll work it out, Catherine.  Jim's back." 


"Even
better."  She walked over to her desk, finding Stan at it. 
"Yours quit working?" 


"Something's
dripping icy stuff at my seat."  He pointed.  She grimaced at
the mess on the carpet.  He looked at her.  "What did he
say?" 


"I'm
stupid and I can't eat properly." 


"Smack
me if I'm wrong, but wasn't your lunch what you're *supposed* to eat?" 


"Yeah. 
I pointed that out.  So did Ryan.  He listened to Ryan.  He said
I still need better diet management.  My other doc said I could cut them
in half but it's kinda impossible.  They're too small."  She
pulled a chair over.  "So, do I have anyone I can threaten yet and
take this bad mood out on?" 


"Not
yet," he sighed.  "Then again, aren't you clear?" 


"Mostly. 
One case."  She found it and went over it, seeing the post-it note on
the top.  She called Eric.  "Do you have something for me,
gorgeous?"  He laughed and told her.  She pouted. 
"You did it without me?"  She sighed.  
"Thanks.  Give me the information so I can finish my report when I
get Stan off my computer.  Thank you, Eric."  She hung up. 
"Damn." 


Stan
laughed.  "Want a few of mine?" 


"No,"
she pouted.  She looked over at Frank.  "I get the next
scene," she called. 


"Go
for it," Frank called back.  "Horatio's up." 


"Sure." 
She called him to tell him that. "I'm clear and up.  I'm told I'm
your pet detective.  Let me know."  She hung up and got to work
on that report since Stan handed over her keyboard.  "How long before
they fix it?" 


"Not
a clue," Stan said dryly.  Horatio came over to look at them. 
"What?  Not like I can work at my desk." 


"True. 
Catherine, you're clear?"  She handed him her last case file, making
him moan.  "Then perhaps you can help me on a few cold cases?" 


She
smiled at him. "Okay. It'll keep me from proofreading Stan's reports again." 
He smiled at that and led her off to go over those files with her.  He
looked at her and she stopped them once they were alone in the lab. 
"I've heard nasty rumors, Horatio," she said quietly.  "And
I want you to know that I've heard that sometimes the necessity principle comes
out down here and the guilty get it even when they don't by the rest of
us.  I don't care if it does happen or not.  We're all very aware
Stan and I can have ...convenient ethics now and then about such things,"
she finished quietly.  He looked at her.  "I got warned by one
of the patrol guys in another precinct," she admitted, shifting
closer.  "If it's true, sometimes it's necessary.  If it's not,
that's good too.  Stan would say the same thing." 


He
nodded. "There have been some incidences in the past where officers have
worked on that principle." 


She
smiled.  "I've known more than a few, Horatio.  I'm not talking
about the guys who go vigilante.  The guys who slip in the middle of a
pursuit are who I'm talking about."  He nodded at that. 
"Sometimes, life gets in the way of the good fight," she pointed
out.  "I've seen it plenty of times.  So if it happens around me
I'm looking the other way.  Stan probably would.  I'm letting you know
this because he warned me two days ago that it did for you." 


"It
didn't but I thank you for that." 


"Just
don't expect me to be one with that sort of slippage.  I'm more the 'I'll
shoot you if you make me run' sort."  He smiled at that. "You're
usually really uptight when you work with me so if that's the problem, quit
worrying about it.  If it's not, let me know.  Okay?" 


"It's
fine, Catherine.  It's more where we're still getting used to working with
you." 


She
closed the lab's door.  "Horatio, I've had nearly as many undercovers
as Stan did.  For that matter, I taught Stan when he got his gold
shield." 


"I
heard that recently." 


She
smiled.  "I did a hell of a job, like I did with the others I
taught.  They're some of the best detectives up there and they're the ones
who're making the new rules."  She moved closer again.  "I
also did undercovers that they can't even talk about now," she noted
quietly.  "Even in that nice suit, two of them were sealed.  If
I mentioned them they would have shot me."  He blinked at that. 
"There were some that got the city's officers riled up in ways that have
never been seen before.  I came in at the end of the bad old days,
Horatio.  During my first year, I joined a group of female officers to
protect each other from the men who wanted to keep us down."  He leaned
on the table.  She stared him down. "It was necessary.  The
Sisterhood protected each other for years.  There's not many of us who
made it to the point I did.  Some left because it got difficult for
them.  Some left due to family things.  A few died.  During my
rookie year on the streets, I got switched to Vice around six months along due
to purely physical considerations.  Namely, I had a D-cup."  He
shook his head quickly at that.  "I'm honest.  My breasts have
made men lose brain cells in the past.  I capitalize on that when I have
to.  I'm not ignoring that fact.  I've led people into the station
before by having them stare at my cleavage and they never realized it.  I
consider it great fun." 


"It's
not exactly regulation." 


"It
worked." 


"Point. 
It probably did.  Especially in Vice."  She nodded. 
"You had problems?" 


"No,
I had male officers who wanted to prove that females should go home. 
Especially mouthy, gay ones."  He shuddered at that.  "Some
of them tried to force it.  One of them tried to kill me while they had me
out on ho stroll one night."  He winced.  "And I wasn't the
only one.  So yeah, we had a Sisterhood up there.  We protected a lot
of officers when they needed it.  The same as the other two suits I filed,
they were part of them."  He nodded at that.  "So I, more
than most of the people around here, understand how things happen.  The
same as I realize what necessity really means.  I don't practice it."



"Any
more?" he asked. 


"Mostly. 
I didn't very much then.  It was the benefit of having the scary
reputation. There's a reason why they called me the Bitch Queen of Death,
Horatio." 


He
nodded at that.  "So if it happens to another person in the
lab...." 


"If
I think it's warranted I'll come to you." 


"If
you don't?" 


"Then
I leave that up to your guys.  Or girls in that one case." 


"She's
not likely to have that happen." 


"I
know.  She's very nice most of the time."  She gave him a
look.  "But I've seen some things that reminded me of it with some of
the patrol officers.  Again, if it's something like being a vigilante, I'm
coming to you.  Not to Frank, I can't tell where he stands. He's got that
same practical streak but I'm not sure he's not a goody-goody at times
too.  So, I'm going to let you know that the guy who warned me did
intentionally trip his person. But he was also an asshole who was making racial
cracks." 


"I
heard about that one," he admitted. 


"Good. 
Then I made the right choice."  She smiled at him.  "You
can count on me for help, Horatio.  It's not like I didn't have to help
Helena now and then," she pointed out.  "Being an Angel of Mercy
was one thing.  Being the Bitch Queen of Death was sometimes needed."



He
nodded.  "I understand.  Do you think it's going to become a
necessity?" 


"I
hope not."  She frowned for a moment then grinned again. 
"But the rumors from Chicago coming down has helped my scary reputation
start down here without me having to wear too much leather or heels to work on
my bike."  He snickered at that.  "By the way, would you
like me to set you up with a member of the Sisterhood who retired down here and
who wants to drool on you?  I'm asking because I heard rumors about you
dating the scary detective." 


"Yelina
and I are not together," he assured her. 


She
smirked.  "Want set up with a five-six redhead who's only about
twenty pounds overweight, smart as hell, has a mouth like Stan's, two kids, a
former husband who was one of the guys who protected the Sisterhood, and is
retired down to computer stuff now?" 


"I'll
think about it," he promised with a smile.  He opened the door. 
"All right, these cold cases."  He pointed at the three boxes he
had pulled out.  "Two rape homicides and one jewelry heist.  If
that one's Lupin, tell me." 


"He's
not the shooting sort," she reminded him dryly. "He's more of the
mind fucking sort and then he'll laugh while you pout."  He cracked a
smirk at that.  "They only fire on people who shoot at them." 


"I'll
keep that in mind."  He left her with the cases, going back to his office
to consider it.   He hadn't heard some very important rumors
apparently.  He'd have to check on them.  Frank and he had come to an
understanding but apparently they had more backup if they needed it.  He
called a contact he had in town, smiling at the cheerful voice. 
"Kathleen, Horatio Caine.  No, actually, I wanted to talk to you
about our two new homicide detectives who're from Chicago."  He sat
up suddenly.  "I knew you worked in the State Police up there. 
You know Kowalski and Demoranth?"  He smiled as she gave him a
rundown on each one's personality, getting it spot on.  "No, I've
been hearing rumors coming down after the suit about some undercover
things...."  She told him about the Sisterhood and he smirked at
that.  "That is what I'm hearing.  No, she did.  She was
assuring me that she knew the difference between necessity and being a
vigilante and that she would tell me if she saw the later."  He
nodded, making mental notes.  "That does work for me.  No, she's
our newest homicide detective.  With Stan, yes." 


He
smiled at that.  "That would be fine.  No, she's clear so I've
asked her to look over a few cold cases for me.  He's working at her desk
since his has a leak over it."  He smiled. "I'm sure they'd like
that.  He is passing through but in protection.  Why?"  He
nodded.  "Get with them, they could tell you.  Thank you,
Kathleen.  Of course.  Just between us."  He laughed. 
"Thank you, Kathleen.  Though she did offer to set me up with one of
you.  Redhead, two children.  Computers?"  He shivered at
that thought.  He knew that woman and she was very smart, very quippy, and
very beautiful.  "Maybe I'll let her then. Thank you.  That
would be her desk, yes.  Have fun with that.  Have a good
day."  He hung up and leaned back.  Apparently the rumors he had
been told had been understated and what she hadn't been saying had been the
important part.  He would definitely trust her on the street.  Shaky
health and all.  Especially with that reputation. 


***



The
day finally came for them to all gather for the trials, and it had been moved
to Cascade so the Miami contingent did get to help Ray Vecchio decide on what
to wear for his interview with Simon.  Speed even drove him over. 


The
rest of them decided to stay at the same hotel and have breakfast together. 
Catherine looked up as Ryan finally made it down to the restaurant, smiling at
him.  "Sleepy," she teased. 


"I
hate jetlag."  He plopped down next to her and looked at the other
one at the table, nodding.  "Hey, guys.  Tony.  No
Ziva?" 


"Injured,"
he admitted grimly.  "Stupidity."  He ate a bite of egg and
nodded at Gibbs, shaking his head to tell them not to mention it.  That
got a smile from Catherine and an understanding nod from Ryan.  He finally
swallowed.  "Is Speed off praying for the sun already?" 


"No,
he took Vecchio to his interview locally," Catherine offered. 
"The rest of them must be primping."  He laughed at that and
Gibbs came back from his phone call.  "Everyone okay out there?"



"More
or less."  He sat down and looked at her.  "You're looking
better.  More rested." 


"I
get sleep now.  It's amazing."  Ryan grinned at that. 
"He's a great helper with that too." 


"Good
to know," Gibbs said with a small smirk.  "How's the blood sugar
thing?" 


"My
doctor's decided I'm an idiot who can't eat properly because he gave me meds
that were too strong for me," she told him, taking a sip of juice. 
"So I'm doing it on my own now." 


"It
happens," he reminded her.  He sipped his coffee, nodding at the New
York contingent when they came down.  "No Stella?" 


"She'll
be down in a few.  She lost one of her shoes again," Danny said with
a grin.  "Hey, Gibbs, Tony.  Catherine, Ryan.  No other
guys from Miami?" 


"Mostly
primping to stay pretty," she assured him. "Speed's driving Vecchio
to see Simon so he'll be right back." 


"That's
cool."  He sat down on her other side, giving her a hug. 
"Ya know when you get tired of him you can come to New York, right?" 


"I
know, but right now I'm needed in Miami.  They're not used to women who
break balls."  He snickered at that.  "Oh, baby, you should
see some of the looks my pimpmobile gets," she said with an evil
smirk.  "They won't even *look* at that side of the lot when I
park." 


Tony
shuddered at the mere mention of her car.  "I don't know why, it's
charming," Don teased. "Danny sent back pictures of it." 
He blew a kiss.  "Hey, Catherine." 


"Hey,
Don.  Wanna come play in our sandbox?" 


"No,
Mac would get jealous if I left for sunnier lands."  Mac nodded,
pouring himself some coffee.  Stella came in.  "She said they're
ignoring her pimpmobile." 


"I'm
not surprised.  Some of the boys down there were really uptight from what
I heard." 


"Eric
won't even ride in it," Ryan joked. He had seen Eric coming in. 


"In
what?" 


"Her
car." 


"No,
I'm not that much a player," he said, smacking Ryan on the back of the
head.  "Behave." 


She
looked up at him.  "Didn't take you as long as usual to primp,
Eric.  Decide you were too pretty this morning?" 


"I'm
more than handsome enough without primping. All I need is a shower and clean
clothes," he taunted back with a smirk.  "Then again, I'm not
the one who wore the bustier her first day on the job either." 


"I
was comfortable." 


"I'm
sure you were," he said dryly as he sat down.  "Hey, Mac, Don,
Danny, Stella.  Gibbs, Tony."  He grinned at them. 
"No Abby?" 


"Up
late last night," Gibbs admitted.  "She'll be down soon. 
She's enjoying the lack of sunlight."  That got a smile from him and
most of the rest of Miami's lab came in.  "Guys." 


"Gibbs,"
Horatio said fondly, shaking his hand.  "Has Catherine been
good?" 


"She
said they all ignore her car," Tony said with a grin and a wave. 


"We
do," Horatio assured him.  "Because it's very odd to see the
baby blue Caddy with the velvet seats and the very loud sound system with a
female driving." 


She
looked down at him.  "Women's Lib," she said patiently. 


"I'm
all for women's liberation but you're in a committed relationship now,
Catherine.  You shouldn't be flaunting your playgirl lifestyle
anymore," Eric teased. 


Ryan
looked at him. "It's got very comfy seats, Eric.  You'd know that if
you weren't afraid to be seen in it." 


"One
of the women I see now and then said she'd tell everyone that I was hitting on
your woman if I was seen in it," he defended. 


"Anyone
can admire her but only I get cuddles," he said happily. 


"You're
so besotted," Danny taunted. 


"I
am but I'm happy this way.  She even lets me do the dishes and clean the
cat boxes." 


"Do
you have a twin with OCD?" Stella asked. "If so, can I have
him?" 


"Sorry,
an only child." 


"Pity." 
Greg and Warrick walked in.  "No Nick?" 


"Still
asleep," Greg said, kissing her on the cheek then moving to hug
Catherine.  "I got that book you recommended.  It's a good
read."  He sat down next to Danny, grinning at them.  "Hi,
everyone." 


"Hi,
Greg," they all said, smiling at him. 


"Hey,
Greg, Abby wanted to hear about the Nerf gun case," Tony told him. 
Warrick moaned.  "It's an odd one and she likes those best," he
defended. 


"Please
don't get him started," Warrick complained. 


Greg
looked at him.  "You do know that I'm going on sabbatical, right,
Warrick?"   He looked stunned.  "Yeah, I am, right
after this trial actually."  He looked at Tony.  "I can
give her all the facts she wants."  That got a smile.  "I'm
really interested in the poisoning stuff too.  That and Catherine's been
feeding me books on cults and stuff.  It's really fascinating how humans
decide to explain things to themselves on a fundamental level." 


"It
is," Danny agreed.  "But I don't need ta hear that over
breakfast.  Babble in geek later."  That got a nod and him
punched on the arm.  "Thanks."  He looked at him. 
Then down at Catherine.  Then back at Greg.  "Does this mean you're
going to get her car?" 


"I'd
offer but Ryan said it's got great seats." 


Danny
smirked at Catherine. "That's one way to prove you've settled down. 
Let Greg have the pimpmobile." 


"If
he does, I so want to be there when Grissom sees it for the first time,"
Warrick said fondly.  "Because it scared me." 


"Mostly
because a woman was driving it," she taunted. 


"That
and it's baby blue." 


"Well,
yeah, but I'm not going to need a dark color.  I know what I've got and my
sort of woman is attracted to the prettier colors."  She grinned at
him.  "Oh, anyone else here meet Blair's mother up close and
personal?"  A few people raised hands with a groan.  "First
time I met the woman she snuck up behind me and said I needed to be more
feminine."  That got some laughs from those who knew. 


"She
ended up bringing her to her knees and telling her that's where she
belonged," Eric agreed.  "We all thought she was going to hit
her."  Blair strolled in.  "There he is." 


"What? 
Did Naomi come back again?"  He looked around. 


"Telling
them how I met your mother." 


"My
mother is known for her strong views but now she's questioning whether or not
she needs to take up with a woman."  He sat down, looking up at
her.  "Please don't give her any more ideas." 


"Fine. 
Make her leave me alone." 


"Gladly. 
Jim's still hiding in case she's here."  That got a few snickers from
Gibbs.  "I see you remember my mother."  Fornell and Abby
walked in, him walking her in with a scowl already in place.  "Awww,
did you scare someone?" Blair teased. 


"No. 
He said I was going to," she said with a small shrug.  She squealed
and hugged Greg.  "I want to hear about this Nerf case and the
poison.  It's a neat way of using it." 


"Sure." 
He grinned at her and then at Fornell, then down at Catherine.  "If you
do want to sell the pimpmobile, I'll gladly finance it for you." 


"I'll
think about it."  Ryan nudged her and whispered, making her
shiver.  "But it's a gas hog." 


"Yes,
but think about all the road trips," he reminded her quietly.  She
gave him a look.  "Weekends off that we can talk Stan into
kittysitting?" 


"I
might be able to see that," she admitted, considering it. 
"Maybe. Or maybe one of the nicer, non-testosterone sports
cars."  She poured more juice and dug in, noticing everyone was
staring at her.  "What?" 


"Wondering
if you were going to eat too," Blair offered.  She pointed at her
half-full plate.  "Good."  He went to dig into the buffet,
coming back with a very full plate and another muffin for her. "They just
put some out." 


"Thank
you, mother." 


"Welcome,
dear," he said with a grin. "If I was still coming to the station I'd
fuss more often."  Jim walked in and Blair grinned.  "Did
you already go pounce Simon and the guys?" 


"We're
doing that after they're done for the day," he reminded him. 
"That way they can prove they do work without me." 


"I'm
hoping Vecchio doesn't have a first day like I did," Blair offered before
taking a bite. 


Jim
stared at him.  "It's still not my fault we had paramilitary
terrorists take over the station." 


"You
had *what*?" Gibbs demanded. 


Blair
looked down and nodded.  "Yeah, we did.  A few times
really.  My first day at the station was one of them.  I pretended to
be a Vice cop so I could protect Simon's son."  That got a groan from
Tony.  "It's the only way he'd leave me alone about my hair." 


"Well,
that and he wanted you," Jim said dryly. 


"Well,
yeah.  But then again, who doesn't really want me in that special
way?" Blair teased. 


Gibbs
put his head down with a moan. 


"Don't
worry, boss, those things happen in Cascade.  Be thankful we aren't in the
local office out here." 


"We
get more eco terrorists than wackos with guns," Blair offered. "There
weren't too many cases that had military backgrounds." 


Gibbs
looked down at them.  "Let's not involve us in anything like that
this time, okay?" 


"Sure,"
Jim agreed.  "Be happy to."  That got a snicker from Mac
and Catherine.  "I really would be more than happy not to have to
have another car chase here." 


"I'm
sure Simon would agree since you destroy things," Catherine teased. 


"Thankfully
that didn't transfer with you, Jim," Horatio said dryly.  "Or
your records." 


"I
haven't had to be in pursuit since I got down there, Horatio.  I'm so
happy!" 


"Yeah,
it's kinda odd.  I realized I haven't had to run anyone over with my bike
in months," Catherine agreed.  Warrick moaned at that. 
"Not like I was fast enough to catch him on foot." 


"No,
you probably weren't.  I wasn't either," he agreed.  Tony
laughed. "She's not kidding.  She literally rode someone down and
knocked them down with her bike so she could arrest them." 


"Rode
up beside them and paced them a few times too," she said smugly. "I
got a lot of 'what are you doing' looks when I did that."  She looked
over when someone came in with a shotgun.  "Okay, Ellison, you wished
to the wrong source. Try the Goddess next time, she's very
understanding."  She smiled sweetly at the person with the gun. 
"Dear, are you *supposed* to have that?" she asked in her best
imitation of a mother's patient voice.  He gave her an odd look.  So
she pulled her badge.  Fornell pulled his.  "But, Fornell!"



"Nope,
sorry.  Feds trump local.  We'd get him and send him to a super max
for threatening us."  He stared at the guy, who backed out and ran
off.  "Good."  He put back  his badge, she put back
hers, and he got more coffee.  "I like it when they run." 


"You
and me both.  It's such a *good* feeling," she agreed happily. 
"Oooh, someone thoughtfully spread rumors from Chicago down to Miami about
me," she said happily.  "So I don't have to work as hard to
restart my scary rep."  She smiled sweetly. 


"Unfortunately
the idiots who did it got you and Helena confused," Calleigh reminded her
from her quiet side of the table. "She's had a few good 'do I look like
Helena' rants at some of the rookies." 


"They
probably deserved it," Horatio said with a small smile.  "Was it
you who suggested you interrogate the person dying at the scene?" 


"Yup. 
I was more than happy to help that rapist across while doing it too. 
Unfortunately Eric said I couldn't pull the knife out of his stomach and the
paramedics got there before I got more than his accomplices names and an
accurate count of how many rapes he had committed." 


"She
was using a 'confession is good for the dying soul' approach," Eric
shared.  "It worked.  It was a bit harsh though."  He
gave her a look.  She shrugged and sipped some of her juice then went to
get more food. 


"I've
used it in the past," Horatio reminded him. 


"Sounds
like something I'd do," Don agreed. Danny nodded at that and so did
Stella. 


Gibbs
looked at them.  "I have Ziva.  She'd nark," he shared. 


"And
then some, boss," Tony agreed happily, making Abby laugh and nod. 
"So, think she's with the Director today?" 


"I
hope not.  Where is McGee?" 


"Probably
still in bed, boss.  He felt like crap while we were flying.  Someone
asked him if he had bird flu," he told the rest of them, cracking most of
them up. 


"She
was six, DiNozzo." 


"Yeah
but it was still cute."  He got smacked for that.  "It
was." 


"It
was," Abby agreed, accepting her own head smack for it.  "Should
I wake him up? I doubt he's on the call list today." 


"I'm
kind of hoping that they only get to opening statements today," Horatio
said. 


"Me
too.  Simon's had a copycat and their leads have been pretty sparse. I was
going to go over it for him," Catherine told him. 


"That's
fine.  Let us know," Horatio agreed. 


"Not
like I'm a big fan of shopping, Horatio.  Take the nice girls and go
shopping.  I'm sure Stella and Calleigh can even help you find something
pretty for Frank and Yelina."  Jim snickered at that. 
"Frank said to bring him back something pretty.  So I'm either going
to kidnap a coed for him or let someone nice go shopping and I'll pay
half." 


"When
Frank said something pretty, I don't think he meant a coed," Horatio
noted. 


"Sorry,
still having problems reading Frank now and then, boss.  It's that
goody-goody streak in him." 


"That
southern boy streak?" Warrick teased.  "We get that from Nick
sometimes." 


"No,
Nick is one of them," Greg assured him.  He scraped his plate and
looked at Catherine's then at her.  "Eat more meat, dear." 


"Are
you tracking my cycle?" she demanded. 


He
nodded.  "Yes.  You're scarier on it." 


"Hey,
Helena cuddles," she teased. 


"I
knew that already. You're still scarier.  Eat some more protein,
please?"  She sighed and went to get some more.  Ryan gave him
an amused look.  "What?  It'll make her feel better." 


"It
might," he agreed.  "Why are you keeping track of it?" 


"So
I don't get bitten this time." 


"I
only nibbled last time," she complained from the buffet. 


"You
still drew blood."  A few of the other patrons gave him odd looks and
he glared.  Then he smiled at her when she came back. "Thank
you." 


"Welcome." 
She sat down and got back to eating. 


Simon
strolled in and looked at them.  "You've been in my city less than a
day, Ellison, and you're already causing trouble?" 


"Not
me.  I'm having breakfast, Simon.  They ran him off by being scary
people."  He pointed at Catherine and Fornell. "He said he'd
send him to a super max." 


"Works
for me," he assured him, sitting down.  "By the way, I've
already shown Vecchio his desk and sent him on his first case.  Speed is
down chatting with the lab crew."  That got some smiles. 
"And the trial was delayed by a day because the judge fell and broke her
ankle last night going for milk and cookies.  She didn't want to give them
a chance to appeal for having pain killers in her system." 


"The
less chance they have for appeal the better," Horatio agreed. 
"How has Cascade been?" 


"Quiet. 
You took the reason the psychos came.  Have they come to Miami?" 


"No. 
Not yet."  He smiled.  "No more so than usual anyway."



"But
it was kinda nice.  I had to question a drug dealer yesterday about a
scene in the park and he knew who I was," Catherine said proudly, making
Simon smile.  "Did you bring me anything?" 


"I
brought you the whole box, Catherine. It's in my office so you can get the good
coffee."  She smiled at that and finished up, going to do that for
him.  The others gave her back fond smiles.  "So I'm taking it
the detective hyping in Miami is working out for you?" 


"It's
worked out very well," Horatio assured him happily. 


"Yeah,
but we should pout," Don told him.  "You got three killer
detectives.  We didn't get any of the goodies." 


"You
can have Greg," Warrick offered. 


Greg
glared down at him.  "You know, I got offered a spot in
Chicago." 


Warrick
clamped his mouth shut at that. 


"You
got spots offered to you here too," Simon reminded him. 


"I'll
be there while I'm on sabbatical," Greg agreed.  Simon beamed. 
"I report right after the trial ends, Simon." 


"Good. 
I look forward to seeing you on my scenes.  We'll let you train Vecchio in
how to deal with CSI." 


"He
explained that in Chicago it was like mice.  He stepped on their tails and
got a squeaked, untechnical answer that ended in 'detective'," Greg told
him. 


"That's
what he told me too.  That and he's not very technical about things."



"Vecchio
is a lot like Stan and I.  Chase, hunt, slam against the wall, and
handcuff," Jim pointed out.  "But maybe he won't break his
computer." 


"Or
his cellphone," Simon teased.  He looked at Horatio.  "How
many has he went through?" 


"Three,"
he moaned. 


"They
keep giving me these delicate little flip phones with walkie talkie
abilities," Jim complained. 


"We
all carry them, Jim," Horatio reminded him.  "At least Eric
found your gun." 


"Not
my fault I got tripped and it fell." 


"True."



Simon
looked at him.  "Yes, he was always like that," he shared,
patting Horatio on the back.  "Sandburg did anything technical."



"He
still does," Horatio assured him, making his staff nod.  "Though
we did meet his mother recently." 


"Catherine
told me about that," he said smugly. 


"She's
still considering if she should become a lesbian or not," Blair
shared.  He saluted him with his coffee cup.  "I'm sending her
up here.  She wanted to see you again, Simon." 


"Please
don't," he begged. 


"She
did want to see you," Jim agreed. "We were thinking amtrak since she
didn't want to hitchhike this time." 


"Which
I'm all for," Blair agreed.  Simon shuddered.  "She did say
our auras were still negatively charged from this case and that working with
the group had made Jim's frustration level grow.  He needed more practice
sharing." 


Jim
looked at the guys from New York.  "The next time she's in for a
visit, I may come up suddenly for a few weeks and work with you guys." 


"You
shared just fine, Jim," Mac promised.  "But if you have to, we
can hide you from your mother-in-law." 


"Still
not with him that way," Blair said in a sing-song voice. 


Greg
grinned.  "You get that a lot don't you?" he teased. 


"All
the time and half of it they offer to help me escape the abusive
relationship."  He went back to drinking his coffee. 


"I
don't abuse you," Jim snorted. 


"I
know that, big guy, but they think you're keeping me on too short of a
leash." 


"Just
because you're not dating half the campus...." 


"Boys,"
Simon said, holding up a hand.  "Please.  The Sandburg
Appreciation Society gets upset when they don't get his attention.  You
know that, Jim.  That's when they bring in serial killers.  The same
as your appreciation society does."  He looked at Horatio. 
"Only watch out for the women Jim dates.  Watch out for the guys who
like Sandburg." 


"Already
been noted," he agreed. 


"I
had a very nice date last month," Blair defended. 


"You
did but she was a babbling brook of 'like's and 'so's," Jim complained. 
"Sounded like a teenage girl."  He considered it. 
"Wasn't she a teenage girl?" 


"Jim,
that was the neighbor's daughter," Blair sighed, holding his
forehead.  "Not my date.  My date was a leggy brunette from the
Physics department.  We talked quantum and string theories all
night."  Jim shuddered.  Blair looked at Don.  "If I
asked, would you take Jim home with you?  I can make him fit in your
suitcase." 


"No. 
He might destroy some of the pretty buildings instead of the slums.  Then
we'd have to beat him." 


Jim
grinned at him.  "I haven't gotten to destroy a single thing in
Miami." 


"Thankfully,"
Horatio agreed. 


Simon
gave him a serious look.  "Yet." 


"Don't
wish that on me, Simon." 


"Can
I have Speed if I do?" 


"No,
Simon." 


"Damn."



"Tough. 
Speed is mine.  I don't allow poaching." 


"Yet
you fish in others ponds so well," Tony teased.  "Can I come if
I get tired of the boss?" 


Horatio
looked at him. "When that happens, call and we'll see."  Tony
beamed at that until his head rocked with an extra hard slap across the back of
it. "Now, Gibbs.  You shouldn't abuse your boy." 


"Yes
I should.  He's not allowed to slip his leash." 


"Not
like you hold the leash, boss." 


"I'm
going to tighten it on you, DiNozzo.   You won't even be able to date
soon." 


Tony
looked at him.  "Then I'd either have to date Abby or the
director." 


"Or
Ziva," Abby pointed out. 


"No,
that's desperation or an undercover thing.  I can taunt her about it but I
couldn't ever go down on that."  He shuddered.  Abby patted him
on the arm around Gibbs.  "Thanks, Abby.  So, wanna?" 


"You're
not old enough for me," she reminded him. 


"True." 
He sighed, then looked at Gibbs.  "Looks like I'll have to slip it
more often, boss.  Either that or start taking night college courses
again." 


Fornell
looked down at Stella. "Or perhaps the beautiful women at the other end of
the table?" 


"I
don't like playboys," Calleigh told him.  "I get enough of that
from Eric.  Thanks though." 


"I
hear plenty of that from Danny," Stella agreed. 


"I
don't date like that," Danny complained.  "If I did, I'd never
make it to work.  I don't know what well Delko finds his energy
from.  Unless maybe he's an incubus and he sucks it from his dates?" 


"He's
naturally perky," Calleigh told him.  "When he's without some
for a while he nearly bounces." 


"Him
and Blair both," Horatio complained, sipping his coffee. 


"H!"
Eric complained. 


"You
do, Eric." 


"I
do not." 


"Yes
you do, Eric," Horatio insisted.  "You are today." 


"I
got some yesterday."  Then he blushed.  "Oops." 


Stella
looked at him.  "Are you sure you're not sucking up their
energy?" 


"I
leave them happy and sated but not that way," he taunted back. 
"You?" 


She
smirked.  "I haven't had to suck a man dry of his energy in a
while." 


"Can
we threaten the next one?" Don begged. "Please?" 


"No,
Don," she said impatiently. 


"But,
Stella!" 


"That's
my fun," Mac reminded them firmly.  "Because I get to be more
scary than Don does." 


"Only
in some things," Danny pointed out.  "Flack at two in the
morning while we're working one of those all nighters?  Much more scary
than you when you first wake up, Mac." 


"I'm
not scary when I wake up, Danny.  I save scary for later." 


"No,
you just waking up is plenty scary, Mac," Stella assured him. 
"You're confused and almost cuddly.  It scares the hell outta
me."  He blushed at that.  "It does." 


"You're
not used to cuddly men?" Eric teased. 


"Not
like that." 


"I
pounced Claire a few times," he said dryly.  "Feel lucky." 


"Ooh,
I do.  If you ever have to go into hiding with Mac due to a case, give him
the coffee *first*." 


The
others laughed and Ryan shook his head.  "No, scary is Vinnie just
waking up for those who met him.  He'll use you as a teddy bear and go
back to sleep if he can." 


Greg
howled with laughter, giggling into Danny's arm for that.  "I'm so
telling Throttle you said that." 


"Go
right ahead.  He was there when Vinnie did it to me." 


Danny
stroked his arm.  "Did it scare you?" he teased. 


He
patted him on the face.  "You can't cuddle like him.  You're not
a python nor are you nearly all fur.  I can't cuddle her like that because
I'm not mostly a furry python." 


"True. 
Then again I never got the point of cuddling." 


"Some
day you'll learn," Stella assured him. 


"No
I won't." 


"Yeah,
you will," Calleigh promised with a bright grin.  "You need to
date better women." 


He
snorted.  "Why?  Half the city thinks I'm either dating Monroe,
Flack, or the bed candy Mac and Stella share." 


Mac
moaned and put his head down.  "They do not." 


"Yeah,
they do, Mac," Stella admitted. 


"I
got given suggestions and hints about how I needed to help him with his temper
by doin' him more often," Don agreed.  Mac glared at them. 
"I did!" 


"Did
you get the bondage suggestions too?" 


"Only
once.  Then another officer pointed out he's bouncy and he might hurt
himself." 


"They
make special straps for bouncy people," Greg assured them, making Danny
blush. "So, Monroe?" 


"No. 
No, very no."  He shuddered. "I like people I can talk to now
and then." 


Stella
giggled.  "They'd need a translator between 'em." 


"We
can't," Don agreed. "I don't understand where she's coming from half
the time either." 


Mac
looked at them.  "She's a good CSI." 


"If
you say so," Don said with a shrug.  "I still don't get her when
she's babbling about something or at home.  Or when she's going off on
fake boobs." 


"True,
that one was a bad rant in front of suspects," Stella agreed, sipping her
coffee. 


"Why
didn't I hear about this?" 


"Oh,
I used a Gibbs' method of correction on her," Stella said proudly. 


"Barked
an order or hit her upside the head?" Abby asked. 


"Barked
an order and hit her upside the head," Stella assured her. 


"Fake
breasts are bad for you.  They're unnatural.  Men don't like
them.  They're ugly," Don mimicked.  "Not like I like 'em
but that's a woman's decision to get 'em.  I just don't date the bad
ones." 


"I
try very hard not to," Danny agreed. 


"Amen
brother," Greg sighed.  "Way too many bad breast jobs in
Vegas."  Warrick nodded at that.  "Oh, Ryan, we saw one of
Catherine's exes the other day." 


"Why?"



"I'm
not really sure.  She came up to bug Helena.  Helena didn't say
why.  She walked off muttering about Cat's exes." 


"I'll
tell her if you don't want to." 


"I'm
not so sure Helena didn't but she was pouty. She pouted all the way in and then
all the way out.  So if the pretty blonde girl shows up down there, Helena
probably sent her off." 


"We
can handle exes," Ryan said firmly.  "Do we have a name?" 


"No,
but Helena called her the bitch." 


"Probably
the one who cheated on her then," Tony said dryly, finishing his coffee
and getting up for more.  "Boss, refill?" 


"Please." 
He handed over his cup too. 


"Oh,
if she comes to Miami, we'll be having some discussions," Ryan said with a
sweet, gentle, nice guy smile.  Eric shuddered and moved his seat. 
Making Danny do the same.  "What?" 


"At
least you can hide the bodies," Danny offered. 


"Very
well, thank you." 


Horatio
looked down at him.  "I would hope you wouldn't have to, Mr.
Wolfe." 


"Me
too, beating them so they're barely conscious and then proving to her that
you're better for her is a much better alternative in my mind."  He
gave that same smile to him. 


"Tell
me if before that should occur, Mr. Wolfe," Horatio said firmly. 


"Why? 
Did you want to watch, boss?" 


Eric
snickered at that.  "He's not the sort, Wolfe.  He can't even go
to strip clubs and get happy watching them.  Speed teased him about
needing drugs." 


"Speed
also got suspended for two days for doing so, Eric.  Without pay,"
Horatio reminded him, just getting a grin back.  "As you will when we
get home."  Eric chuckled at that.  "Not kidding. 
Some of us have self control." 


"Yeah,
some of us don't get that interested even when they're rubbing 'em in your
face," Flack agreed happily.  "It's a good thing on the job,
Eric.  You should learn that sort of self control." 


Danny
gave him an odd look.  "I'll remember that the next time we have to
question at a strip club, Flack," he taunted. 


"Sure,
you do that."  He went back to his breakfast, shooting Stella looks. 


"Don't
look at me.  I look to see what they've got that I don't. 
Professional ones like that get you paid." 


"Catherine
uses hers as a stupidity weapon," Calleigh offered. 


"We've
heard stories about her leading guys up into the station without cuffs because
they were staring down her shirt," Danny agreed. 


Jim
and Simon both nodded.  "She did," Jim agreed.  "While
we were working a crossover case.  She got one guy inside and into an
interrogation room without handcuffs because he was busy staring down her
shirt.  By the time he realized how bad he was being, he had confessed to
running three pros, beating one, and stiffing his girls on their cuts. 
That sort of thing works well in Vice." 


"I
need wardrobe help," Stella said, pouting a bit. 


Ryan
looked down at her.  "So does she now and then.  Offer, she
doesn't like to shop."  That got a smile.  "Well, except
for going for Em." 


"I
saw her out for Em the other day," Horatio agreed. "How is she adjusting?"



"Just
fine.  There's trees and she likes the woods.  They've got a few
therapy dogs who come in and she loves animals.  She loves to hug me and
play with my hair."  That got a smile from Horatio.  "Does
Frank know?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  I know because she asked my opinion on the matter
during the hiring phase."  He looked at him.  "What did she
do with the house?" 


"Sold
it to a civil right's organization."  That got a smirk from
Warrick.  "Catherine's former relatives were Caldwells," Ryan told
him.  Warrick shuddered at the name.  "Exactly.  So she
sold the old home place to one of the local civil rights groups so they could
repaint and have all the fun fixing the tragic history that they wanted." 


"Good
for her.  I know she's not like them." 


"No,
not in the least," Ryan said happily.  "She said her mother
wasn't either." 


"Good." 
He smirked at him.  "You look happy." 


"I
am happy.  I've got a great woman, a good job, I get to decide what she's
wearing tomorrow."  That got some laughs.  "I do.  She
lets me play in her clothes since I found the trunk of scary stuff from her
past undercovers." 


"Tell
her Lady Heather remembers her and said hi," Greg offered. 


"Sure,
I can do that."  He grinned at him.  "Learning from her
too?" 


"No,
Helena and I had to talk to her because one of her girls got into
trouble.  Helena quipped about not seeing something like that since
Mistress Siren had been around and Lady Heather looked stunned.  She told
her she knew Catherine and that I was learning off her so we chatted for a good
long time that night while getting information on that young lady of
hers."  He smirked.  "She thinks I'm doing very good and
it's a good idea." 


"Good,"
Ryan agreed. "You're more than welcome to pop down and worship at her feet
if you want." 


"Thanks,
Ryan." 


"Welcome,
Greg." 


"I
never had to do that when I was in Vice," Jim complained. 


"Be
thankful," Blair said dryly.  "You'd look horrible in leather
high heels and a whip, Jim."  Jim moaned and shook his head. 


"He
did go undercover with some bikers," Simon offered.  "Leather
jacket and pants now and then." 


Horatio
looked at Jim.  "I'll let Frank know in case it comes up." 


"Please
don't," he moaned.  "They made me really fast, Horatio." 


"We
can work on that," Eric promised. "I'm sure Catherine already knows
some." 


"Yup
but I don't go with her when she goes there.  It's for stress
relief," Ryan said fondly.  Everyone stared at him.  "I
think it's an S&M club but I'm not wanting to know.  I did hear she
made a really good domme." 


"She
did from what I heard too," Warrick told him.  "The guys in
Chicago wanted to know if she was going to come out of the closet for it
finally when we had to beat those patrol officers messing up the scenes. 
Said something about rumors of a birthday party that got busted?" 


"Yeah,
Helena told me about that.  She apparently was the entertainment and gave
birthday and other bad boy spankings," Greg told him.  Warrick
shuddered.  "He loved it, wanted her to go back for his next important
one according to Helena." 


"Now
we know who to send the next time we have to go into one of those clubs,"
Calleigh said happily, smiling down at her coworkers.  "Because I
don't want it to be me." 


"I
don't worry about going into S&M clubs," Stella told her. 
"They're usually very polite to me.  It's the other sex clubs I don't
like going into."  Don nodded at that and so did Danny. 
"Last time it was like I had to have bodyguards with the two
chuckleheads." 


"Sheldon's
current case is in one," Mac said blandly.  "He took
Monroe." 


Stella
gaped.  "Oh, Mac, that's mean," Danny complained. 


"Which
one?" Don asked. "I know Scagnetti got one in one of the slimier
places in the city."  Mac nodded.  "Ooooh, poor
Monroe.  Her first one and it's at Temple."  Stella shuddered at
that.  So did Horatio. "Heard of it while you were with us?" he
teased. 


"My
old patrol route was down there," Horatio said fondly, smirking at him. 


"Ah,
then you know," Don agreed.  He called Sheldon.  "My
man.  Is she all right?  Mac just told us you two were with
Scagnetti's case."  He winced and hissed.  "Mac, she went
off on one of the people about having sex while she was trying to question
him.  Got tossed by a bouncer.  Sheldon sent her back with the evidence
they had to keep the peace." 


"I'll
call home tonight," he said patiently.  "Remind him it could be
worse.  It could be one of the underground clubs." 


"Eww,"
Stella told him, taking the phone.  "Sheldon, are you handling it
okay?  No, we're off today so you can call if you need moral
support.  Tell her that there's worse in our city and it's something she's
got to get used to.  We get a few a year.  I had one I had to have
bodyguards at because they thought I was the buffet.  Sure, call if you
need me.  No, this is Don's phone.  Mine's in my bag.  I'll get
it after breakfast."  She listened then nodded.  "Yeah,
that's going to take time to separate out the DNA profiles.  What was the
COD?"  She winced. "Any indication of what?  Swab the
throat, Sheldon.  Seriously.  Swab the throat.  Trust
me."  She smiled.  "Welcome.  Sure, we're here for
however long it takes us to get through with our parts.  Thanks,
man."  She hung up.  "Choked with a blunt object." 


"Swabbing
would tell you what sort," Don agreed, taking his phone back. 
"Poor guy.  Isn't this his first one at one?"  Mac sighed
and nodded.  "Well, they've got an experienced detective with them so
it'll be fine."  That got another nod and a slight grin. 
"Trial by fire, Mac?" 


"Yup. 
It was them or me." 


"I
let Eric have those," Horatio agreed. 


"Yeah,
but thankfully we haven't had one in a while," Eric agreed happily. 


"Which
means you just jinxed it and we'll have one when we get back," Ryan
pointed out. 


"I'm
dragging you instead of Speed this time," he said dryly. 


"I've
never been on one.  It'll be a learning experience," he agreed. 
Everyone stared at him.  "It will be." 


Greg
nodded.  "It is." 


"You
still need to learn to control those impulses," Warrick warned him. 


"Yes,
boss." 


"Greg,"
he growled.  Greg stared down there.   Warrick eased up. 
"Fine. We'll work on it when you get back." 


"You
won't get too many of those here," Simon offered.  "Only a few
brothels run by the Yakuza in the area." 


"Great,"
Greg agreed happily.  "I could stand that."  He stared down
at Stella.  "We should figure out where we're going today so we can
coordinate cars and things." 


"Didn't
rent one?" Stella teased. 


"I
did so.  I know Catherine didn't." 


"She
did, I didn't," Ryan told him.  "I figured I'd take one of the
city tours they offer." 


"I
was going to ask Speed to show me around," Eric offered.  Horatio
nodded at that.  "H?" 


"Mac
and I were planning on relaxing without the pressure of paperwork and
cases." 


"I
booked us spa time," he agreed. 


Simon
smiled.  "Good men.  Have fun with that.  I'll send
Catherine back once I've picked her brains."  He got up. 
"Behave in my city, Jim.  You too, Sandburg." 


"I'm
going to go visit people on campus," he said innocently. 


"We'll
listen for hostage situations," Simon assured him, heading out. 


"I'm
not that bad," Blair pouted. 


"Not
any more," Horatio agreed dryly.  "Go play,
children."  They splintered off once they finished their breakfasts,
only Don staying to eat more.  "Hungry?" 


"Yup. 
Didn't get dinner last night.  My mother was complaining and making sure I
packed rain stuff."  He went back for more then came back to eat. 


Mac
and Horatio shared a look and they went to the spa next to the hotel.  It
was nice and relaxing, what they needed.  Especially since Tony was
helping the ladies shop so he could pick up women.  And Eric had been
talking about clubbing tonight with Speed and whoever wanted to go. 


***



Catherine
came out of the shower her second morning and looked at the closet, then at
Ryan, who was fussing with his shirt.  "It's fine." 


"It's
not fine, it's wrinkled."  He finished smoothing it out and came over
to look at what he had packed, then looked at her.  "Why do almost
none of your skirts fall at your knee?" 


"That
way I don't have to shave."  She pointed at the mass of black fabric.
"That's one of my favorites." 


"Then
wear it and a pretty belt you can clip your badge to," he offered, kissing
her on the cheek.  He went to put on his jacket after lint rolling it for
cat fur.  Catherine's dress somehow only had to have a few plucked
out.  "How does it do that?" 


"Kitty
fur doesn't stick to it," she said smugly. "It wicks all spilled
liquids to my skin instead of staining too.  Plus it doesn't wrinkle no
matter how I ball it up."  He groaned but nodded, watching as she put
on underwear and then the dress.  Then a silver chain belt. 
"Yes, I know I look like some pagan high priestess." 


"Well,
I wasn't going to say that. I was going to say that Naomi wouldn't have said a
thing if you had been wearing that." 


"I
can't run after people in it."  She slid into her flats and put her
badge on her belt, then ran her fingers through her damp hair.  She
shrugged and looked at him.  "I'm done." 


He
smiled. "I like that you're a natural woman."  He stole another
kiss and walked out with her, heading down to the dining room once again. 
Horatio gave them appraising looks.  "It's her favorite outfit."



"I
can see why."  He smiled at her. It wasn't professional wear but it
was pretty and comfortable looking.  Better than Ryan looked really.
Stella and Calleigh came down in pantsuits and he nodded at them.  The
other guys trickled in wearing more formal gear.  All but Abby, who came
down in a black dress and squealed over Catherine's black dress. 


"I
love that!  What is that?"  She checked the tag then tucked it
back in.  "I've got to remember that stuff.  It looks
comfortable!" 


"Plus
it doesn't wrinkle or kitty fur easily," Catherine said proudly. 
"My whole wardrobe is slowly moving into this."  Abby beamed at
that and sat down on her other side.  "Plus, it hides any weight
shifts you have over the day."  That got a happy nod. "And hey,
I don't have to shave with skirts this long." 


"Then
you're one up on me," Stella sighed.  "I get a nagging voice in
the back of my head when I don't shave." 


"I
gave up on listening to the voice of societal expectations.  If Ryan wants
me shaved that much, he can shave me and upkeep it."  Stella blinked
at that.  "Really." 


"That's
the rule except for special stuff," Ryan agreed.  "Speaking of
special times....  The dinner?"  She moaned.  "Wear
something pretty?" 


"I
have one just like this in red," she offered. 


"No,
wear something pretty, Catherine.  Something good and special so I can
show you off."  He smoothed down a piece of hair. "Please? 
For me?"  She caved and nodded.  He smiled.  "I found
something really pretty yesterday.  Top like your favorite bustier and
then a skirt that was stretch velvet.  It's cream colored." 


"Show
me it later," she sighed.  He kissed her again. "I'll cave this
time." 


"I've
got to rent a tux," he offered. 


She
shuddered. "Glad I don't have to do that this year." 


He
smiled and kissed her again.  "Eat something before I get too happy
and embarrass myself?"  She blushed but went to get breakfast from
the buffet, making the others smile.  "I would."  The
others traipsed up there to get their own food. 


Tony
strolled in looking handsome in his expensive suit.  He looked at
Catherine and whistled.  "I like that stuff.  You look very
pretty today."  He kissed her on the cheek and added more bacon to
her plate, getting his own to start filling it. 


"Mine
and I am jealous, DiNozzo," Ryan noted patiently. 


"I
can flirt with her.  You said others could flirt." 


"He's
having a chest thumping day." 


"Ah." 
He smirked.  "I don't get that possessive about my women." 


"That's
because you have a bigger harem then Eric does," she said with a pinch to
his arm.  She went back to her seat while he smoothed out the small wrinkle
and finished getting his own breakfast.  Eric pouted at her. 
"You do.  If Tony comes down you'll have to share." 


"No
I won't." 


"Yes
you will.  Unless he brings half of DC's women," Gibbs said dryly.
"Then some senators might get mad since he was seeing their mistress for a
few weeks." 


"Not
like she told me, boss," he said patiently, taking his seat next to
Abby.  That way his boss couldn't hit him this time.  Greg wandered
in looking tired.  "Just now getting up?" he teased. 


"Yup
but I've got an hour before court to do my hair and figure out which suit I'm
wearing today." 


"Wear
the black pants and the new plum shirt," Stella ordered. 


"Okay,
that solved that problem."  He sat down to eat breakfast.  He'd
need it later. Warrick strolled in looking well dressed.  He grunted at
him since his mouth was full. 


"Remember,
no showing off your unique style," Warrick ordered. 


"Bite
me," Greg said once his mouth was clear.  "I'm doing my hair
this morning."  He got back down to eating and drinking coffee, weathering
the shocked looks.  He finally got done and went to get dressed, coming
down twenty minutes later with his hair gelled into gentle, small spikes and
his clothes neatly worn.   "Horatio, do I look all right?" 


He
looked and nodded. "You look fine, Greg.  Your hair's not too
outrageous.  It's fashionable at the moment."  Greg smiled at
that.  "Will it stand up to the rain?" 


"It
will."  He grinned at Speed when he came in looking scruffy, as
usual, but in dress clothes.  "Coffee?" 


"No,
I'm good," he agreed, looking at him.  "Cute hair." 


"Cute
beard." 


"Thanks." 
He sat down and dug into the plate Eric slid down for him.  "And to
you to, mother." 


"Alexx
said you had to eat," he teased. 


"You're
not Blair." 


"True."



Blair
looked over and smirked.  "I put on the hash browns so you could have
something fattening." 


"Even
better.  Thanks, mom."  He dug in, and those who were done went
to brush their teeth and things so they could go.  He rode over with the
last group, going through the metal detector right after Catherine. 


"My
sidearm's on my thigh," she noted.  They gave her a look. 
"It'd drag the belt in the wrong way.  I shouldn't have to pull it
here."  That got a few nods and she hiked up the side of her dress to
remove it so they could check it and hand it back.  They noted her badge
and she headed up to the court room. 


"That
dress is great," Speed said, catching up to her.  "You can't
even tell." 


"I
know," she said proudly. "The other benefit of it."  That
got a grin from him and they walked in together.  She nodded at the
prosecutor, who sighed in relief.  They had a whole section of the
courtroom and she ended up between Horatio and Speed.  "Gee, I'm
surrounded by pretty people," she teased, cracking Tony, who was in front
of her, up.  "I am." 


"You
definitely are," Horatio agreed.  He looked at her.  "You
have your sidearm on you?" 


"On
my thigh.  Another beauty of this fabric, Horatio."  She smiled
sweetly and he chuckled.  The rest of them came in and the killers were
led in.  She stared at them, watching them.  "Someone's been in
solitary." 


"Huh?"
Speed asked quietly. 


"They're
not moving wrong.  If they were in gen pop they'd have been hurt by now
for being such arrogant assholes.  Beaten probably.  They're not
bruised or moving wrong.  They've been in seclusion." 


"There
was an incident their first night," a male said from behind them. 


She
looked back. "You are?" 


"Marshal
Ryan Carruthers, ma'am." 


"Detective."



"Sergeant,"
Horatio reminded her. 


"Sorry,
Sergeant," she said with a small grin.  "Catherine
Demoranth." 


"Ah,
the cult expert."  He shook her hand.  "Newly
promoted?" 


"When
I transferred departments but it still hasn't sunk in yet." 


"Congratulations,
Sergeant."  He grinned at her.  "I know Fornell's said some
decent things about you." 


"I
can't stand many feds but he pulled his own weight," she agreed. 
That got a smile.  "Plus he backed away from me when I started to
snap orders. I like that." 


"Us
too.  He's a bastard to the rest of us."  The judge hopped in
and they stopped talking, standing up when she approached the bench. 


"All
rise."  The killers had to be pulled up by their attorneys. 
"The Honorable Judge Prestinia Kerns presiding." 


"Sit,"
the judge ordered once she had.  "I see we're ready to proceed with
this case?"  Both sides nodded.  "Then let's start the
opening statements," she ordered.  The US Attorney got up to start
his case but one of the killers started to laugh.  "You, shut up or
I'll have you removed to a solitary room with a video system so you can watch
what's going on.  I'm not going to allow anything to interrupt this
trial."  He stopped and glared.  "Thank you.  Proceed,
counselor." 


"Thank
you, Your Honor.  It's a fairly open and shut case.  Our two young
men here are serial killers.  They found a set of old cult rituals in some
books at college.  They decided to revive the cult.  In doing so they
killed seventy-four people between them in multiple cities.  There had
been a third one but he decided to set himself on fire when he was
caught.  These two deluded young men worked in six cities to create their
kills.  We tracked them using the rituals they used, a lot of forensic
evidence that is very solid, and a lot of teamwork between some very good
departments.  At the end, one was caught with a newly killed victim and
one was caught with one he was in the process of killing.  We took this
case from Miami's jurisdiction because it is a Federal matter since it did take
place in six cities across this country.  Plus due to some judicial
misconduct that was later rectified by my office.  We have our experts
here, all the evidence, and we caught them with their last victims.  We
had offered them a deal for testimony but they didn't want their lives in
jail."  He sat down. 


"To
the point, thank you."  She looked at the other attorneys. 
"Your turn." 


"Your
Honor, our clients are clearly innocent," the lead defense attorney
stated, standing up.  "This case was built on guesses and some easily
created links that could mean at least ten other suspects instead of our
clients.  Neither of our clients believe that they have any firm evidence
linking them to these heinous crimes.  They were an easy target because of
their alternate beliefs.  We believe that the real killers are still out there
and I do have proof that there's still activity on that front." 


The
US Attorney stood up again.  "To interject, we have heard about the
copycat and are presently working on it, Your Honor.  Our expert spent
yesterday looking at what they had. I'll be calling her second." 


"That's
acceptable."  She looked at him.  "Go ahead and
finish." 


"My
clients are being picked on due to their alternate faiths.  The
departments involved have had multiple problems with that in the
past."  The US Attorney gave him an odd look.  "They
have," he defended. 


"Not
saying a word."  He made a note however. 


"Please
finish, counselor," the judge ordered patiently. 


"Thank
you.  My clients can't plead no knowledge because they are part of the
same faith, that has never been in doubt by anyone, but they are not the ones
who did these terrible killings."  He sat down. 


"Okay
then."  The judge looked at him.  "Your witnesses are
here?"  He nodded.  "Proceed with your first one." 


"First
I'd like to call Lieutenant Horatio Caine, head of Miami-Dade PD's felony crime
lab."  Horatio got up and walked up there, getting sworn in and
sitting down.  "Lieutenant, how many bodies did it take before you
realized the pattern?" 


"Before
we realized a pattern?  Two.  Before we realized the significance of
the pattern?  Six.  By that time we had formed a cooperative
arrangement since we had heard New York and Cascade had similar killings. 
We compared our evidence and found it was the same killer." 


"How
did you decide that?" 


"Each
person does certain things that are uniquely theirs.  In this case, the
cut marks, the way they drew the symbols, the methodology, and the similarity
of victims all pointed at one killer.  It was Professor Sandburg who
figured out it had religious overtones and got another Detective involved since
she had a greater understanding of some cult matters.  That included the
other three cities since they had a similar but not exact pattern going." 


"I
see.  So you came to Cascade for that first meeting?" 


"With
the pattern we had seen so far we supposed the next one was in Cascade. 
We were hoping to get the killer when he dumped the next one or as near to it
as we could.  That way perhaps we could find a kill site if we couldn't
catch him immediately." 


"Interesting. 
During that meeting, it was Professor Sandburg who saw the religious
overtones?" 


"It
was." 


"Why?"



"He's
an Anthropologist and it sparked some memories of a ritual he'd heard or seen
in the past.  He conferred with others who deal in the same areas so we
could get a better profile of our killers and see if there was any part of the
ritual we could trace to stop them faster." 


"How
many bodies ended up in Miami?" 


"Nineteen. 
We had originally missed some because the rituals they were using included a
few different methods of killing." 


"I
see.  How long after that meeting did you have a profile?" 


"Three
days.  Detective Demoranth had access to the University of Chicago's cult,
occult, and paranormal collection.  She had heard of it in one of her own
anthropology classes and found it in that collection.  She pulled the
preliminary information, which included the kill cycle and methodology. 
Plus included things like preparation materials, which was one of the primary
ways we did track them." 


"I
see.  So you did the lab work basically?" 


"And
oversaw the scenes in Miami, correct." 


"What
other parts did Miami have to play?" 


"I
sent the CSIs I picked to handle this case to the other cities to help with the
new kills so we could all get the same information.  I ended up sending
one of my people up to Cascade permanently due to a problem with their
lab.  He ran it for them while he was here according to what reports I
got." 


"Why?"



"I
had heard that there was some evidence tampering and withholding.  You'd
have to ask the people presently over the lab to see if any charges were
laid.  I did protest strongly when the allegations came to me and that's
why Detective Speedle was sent up." 


"Okay. 
So you sent a CSI to the other cities in your trio of cities?" 


"The
ritual used triangles.  Our triangle was New York, Cascade, and
Miami.  Triangle two was Chicago, DC, and Las Vegas.  Triangle three
was New Orleans, Montreal, and Sunnydale, California.  The third triangle's
killer was the who set himself on fire when he was caught in Sunnydale." 


"Okay. 
So in your triangle you lent personnel?" 


"I
did." 


"Not
to triangle two?" 


"They
had the Las Vegas lab, which is tied about evenly with ours in Federal
statistics and capabilities.  Plus they had the NCIS lab available to
them.  We shared information between the two triangles but with different
killers it was decided each triangle should focus on their killer and just trade
information back and forth." 


"It
took how many more bodies to catch them after you started to share
information?" 


"Ten
across the triangles." 


"Why?"



"Because
the majority of the evidence wasn't concrete things like DNA.  We did have
some minor fingerprints but we had to correlate it with who bought certain
items, who had flown when and where.  Within three bodies we had the list
of suspects narrowed down to ten or less in each area.  It was the final
weeding out that took the longest.  Having to make sure we have them on
every single facet.  We had planned on catching them with the tenth's
victim in that case to stop him then." 


"So
you knew after nine and you planned on doing it then why?" 


"We
technically had an idea after eight but final, definitive proof came during the
killing of the ninth one.  The tenth came during an eclipse, which was
counter to the ritual so we had the best chance of catching them then.  By
that time it was too late for our triangle's ninth victim and the one in
Chicago they weren't able to find their kill site from what I was told." 


"Okay. 
So you knew the eclipse was going to give you an easier spot to catch
him?" 


"That
is correct.  We did try to do it sooner but it didn't work out that
way." 


"I
understand.  Now, the discrepancy in victim numbers?" 


"The
ritual included a few ways of killing victims.  There was the main ritual
and then there were killings with sexual overtones that were written into the
ritual itself.  Plus another set meant for a slightly different
purpose.  You'd have to ask the people who worked on that end, I was never
quite clear on their significance." 


"Understood. 
So you originally underestimated how many kills?" 


"We
had.  Once Detective Demoranth figured out the ritual we went back to
correlate the others involved." 


"How? 
Could you have slipped in a few they didn't commit?" 


"No. 
The rituals were very specific about what they could and could not do to their
victims.  Also how to prepare them and themselves." 


"So,
no chance of it?" 


"No. 
Each triangle did have a doubtful one on one of the female killings.  That
was solved and the problem was fixed with comparison of the knife cuts and the
method of killing." 


"Okay. 
Who caught your triangle's killer?" 


"Detective
Ellison and the locals.  He was caught in Cascade with the victim he had
just killed.  They thought he was going in to kill him." 


"Good. 
So they found him *with* the new body?" 


"As
I understand from the tapes they made, he was draining the person's blood from
them when they found him.  Detective Speedle taped all the crime scenes to
spread to the other labs working as necessary.  Detective Ellison also
found another kill scene but it was long after he had dumped the body and
hadn't planned on going back to that one." 


"Did
we ever find the other kill scenes?" 


"Most
of them in Miami and Cascade.  You'd have to ask someone from New York
about theirs.  I wasn't informed of how many they found after the
fact." 


"Thank
you, Lieutenant.  Your witness." 


"Lieutenant,
there's no chance that firmer evidence might exist?" 


"They
didn't bleed on the bodies, sleep with the bodies, spit on the bodies, or rub
themselves against them.  We did get some partial fingerprints we matched
later.  Your clients were fairly smart.  They used latex gloves where
they could.  They did most rituals nude as I understand it.  When
they dumped the bodies, they wore clothes they burned later on." 


"So,
most of what you have is the ritual and fitting them into it?" 


"There
were things they had to have due to the ritual.  We correlated using that
mostly.  Though we did still find them with their last victims." 


"We'll
come back to that point later.  What sort of things?" 


"Special
soaps, blades, statues of their God, access to the information and the original
statue, not the copy here in Cascade.  Plus knowledge and personality
traits that were shown during the cycle.  Part of the ritual was to help
them get rid of a personality trait that annoyed their God." 


"So... 
You tracked them through soap and personality traits?" 


"No,
we tracked them through the purchase of the very hard to find soap.  The
traveling they did.  The cemetery dirt they needed to use.  The metal
purchases so they could make their ritual blades since they had to make them by
hand.  The personality traits were what weeded down our suspect lists and
the travel was the defining factor." 


"I
see."  He nodded at that.  "So you couldn't have made a
mistake?" 


"No."



"Why
not?" 


"Because
you can match on some of them but no one else matched on *all* the strata we
looked at." 


"Oh.
I see.  So it's the matter of all of that, not just one?" 


"Correct."



"Then
how do you account for having to narrow it down to two at the end?" 


"In
the end, travel was the last one that weeded out the list.  The first, the
purchases for what they'd need for the ritual itself, made the suspect
list.  We weeded it down based on who had bought more things.  Things
like the metal weren't found easily.  We found that later.  Then we
went to interview suspects.  That narrowed the list down further and then
the final section of the list was the travel since those lists were extremely
hard to get.  Otherwise it would have made the original list
shorter." 


"So,
traveling...." 


"Traveling
in that pattern, on the correct dates.  The one in our triangle was
responsible for forty-two kills.  The other one apparently they're not
charging him as much?" 


The
US Attorney stood up.  "We thought it overkill.  My boss said
that the others were iffy in her mind and wanted me to hold off on those
charges until a later date.  With them included there were ninety-six if I
remember right." 


"Ninety-four,"
Catherine called. 


"Ninety-four,
I stand corrected by Detective Demoranth."  He smiled. 
"Even with the ritual my boss decided that one set needed a closer look
because she thinks there's a chance that the copycat may have done it and she
wants more proof first." 


"That's
fine.  Seventy-four is still a lot," the judge agreed. 
"Thank you for that clarification of the discrepancy."  She
looked at the lawyer.  "Proceed." 


"If
I may ask which ones?" Horatio asked. 


"The
others built in.  Not the female ones.  The odd ones
associated."  Catherine got up and handed him something. 
"Thank you, Detective." 


"Sergeant." 
She went back to her seat. 


Horatio
smiled at that.  Then he looked at the other lawyer.  "I'm ready
if you are." 


"I
have no further questions for this man," he noted. 


"Thank
you.  Please stay available, Lieutenant." 


"I
will be, Your Honor."  He nodded politely and got down. 


"I
call Sergeant Catherine Demoranth to the stand," the US Attorney
said.  She got up and walked up there, taking her oath. 
"Catherine, may I call you that?" 


"You
may." 


"When
did you get promoted?" 


"When
I moved to Miami." 


"Congratulations."



"Thank
you." 


"Can
you answer to the allegations that this is against them because of their
religion?  Also, would you please answer which one you are?" 


"I
am Pagan.  Somewhere between Wiccan and Buddhist normally in
thought.  I tend toward the new Druidic ways."  She shifted to
cross her legs.  "As for their religion being the basis of their
arrest?  If they're part of the faith then they would have participated in
the homicides.  The homicides were for the whole cult." 


"Your
Honor," the other lawyer complained.  "That's a prejudicial
term." 


"Actually,
in the Social Sciences and Psychology, a cult is any small religion that has
less than a hundred members or is not a major splinter of a mainstream
faith," she informed him.  "It is the technical term for a small
religious group.  Christianity started the same way and was considered the
same during the early days."  He gaped.  "That is the
technical term. I can call the local library if you want a reference book on
that." 


"That's
fine," the judge agreed.  "It is the accepted term?" 


"It
is," she agreed calmly.  "The same as my own would be thought
that way." 


"Then
proceed." 


"As
I was saying, the whole cult would have participated in some way to bring back
their God, which was the aim of this ritual.  The ones called to do the
killings would have been very specifically chosen and the rest would have done
their own things to aid them, like buying them the metal and teaching them how
to form the blades if they had that knowledge, plus using their usual killing
methods during orgies to keep their God's strength up." 


"There's
a lot of information on this cult for it being so old," the US Attorney
noted. 


"There
is.  There's also a very old organization in England that studies cults
and the occult.  It came from their sources.  Mostly from the Middle
Ages.  From what I found it was someone's research topic for after hours
fun." 


"The
name of this organization?" 


"Usually
called the Watchers.  They're a bunch of harmless researchers who've been
around forever studying myths, mythology, and cults.  They also have one
very large library on vampires from what I'm told." 


"Ah. 
So they did the research?" 


"Yes."



"Why
were their books at the University of Chicago?" the Judge asked. 


"Because
one of their people had been teaching there.  Apparently he had some
differences and he left his personal collection to the library out there. 
He had been one of my anthropology teachers for some rituals classes.  He
went over this one vaguely.  That's why I recognized it somewhat when
Professor Sandburg called me for my help in identifying it." 


"Interesting." 
She waved a hand.  "Go ahead." 


"Just
to blow the wind out of their sails beforehand, please give the court some
general information on this cult?" the attorney asked. 


"They're
all male.  Females, deaf men, and impotent men were forbidden from
participating.  The cult's main thesis of belief was that their God was
stuck in this statue after a battle with his brother for control of a section
of the planet.  The brother ate people and souls.  Their God won
control but during the battle he took on his statue's form because his own body
had been injured.  Hence him being trapped but he trapped his brother
beneath the statue's hind end since it was in a seated position.  The
cult's main goal was to honor their God, free him from his prison, and make
sure the brother stayed in his proper place."  She looked
around.  "Can I get some water?"  The bailiff handed her a
glass.  "Thank you."  She smiled at him and took a few
sips, then put it beside her on the floor. 


"One
of the ways that they celebrated their God was to bring in virgins, debauch
them on the main altar, share them every which way they could so that everyone
got some of them, then kill them so their permanently renewed to virginity
spirits could enter the statue and serve their God as handmaidens and objects
of sexual gratification."  The attorney gaped.  "The
studies over the centuries differed on whether they were drugged, went willingly
because they were unmarriable, given to them due to that fact, or kidnaped and
used."  She took another drink.  "Any male who could no
longer perform or for some reason went deaf were killed and fed to the brother
below the temple as a meal.  They did take in outsiders but they had to
prove their devotion by following the rituals to the letter for at least a year
or else they were sacrificed as well." 


"So,
no females?" 


"Females
were seen as an object to be used, tossed away, or killed.  Not as a
living, sentient being.  They were thought to be less than the ox that
pulled your plow by this group.  In one reference the author had the
suggestion that they were thought of like trees, unintelligent and unable to do
more than be used." 


"Would
someone have volunteered for that?" the Judge asked. 


"Back
then, if you weren't marriageable material you were usually outcast to live
shunned," she explained.  "Those who were infertile, disliked
for whatever reason or deformity, the ones no one wanted were sent away so they
couldn't be a burden on the family.  Some of them ended up slaves, some of
them ended up sold, some of them ended up sacrificed to various gods. 
It's a harsh lesson but back then a woman's place was bearing babies, planting
in the fields, and doing what she was supposed to do.  If she couldn't
then she was a drain on her natal family." 


"So
they got rid of them?" 


"Indeed. 
Like the female infanticide you see in male dominant cultures presently in the
Asiatic areas and other areas.   Women have less worth and if they
can't marry to expand the family's holdings and bring in new blood then they
weren't worth it."  She took another drink.  "It's an
unfortunate part of patriarchy in the world's thought processes." 


"So
some may have went willingly?" 


"Some
may have to spare their families.  The same as some widows in India went
to suti willingly, some were dragged, and some were drugged." 


"Okay. 
I can understand that part," she agreed, looking at the attorney, then
back at her.  "How long ago was this cult around?" 


"Approximately
four centuries before Hammurabi came to power, Your Honor.  It was a small
Fertile Crescent cult based in, if I remember right, what today is considered
to be Sudan.  It was never a populous cult but it was one of the stronger
ones because no one wanted to deal with them.  They had a nasty habit of
feeding their God's brother anyone who tried to take them over or kill
them." 


"Hence
the interest for ancient studies," she decided. 


"Probably,
yes, Your Honor." 


"Okay. 
That solves the question I had.  Proceed?" 


The
attorney smiled at her.  "You found the full ritual in the
books?" 


"I
did.  It was well laid out.  Cycles for timing, how, the marks on
them, that they had to give up a personality quirk came from a later reference
book that was found with a member of that organization in Sunnydale.  The
preliminary was the ritual itself. That it was all male.  How they were
doing it, what they needed to use, who they were picking and when it was a
random 'pick anyone' kill." 


"Some
of them were those?" 


"Yes. 
It was seen as a mark of the God accepting their offerings of blood to free him
if they found the right victim at that time." 


"So,
like the old paintings they saw the halo that looked like a pie plate behind
their heads?" 


She
smiled.  "Or they glowed.  Or they suddenly ran into them at the
right moment.   You'd have to ask them that. I'm not sure how they
chose those." 


"That's
fine."  He smiled. "Professor Sandburg called you?" 


"He
did.  During that meeting in Cascade.  He knew I was Chicago's cult
and occult specialist and I dealt with a lot of odd information.  Since my
BA is in Anthropology we had talked a few times at conventions and when I had
to come out to work on a case that crossed over." 


"So
you were a regular detective?" 


"No,
I was the Goddess in Vice," she said dryly.  "Other than that,
yes." 


He
snorted.  "I heard about that suit." 


"Basically,
I was on call in Chicago for any cult or occult case as a reference.  I
got called out of bed to look at bodies with things carved in them, rituals
that might have happened, anytime there was a hint of anything occult going
on.  I also gave a lot of relativity lectures to the detectives in Chicago
about other faiths being just as valid as a way of life.  Not that they
always listened but I did give them repeatedly." 


"Was
there anyone on the suspect list you were hesitant about?" 


"Apparently
triangle one ended up with a lot of followers of Crowley on their list. 
On ours it came down to a final two and I do believe CSI Sanders was the one
who weeded it down to the final ones.  I was a bit ill at the time with my
newly found diabetes."  She took another drink. 


"Who
worked on the scenes in Chicago?" 


"I
did.  When he called I knew a friend of mine had something similar and I
wanted to compare.  She brought a few boxes of various kills since she was
in Homicide.  She was one of the few who didn't call me at the hint of
ritual.  She dumped the cases on me with her boss's approval and went back
to the normal homicides.  I found the correlation between the two and then
the ritual in the library.  We put together a profile by phone and
presented it three days later.  Blair, Professor Sandburg, presented it to
Cascade and emailed it to the others in his triangle.  I went to brief Las
Vegas, then NCIS in DC since they'd have to be part of it and I knew
them.   A few of the cases had been in their specialist area and
since they were Federal level agents they could take over other ones if
necessary.  They got their very tolerable FBI liaison involved and he took
it over for Metro DC and any other agencies that were involved, leaving it with
the smaller investigative team with very good forensic backup.  Apparently
most of the agencies in DC simply hand that team in NCIS their investigation
since they're so good." 


"What
about your forensics in Chicago?" 


"After
discussion between our lab, NCIS's lab tech, and Las Vegas's crew who were
involved, it was decided that Chicago's lab needed the help.  Our teams
aren't oriented the same way Las Vegas's were so they sent me a tech, Warrick
Brown, to work with me.  He processed the scenes with me and sent what
needed to be sent back to Las Vegas or to Abby in DC." 


"So,
like Lieutenant Caine said about Cascade's lab, they had to take one
over?" 


"Warrick
didn't have to take over.  Chicago's lab was a bit behind.  Las Vegas
and Miami are top labs in the country, right behind the FBI's own labs. 
They also have different means and ways of working.  Las Vegas and Miami's
labs all go out and actually help us hunt down criminals.  Chicago's lab
was oriented more toward analysis.  They were horrified that Warrick
expected to question suspects, go into the field as an investigative force on
the team, and did carry a gun." 


"So
they let him have it?" 


"I
was told to basically go work from home in my pajamas.  Warrick got my
guest room to save Las Vegas some money.  He played with my cats for
stress relief." 


That
got a smile.  "So, each triangle sent their findings back to the labs
that had the best processing capabilities?" 


"As
far as I know.  I wasn't involved in that end.  Ask Warrick.  I
did the research and the chasing down stuff.  I did the briefings.  I
did not do the forensics.  I'm a girl who kicks in doors, not looks in
microscopes." 


"All
right.  I can understand that.  But you did get all of Chicago's
scenes?" 


"I
did." 


"Were
you working other ones?" 


"I
was." 


"Why?"



"Because,
as Lieutenant Caine noted, crime didn't stop and I had other consults in my
speciality plus some annoyances that managed to do a drug deal in front of me
and things.  Also because our Vice department was critically understaffed
I worked between scenes while I researched in my off hours.  There wasn't
a choice." 


"Do
you think it would have gotten them sooner if you hadn't?" 


"I
can't say.  I think if Chicago had punished the officers who blatantly
destroyed a few crime scenes the first time it might've gone faster." 


"Why
did they?" the attorney asked. 


"Because
it was an affront to their religion.  They did it three times before they
were kept away from the scenes.  That was nearly the end of it by
then.  A few others got messed up before we had correlated, back when
Helena had it.  I'm not sure if it was the same people or not." 


"That's
fine."  He considered her.  "Have you heard about this
copycat?" 


"I
spent yesterday going over it with Simon's people.  They have a forensic
bit of evidence there and I showed them what we searched for.  At this
moment I can't be sure if it was a copycat or someone trying to finish their
ritual to raise their God.  We never found another cult member but that
doesn't mean there wasn't one." 


"Point. 
Do you think it's a copy cat?" 


"I
don't know.  A lot of it was put into the press up front with the first
case.  The symbols and things.  They're infectious and pernicious
little pests that get onto scenes to take pictures even when you don't want
them to.  At this point, I can't say for sure.  The victim did fit
the profile at that point.  It would've been the last kill of this
triangle so if he moves onto the next one we'll know for sure." 


"The
triangles have ends?" 


"The
ritual planned for so many kills per triangle.  Then the three killers
would get together and kill the killer from triangle two as a pivot point to
move to triangle four, where they would work together through that one and
triangle five, the last few bodies laid at the statue's feet so he could soak
up the worthy blood and use it to transmute the statue from bronze back into
flesh and heal his original body with it." 


"I
have a timeline of the ritual," he announced, using the screens. 
"Where did we stop it?" 


She
got up and looked, then pointed.  "If I can read your tiny
handwriting, here.  The copycat or continuer would have done this
one," she said, pointing at another one.  "So if someone took
over triangle two, Chicago would be getting one tonight and then he would be
killed next month on the moon dark."  She sat down again. 
"I do know Lieutenant Caine did brief the cities we figured were in
triangle four during the beginning days, just in case." 


"So
you would expect a call?" 


"I
think they'd call him not me personally." 


"Fine. 
How did you figure out the other triangles?" 


"Oh,
there was a figure included."  It was held up.  "That
one.  It was part of the reference material.  We put it over a map
once we knew the distances they were using for triangle one." 


"I'd
like to enter both of these into evidence, Your Honor." 


"Accepted
as one and two," she agreed, marking that down.  "May I see that
closer?"  It was handed over.  "It's laid over a map?"



"It
was.  Triangle four is the blue one from the reference works I saw. 
That was Dallas, Detroit, and Baltimore.  Triangle five was San Diego,
Raleigh-Durham, North Carolina, and a smallish city just over the Canadian
border.  I did alert the Mounties about the ones in Montreal in triangle
three since we had an embassy in Chicago.  I handed over all my
information, including that so it could be passed onto them as well." 


"Thank
you."  She handed it back. 


"Catherine,
were you aware that one of them had been killed in DC last month?" he
asked. 


"I
hadn't.  No one had told me that there was a similar killing in DC. 
I helped Simon with his when it was came up.  I'll gladly look over the
evidence to see if it was taken over by someone." 


"I'll
release you to do that and we'll break for lunch.  Where is the
evidence?" the judge asked. 


"I've
had it shipped to Captain Banks' office this morning, Your Honor," he
said.  "I figured she would need it and it would help him as
well.  There's about four tapes of the scene and body." 


"It'll
take me a few hours," Catherine offered. 


"Then
we'll reconvene at one.  If you can't get back in time...." 


"I'll
call one of my teammates and let them tell you."  She walked out,
heading off to find this out.  Because if they had people restarting it
someone was going to get her foot up their ass. 


The
judge banged her gavel.  "Let's break for lunch.  If she can't
make it back in time we'll come back to her and go to your next witness. 
That way any new evidence has time to make it to both sides."  That
got nods.  "Dismissed for lunch."  They filed out together.
She shuddered.  She didn't like the thought of them continuing. 


***



Catherine
got the phone call while she was staring at the video. 
"Demoranth."  She listened and frowned.  "Forty more
minutes.  I've got to work up a quick report for Fornell.  No,
definitely someone new taking over triangle two.  The one here they found
and he confessed he wanted the old ones blamed for his boyfriends death. 
No, someone's trying.  I don't know yet.  I think they're trying to
cast doubt but I don't think it'll work and I think we'll be able to find him. 
He's sloppier.  Less thought going into it.  Also, his sun
positioning is off.  Forty minutes to finish and type that then travel
time, Horatio."  She hung up and went back to making her notes. 
Because this might be enough for reasonable doubt. 


***



Horatio
hung up.  "She's got about forty minutes of worth left," he told
the prosecutor.  "Plus travel time." 


"Any
conclusions?" 


"Someone
is trying to continue triangle two but she said there's strong
differences.  The one locally she said was a copycat and Captain Banks had
it, Your Honor.  She'll come in with a short report for Deputy Director
Fornell." 


"I'd
like a copy as well." 


"I'm
sure she wouldn't mind if they copied it for you," he assured her. 


"Thank
you, Lieutenant.  Is your next witness a short one?" 


"No,
Your Honor, my next witness would be CSI Sanders, which was one of the other
researchers involved.  It might be just as long as Sergeant Demoranth's
would be." 


She
looked at Greg, who smiled at her and waved. Then at the other side. 
"I'll leave it up to you since it's probably only going to be an
hour." 


"I'd
rather wait.  That way we can go over the new information as well." 


"That's
fine.  Then we'll recess until she's here."  She banged her
gavel and went back to her ice pack in her office. 


Horatio
looked at the others.  "Greg?"  He looked over. 
"Less cheerful, Greg." 


"Sorry,
Horatio." 


"It's
all right.  She did say that Simon did have the copycat.  Something
about wanting to blame his ex's death on them." 


"I'm
sure that'll be in her report," Mac sighed.  "What about the new
one?" 


"In
DC, he took over triangle two.  She did say he wasn't as cohesive. 
More sloppy." 


"So
hopefully easier to catch," Don offered. 


Horatio
nodded.  "Hopefully."  They heard a scuffle outside and
looked back to the door but no one came in, even though someone started to
scream.  The bailiff went to check but walked off shaking his head. 
"Upset spouse?"  That got a nod and a small smile.  He got
up and went to talk to the prosecutor.  "Was he removed or simply
suspended?" 


"Suspended
pending review of his decisions.  It seems that some allegations of
bribery and things were leveled against him," he said blandly, smirking at
him.  "You did what?" 


"Nearly
caught him for homicide." 


"Ah. 
No wonder. I still like her point that finding things in books is a valid way
of doing things, even though he didn't think it was." 


"Me
as well."  He clapped him on the back.  "She'll have the
proof we need to dissuade that the new ones were done by the old ones." 


"I
hope so." 


"I
know so.  She called him sloppy." 


That
got a smile. "Good."  He pulled out his phone to check his mail
while Horatio and the others got together to talk quietly in their corner.
Catherine finally came storming in and he stopped her. "The judge wanted a
copy of the report too." 


"Sure." 
She handed it to him. "Copy that for Fornell and Gibbs too
please."  That got a nod.  "It's not the same person."



"Are
you sure?" 


She
pulled pictures out of her briefcase.  "The original from the press
releases in Cascade and DC.  The ones from the copycat in Cascade and the
continuer in DC."  He smiled at the obvious differences. 
"No way it's the same guy and the width of the images are really
thin.  So either he has tiny fingers, they used a stick, or it's a
girl."  The bailiff came back with the copies and she smiled. 
"Thanks, dear."  She walked back to Fornell. 
"Continuer."  He groaned.  "Easier caught this
time.   Including some DNA left."  She walked back up to
the stand when the judge came back in.  "I'm back." 


"May
I have a copy?"  One was handed over by the bailiff. 
"Thank you."  She flipped through it while Catherine refilled
her water and sat back down.  "So there's no chance it's a mistake on
one of the earlier ones?" 


"No
similarities and I called up one of the lab techs to make sure via the same way
we did before.  Cut depth and pattern, figure drawing/handwriting, and
exactness of nature.  These two did it very exactly.  The copycat
here in town has already confessed and is being arraigned tonight.  The
continuer in DC is going to be more easily caught.  He's sloppy and he
left hair." 


"Then
I'm more than satisfied by the short break.  Are we ready to
continue?" 


"I'm
basically done with her, Your Honor," the prosecutor offered. 
"If we need her, I want her able to come back." 


"The
Chief in Miami knew I'd have to be here longer than everyone else,"
Catherine assured him. 


"Thank
you," the judge agreed.  "Your turn, counselor," she said
to the lead Defense attorney. 


"Sergeant,
how did you get your rank raise?" 


"Apparently
the Chief in Miami decided I deserved it when he saw my full file.  I only
found out about it recently when he wanted me to take the lieutenant's exam
within the next year or so." 


"I
see....  That's a bit abrupt, don't you think?" 


She
shrugged. "I'm perfectly happy on my desk job.  He said I'm not
getting off my desk and he likes me in homicide.  I said I'd take it when
it came up but I know I'm not on the top of the list for promotion. 
That'll put me in line for a later raise." 


"Oh." 
He blinked a few times.  "Then the next time the exam is
given...." 


"If
someone bests the top score from those waiting they get it.  If not, the
waiting person in front does." 


"What
was your score?" 


"I'll
write and let you know." 


"You
don't have it back yet?" 


"Probably
mailed sometime this week." 


"Oh." 
He considered it then stared at her.  "You are... diabetic?" 


"Newly. 
Within the last year.  It has no impact on my job except now and then I
get a bit dizzy.  Once I've had my blood sugar plummet due to my
medication.  I was in the office at that point." 


"Then
it's endangering you on the streets?" 


"No."



"You
just said....." 


"I
take it at lunch, counselor.  I eat lunch at the station whenever possible
so I'm not tempted to have ice cream for it," she said facetiously,
glaring at him, head slightly tipped to the side.  "My diet has no
impact on how I do on the streets and I'm quite sure that all the officers
routinely around me know I'm diabetic since I announced it in case it does
become a problem during the middle of a scene on one of the outrageously hot
days Miami seems to have six months out of the year. The same as my superiors
have both went over what to do in case my blood sugar is low or high and we do
conveniently have ME's in the building or on the scene usually since I am in
homicide."   He went puce at that.  "My health is
fairly decent considering I spent seventeen years on the force already." 


"Seventeen
years?" he gaped. 


"Yes,
sparky, seventeen years," she said patiently. 


The
judge coughed.  "Even if he is annoying, please remain
respectful." 


"Sorry,
Your Honor.  I'll try harder." 


"Thank
you, Sergeant."  She looked at the counselor.  "How is this
relevant?" 


"She
was one of the main people on this case." 


"Yes,
I went to do the research, look at the dead bodies, correlated information that
the labs gave me, and then questioned people.  It's not like I was in the
lab processing evidence.  That's Warrick.  I'm not that tanned. 
Nor am I that tall or male.  That would be the nice guy in the back
row."  She pointed.  "He's one of the lead evidence people,
mostly from the scenes themselves.  He's the one shipped things they
couldn't process in Chicago to Las Vegas.  I took pictures, I researched, and
I correlated.  That was my part of this.  I'm a profiler." 


"You
have the certification?" 


"I
do."  He looked stunned and so did Horatio she noticed. 
"My BA in Anthropology was originally good enough.  I took the
continuing education classes, passed the Quantico tests when they came to me
about formal certification.  Yes, I am.  I tend to take a different
track since my background is in cultures and not the human psyche but I am
fully qualified as a profiler.  I could go work for the FBI but I don't
like them."  He went pale at that.  "Therefore, between
that and my emphasis and past history with cults and occult matters, I was the
best researcher Blair could've pulled out of thin air.  He knew that;
that's why he called me."  She shifted and sipped her water. 
"If it had been something less cult related he would have went to a
different source.  Blair has a lot of contacts he can call on." 


"What
about Mr. Sanders?" 


"CSI
Sanders?  Greg had other contacts that helped some, but he correlated on
the Vegas team.  He's the guy who took what Blair and I put out and put it
together for the CSI working on the scenes out there.  He also came up
with some very good ideas that helped a whole lot.  I'm training him as my
protege now."   She saw Greg beam at her for that. 


"What
are his qualifications to do this work?" 


"A
masters in genetics if I remember right.  That means he's more than good
enough to do research and correlate information against the suspect
lists." 


"I
see.  The involvement of federal agents?" 


"Necessary. 
Washington DC is alphabet and agency soup.  Going to one meant that they
would either take it over, which this team has done in the past, or set up
their own cooperative exchange.  I knew limited things about this team
before I got there but I did know that one of the cases was theirs. That their
team was lauded as good investigators, very thorough.  That they had a lab
that they could count on for being professional and just as good as any of the
others, that they had worked with the FBI before.  Which meant that if the
FBI tried to take cases from the other agencies they could work with them.
Since NCIS is military oriented the FBI can't take theirs without a lot of
grief and cooperation.  I knew I'd be working with them and they could
handle it on their end since they had the experience integrating into the snafu
cheese out there." 


"Snafu
cheese?" 


"Sorry,
impolite term for the problems that you get when you have six agencies doing
the same job claiming jurisdiction.  I went to the best one I could and
let them handle it." 


"Knowing
that they'd be taking over?" 


"Figuring
they would.  No one can take a case from NCIS but JAG.  JAG clearly
wasn't going to.  Going to NCIS, who are very good investigators, meant
that they would have the case well in hand and if they had to brief other
agencies they could.  When I got there I found out I knew the team leader
because we had worked some minor cooperation in the past when I had arrested
some of his boys while he had been being an MP.  Plus I heard they tend to
get territorial and take cases when it goes multi-agency.  That means a
faster resolution and easier cooperation between the other four cities." 


"Five."



"Four. 
Sunnydale wasn't cooperating.  Neither was New Orleans." 


"Why
not?" 


"It's
a small town and they didn't know what to do.  So we let Deputy Director
Fornell handle that town and what they needed to do.  They're where we
caught the killer for that triangle." 


"I
see."  He considered it for a moment. "It sounds like you made
an arbitrary decision to go to a federal agency instead of a local one." 


"Locals
would've had it stolen by the FBI.  Why brief people six different times
and waste time?  With going to NCIS, I briefed once, they briefed anyone
who needed it, and they shared information.  Plus we had access to their
lab tech, who is highly thought of within CSI and lab tech circles.  It
was the best possible move I could've made.  Going to the FBI would've
meant a lot of paperwork and hassle just to see someone and we didn't have time
for that.  People were dying." 


"No
need to be snide." 


"No,
if I was being snide I would've named them," Catherine assured him
blandly, staring him down again. 


"What
are your qualifications for doing this sort of research?" 


"I
can read?" she suggested. 


"That
was snide," the judge noted dryly. 


"It's
true."  She shrugged, looking at her.  "It was all in the
books.  Beyond having a Latin TA come help us with a few pages, that's how
we got the information.  From books.  We can give them the book list
if they don't have it, Your Honor.  It's not like we went to surf the
internet for it or pulled it out of thin air." 


"True. 
Please correct your answer more tolerantly." 


"Okay,
my qualifications are my BA in Anthropology.  About ten years worth of
work in this particular emphasis.  I have to discount times I was
undercover and otherwise unavailable or nothing happened.  Also all my
continuing education credits and my certification as a profiler.  Which
reminds me, I think I have to renew that soon."  She made a note on
her PDA then looked at him again.  "Sorry, I make notes." 


He
blinked.  "Why do you make notes?" 


"So
I can't forget.  I do all my reports for cases from here too.  My PDA
is like my teddybear.  It goes everywhere with me." 


He
just nodded. "I reserve the right to call her back." 


"Granted
already," the judge agreed.  "Dismissed, Sergeant." 


"Thank
you, Your Honor. At your service."  She got down and took her water
with her back to her seat between Horatio and Speed.  She sent an email to
Fornell's box for him to check that for her.  He could probably walk down
a hall and do it.  He glared back at her.  She shrugged.  He
rolled his eyes but nodded.  She smiled at Horatio. 
"What?" she asked quietly while the prosecutor got Greg sworn in. 


"You
do?" 


"I
did.  I'm hoping it's not expired." 


"I'll
keep that in mind as well, Catherine." 


She
nudged him with an elbow and leaned closer.  "Aren't I the best hire
you've ever had?" she teased.  He nodded, smirking at her.  She
relaxed and listened to her protege. 


"Mr...."



"My
proper title is Officer or CSI.  You can use my name however," Greg
offered. 


"All
right, Greg, thank you for clearing that up.  You correlated data for
Sergeant Demoranth and Professor Sandburg?" 


"I
did.  I also used some college contacts to get a bit of filling in when
people wanted to know more about where her sources got information from and to
help me weed down the suspect list." 


"All
right.  How did you do that?" 


"One
of the people I knew in college went to work in the Watcher's library and
another got a research grant off them for a mythology project." 


"I
see."  He nodded.  "Any other contacts?" 


"Only
personal ones.  Mutual friends as I found out.  People who helped
Warrick watch over her when she got sick or hit in the head one night." 


"That's
fine then."  He looked at his files.  "You weeded down the
list of suspects to the last two?" 


"I
did.  Mine turned out to be the guy from triangle three.  The two
remaining ones were weeded down at NCIS by Agent McGee for the other two
triangles based on what we already had and what I did." 


"How
did you do that?" 


"At
that point, travel information and personality." 


"Anything
that would've hinted at his suicide?" 


"Not
really.  Then again I'm not a trained profiler yet." 


"Yet?"



"I
am learning as much as I can from Catherine about cults and things.  It's
an area that does come in handy some days." 


"That's
understandable.  What level CSI are you?" 


"One. 
I've been out of my training period now for about six months.  Before that
I spent five years doing DNA for the same lab and minor helping around the
labs.  By the way, she was wrong.  I have a double Masters - Genetics
and Chemistry." 


"Thank
you for correcting that."  He smiled.  "So you're fairly
good at the work?" 


"I
would say so.  I know I have a lot left to learn, hence me sucking at
Catherine's brain now and then, but then again all good CSI never quit
learning." 


"That's
fine.  Sometimes a fresher perspective is the most help."  He
smiled.  "Now, you weeded down that final list how?" 


"It
came down to three names and I was wary about one so I kept discounting
him.  There was an underlying problem that we later found out discluded
him.  He had been through gender reassignment surgery and that would've
discluded his involvement in that cult from what Catherine found out and what I
read."  That got a nod for him to go on.  "The last two I
did a deeper background on them and came up with the one who had all the right
accesses and travel patterns.  The other one was a traveling salesman who
was of a nature religion and had bought some of the same things but not all of
them.  Again, a close match but not exact." 


"So
once you had the travel information it snapped for you?" 


"Basically,
yes.  Those two did have a lot of travel times in common but not perfectly
matching.  They had even shared flights in the past." 


"Could
that be the person doing DC?" he suggested. 


"No. 
He died a few weeks later in a car crash." 


"Oh. 
Sorry." 


"Not
a problem.  I worked his scene too."  He shrugged. 
"It happens to normal people." 


"Very
true."  He stared at him.  "When new sources of information
came to light from Sunnydale, you went to Chicago to help with the new
research?" 


"I
did.  I read a few languages and my boss thought it'd be easier since I
was doing that part anyway.  Plus Nick wouldn't have put up with her
cats."  That got a small smile.  "He can't stand
cats.  Not quite allergic but he doesn't like them after a few cases
involving them." 


"Again,
that happens to normal people." 


"It
does.  He's also the higher rated CSI so sending the new guy out left less
of a gap since I usually work doubles still and he doesn't." 


"Even
more reasonable.  What did you find out in this new research?" 


"That
they had to physically know where the statue is, that they had to touch, and in
some sources it mentioned fellatio of the statue.  That they had to go
back to it every year.  Catherine was looking as a researcher.  The
rest of us who came up looked at CSI for the smaller clues.  It also
explained the significance of sun position on the symbols and small details
that we hadn't had before to round out the picture more."  He
yawned.  "Sorry."  He finished with a shiver. 
"Sorry about that." 


"Long
night?" 


"Big
lunch." 


That
got another smile.  "That's fine, CSI Sanders.  Now, when you
got to her house, she was doing what?" 


"Napping. 
Her blood sugar was a bit off at that point.  She had already done her
part and Warrick was looking over a friend's shoulder while he took care of
him.  Warrick got us the books she brought back and let us do whatever we
needed to. That research party was myself, CSI Messer from New York, Special
Agent DiNozzo from NCIS, and CSI Wolfe from Miami." 


"Interesting.
So that's how those two met?" 


"I
would assume so.  Her cats liked him." 


"Interesting. 
Back to the research part.  Did anyone else there read Latin?" 


"I
believe CSI Wolfe read it enough to get the majority of it.  I also read
Norwegian and some of the more ancient dialects from that area.  My
grandfather taught me.  One of the books was in that." 


"Interesting. 
So you were actually doing the work there?" 


"We
were all doing the work.  Some were in Middle Ages English.  Some
were recopied in a more modern script.  One of them was a review of the
old research into a new format about another trial revival of their God back in
the late eighteen hundreds.  I took what I knew and did that.  The
others did the same over pizzas." 


"Any
alcohol?" 


"On
duty?  No." 


"Thank
you.  Just making sure." 


"Warrick
would've beaten us if any of us suggested it," he said blandly. "He's
one of the ones training me in Las Vegas." 


"Who
else did you send information to?" 


"Abby
at NCIS and I talked a lot.  By the time I was doing that, Catherine and
Blair had fallen back to investigative roles so I handled the information
exchanges now and then between New York, Abby, and the others.  I was the
yellow light in the flow to make sure everyone got everything." 


"That's
good.  What about on scenes out there?" 


"After
the first few, Grissom didn't want me working the scene due to some unethical
defense lawyer trying to say something about my inexperience in the
field.   He set me on the research side about the symbols and
things.  Then Catherine showed up and gave me all that I needed so I took
over briefing and information duties since I already had a lot of that worked
up.  Nick did most of the scenes by himself." 


"Is
he here?" 


"He
had a conflicting trial today.  He'll be back tonight.  It was a
sudden call for a sentencing hearing." 


"I
think that's all I have for you." 


Greg
smiled at the other guy.  "Your turn I guess." 


"You
have what sort of degrees?" 


"Masters
in Chemistry and Genetics." 


"Then
you did what for Las Vegas?" 


"DNA
for five years.  My last year I spent time doing some of my mandatory
field classes at the local university so I would be eligible for a field
position and I begged and bothered Grissom until he gave me a trial.  His
own words by the way."  The man looked stunned. 
"What?" 


"You're
not the sort we'd expect on this case." 


"Why? 
Because my IQ's 198 or because I've got dual Masters degrees?"  He
shrugged. "Catherine suggested I get a third one in one of the social
sciences if I truly want to follow her into doing cults and those areas. 
Plus go for my dual Ph.D."  The man looked stunned.  "A
good CSI never stops learning.  We've got to keep up with what the
criminals know and then some." 


"I... 
Um, I don't have anything.  Does my colleague?" he asked. 


She
stood up and looked at him. "Your contacts, did you use them?" 


"Not
really.  To talk to a few mutual friends of ours.  To answer
questions about the organization that originally did the research. 
Nothing more than that." 


"Yet
you mentioned them." 


"I
was asked." 


"Why?"



"Why
what?"  He gave her a look.  "Can you please clarify that
question?" 


"You're
that smart and don't know what I'm asking?" she taunted. 


He
snorted. "Counselor, I'm trying to decide if you meant why was I part of
the team, why was I doing some of the research, why was I talking to our mutual
friends, or why I had to answer questions about the original organization who
did the research.  Pick one, please, and I'll gladly answer it for
you." 


"I
don't like your attitude." 


"I'm
still being very pleasant," he assured her with a sweet smile. 
"All I asked for was a clarification of which why you wanted." 


"Why
were you even on this case?" 


"Because
I got called to the original scene.  And then the second one.  It
makes no sense to send out multiple CSI to a serial scene when you have
multiple other crimes going on in the same city that they have to handle. 
It becomes snafu cheese like it is in DC when that happens.  So I was on
the original scene and then got ordered into the research side." 


"You
are very young." 


"I
wouldn't call twenty-nine *very* young." 


"You
graduated with two masters and spent five years in the lab already?" 


"Yeah. 
I went a few years early to college and stayed year round.  I graduated
right before my seventeenth birthday, went to college that summer, and stayed
in college until I finished." 


"You
didn't have anything else to do?" 


"I
dated plenty, I did a lot of the parties in college, I did everything I wanted to
there.  I just wanted to get all my education out of the way so I could
get into the real world and do what I wanted to do.  That was practical of
me.  It also means I didn't have large housing or boredom gaps in the
summer."  She glared at him.  "Those are the times when
people do things that require them not going back to school," he pointed
out at her continued glaring. 


The
judge coughed.  "I believe this is going off topic again," she
noted. 


"I
don't believe his credentials, Your Honor.  I'd like them proved." 


Greg
pulled out his wallet and handed the bailiff a few cards.  "I got
mini-diplomas from my school.  I've had to answer this one
before."  She stared at them then at him, making him smile. 
"See, I did graduate an accredited institution. Unless you're going to say
my undergrad at Stamford isn't one." 


She
handed them back.  "No further questions." 


"Thank
you, CSI Sanders, you're released.  Be aware we can call you back,"
the judge said plainly. 


"As
you need me, Your Honor."  He got down and headed back to his seat,
giving Warrick a shrug when he sat down.  He noticed the two defense
lawyers whispering behind their clients and nodded at that for his benefit,
getting a nod.  They'd be going after the investigative end. 


"The
prosecution calls Special Agent DiNozzo," the US Attorney stated. 


"He'll
be right back. He had to sneak out for a call from their director with
Gibbs," Fornell offered, shifting some.  "She has bad timing,
Your Honor." 


"I'll
make sure to let others know."  She banged her gavel. 
"Let's take a ten minute recess?"  That got some nods and she
went back to her new ice pack.  Her foot was throbbing and now so was her
head. 


Catherine
went to visit the little girl's room, stopping next to Gibbs.  "Tony
just got called." 


"He's
in the head.  I'll tell him.  We in recess?" 


"Ten
minute."  She finished her trek to change her tampon and went back,
finding Tony back in his spot.  "You got called." 


"I
heard."  He smiled back at her.  "You all right?" 


"Cranky."



"It
happens."  He patted her on the hand.  "We'll be
fine.  Not like they can impugn anything we did, Catherine. It's all
solid."  Gibbs came back.  "She seeing reason?" 


"She
is." 


"Welcome,"
Fornell called. 


"Thanks,
Tobias." 


He
looked back at them. "She forgot you were testifying out here not on
vacation."  He rolled his eyes.  "Catherine, your
certification runs out next year.  You filed for a provisional
extension?" 


"I
did?" 


"They
said you did.  You have to take it by February of next year." 


"Okay. 
I can do that.  Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He turned back around when the judge came back.  He stood up. 
"Your Honor, my supervisor wanted a quick question answered." 
She waved a hand.  "Are we holding court on Saturday?  I'm supposed
to teleconference into a discussion if not." 


"We
are.  With my broken foot we had to take the day off yesterday so we'll go
Saturday instead.  Are there any other conflicts?"  No one said
anything.  "Counselors?" 


"Not
a problem and I can have him done hopefully by early that morning," their
prosecutor assured her. 


"Even
better.  Let's get back with it.  I believe you called Special Agent
DiNozzo?" 


"I
did."  Tony got up and walked up there. 


***



Catherine
got called back on the third day, finding someone there with Horatio. 
"What's going on?" 


"The
not you came up from Miami," he said blandly. 


"Really? 
Huh."  She walked closer.  "What test did you use to prove
it?" 


"Your
sister's middle name." 


"Dorothy." 
Horatio smiled at that.  "Mom's favorite movie," she said
dryly.  "I'm kinda glad I didn't get named Toto."  The
woman gaped.  "So, who are you?"  She started to stutter.
"Besides wearing my clothes." 


"We're
shipping her back for the breaking and entering, Catherine." 


"Good,
I want that back."  He nodded, leading her out.  She took her
seat on the stand.  "Sorry about her.  She broke in and wanted
desperately to be me.  Lieutenant Caine has one of his own who's shown up
on crime scenes to stand around and look cute or bark orders." 


That
got a snicker from Tony.  "We have them on file and there's a Federal
warrant out for his, Catherine." 


"Thank
you."  She looked at the judge.  "I know I'm still under
oath.  Are we ready?" 


"We
are."  She looked at the lawyers.  "Are you?" 


"I
am," the secondary defense lawyer said.  "Sergeant Demoranth,
would you care to tell us about this recent suit against Chicago?" 


"It
wasn't sealed but it has nothing to do with this.  It had to do with them
believing I'm an incarnation of the Goddess and therefore able to do the work
of eight people."  She gaped.  "If you had read anything on
it, you would have seen that I filed it over unreasonable hours, them holding
back my promotions because I knew some of what had happened back when I was a
rookie and the bad old days were going on, and the fact that I knew about an
undercover another officer went through that nearly got her killed multiple
times by people in the department and out.  That is also the reason I
don't like most federal agents and decided to let NCIS decide which FBI agent
they wanted to work with." 


"Was
that one of the reasons you got handed the case from Detective Nichols?" 


"She
knew if it was branching into other cities there was a strong chance of FBI
involvement and due to her undercover at that time she can't stand them. 
They provoke homicidal tendencies in her thanks to how they ran her and nearly
got her killed multiple times, plus tried to screw her over ever getting out of
it."  The woman blinked a few times.  "They wouldn't let
her leave," she said plainly.  "After ten years of doing
it."  The judge coughed.  "Sorry.  That was the reason
behind another trial." 


"Yes,
and in that one it said that you had helped her." 


"I
did.  A few times.  In Vice, we sometimes went after the same
person.  She was still an officer working undercover and got some of who I
needed to roll over so I got higher contacts and arrests.  Plus I watched
her back a number of times when she needed it.  A few of us did." 


"And
the criminal element you both hung with?" 


"Who? 
Her boyfriend?  He supported her when her own department hung her out to
dry and tried to kill her.  When they handed her to the FBI because they
couldn't kill her.  When the FBI tried to kill her and others." 
The woman went pale.  "So yes, she's dating a well known thief. 
She's always made sure her department is aware of that and keeps her off any
investigation.  Plus her boyfriend's an *international* *thief* and she
works Homicide.  It keeps her out of anything that might be
compromising." 


"You
go to them for information?" 


"No,
not often.  Every now and then I get a head's up.  Lupin the Third
hates drugs and dealers.  I dealt with a lot of them in Vice." 


"And
this Zenigata person?" she said, mispronouncing his name. 


"Inspector
Zenigata of Interpol?" she asked.  "Does the court reporter need
me to spell that?"  The judge looked and shook her head when her
reporter did.  She looked at the lawyer again.  "*Inspector*
Zenigata has been chasing Lupin for decades now.  He and Helena are
convention buddies.  They've teamed up on cases together as well. 
Both when she was undercover and not.  They're friends outside the mutual
people they know.  He's confused by her but he knows about her undercover
history and decided it was reasonable since they protected her when the
government tried to have her killed for being alive after nine years and
wanting out." 


"Can
you prove that allegation?" 


Catherine
stood up and took off her shirt, turning around.  "That very pale
scar on my back, under my right shoulder blade was done by a sniper who mistook
me for her.  He got me while I was out riding my motorcycle one
afternoon.  The one below it was his second shot.  They have inferior
snipers."  She turned back around and exposed her stomach. 
"The scar on the left is where I was taken hostage by her supposed contact
within the bureau and used to bring her back in so they could set a trap for
her.  I got that rescuing myself so she wouldn't get killed for
me."  She rebuttoned her shirt and sat back down to the stunned
silence.  "Yes, we can prove it.  We have multiple methods of
proof.  Including some statements that were sealed during that
trial.  Now, what was your question again?" 


"You
know criminals." 


"I
know many of them that I've put away and those that I've not managed to get
enough evidence on or slimy defense attorneys got off after I caught
them.  Do I know Lupin and his gang?  Somewhat.  I've met them
socially.  Helena's a friend.  I appreciate the hell out of them
taking care of her when she needed it and I appreciate it more because Jigen
loves her in spite of her job.  The same as she does him in spite of his
job. I was even a bit jealous there for a bit until I met my boy." 


"You're
seeing someone?" 


"CSI
Wolfe.  It's one of the reasons I went to Miami instead of New York,
Cascade, or Las Vegas.  Are you through trying to impugn my character
now?  I've got a facial in twenty minutes I'd like to get to.  The
sun's doing horrible things to my face." 


"That
was snide," the judge said dryly. 


"Sorry,
Your Honor, but she did deserve it that time.  I'll gladly pay any
contempt fine you deem fit." 


"No,
this time you'll have a warning.  Next time you'll have a
fine."  She looked at the lawyer.  "Do you have any
questions that would truly question her character as a detective?" 


"She
knows criminals!" 


"Of
course I do.  How do you think I worked Vice and undercover?  You
have to get to know them to get to the inner circle so you can bust them as
well as the street guys.  Because busting a street dealer or a hooker on
the street means that there's another three ready to take his place. Busting
the supplier means that it's a longer wait for someone to fill in." 
The lawyer gaped.  "If I may ask, when did you graduate law
school?" 


The
judge gave her a look.  "Sergeant." 


"Fair
question.  She's huffing like a first year law student."  She
stood up.  "Are we done?" 


"We
are." 


"Does
the prosecution have any rebuttals?" 


"No,
she did just fine without me, Your Honor.  Happy facial, Sergeant." 


"Thank
you, snookums."  She walked past him and patted him on the
head.  "Don't ask, I can't remember names."  She opened the
door and walked out shaking her head.  She passed by Gibbs.  "Do
I know criminals?" 


"Isn't
that how you did your job?" he asked. 


"Yup.
She's huffing like a first year law student." 


"Goodie." 
He walked back in.  "I was called back?" 


"You
were, Special Agent Gibbs.  Please retake the stand and try to be less
snide than the last one." 


"If
I can.  I'm not known for being nice and happy."  He walked back
up there and sat down again, handing over Catherine's purse.  "She'll
come looking for that in a few."  The bailiff handed it to the
prosecutor.  "I know I'm still under oath," he told the
judge.  She smiled and nodded.  "What more can I tell you about
the investigation?" 


"You
have three reprimands for excessive force during investigations," the
lawyer noted. 


He
shrugged. "Sometimes you have to be.  All three were cleared with an
investigative panel.  One of them was a BS charge and she removed it when
I offered her the chance to take it that far."   He crossed his
feet. "By the way, I have three complaints, not three reprimands. 
Reprimands would've meant the investigative panel would've taken punitive
action against me.  Since my record is spotless, that didn't happen."



She
looked at her fellow attorney, who waved a hand.  She glared at him again.
"You're not known for being able to work with other agencies." 


"I
don't have time to play around while someone figures out who does what
paperwork. If I do that, people doing bad things get away and families are left
grieving and unsatisfied.  So yes, I do.  Most of the time they hand
them over without question.  One less case on their desks. Those that
demand to stay in the loop we let them work with us." 


"You
don't work with them?" 


"Our
lab is one of the best in DC.  Our clearance times and statistics are
better than most agencies in DC and out.  They work with us." 


"I
see.  You seem very hostile." 


"That's
because I doubt you have intelligence." 


"Because
I'm female?" 


"No,
because you're huffy, grandstanding, and wasting the courts and my time doing
this petty stuff.   You'd also be wasting the US Attorney's office's
money putting us up; otherwise we'd be back solving crimes and catching bad
people who do bad things."  She sat down suddenly.  "Sorry,
I'm realistic."  He looked at the judge.  "After I'm
released, will you need myself, DiNozzo, or McGee back?  If not, we've got
to head back to DC and go back to work.  We can be back within a day if
you need us to." 


"Ask
the prosecutor." 


He
shook his head. "I shouldn't have need of any of you again, Gibbs. 
Does my esteemed colleague have any further questions because I don't." 


"I'm
not wasting the court's time." 


Gibbs
gave her the scathing glare he gave rookie agents and people just out of basic
training.  "You're trying to get him a lesser sentence than his
life.  You were offered a deal, any smart lawyer would've made their
client take it in this circumstance.  Seventy-four murders with another twenty
waiting in the wings to be charged with?  He's not going to get less than
life.  With a trial he'll be lucky if he doesn't get the death penalty,
Counselor Benairis." 


"I
never introduced myself to you," she sneered. 


"I'm
a trained investigator, how hard is it to read the pre-trial motions?" he
countered.  She stared in horror.  "Now, is there anything
else?  If not, I probably have a murder waiting on me at home." 


"Go,"
the judge agreed after a moment of silence.  He nodded politely and left,
taking Catherine's purse with him since she hadn't come back yet. 
"Does the US Attorney's office have any further witnesses?" 


"No,
Y our Honor, I think we pretty well went over everyone.  I'm pretty sure I
covered everything possible." 


"Thank
you.  It's the Defense's turn to call rebuttal witnesses."  They
conferred and shook their heads.  "You don't have any?" 


"We
can't find the CSI who was supposed to testify for us," the lead attorney
admitted.  "He's somewhere on a scene at the moment." 


"I
can have them find him if you want," the prosecutor offered blandly, one
foot waving where it was crossed over his knee.  "Then again, I never
got a witness list from you." 


The
judge stared at them.  "We'll recess for the night.  I'll expect
you to have witnesses tomorrow or else I'll ask for closing
arguments."  She banged her gavel and hopped back to her office to
take something for her headache.  Gibbs had been right, they were stalling
and hoping for leniency, which was not her forte. 


***



Catherine
came off the plane, smiling at Speed since he was there to meet her. 
"Greg's doing very well in the lab up there.  They got him down to
his normally cocky self within an hour of meeting each other.  Grissom's
got a hard sell to keep him."  She smiled. "Only the one bag,
still.  Are my kitties all right?" she asked when he hadn't said
anything. 


"Verdict?"



"Guilty
on seventy-four counts of murder in the first degree.  Death
sentence."   He smirked at that.  "They used their
right of statement to say someone else would take over where they left off and
would get their God free."  She moved some of her hair off her
ear.  "I need a trim." 


"You
can do that tonight," he promised, leading her down to the baggage
area.  "Ryan said that you've got a doctor's appointment tomorrow as
well.  Since you're not on call until Sunday." 


"I
love the boss," she said happily. 


"I'm
hoping platonically." 


"Of
course.  Ryan would never put up with me having to have two
men."  He laughed at that, having to lean against a wall to hold
himself up.  "He wouldn't."  She smiled and went to get her
bag, letting him catch up.  She looked at him. "Why the extra
security since I left a car in long term?" 


"A
death threat from the not-you." 


"Charming. 
Can I have my clothes back yet?" 


"We
handed them over once we were done with them," he promised. 
"Ryan had them sent to the dry cleaners and went to see your sister last
night for you."  She smiled at that.  "He said to tell you
he told her you were out catching bad, mean, grumpy guys who wanted to hurt
bunny rabbits?" 


"She
likes animals." 


"Oh. 
Okay." 


"She
was shot while mom was carrying her, Speed." 


"Understood." 
He led her out to her car, which he had moved.  "I already checked it
for bombs and things." 


"You're
very handy," she teased, pinching him on the cheek.   She got in
to drive.  "Am I dropping you somewhere?" 


"Your
house." 


"Crap."



"Tough. 
Sorry but tough.  Horatio said so." 


She
shook her head but drove home and parked, heading upstairs.  "Mommy's
home, furry things," she called, opening the door to find her place empty
of cats.  "Speedle!" 


"They're
at Stan's," he said quickly, dialing him.  "She's
home."  He hung up and put her on the couch.  "They're
fine.  Your landlord wanted to come spray for bugs so we moved them two
days ago."  She relaxed at that and her babies were carried in a few
minutes later by him and Ryan.  "See?"  She nodded, petting
the meowing, begging darlings who loved her.  He sat down looking
relieved.  "Hey, Ryan, she needs a haircut tomorrow too." 


"That's
fine, we can do that after her doctor checks her over." 


"Why
does he want to?" 


"You
didn't call to get your new pill prescription." 


"I
told him they're too strong for me."  She shrugged and got back to
petting them, making sure they knew she was home to stay.  It was a good
feeling.  Ryan snuggled beside her, letting Chocolate have his lap since
she loved him.  She leaned against Ryan's side, earning a smile from
him.  "You two, go away.  I know I'm adorable but he's mine so I
can be adorable with him and then spank him horribly later on."  They
blushed and went to wait in the car so they could watch their place.  She
looked at Ryan.  "Think we can have sex without upsetting the furry
things?" 


"Probably
not but I'm all for a good cuddle." 


"So
am I but I've missed sex.  Especially since it's not like I've been
slammed against a wall recently." 


He
gave her a fond look.  "What makes you think I can't? I carry you to
bed now and then."  She snorted.  He put the cats onto the couch
and hauled her up, then picked her up properly, letting her legs go around his
waist while he walked her into the bedroom and had her against the wall. 
His thighs would be cramping in the morning but oh well.  If that's what
she wanted as a welcome home present.... 


The
End.


 



themedata.thmx


cover_image.jpg
Connections-New
Connections

Voracity

)

3
S

2%

rcent






