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[bookmark: _Toc300255661]Idea Behind the Series


 



What
if there was an announcement of a new ballistics area.  deamon Ballistics.


What if CSI gets a specialist named Xander.  what if included in deamon
ballistics classes is weapons training and blessing and decursing training. 


Possible
scenes/ideas 


Hazards
of Deamon ballistics.  Sometimes the dead dont stay dead. 


That
nice innocent book that is smoking is actually a deamon coming out to devour
you and you should get your silver blessed weapon ready. 


Yes
deamon goo looks bad smells bad and wont get off your clothing. 


Hitting
the red button will not cause an alarm to go off.  But it would cause a
certain witch to come and kick the deamons butt with magic.   DONT
play with the button.  "but you do"   yes and I have
coffee when i do ....i am special...she likes me. 

  


Why,
thank you, Dragfox.  I think I'll take this challenge...... 
Ooooooohhhhhhhh
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Xander
walked into his advisor's office, looking around at all the books.  
Then at his favorite teacher.  "What's up, Professor
Destra?"  She pointed at a chair so he sat down.  "Am I
flunking something else?" 


"No. 
Not yet," she admitted.  She studied her prize student.  "There's
been a speciality open up that I think would suit you."  He opened
his mouth.  "Ah!"  He closed his mouth.  "It's
not offered here, Xander.  It is right up your alley, and will include
ballistics and strange weapons." 


He
shuddered.  "I heard something about a demonic speciality." 


She
just nodded.  "Yup.   Like I said, right up your
alley."  He whimpered.  "I know you want out of that
business, that you plan on retiring even, but this wouldn't be quite the
same.  This would be doing the CSI side of it.  Figuring out what did
it and if necessary hunting it down to capture it."  She held up her
hand again when he opened his mouth.  "Hear me out,
Xander."  He slumped but nodded.  "Right now, what's
keeping me from recommending you is your chemistry and physics grades.  It
would be a team effort.  You'd be paired up with someone once you passed.
I'm not sure how they're picked before you ask.  I do know that you've got
a heavy advantage over most of the other students.  It would also be a job
where you'd be doing some traveling most of the year to different scenes. 
Possibly even internationally if you got a good enough rep.  I do know
that you'd take everything you learned here and then apply it to that field as
well.  It's really a higher speciality because you'd have to know what you
already know and then the CSI classes you've proven you excel at.  I know
one other teacher is thinking about recommending you." 


"Okay,
and while that's nice," he noted, "I hate demons.  I don't want
to work with demons.  I want to retire from demons.  I don't want to
hunt.  I'm getting too old to hunt." 


"This
wouldn't be what you've done in the past, Xander.  It would be, basically,
like being a link between your current job and the one you're training
for.  You could even settle in a high demon area but you'd be called on
for the strange crap cases that none of the rest of us like.  You'd get a
lot more into cults, all that stuff that you've seen in the past." 


"But
I don't want to do that anymore," he said, hopping up.  "I don't
want to know demons, work with demons, deal with demons, any of it.  I
want to be a nice, normal boy, Prof.  One who can find a decent dog to
raise instead of dating."  He stomped off, going back to his
apartment to sulk for a bit.  He hated demons.  Why wouldn't they
leave him alone?  Really, all he wanted to do was be a normal Xander
now.  It had been too long since he'd been a normal Xander and he wanted
this fairy tale nightmare ride to end! 


***



Professor
Destra walked into the police station, looking at the young man sitting in a
chair holding his head.  "What happened, Xander?" 


He
looked at her.  "Bad shit," he said dryly, giving the officer a
look then her again.  "They caught us solving bad shit this time and jumped
in." 


"We
have six officers in the hospital," the officer told her.  "We
can't get a straight answer about *why* they went to the hospital.  All we
get from him is what we got from that one detective who went off the deep end
about demons." 


Xander
snorted and looked at him then around.  He whistled then muttered
something.  Someone came out of the file room, giving him a dirty
look.  "Would you like to explain what we were doing earlier?"
he asked him. 


The
junior officer looked at the older one then the teacher. 
"No."  Xander's growl was very well heard by the
half-demon.  He glared back.  "I'll have to move." 


"Hell,
boy, they want me to go do demonic ballistics," he said dryly.  The
demon growled back.  "Choice, man, really.  I can take it from you." 
The junior officer drug the other two into a conference room and let his
illusion drop.  Xander looked back at the terrified squeak. 
"He's not dangerous."  The senior officer came out pale and
shaky.  "Unfortunately among them there's bad assholes.  I'm
retiring from dealing with the bad assholes the day I graduate."  He
glared at his professor.  "No matter what you want." 


"I
just think it'd be better for you, Xander.  A lot more interesting. 
You could even settle down somewhere and do that as a sideline." 


"I
still just want to be normal, Prof.  I'm sick and tired of dealing with
the strange shit that flows from the asshole of the universe!" 


"Calm
down," the officer said, sitting down again.  "What
happened?" 


"The
green and blue thing that threw most of your officers was trying to bring more
of his kind here so they could mate, eat people, and gradually take over the
city within weeks.  He was a forward scout and by stomping him they won't
come here." 


"Okay,"
he said, nodding at that.  "Where are you from, boy?" 


"Sunnydale,"
he said dryly, giving him a look.  "Now you know why I want to be
*normal* and forget all that stuff." 


"Kid,
you doing it would save normal people who can only pray from doing it," he
said dryly. 


"Yeah,
but I'm too old to do that.  I started at sixteen.  I'm nearly
twenty-seven."  The officer nodded.  "This is a young kid's
game.  Like all high impact sports.  I don't want to be forty and
hunting demons and vampires.  Actually I won't make it to forty if I keep
hunting demons and vampires.  I'm already ancient by industry
standards.  Our average lifespan is eighteen months after you start
hunting." 


"Good
point.  I can understand that," he agreed, nodding a bit.  
"But better you being able to handle it and tell the rest of us what we're
doing to help you than no one having a clue." 


"You
could take it as an extra speciality, Xander," the professor agreed.
"Then go be a ballistics tech with a special specialty in an area where we
need it.  By all means, I want you in ballistics.  I want to look at
my students in ten years and add your picture to the wall of Gods of
Guns.  I want to send the next you to you to do internships and for you to
finish polishing.  Before then, I want you to take this specialty
class.  It'll be two years.  You can count it as an extra
internship.  You can do hours in a normal ballistics department during it
if you can arrange it.  Please, Xander.  They need you." 


Xander
slumped, nodding a bit.  "I hate you both." 


"I
know, kid," the officer said, patting him on the back.  "Was it
poisonous or anything?" 


"No,
just cranky.  Forward guards don't get laid."  He looked at
him.  "Nothing other than the trauma from the walls in their
cases." 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
Can I go?"  He nodded so Xander stood up and walked out, shooting a
glare at his professor.  "I still hate you." 


"I
know, but it's necessary.  You *know* who'll be doing it if you
don't.  You know all the posers and all the idiots who'll be doing the job
if you don't.  You also know that they'll all die, even with
partners.   You're one of the few who can do this and then *teach* it
later."  Xander frowned at her.  "Yeah, you, teach. 
You can probably already teach some of it." 


"Point,"
he muttered.  "I'll do that and then come back for my last
semester.  Deal?" 


"Very,"
she promised, smiling at him.  "That's even better than my
idea."  She patted him on the lower back.  "We'll miss
you." 


"If
I'm as good as you think it shouldn't take two full years."  He gave
her a look.  "You tell Angel and weather the laughing because I'm
not." 


"I
can do that."  She watched him get into his car and drive off. 
She went to Wolfram and Hart; she had talked to Angel in the past about his
work schedule being in the way of his class schedule.  She found him
inside already brooding.  "The officers will probably be fine,"
she said.  He jumped and glared at her.  "That won't work. 
I've seen psychopaths doing it *so* much better, Angel."  She
smirked.  "Have you heard anything about that new CSI program out of
San Francisco?"  He slowly shook his head.  "It's a demonic
CSI speciality."  He groaned and hung his head, shaking it. 
"I'm recommending Xander go and then come back for his last semester with us. 
Purely as a specialty load.  That would mean he'd have one or two years
there." 


He
looked at her.  "He doesn't want to stay in the field." 


"He
wouldn't be.  He'd be a CSI with an extra speciality in slime and
goo."  She smiled.  "He'd be the one to liaison between
guys like you and people like me." 


"He'd
still hate it." 


"It
took me a good few times to convince him and then twist his arm, Angel. 
Will you support him going?"  Angel shrugged and turned around. 
"Without picking on him about it since we are forcing him to go?" 


"I
won't laugh." 


"He
said you would.  He's actually worried about it." 


Angel
looked at her.  "He's a bit needy, Professor." 


"Yes,
we all realize why."  She stared him down until he turned away
again.  "You can probably still borrow him when necessary." 


"I'll
remember that.  Two years?" 


"The
program is slated to take two years.  He's got a good head start. 
Some year I want him to teach others, Angel." 


"That'd
probably be a better idea," he agreed dryly.  "Though I think
he'd lock up and babble in front of students."  He shrugged. 
"I won't fire him for it.  I might even keep paying him." 


"It's
in San Francisco.  Two years with him there handling the issues." 


Angel
looked at her.  "Think I could send someone else up to take
it?"  She shrugged.  "If so, I'd pay to get both of them
out of my hair." 


"They
making you use too much gel?" she taunted with a smirk.  He rolled
his eyes and walked off.  "I'll check that out for you." 


"Thank
you.  Tell him he can go.  I'll see what I can do about getting him
housing and things." 


"I
can do that."  She walked off, calling Xander from the car. 
"He didn't laugh.  He made one of the same points you did and he
wanted me to see if he could send someone else up there as well." 
She smiled.  "Exactly.   He said he'd try to find you
somewhere to live and all that.  I'll get the specifics tonight,
Xander.  Of course.  See me then."  She hung up and drove
home happier. 

  

  

  

  


Odd,
Strange, and Frightful Ballistics. 

  

  

  

  


Xander
settled into his seat the first day of his new classes, sighing as he looked
around.  There were definitely a lot of targets in this group. 
Willing targets.  The sort that vampires would find tasty.  He looked
over as the teacher came in, opening his new notebook.  One of the other
students immediately raised their hands. 


"Professor,
the book for this class was suspiciously small.  Are there going to be
supplemental texts?" 


"Yes,
there are, though not many.  Not much has been written on this subject." 
He cleared his throat.  "Let me start off by saying that there is no
such thing as demons, only things that are yet to be explained." 
Xander burst out giggling and nearly fell on the floor.  "Young man! 
Who are you!  I will not tolerate dissent in this classroom." 


Xander
calmed himself down and smirked.  "I'm Xander Harris, from
Sunnydale."  The man blanched.  "I can counter your premise
my whole damn life, especially since tenth grade when I started to work with a
slayer or four.   Or more in the last year of Sunnydale and then I
moved to help Angel in LA."  He stood up and took off his
shirt.  "I dare you to find the three human bites among those." 


The
teacher went pale and backed away.  "No, it can't be." 


"Oh,
shut up," another student said, glaring at Xander.  "If he's an
idiot, you teach." 


"If
I teach, you're all going to be starting off in a different area, and I'll get
a Watcher here to help."  He looked at the teacher again once he put
his shirt back on.  "So, we're learning what about figuring out
what's known and unknown?"  He sat back down.  "Because,
granted, there are things that aren't classified yet, even by the Watchers's
Council." 


"You
know of them?" 


"As
I said, I worked with a slayer.  There's always a watcher around.  I
worked with Rupert Giles for years.  Then Wesley in LA." 


He
swallowed and nodded.  "I can teach you how to determine the
classification and when things haven't been found.  I want put in touch
with the Watchers," he ordered.  Xander pulled out his phone and opened
his phone book, handing it over once he had an entry highlighted. 
"Magic Box?" 


"That's
where all the slayers moved when Sunnydale fell in.  It's in
Cleveland.  The new bad is there." 


The
teacher shook his head but wrote down the contact information, including the
notes of who not to ask for when he needed information.  "Thank you,
Mr. Harris.  Why are you taking this class?" 


"I
got told it was mandatory."  He shrugged.  "Can I test
out?"  The teacher nodded and pointed at the door, making him grin, grab
his things, and leave.  He went to find his new advisor.  
"Hi," he said, leaning into his office.  "Professor Kimmerl
just said there's no such thing as demons so I had to correct him." 
He gave him a sweet smile.  "He said I can test out.  What's my next
mandatory class?" 


"You
can't test out." 


"Dude,
I'm from Sunnydale.  I worked with slayers.  What's my next mandatory
class?" 


The
teacher looked at him. "Prove it." 


He
pulled out his resurrected ID and handed it to him.  "That's my
Sunnydale driver's license.  The picture on the back is my best
friends.  If you know the world, you know them."  He looked and
groaned, then nodded.  Xander put it back into his wallet.  "So,
what's my next class?" 


"Let's
test your levels." 


"Sure,
I can do that."  He followed him up the hall of the small building
they had taken over for this academy.  He waved at the two teachers he
knew.  "I got talked into it as an extra speciality since I'm a
ballistics tech in training," he called at the opening mouths. 


One
of them jogged after him, stopping him.  "You are?" 


"I
am." 


"You
play with guns?" 


Xander
smirked.  "I'm training to be a CSI, Willow.  I play with guns,
evidence, chemicals.  All that."  He gave her the same sweet
grin.  "Kimmerl wanted to talk to Giles.  I gave him the number
out there." 


"I'll
talk with him later.  I heard he didn't think they were real," she
sighed.  "Okay, what're you doing now?" 


"Testing
out of the first class since I nearly made him pass out." 


"Yeah,
that'll work.  Any bad areas?" 


"I
have to have tutors in chem and econ, physics is pretty low for me," he
admitted.  He shrugged.  "I'm still best at hands-on, that's why
I'm a ballistics tech." 


"Good!" 
She beamed at the other teacher.  "He's my bestest buddy." 


"Who
you decided wasn't worth your trouble," he said sweetly.  "And
I'm still very pissed at you and ready to feed you my cooking."  He
walked off with the teacher.  "Sorry.  She thought I was dryer
lint a few times.  Great friends to have.  That's why I'll raise dogs
instead of date." 


The
teacher looked at him.  "That's fine."  He let him into
another classroom.  "We think he can jump ahead." 


"No
jumping," the teacher said, not looking up from his reading. 


"This
is Mr. Harris, he worked with Professor Rosenburg."  The head slowly
came up to look at them and Xander wiggled his fingers in a wave. 
"He just sent Kimmerl's ideas out the window." 


"Pity. 
That'll work.  C'mere, boy." 


"Do
I look like your slave?" Xander snorted.  "Which class are you
teaching?" 


"Demonic
biohazards.  Chemistry for demons." 


"Ewww. 
More a Fred class than mine.  I'm a ballistics tech."  He walked
in there anyway, grabbing the book that was held out. 
"Huh."  He sat down to flip through it.  "I didn't
know you could separate the two types of slime out that way.  Will it help
it come out in the wash?" 


"Nope."



"Pity. 
Anything that does?" 


"Fire."



"Fire
pretty but clothes expensive."  He looked at him.  "I had a
tutor during chem.  I'm a hands-on guy.  That's why I'm a ballistics
tech." 


"That's
fine.  You can do that." 


"Good." 
He went back to reading it, frowning at one section.  "Banishing
potions work?" 


"On
some classes," he said dryly.  "You'll have that class this
afternoon." 


"Yippee."



"Right
after magic," he finished. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Magic bad for Xander's.  Very bad for
Xander's.  Even if I can find the remote, I shouldn't.  Besides,
Willow and I don't get along that well anymore.  She had special girl
syndrome." 


"She
still does," he agreed dryly.  "We'll be testing everyone to see
who can.  Then you'll be taking necromancy lessons if you can." 


"From
her?" 


"Nope."



He
sighed in pleasure.  "Thank you."  He went back to reading
it.  "Did anyone tell Giles she's teaching magic?" 


"Nope."



Xander
pulled out his cellphone, calling out there.  "Hey, Dawn, can you
tell someone out there that I found Willow in 'Frisco. That she's teaching
magic to scientists?  Oh, and I gave someone Giles' number since it's a
demonic CSI class.  Thanks, sugar."  He hung up and went back to
reading, his phone going back into his pocket.  A few minutes later Willow
shrieked in outrage.  He looked at the door and it closed and locked
itself, then he went back to reading.  He even ignored her pounding on the
door. 


"Xander,
I'm doing good for the world!" she shrieked.  "How dare you turn
me in!  Let me in right now, Mister, before I teleport in there and kick
your hiney!"  She suddenly stopped and he sighed in pleasure. 


The
teacher looked at him.  "Take the book with you, go see Professor
Mubbins.  He's in the attic." 


"Sure. 
Once she's gone."  He looked at him. "Not like I can
teleport.  I can find the remote."   He heard boots
stomping off so he got up and went to check the hall then left.   He
walked up the main staircase, looking around the second floor practical
application classrooms.  He found the teacher in the attic napping and
coughed from the doorway.  The teacher looked over at him.  "I
got sent up here.  I'm Harris, I'm from Sunnydale, unfortunately." 


"Can
you do magic?" 


"I
can find the remote, shut a door, and if I'm really frantic use latin to set
books on fire," he said dryly, leaning in the doorway.  "The
demonic chem teacher sent me up here after I busted Rosenburg for teaching
magic."  He snickered at that.  "I better than most know
what she did before.  She's still scary.  She's still sucking up bad
magic.  I want her leashed.  Before she turns me into something again,"
he finished blandly.  "So, necromancy?" 


"Comes
in handy now and then."  He pointed at a stack of cases. 
"Pick it up, fill it tonight from the shop on the card, then appear
tomorrow." 


"Stipend?"



The
teacher snorted.  "Go rob a few graves, kid." 


"I'm
not like that, thanks anyway."  He looked at the case, then at
him.  "Your cases are smaller than the ones for field
CSI."  The teacher sat up and stared at him.  "I'm training
to be a ballistics tech with a minor in trace and field, Professor." 


"Take
the black case, fill it with the list inside, Mr. Harris.  Then report to
the second floor and tell the teacher who you are."  He nodded,
walking out with the case.  He groaned, looking up.  "At least
he's qualified," he mumbled. 


Xander
leaned into the second floor room, watching the teacher doing katas. 
"Apparently I'm skipping around my classes today." 


"You
are?" 


"Harris,
from Sunnydale.  Ballistics tech in training with a minor in field and
trace." 


"Oh,
shit." 


"Basically. 
I've already had a talk with Kimmerl because he thinks there's no demons, with
the chem teacher and gotten my book there, busted Rosenburg with Giles, and got
my kit from upstairs but I have to fill it.  Do we offer grants and things
here?  Angel's only paying for my apartment and tuition." 


"Yeah. 
Financial aid would do that.  How are you in physical brawling?" 


Xander
walked in and put things in the corner then pounced him to show what he could
do.  The guy snickered but let him go.  "Weapon's fighter. 
I like guns." 


"That'll
work," he agreed.  He backed off and bowed, Xander doing the
same.  "Good.  We can work on your limp spots and your left side
weakness." 


"I'm
missing an eye, I compensate *very* well.  I jumped into the last battle
in Sunnydale without it, that's how I learned to compensate." 


The
teacher nodded.  "Then you'll definitely do.  You want to do
this full time?" 


"Nope. 
I wanted to retire.  Professor Destra said I could do this as a specialty
on the side when needed and then teach it some day.  She pushed and shoved
me up here, even blackmailed me until I came up here, even though I wanted to
retire." 


"That'll
work.  We could use your experience," he decided.  "I'll
walk you down to financial aid, kid.  You'll probably only have a year
here." 


"I
keep hearing about partners...." 


"Yup,
you'll get your own White Lighter from the Powers." 


Xander
gave him an odd look.  "Why would I need a seer?" 


"You
know about them?" 


"After
Sunnydale I went to work with Angel." 


"Oh. 
That explains a lot." 


Xander
shook his head.  "I dated Cordelia in high school." 


The
teacher patted him on the back.  "Ever think about guys,
Xander?" 


"Yup,
but I think I'll go somewhere and raise dogs.  It's safer."  The
teacher nodded in appreciation so he grabbed his stuff and walked out with
him.  "When will I get my new schedule?" 


"Probably
tomorrow."  He walked him down to the bottom level and into financial
aid, making the woman in there smile.  "This is Xander Harris,
formerly of Sunnydale."  The woman dropped her pen. 
"Angel's only paying for his tuition and housing.  Can we work on
grants and things so he can buy his equipment?" 


"We
can do that," she agreed happily.  "Come this way please, Mr.
Harris."  He smiled at the teacher and waved then followed her to her
office.  He put things in the spare chair and sat across from her. 
"Now, what sort of expenses were you looking at?" 


"Food? 
Supplies?  Angel pays for my apartment but my car is a POS that's got to
be fixed too." 


She
nodded, settling in to look at his financial aid history.  "I see
you've been taking two grants and the rest was privately paid?" 


"I
annoy Angel.  He sent me to school so I'd be nearby if he needed me but
out of his overly gelled hair." 


She
smiled and nodded at that.  "Then we've got a few options for
you."  She called someone.  "I have Mr. Harris here, I need
to know how long he's going to be here.  Because he's already got his
chemistry book and the kit from Necromancy."  Xander nodded. 
"He came in with the PE teacher." 


"I
made Kimmerl go pale and shaky," he offered.  "I would like to
meet the other teachers to make sure that I don't need to take them too." 


She
smiled and repeated that.  Then she nodded.  "I think we can
work that out.  Thank you, sir."  She hung up and started to
type.  "Okay, what we can do, based on your financial statements, is
apply for two loans and a grant.  The loans would have to be paid back
within two years of graduating."  Xander nodded at that. 
"The grant isn't going to need to be paid back."  Xander grinned
at that.  "Now, you can't get as much as you normally would be
allowed but that's because you've already paid tuition.  However, it looks
like I can do three things more."  She looked at him. 
"There are private source loans," she said quietly. 
"They're through the bank itself, based on credit ratings, and are for up
to thirty thousand each." 


"How
much for the others?" 


"About
seven thousand all together." 


"Then
I'll leave the other ones for now." 


She
looked at him.  "Look at the list in the case, Xander," she said
gently.  He looked and hissed then shuddered.  "Exactly." 


"Then
I'll take one up on it.  Over a few years of payback, right?" 
She nodded.  "Then I could probably handle that." 


"Good." 
She typed into another screen and nodded.  "We've got that process
started."  Her computer beeped and she smiled, printing off
forms.  "I love instant answers.  Sign please?"  He
signed on the correct spots after reading.  Then the others she printed
out.  "There you go.  You should have them within a week,
Xander.  The necromancy teacher can be held off that long and you only
have him once a week probably."  She patted him on the hand. 
"There you go.  Come back here in a week and I'll have things for
you."  He nodded, gathering things and heading to his car.  He
went to get a quick lunch and come back to go to the registrar, that way he
could see what else he was going to be taking.  She smiled.  He was
such a *nice* boy. 


***



Xander
looked up as he walked into the Hyperion for his holiday break, looking at
Angel.  "I hate San Francisco.  Have I pointed this out
yet?" he asked. 


Angel
snorted.  "Get over it, Xander, it's only for two years." 


"Try
one more semester.  I'm down to the physical classes since I managed to
pass demonic chem."  Angel gave him a horrified look so he produced
the book.  "I'm also learning necromancy.  Got any reference
books around here?"  Angel gave him a horrified look with a whimper
and shook his head slowly.  "Pity.  Means I've got to spend more
of my student loan on books," he complained, heading for his room. 
"I'm going to nap.  My neighbors are noisy lesbians.  Hi, Fred,
Hi, Wes, Hi, Gunn!" he shouted as he walked, slamming his door and locking
it. 


Angel
sat down holding his head.  "What are they doing to me?" he
moaned.  "They're teaching him *necromancy*?"  He looked
up.  "Do I really need this!" he demanded. 


Fred
leaned out of the kitchen.  "Yes, you do."  She disappeared
again. 


Angel
glared at the kitchen doorway then called Cleveland.  "Giles, it's
Angel.  Can I send Xander to you now?" he asked.  His teeth
gritted together at the 'no' and the reason.  "They're teaching him
necromancy, Giles.  Yes, that class set.  No, he's back for the
holiday because he said his neighbors are noisy lesbians."  He held
his head and whimpered. "Please?  Why can't they suck it up and get
over it?  He's more than a tag along.  Really!  I'm pretty sure
we've proved that.  Can't you *make* them take him back?" 


Wesley
came out of the office, taking the phone.  "Rupert, he's distressed
because Xander is learning quite a lot.  His grades were very good, even
in demonic chemistry.  Yes, the various properties of demonic slime and
goo.   Plus some hunting techniques, necromancy, a few other demonic
classes.  Exactly.  Xander, what are you taking next semester, Rupert
wants to know." 


"Forging
and metal smithing for sword and weapon repair, chem 2, my other PE class, my
practical exam is in March, and then we're going to get partners.  Oh, and
my advanced magics and demonology classes."  His door shut again. 


Wesley
smiled.  "He's got another section of demonic chemistry, another
hunting practicals class, a weapons repair and forging class, and advanced
magics and demonology next semester, then his practical exam for graduation in
March," he said proudly.  He smiled.  "He probably could
use some reference texts, yes.  Well, Angel isn't giving him much of a
stipend.  Enough to live on, barely.  Actually, the last I heard he
ended up taking out a small loan for supplies.  They made them buy their
own magic supplies and reference texts.  Exactly.  It could,
yes.  Though I'm not sure how it would work with the investigative classes
really.  No, he'll be coming back here to do his last semesters in the CSI
program."  He smiled and nodded. 


"Exactly. 
They say great things about him.  I know his teacher was hoping that some
day he'd be teaching the subject to others, Rupert.  That would be more
than acceptable. Is Miss Rosenburg over her issues now?"  He
chuckled. "Of course not.  The girl is nothing but blind, Rupert. 
It's too bad she's not more like her mother.  I remember Joyce was very
loving and accepting of her daughter.  Good.  Of course.  He'll
be here for at least a few days.  No, he's complained a few times about
his current neighbors being noisy.  Of course we'll be here.  I'm
sure he'll appreciate the gesture and it would make a wonderful holiday
gift.  We'll be here, Rupert.  You as well."  He hung up
and looked at Angel.  "Xander, he'll be sending you some reference texts
he doesn't think he'll need," he called.  "It'll be your holiday
gift." 


"Sure,"
he called back.  "Wake me for dinner." 


"I
can do that," Wesley agreed, heading for the kitchen.  "Fred,
make sure we wake Xander for dinner, dear." 


"Sure,"
she agreed happily.  "How were his grades?" 


"Lower
than he had hoped but he said he didn't have a tutor this time." 


"So
what he went through before," she decided, nodding and going back to her
chopping.  "How was Willow?  I know he said she had been
teaching there." 


"I
heard he had turned her into Giles for doing more magic," he said with a
small smile for Gunn when he came in.  "Xander's back for the
holidays." 


"Good! 
Is he out bothering Angel again?" 


"Napping. 
He's said his neighbors are a bit noisy.  Called them a charming couple of
girls." 


"Oh,
yeah, he said they were having lesbian orgies. Forgot about that. 
Anything new?" 


"He
told Angel what he was taking and gave him a migraine." 


Gunn
snickered.  "Good for him."  He went to check on
Angel.  "You gonna die for real?" 


"No,"
he moaned, one hand covering his face where he was lying on the couch. 
"I hate him." 


"You
don't, Angel.  You really don't.  Remember, he'll be teaching the
guys who do our jobs in a few decades." 


"Only
if I don't use him as a snack." 


"If
you did, you'd have to deal with the group in Cleveland." 


"Point." 
He moved his hand to look at him.  "I should go out of town on a
case." 


"You
could take him with you." 


"No
I can't." 


"You
could.  Remember he's training to do that stuff." 


Angel
sat up suddenly and went into his office, coming out with a folder. 
"Harris!" he bellowed.  Xander came down the stairs
yawning.  "Here, up your new alley.  Go figure this one out and
solve it."  He handed over the file.  "It'll be a good
vacation." 


Xander
looked at it then nodded.  "It's not that hard."  He went
out to his car, coming back with two cases and a bag.  "Let me
change."  He walked up to his room and came down in something more
formal than jeans and a loose t-shirt, a better t-shirt and dress pants, plus
cleaner sneakers.  Angel gave him an odd look.  "Not like I can
afford to shop.  Do you know how expensive necromancy is?" he
quipped.  He went into the magic supplies to refill both cases and then he
grabbed his cellphone from the charging plug and walked out again. 
"Be back tomorrow.  Save me leftovers, Fred," he called as he
walked. 


Angel
whimpered.  He'd still be back?  Why him! 


***



Xander
walked into the station he needed, looking around.  "Hey,
Griffy?" he called when he spotted the guy he had done his field practical
hours with.  The older man gave him a horrified look so he motioned him
closer and handed over the folder.  "I got nominated for a *third*
minor," he said dryly.  "You needed this sort of help?" 


He
looked at the case then at him.  "They're doing a forensics minor in
this?" he demanded loudly.  Xander smirked and nodded. 
"Oh, damn it!"  He walked the kid off, taking him to his boss's
office.  "Did you know they're doing a forensics minor in strange
crap?" 


"Yup,
out of San Francisco," the boss said, looking around him at Xander. 
"You?" 


"I
got nominated," he said dryly.  "And then pushed by Prof
Destra."  He shrugged. "I even got to skip classes,
Dirkum."  He grinned sweetly.  "It's one of three
things.  I can tell you within a few hours and probably give it to
you." 


"I'd
rather you just made it go away after we get back the hostage." 


"If
it's two of the three, your hostage was a snack," he said bitterly. 
"The other one....  Probably a sacrifice.  But I can
check." 


"That'll
work.  What're they teaching you?"  Xander pulled a brochure out
of his pocket and handed it over.  He looked it over then at him. 
"Flakes?" 


"People
who're doing what I used to do.  I got told I could liaison, ride in to
save the day, and then go back to doing my real love, playing with guns and
explosives." 


Captain
Dirkum just nodded at that.  "Sounds like it's right up your alley,
kid.  Griffold, go get the case from Petria...." 


"Just
call Petria, I can work with her," Xander reminded him.  "She
thinks I'm a cute little kid with a tragic need for cuddles." 


"You
are," Griffold agreed, shrugging at his boss.  "You sure,
boss?" 


"I'm
sure.  At the very least we need to know."  He called Petria
into his office, giving Xander a strange look.  He handed over the
brochure.  "Who called for you anyway?" 


"Angel
wanted me out of his hair." 


"Oh,
that guy.  I heard he got six officers smooshed into a wall,"
Griffold said, rubbing over his thinning blond hair. 


Xander
looked at him.  "The officers rushed in to try to handcuff and subdue
the eleven foot, sex starved, forward guard demon who was going to set up a
nest so the others of his kind could come screw, lay eggs, nibble on people,
and then move on after they had destroyed the city's population.  We did
yell, they didn't listen."  He looked at Petria when she came
in.  "Hi," he said brightly. 


"What
do they teach you?" 


"Demonology,
how to tell demons through chemistry, hunting skills I mostly already
had.  Necromancy," he admitted dryly, shrugging a bit.  "Fun
stuff." 


"Necromancy?"



"You'd
be surprised how often we see it."  He waved a hand.  "Show
me what you have so I can narrow it down.  Then we'll see if it's a people
eater or a people sacrificer." 


"Boss?"



"Let
him try.  It can only help.  He was good in his field hours." 


"Fine,
Xander.  Come on."  She led him back to where she was working,
letting him have everything.  The first thing he did was go to his car to
grab a case and a book, bringing them both back.  He took a few small
samples and started running chemical tests, checking it against a big chart he
had stuffed in the book.  "New studies?" 


"Before
I figured out what they were by sight or trial and error of killing it. 
Or Giles told me and then I went to kill it," he admitted, looking at her
with a smile.   "The next one will either explode, fizz, or do
nothing."  She pointed at the corner and he went to do it over there,
watching as it spewed then fizzed.  He checked the chart and frowned, then
to another page in the book, then he grinned.  "Hey, it's not even
supposed to be on this plane.  I'm impressed.  Someone called it here
to sacrifice her.  Good news is that it can't happen until the new
moon."  He closed the book and grabbed a few things out of his case,
following her out to the car.  "Don't touch my stuff," he told
Griffold.  "You won't like that case."  He got into the
passenger's seat when they got there.  "Let's start at the
scene.  The thing's only four feet high and it's got very limited magic to
float someone.  So it'll be close by but underground.  It needs rocks
around it to recharge." 


"Okay,"
she decided, starting the car and heading that way.  She drove them to the
scene and let him have it first, watching him pull a small vial out of his
pocket and watch it fizz.  Then he followed it, dropping a drop every few
feet.  "What's that?" 


"Holy
water."  He grinned at her.  "Some movies were
right."  He kept going, having to search to find the trail when he
lost it.  He found it and led her down to a basement, then searched around
with the flashlight until he found the entry way.  "Think you can
crawl?" 


"I
can if you can." 


"That's
why I wash, baby," he quipped, making her laugh.  They crawled
through the opening and hit a wall.  He walked them back out and found the
other one.  "Sorry, air hole."  He got down and into it,
leading the way.  He came out in an underground cavern and snapped on his
flashlight, looking around.  "Huh."  He slid out of the
hole, landing on the ground, turning to help her down.  He pointed. 
"Voila, victim.  What about the demon?" 


"I
don't care!"  She came over to check the victim, undoing her
properly.  "Can we get her back up there?" 


"Got
rope?"  She nodded, pulling some out of her pocket.  "Then
climb back up there and drag the end after we make a harness."  She
did that and he steadied the unconscious woman until the give ran out, then he
hefted her up and let her drag her back through the tunnel.  He turned and
found a growling pair of demons.  "Eww, did you clone yourself?"
he said, looking disgusted.  "And gee, are you mutants?  You're
supposed to be taller."  The demons rushed him and he kicked one then
smacked the other one into the wall.  He pulled another vial out of his
pocket and snapped it open, tossing it onto them when they regrouped. 
"See, and I *knew* banishing potions wouldn't work!  Such a
myth!"  He pulled a long knife off his back and cut their heads off
when they rushed again, then shook the goo off and crawled back out, trying to
get it off his shirt.  "I need more clothes," he complained when
he came out.  "Got a bit of lighter fluid so I can burn the blade
clean?" he asked, ignoring the paramedics. 


"Nope,
not here.  Back at the office." 


"Thanks." 
He looked at the paramedics.  He looked at the victim and pointed. 
"That goo there is what's keeping her down.  Clean it off, give her
fluids, get her baptized if she's Christian or something similar if she's
not," he said slowly and clearly.  "Then expect her blood
pressure to wobble, a lot.  It does that.  Got it?"  They
gave him a look so he wiped some of the goo off his shirt.  "That's
their spit, junior."  They loaded her and took her off. 
"Watch out for her blood pressure," he called before the door
closed.  He shrugged and got into the car, letting her drive him back to
the office.  She found someone to burn the blade clean for him and he went
to change shirts in the changing room.  Then he came out to work on a
report for her and his teachers.  He handed her a copy, gathered
everything up, then winked and went to get his blade back.  He hugged
Griffold one-armed around the neck.  "Good seeing you again. 
After I do this minor I go back to my real education," he said
dryly.  "For tonight I'm going to go find a ho.  Call me if you
need me.  Not like my number changed."  He headed to his car,
going to check into a cheap motel that had hookers working around it.  He
needed to get laid.  It was time for a celebration.  It had been a
while too.   His last one had turned serial killer so he had been
abstinent for good reason. 


***



Xander
walked in his first day back, handing his teacher the reports he had written
over break. 


"Xander?"
his chemistry teacher called, waving the small stack.  "What are
these?" 


"Angel
decided he wanted to goof off this holiday," he called as he walked. 
"So I got some field practice."  He shrugged at the other
teacher, handing her a copy too.  "Yours, m'lady, since it's in your
areas."  He went up to the practical classroom, finding the cleaning
solution up there so he could get down to work on his leather cudgel. 
"Angel didn't have leather cleaner," he said when the teacher came
in.  "He got lazy over the holidays." 


"I
see.  What did you do?" 


"Saved
a sacrificial victim or three, stopped a small vampire uprising, saved two
cops' lives using regular skills by disarming the bomb my admirer was using to
try to lure me to her.  The little things that made my holiday nap
worthy," he quipped.  He finished cleaning it and wiped it off, then
put it on the windowsill and opened the window a crack.  "There, I'll
let that dry."  He turned to look at the teacher, crossing his arms
over his chest while he leaned on the wall.  "So, what am I doing
this semester?" 


"About
what you did last semester until your practical test."  The other two
advanced students walked in and he nodded at them.  "We'll be
starting in here this semester.  Xander, you'll need to use the locker
room for a shower probably." 


"It
happens.  I did it after swim practice too," he said, shrugging a
bit.  He nodded at the female student.  "How's Cleveland?" 


"Sucky
and depressing while being surrounded by bitches," she said bluntly. 
"How was LA?" 


"Angel
got lazy and sent me to do his job." 


"Ehhh. 
He tried to get them to bring you home." 


"Cleveland
will never be home.  The two main bitches think I'm helpless, weak, and
incapable of wiping my own ass." 


"I
got many versions of that lecture.  When they found out I'm taking this
with you they all demanded that I make you sit in the corner and watch because
you were so helpless." 


Xander
snorted.  "Like guns?  You can go back to UCLA with me." 


"No
thanks.  Not my thing, Xander."  She looked at the other
student, who was a cocky brat of a young man.  "How was your
holiday?" 


"Fine,"
he said, glaring at Xander.  "You're showing off." 


"No,"
he said slowly, staring him down.  "I gave the reports I did to the
teachers so they could see what I had done and check to see how I had
done.  Remember, I'm going to be a *real* CSI.  I'll be a lab tech
but yeah."  He looked at the teacher.  "When do we get our
partners?" 


"After
you pass." 


"That'll
work." 


"What? 
Think you can skip that too?" the male student sneered. 


"Can
I just take him to Alvarez, Mexico for our test?  We should be able to get
out of the city for ours since we're ahead.  I'll even promise not to have
him eaten."  The teacher snickered but shook his head.  "It
would prove we could do what we needed to do and they are having a sacrificial
cult case," he pointed out. 


"They
are," he agreed.  "One of the teachers went down there over the
holidays."  He looked at the other two.  "I like the idea
of going out of the city for your practicals.  We'll see what we can pull
up, kids.  Now, let's see what you learned and forgot over the
break."  They came over to face him and then Xander pounced the true
slayer in the group while the other guy tried the teacher.  Xander winked
at the girl and shoved her at him, letting her take him on while he looked at
the teacher.  "Slayers are like that," he said dryly.  She
laughed and got him down, handcuffing him then walking over him.  He
pulled her over and kissed her, making her moan.  "Good girl,"
he praised, grinning at her.  "Nearly as good as Faith
did."  She snorted but smacked him on the arm lightly before going off
again.  He looked at the teacher.  "So, what am I doing this
semester?  More compensation work?" 


"Yup,
you need it, Xander.  C'mere."  Xander sighed but pounced him
and they got to work on his liabilities. 


***



Xander
drug his fellow student into the school that March, all the way up to the physical
education classroom.  He dumped him on the floor then walked over
him.  "He's an idiot.  He jumped in without thinking or
investigating.  He was right with what he thought but he didn't stop to
think about why or who or how and he nearly got the hostages killed.  Then
again, we did solve it and I did get the hostages out of there while he got to
thump his chest and beat the human cult up."  He shrugged at the
teacher.  "So, the teacher you sent with us is napping in the back of
the car.  He wanted me to do the same thing the idiot did, even though I
pointed out I was going to *investigate* and that I was in *forensics* for a
career.  So he'll probably say I was a coward.  Again." 


"I
know you two don't get along, Xander.  We had another watcher.  Did
they get arrested?" 


"Yup. 
I gave the PD down there enough evidence to keep all but one of them for
capitol murder and that one they'll get if they get someone to roll over. 
I went over the case in detail with the detectives down there.  I told
them which ones I would try to break first.  I also pointed out the one
they didn't have direct evidence on was in the hospital thanks to jumpy boy
there.  We managed to save their last four victims.  The fifth was
working herself into an asthma attack and the paramedics didn't get there soon
enough, she went off too far and CPR didn't bring her back."  The
body on the floor groaned.  "He decided to sneer in the car so I
knocked him out.  I didn't want to listen to his shit today." 


"I
can see why.  Did you do a report?"  Xander handed over a
CD.  "Thank you.  His?" 


Xander
snorted.   "His report's going to be pretty short.  The
local lab had it narrowed down to three spots, he picked one and rushed
in.  It didn't work so he went to the next one and rushed in.  I got
there ten minutes later because I had been in the lab doing the work, and then
I saved the hostages while he got into a pointless fist fight instead of
gassing them or something equally good and nice or legal.  They said
they'd ignore him and his actions." 


"I
understand why he did it.  Sometimes testosterone is a great
thing."  He nudged the other student with a foot.  "Do you
have a report?" 


"No,"
he moaned.  "Should I write one?" 


"Yeah,"
he said patiently.  "Go do that and wake up the teacher while you're
gone."  He nodded, glaring at Xander.  "He's in
forensics.  He did what he was supposed to do.  He's not a slayer and
we do remember how she died?"  He groaned but went to wake up the
teacher and write his own report in the computer lab.  He looked at
him.  "Anything demonic?" 


"Praying
to one," he said, leaning on the windowsill again.  "Nothing
more than that.  The demon they were praying to was a wish-giver. 
They wanted immortality.  I broke the altar to release the portion they
had managed to trap.  It's in the report, teach."  He nodded,
going to his office to read it.  Xander settled in to clean the
weapons.  It was soothing for him to do that.  The teacher that had
went with them walked in.  "He's writing his report.  I already
handed in mine."  He looked up at the continued oppressive
silence.  He snorted.  "I've seen vampires who did that better,
dude.  Minions even.  I'm a CSI in training," he said
dryly.  "I'm supposed to look at the evidence, not rush in like some
comic book superhero.  I'm too old to be a superhero.  I'm
twenty-seven, not twenty-one.  I may look good in spandex, but I've got
brains.  I also made sure they were going to jail for what they did. 
All but one and they only needed someone to name him to keep him.  This is
my *job*," he said when he continued to stay silent. 


"It
is," the PE teacher agreed when he came back in.  "I called,
they're more than willing to write you a reference, Xander." 


"Thank
you.  I've got to finish my studies at UCLA then I'll have an
internship.  I wouldn't mind one for that."  That got a smile
and a nod.  "Thanks, teach.  Did I pass?" 


"Yup. 
You know you're not Blade.  You know what you're doing.  You can
figure it out when you're not sure.  The only thing holding you back is
your chemistry and necromancy grade." 


Xander
stood up, dusting himself off. "Then ask the Powers for my partner to be
someone who's good in chem and potions," he noted dryly.  He got a
shocked look.  "They're not all people who had simple jobs.  I'm
sure there's at least one scientist among their applicant pool." 


"There
probably is.  We'll be making prayers tonight." 


"Can
I make my own?  The Powers like to screw those of us from Sunnydale and
I'd rather not end up with someone I can't stand." 


"You
can be there when we do," the other teacher decided.  He looked at
Xander.  "Some day you'll be teaching here." 


Xander
gave him a cool look.  "You'd better hope it's not for years
yet.  I want to be a ballistics tech.  I'll do this on the side when
necessary but really!"  He looked at his more favored teacher. 
"When?" 


"Ten. 
Altar room.  Wear stuff to work with.  Go home and start thinking
about it so the prayers get to them with qualifications."  Xander
nodded before cleaning up his stuff and heading out.  He looked at the
other teacher.  "How was he?" 


"He
was thoughtful, a bit slow, but he didn't jump in.  He didn't act like a
stupid person in spandex.  He did it forensically and showed the lab there
a few things.  He'll make a great CSI somewhere."  That got a
nod.  "His partner's going to have one hell of a battle
however." 


"It
happens," he reminded him.  "Your own hates you most of the
time." 


"True." 
He went to check on the other student, finding him staring at the monitor. 
"Done yet?" 


"I'm
not sure how to write this up, sir."  He looked at him.  He
pulled up a report Xander had written for a class, letting him see the
style.  "He writes what?"  He read it more clearly then
nodded and went back to his own.  "Will I have to do this
often?" 


"Depends
on the department you end up working with, son."  He patted him on
the back and went to prepare himself for his own prayers. 


***



Xander
looked at the three cloaked figures then at the teachers.  "Okay, I'm
going to jump in here.  The mystic has very little tolerance for me
sometimes and I'm not thrilled with it either usually.  I'm a CSI in
training, a ballistics lab tech with a minor in trace and field.  I suck
at chem sometimes, I can do it for work things but there's still times I need
to look at the reference books.  I'm hoping whoever gets me has a bit of
skills in that area to compliment my own and they're prepared for me to work
some really long hours.  Being a CSI can be like that.  I'll try to
stay in the lab most of the time but I do want to go into the field now and
then." 


"So,
a one-eyed ballistics tech with a lot of battle experience or a warrior who
wants to jump in," a male voice said dryly.  "What
choices." 


"Hey,
we almost had a slayer but she died three weeks ago from having sex with the
wrong person," Xander said dryly.  "I got her killer too. 
You should also know I have a good handle on the serial and psycho stuff. 
I draw them.   Often.  Them and people who want to pay my
butt.  Also, I do not cook."  The teachers gagged. 
"They can tell you I don't cook.  They tried.  One teacher
declared it a poison that could kill two classes of demons.  So either
live on take out or you can learn, whatever, because I live on take out and ramen
noodles." 


The
three figures looked up the ceiling.  "He has one," one said. 


"Thank
you.  The other one?" 


The
middle figure stepped forward.  "I'll take on the young warrior and
teach him caution and patience.  It'll be a hard job but it's a good
one." 


The
other student bowed.  "Thank you for your help.  I hope we can
work together."  She punched him on the side of the head, knocking
him down. 


"He
doesn't always need it," Xander said, glaring at her.  "Don't
make me save him; he'll get pissed at me.  Again." 


The
figure laughed and backed off, letting the one on the right go baby him and
walk him off.  "We'll work on it and figure out how to work
together," she soothed. 


A
new figure appeared in a white toga.  "This is not my fashion
statement of choice!" he yelled, glaring his dark eyes at the
ceiling.  "Do you mind!" 


"Well,
it could've been a lot shorter toga," Xander offered dryly, waving when
the guy glared at him.  "Hi.  Xander Harris, future ballistics
tech." 


"Oh,
no.  That'll intersect in my old life," he complained, looking up
again.  "Don't torture them that way!  They don't deserve
that!" 


Xander
coughed.  "It might help them.  Then again, I don't know your
friends.  Did yours like you?"  The guy gave him an odd look but
nodded.  "Better than mine then."  He shrugged. 
"You can talk to me if you want, then turn it down.  They get a bit
cranky when you don't go along with their plans.  They're still mad at
Willow for trying to end the world in grief." 


The
guy blinked at him.  "Huh?" he asked finally.  He got a
head-splitting headache and grabbed it, letting the kid sit him down and start
to work on his shoulders.  He blinked at him.  "They hate
you.  You know that, right?" 


"Yup. 
Have."  He kept going.  "That's why I came to ask on my
own, so no one deadly would be given to me.  Otherwise I'd get someone
like Jack from Profiler." 


The
guy patted him on the hands.  "Let go, Xander."  Xander
backed off.  He looked at him. "You want to be a ballistics
tech?"  Xander nodded.  "Are you sure?" 


"I've
already all but completed my studies.  I've got to go back for my last
semester and then my internship.  I've got a minor in trace and field
stuff." 


"So
I get a one-eyed gun freak for a partner?  A CSI when I used to be
one?" he asked quietly. 


"Can
you explain quantum mechanics to me?" he asked, looking a bit
confused.  "Even the tutor didn't help." 


"Sure,
I can do that," he said, patting him again.  "Can we go get me
jeans and underwear?  Commando is fine but the toga's got to go." 


"You
can borrow some of mine until we can go shopping for you," he offered with
a grin, helping him up.  "So, wanna talk so you can make sure you can
put up with me?" 


"I
already saw most of your life and if you go near that blonde twat again I'm
going to beat her." 


"Okay,"
he said with a manic grin.  "Did they tell you why I draw people in
the clubs?" 


"Nope. 
I saw it happen but I don't know why."  He looked at the
teacher.  "What am I supposed to do all day while he's working?"



"Go
back to school?" he offered, then shrugged.  "Become a
librarian?" 


"Um,
no.  I love books but it's a passive love."  He looked at
Xander.  "What about you?" 


He
shrugged.  "I'm thinking about how to get you documents and all that
stuff so you don't have to rely on me.  Internship paychecks are usually
only about two grand a month." 


"I
remember.  Sure, we can figure that out.  You need me.  I have
common sense." 


Xander
shrugged again.  "If you say so.  Like dogs?" 


"I
like dogs.  Dogs are better than your last girlfriend or the whore you
picked up who's now trying to find out who you are so she can stalk
you."  He patted him on the back.  "Let's go.  I need
a shower and clothes."  Xander nodded, leading him out. 
"You sure you want to be a CSI?  Lab or field is a lot of long hours
and a lot of frustration now and then." 


"I
know.  I've already done my in-school internship, plus all my practical
hours.  I have to do three ballistics classes then I'm done." 


"Can
you stretch it for an extra semester?  Most internships start in June
instead of January and you'll be without anything to do for that time." 


"I
can do that.  I think."  He shrugged. "We'll figure it out
and I've taken out a few loans here to pay for supplies." 


"Will
you get in trouble?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "I paid off two of them.  Including buying a few
new shirts." 


"That
clubbing stuff," he said wisely. 


"Yup. 
Might as well use it since I can't seem to make them stop." 


"Point." 
He followed him out to his car and looked at it then at him.  "This
will need changed sometime soon." 


"After
the last loan is paid off...  What's your name?" 


"Speed. 
Tim Speedle my last life but I went by Speed," he said quietly. 


Xander
swallowed then walked around to hug him.  "Welcome back,
brother."  He went back around to drive. 


Speed
got in and looked at him.  "I probably can't go back to the
lab." 


"I
won't look in Miami for an internship." 


"Thanks." 
He watched the city flow past.  "We'll be doing the demonic stuff on
the side?" 


"Yup. 
I wanted to retire from that stuff but my professor said I had to keep going
now and then to save others."  He pulled into his parking lot. 
"The blue building.  There's no parking closer." 


"That's
fine, I can run."  Xander reached into the back seat and got him a
trench coat.  "Even better.  Thanks, kid." 


"Welcome,
Speed."  He got out and they headed inside, him opening the door and
letting him into the apartment.  "Sorry it's so tiny.  Angel
pays for it." 


"It's
fine, kid.  You're in school.  It's nicer than a dorm."  He
gave him a look.  "Clothes?  Shower?" 


"Shower's
on the other side of the kitchen and clothes are in the kitchen in the
basket.  I did laundry earlier." 


"Thanks." 
He looked in the basket, finding a pair of boxers and a pair of jeans, plus a
band t-shirt that wasn't too hideous.  He went to take a shower, smiling
at the girly shampoo and body gels in there.  The Powers hadn't been
kidding.  The guy had been warped very far to the girl side of the
spectrum. Nearly all the way to girly guy.  He'd have to help him with
that too.  That and clothes.  Because there were some hideous shirts
in that basket - even before the demon ooze and goo had gotten them.  He
got the shower just right and got in, sighing in pleasure.  He had missed
his showers while he was dead.  He came out twenty minutes later with the
towel over his head and Xander watching comedy shows on tv.  He flopped
down next to him, blinking when the boy cuddled.  "I'm not sure
that's in the handbook," he said quietly.  Xander yawned but didn't
move so he looked down, realizing he was asleep.  "Huh," he said
quietly, grabbing the blanket off the back of the sofa to cover him up. 
He carefully wiggled the remote out of his hand and changed the channel, nearly
waking the boy, but he stayed asleep.  "Long day?" he asked
quietly.  Xander snuffled and slid down to rest on his thigh, covering
himself completely.  "That's fine, you can do that this time. 
Then we'll work on personal issues together, see where we can
compromise."  He found what he wanted on the Discovery channel and
settled in to watch it.  Another thing he had missed while dead.  He
really would have to put off being dead again for a while. 


***



Xander
walked back into his main advisor's office, dropping his certificate on her
desk.  "Happy now?" 


"How's
your partner?" 


"He
said I can't talk about him with you because you probably knew who he was in
his past life." 


"Like
a friend?" 


"No,
like he used to work in a lab," he said dryly. 


"Oh,
that makes sense for you.  How was it?" 


"Strange." 
He gave her a look.  "I'm still going to be a ballistics tech, just
one who gets bothered by crap now and then.  Anything else?  And by
the way, do we like me stretching things out until normal graduation?" 


"I
do and two of the classes you need aren't offered until the spring semester
anyway, Xander," she said patiently. 


"Good,
then figure out what the hell I'm taking," he complained, handing over the
class catalog. 


"You
could do one on cults."  He gave her a look. 
"Officially." 


He
groaned.  "I don't wanna," he whined.   "Not my
thing, Prof." 


"I
know, Xander.  That's fine, we'll figure it out.  How about a few
hours of doing a research project?"  He looked iffy on that. 
"You could work on some stunning ballistics examples...." she
started.  He rolled his eyes so she grabbed a magazine off her desk and
handed it over.  "Prove 'em wrong, Xander.  That'll be ten of
your hours if you want." 


Xander
looked at the folded over article then at her.  "Is it wrong?" 
She nodded.  "I can prove it?" 


"You
can and probably have in the past as a practical matter." 


"Okay
but I've got to apply for more financial aid this time."  She gave
him a look. "Angel's stingy and I'm supporting us both now.  Partners
are more expensive than puppy dogs." 


"You
know where that office is?" 


"Yeah."



"Then
go for it.  Tell them you're on your last year, get all that you can,
including loans, because remember, you'll have to move for a year and then move
again on a crappy salary."  He nodded, going to talk to them,
bringing the magazine with him.  He came back and handed over a class
signup form, letting her fill it out for him and sign it.  Then she made
shooing motions.  He grinned and walked out, going to register and then
beg the nice financial aid ladies for money.  Then he'd go talk to Angel
about paying him directly this time instead since he did have to take care of
Speed too.  He probably understood what it took to take care of a White
Lighter of your own...or at least Cordy should've already broken him in on that
issue. 


***



Speed
looked around as he walked into the law firm.  Then smirked at the
receptionist.  "Is Angel in?" 


"Do
you have an appointment, sir?" 


"I'm
Xander Harris' partner.  He'll see me." 


She
called up there then looked at him.  "He said he didn't know he was
dating." 


Speed
smirked and nodded.  "Of course not.  Angel, now," he
ordered close enough for him to hear him.  He heard the pained grunt and
she buzzed him onto the elevator.  "Thanks," he called right before
the doors closed.  He walked into the senior office, noticing most of them
were there.  "Yes, I got assigned to Xander.  I'm Tim Speedle,
formerly from Miami's Felony Lab."  They all gaped and he
nodded.  "Yeah, I'm where Xander will be some year.  What a
shock it was to be pulled back too." 


Angel
spluttered then glared at him.  "Prove it." 


Speed
gave him a look then he smirked evilly.  "Well, let's see.  I
saw most of his past.  I know what happened when you rescued him from
Faith, Angel."  He went paler.  "Are we good
now?"  The vampire nodded so the others agreed. 
"Good.  Then we should talk about protecting the boy." 


"Isn't
that your job?" Gunn asked. 


"Not
that way.  In the next year, Xander's going to have to move at least
once.  He'll graduate then go to an internship for a year and then
probably have to move again.  That means he's got to move all his weapons
and books that way, plus him and me."  They all nodded at that. 
"That also means he's going to have to do a bit of clothes shopping and
other things.  Are you going to need him for the upcoming
problem?"  They all looked stunned.  "Duh, people, I'm his
White Lighter," he said sarcastically.  "Of *course* I
know." 


Fred
raised a hand slowly.  "I can help Xander look a bit better." 


"Fred,
sweetie, no offense, but he's got to ride the line between dress clothes and
comfortable clothes for the lab," he said gently.  She smiled and
nodded.  "We'll let you help where we can."  She beamed and
nodded faster.  "No, Wesley, he can't wear leather or tweed." 


"I
doubt he'd want to." 


"You'd
be surprised on the leather issue.  Especially with the new certificate he
just received."  He looked at Angel.  "Not to be rude, but
do the Powers have any idea what I'm supposed to be doing in this new life
while he's at work?  If I go back to the lab, my former friends are going
to be pissed as hell." 


Angel
shrugged and looked at Fred.  "I haven't heard anything, have
you?" 


"Yup. 
Not from them but Xander asked the same question.  He said something about
his wardrobe being sorted into ugly trash bags?" 


"That's
the only thing that fit some of his shirts.  I used to be grunge, but
really."  They all smirked.  "I'm working on it with him,
guys, but I do need to know if I'm supposed to be working and able to support
myself or not.  'Cause he's going to be making shit wages for at least two
years.  During which time we'll have to move at least twice." 


Angel
nodded slowly.  "I can see my way fit to suddenly find something that
he can use for cash," he offered. 


"That
could help but I need to know if I can work or not." 


"I
can take you to the Oracles so you can ask," Angel offered. 
"Don't you have a connection?" 


"No. 
Not yet.  No visions other than his past.  I don't think he's going
to need me to have visions.  I think he's going to need me as a voice of
common sense and caution now and then." 


"That
might help, yeah," Gunn agreed.  "The boy's a bit wild in the
clubs." 


"That's
just one problem.  By the way, anyone stop the ho he slept with over the
holidays?"  Fred squeaked.  "Not like he's going to go for
a real thing after the last one, Fred."  He looked at Wes. 
"Can you check into that?" 


"I
can and will."  He made a note.  "Do we know her
name?"  Speed handed over the note from his pocket.  "I'll
call around tonight, Speed." 


"Thanks,
man.  She worries me."  He looked at Angel.  "When can
we go talk to the glowy pains in my ass?" 


"Head,"
Fred corrected. "They give headaches." 


He
looked at her and shook his head.  "No they haven't.  They gave
me Xander, who cuddles.  Who has some serious issues thanks to the girls
in his life."  They all laughed at that.  "Figured you had
seen it.  Okay, when?"  Angel got up and he waved then followed
him out and down into the tunnels under the building, ending up a few blocks
away under an old post office.  They walked through the portal and he
looked at the two glowy figures.  "Yo, can I maybe have a short
instruction manual on the care and feeding of Xander and being a White
Lighter?"  They looked shocked, one went to horrified. 
"Yeah, me, people.  Am I allowed to work?  Do I get to tell the
former friends that I'm back?  How much do I have to guide him?  Am I
getting visions?  Am I going to make him take care of us both
financially?  Do I get a say in where he goes for his internship? 
Gotta know these things and you never clarified anything for me."  He
moved closer and the female figure backed off.  "Not like I'm
violent.  That's Xander."  He looked at the male. 
"Let's start with the easy things.  Am I working?"  He
shrugged.  "Can I work?"  He nodded.  "Do I tell
my former friends and relatives?" 


"Will
they understand?" she asked. 


"Depends
on which one but Xander could do a lot in Miami."  He looked at
them.  "Is he expected to make enough to afford things for both of
us?"  They shook their heads.  "So I am allowed to
work?"  They nodded.  "Can I go back to the
labs?"  They shrugged.  He sighed.  "Okay, let's move
on.  Am I going to be getting visions for him?" 


"No,
he will do what is necessary.  His field will make them come to him,"
the male figure said, smiling because he had an answer.  This one was as
strange and offputting as his partner was. 


"Good. 
That's one thing.   How close am I supposed to be?  Am I supposed
to be buddy close, best friend close?  Lover close?  Do I get to fix
his girl-given problems?" 


Angel
coughed.  "Please," he begged.  "Before he warps
others into calling sports funny names."  The Powers looked at him
and he shrugged.  "He creeps me out," he defended. 


Speed
looked at him then back at them. "Good thing you didn't make him Xander's
White Lighter.  Huh?"  They both shuddered.  "Do I
have any restrictions with Xander?" 


"None. 
You are there to aid him in what must be done," the female figure said. 


"The
world must continue and bad things must not be taken lightly by those who do
not know," the male agreed. 


"Uh-huh. 
Is Miami forbidden to us?"  They shook their heads. "Anywhere
that is?"  They shook their heads again, looking amused. 
"So, if I put him in a little gold toga and bent him over the furniture
every day at ten in the morning, that'd be fine with you guys?" 


"That
would be amusing for many but you would end up as his others have if you were
not careful," she warned. 


"Great. 
What does draw them to him?" 


"We
showed you that." 


"Huh. 
Okay, I can figure that part out," he decided.  "Can it be
countered by anything?"  They shook their heads.  "Fine,
I'll deal with it.  It'll be a nice addition to the family income. 
Can he have kids?" 


"He
had himself fixed," Angel said grimly. 


"A
good thing with his past," Speed decided.  "Am I missing any
important points?"  They both looked amused.  "If you don't
tell me, I won't know and then you'll lose him, possibly to the same sort that
he draws." 


"He
will survive.  The boy is like that," she pointed out. 
"You are there to caution him and act as what he lacks." 


"Sure,
I can do that.  Thank you for the few minutes.  Wanna give a donation
to our household accounts?"  They looked at each other then at
him.  "Someone's got to earn enough to pay for the apartment and
those things, things like food.  We don't want him to count on getting
paid in the clubs.  That makes him a whore." 


"I'll
make sure your rent's paid this year," Angel promised.  "Plus
reasonable expenses.  I'm not paying to restock his necromancy kit." 


"That'll
work," Speed agreed.  The Oracles nodded and they found themselves
back in the tunnel.  He checked his watch and pulled out his phone.
"I've been with the Powers, relax."  He hung up and looked at
Angel.  "Okay, what else are we working out between us?  Because
you creep me out with the way you want Xander for your own." 


"That's
my bad side." 


"Which
is why I'd like to take him away from this area.  That way there's no
temptation if you slip your soul and he's farther away from any connection to
those who hate him." 


"They
don't." 


"They
do, Angel.  I saw all of it.  Just like I was standing there with you
guys."  He gave him a pointed look.  The vampire shuddered and
backed off.  "Good.  Now that we have that settled are you going
to need him this upcoming battle?" 


"If
so I'll call early on in it." 


"Good,
no more missing tests for those things.  It's lowering his grades and his
grades will get him into the better internships so he doesn't get stuck in
South Dakota or somewhere equally as glum and without dating potential." 


"You're
going to let him date?" 


"I'm
not sure if I'm ready to ride his ass into unconsciousness every night or not
yet," he said dryly, walking off.  "This way?" 


"Yeah,
that way will lead to the surface.  Is it after dark?" 


"Nearly
seven." 


"I'll
chance it."  He followed him up then decided it was still too bright
so he headed back down to the tunnels and back to his office while Speed went
to Xander's apartment.  Fortunately Xander didn't want to live at the
Hyperion.  He had a lot to think about and not having the boy far away
from there would make it a lot easier. 


***



Speed
walked in and found Xander eating mexican food, rolling his eyes. 
"Want me to cook dinner?" 


"If
you want.  I'm satisfied."  He ate another bite but Speed took
it away and put it in the refrigerator on him. "Hey!" 


"Tough. 
You need to eat real food, Xander." 


"I
didn't know you were supposed to be my Mom too." 


"Voice
of reason stuff," he complained.  "You can't live on take
out." 


"I
have for twenty-seven years." 


Speed
looked at him.  "You can't anymore." 


"I
think we both know what'll happen if I try to cook," he said
sarcastically. 


"Yup." 
Speed held in a shudder.  He had seen that too.  He pulled out some
basics that he had bought and got to work making a simple dinner, eggs and
bacon with toast.  "How did sign-ups go?" 


"Good. 
They can do financial aid this semester and next.  How was Angel?" 


"Pissy,
the usual.  He did say he'd start paying your bills to you
instead."  That got a small smile.  "I talked with the
Powers for a bit, clarifying some things.  I shouldn't have too many
visions.  You won't have to worry about excluding an area for your
internship." 


"Do
you want to go to Miami?" 


"I
think Calleigh would calm you down and Alexx would mother you to death, plus
you'd kick Eric in the ass," he admitted.  "Or Horatio, either
one could use it."  A thought hit his mind and he finished up his current
task so he could write out a note.  He handed it to Xander. 
"Here, copy that and I'll give you the address to send it to later." 


"Sure." 
He got to work on copying the note in his better handwriting, that way it was
readable.  "I'm on for some project and research hours this
semester.  Two of the three I need aren't offered until spring." 


"Good,
it'll counteract some of your lower grades."  He flipped the eggs and
started to plate things, then decided he really needed to wash the
plates.  They were dusty.  He cleaned them off, getting them nice and
dry before putting the food onto them.  He brought out the plates and sat
down next to his buddy.  "Here, eat real food."  Xander
took his and let him see the letter.  "That wording will work
too.  Send it to H at the lab please?  Address is in my phone
book."  Xander got up to get it and find a stamp, then put it in the
outgoing mail.  Really, Horatio needed a swift kick sometimes. 
Xander came back to sit down beside him and eat his own dinner.  "Do
you want to go somewhere warm with sand or maybe New York?" 


"New
York's got a lot of paranormal activity.  They'd only let me do that stuff
and I want to be a ballistics tech."  He glanced at him. 
"You've worked with a few labs." 


"I
have.  Mac Taylor is a perfectionist and very nit-picky about
things.  He's a former Marine too.  So he's very straight and
narrow.  He might not like your other degree.  Las Vegas has a good
lab.  Or there's some nice Federal labs."  Xander
shuddered.  "I know, they've had some credibility issues over the
last ten years.  Miami is a nice lab but I'm not sure it'd be safe for me
to be there."  He ate a bite and thought.  "I'd like to see
them again.  I need to kick Eric's butt again.  I wonder who sold my
bike." 


"Probably
your parents if they're living." 


"Probably,"
he agreed, sighing a bit before eating another bite of dinner.  "Any
labs you don't want?" 


"I
want somewhere I'm not going to be bored.  I want somewhere I have cases
but I'm not swamped so much all the time that I'm always exhausted." 


"That's
part of being an intern, the shorter hours."  Xander snorted at that
and stuffed his mouth again.  "Good point, you'll jump in there
too."  He finished his dinner, putting the plate down on the floor
next to him.  Xander finished his and tried to cuddle.  "Xander,
are you really ready to sleep with me?" 


"No,"
he said hesitantly.  "Why?" 


"Because
you're cuddling like a girl, Xander.  Girls cuddle when they want
sex." 


"I'm
not a girl and I'm touch deprived.  Even the school's shrink said
so." 


He
gave him a short hug and that was good enough for the boy.  He'd have to
work on that with him too.  Either that or he'd end up being an extra
scruffy teddy bear.  "What's your project on?"  Xander got
up to get the journal and hand it over, curling up next to him again while he
read.  "This is pretty easy to prove." 


"Yeah
but for a student even easy is good." 


"Easy
is great," he agreed.  "We'll see what we can work out." 


"I'm
pretty good at research and this is physical testing." 


"True. 
Want to do one in Trace too?" 


"I
could but would I have the time and all the stuff I need?" 


"Yup. 
I was working on something and you can finish it for me."  Xander
beamed at him.  "I wasn't even a quarter of the way done,
Xander.  I was too tired.  Enjoy the shorter intern hours,
really."  He gave him a pat.  "Go get some paper and we'll
outline how to start."  Xander bounced around to get what he'd need
and they settled in to talk experiments and methodology of testing.  It
was good they understood each other. 


***



Speed,
ever the sneaky one, decided that someone in Miami should hear about his
mentoring case.  That's how he was considering him at the moment.  An
extra cuddly, fluffy, semi-violent, sexually frustrated mentoring case. 
So he mailed both final reports to Horatio along with a grade summary and a
nicely typed letter - because Horatio would recognize his handwriting - asking
about upcoming internship positions in ballistics.  It would make good
holiday reading for Horatio since he hardly ever did anything for them. Xander
liked guns more so he'd want one in ballistics.  Not that he had a problem
with it.  Calleigh would love his little gun nutjob cuddlesome one. 
Someone down there might even start making Xander bears for them to cuddle. 


He
was a great cuddle.  He pulled his mind away from that and checked the
packet again before sealing it and mailing it down there.  Then he went to
bother Angel some more.  Xander was right, Angel taunting was one of the
best therapies in the world.  It was better than chocolate ice cream or
eclairs.  It might even make those women who have PMS happy to taunt
Angel.  There's an experiment he and Xander would have to try
sometime.  Angel taunting - the new prozac!   He made himself
quit thinking about that too.  If he showed up too happy Angel would send
him down to help Fred in the biolab and he'd get in trouble again.  The
last time they'd made synthetic happy gas and the disease vultures down there
were not pleased with them. 


***



Xander
looked up as his advisor leaned into the lab he was working in a few weeks
later, a few weeks before spring break.  "Did I screw up and forget a
test again?" he asked, going back to his current project.  He hated
Chem 4.  He really hated Chem 4.  Even with Speed tutoring him at
night he hated Chem 4.  The only worse thing would be a combined quantum
physics and chemistry class.  Quantum chem or something - all about the
particles we only *think* we might see some decade in the future.  An
envelope was put down beside him and he put down everything to look at it, even
turning off the burner under his vial.  "What's that?" 


"That
is yours." 


Xander
took off his gloves so he could open it, staring at the invitation letter and
the information packet behind it.  "Um, how did they hear about
me?" he asked, looking very confused. 


"Well,
either they got an advanced copy of the journal you sent your project  to,
or...." 


"Tim."



"Tim,"
she agreed, smiling at him. "He probably gave him a head's up and sent in
a letter asking about openings."  She patted him on the back.
"That is one of the four best spots in the country, Xander.  You
should consider that one.  You'll be working with one of the Goddesses of
Ballistics." 


"Tim's
got family down there," he said quietly. 


"And?"



"Point,"
he sighed, looking it over.  The stipend was nice.  The perks were
okay.  The caseload was manageable according to Tim.  It was a great
team to work with and he could easily be Tim's instrument of ass-kicking. 
He put it down.  "Any others come?" 


"Not
yet.  When did they say it was being printed?" 


He
shrugged and pointed at his bag, then went back to his current
experiment.  It fizzed nicely when he finished adding in the drops and
shook it.  Then he heated it and it turned a pretty purple color, and then
it tried to explode so he added the last ingredient.  It quit trying to
bubble up and he smiled.  "Ah.  Perfect."  He poured a
bit onto his test sample of goo and it dissolved.  The fabric
stayed.  It didn't bleach out.  "Yes, I've found a way to get
goo out of my clothes!" he said happily, hugging his teacher.  He
capped the formula and took everything to his teacher to prove he could do what
he needed to do.  He even had some spare goo and some spare dirty shirts
in his car that he picked up on the way.  He loved necromatic chemistry! 


Professor
Destra could only shake her head and go back to reading the letter saying when
his articles would be published.  It was very prestigious for her little
gun nut. 


***



Xander
came in that night smirking and happy.  "I passed Chem 4.  He
said I never have to come back again since I figured out a way to get demon goo
off my shirts," he called.  Speed came out of the laundry area. 
"I did."  He beamed.  "Miami?" 


"They
could use you and I can use you to kick their butts." 


"Are
you *sure*?  They'll find out, Tim." 


"I'm
sure they will," he agreed.  "Eventually.  You're sneakier
than that, Xander."  He went back to finishing up the laundry. 
"Besides, as much as I complained about the humidity, I miss all the fake
tits in bikinis all day long."   They shared a look and Xander
bounced into him for a hug then he went back to his bedroom to get his own
laundry to do.   "You need to figure out what you're wearing for
your interview.  Horatio will be at that convention." 


"I've
got clothes." 


"You
have hideous pieces of cloth, Xander.  That's not clothes.  Find real
clothes before I sic Fred or Wes on you."  Xander came out of his
room carrying something.  Speed looked at it then shook his head. 
"No way in hell anyone will take you seriously in that, Xander. 
Remember, you're not a movie character.  You can't go to your interview
dressed like Van Helsing or anything like it.  Go find *real* clothes."



"I
have dress pants and shirts.  I'll even iron.  I'm not going to
pretend to be someone I'm not to get an internship spot.  I won't go high
on sugar, but I'll be myself and part of being me is wearing my own
clothes." 


"Don't
make me cut them into rags, Xander." 


"If
you do that I'm going to have to go naked to class.  There's a few who
might like that but you keep warning me off them."  He gave him a
look and went to pull an outfit out of his closet, holding it up. 
"This?" 


"Nope. 
Remember, the convention is three days long.  He's going to be seeing you
all three days and so will other prospective employers for after your
internship.  You need to make a *good* impression." 


Xander
looked at him. "Since when did the narrow budget we agreed on include
clothes?" 


"Point
but we need to get you dressed better, kid.  Trust me, I was there
once." 


"I'm
still not turning into someone I'm not for this." 


"Then
we'll shop together so you can have some right of refusal."  He went
back to sorting the clothes.   "How did my shirt end up with
demon ick?" 


"The
episode of Angel taunting that got a bit extreme when we had to disarm the bomb
during the attack?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  I was trying to forget that."  He shook his head. 
"We really could use some new clothes."  Xander sighed and went
into his room, coming back with the box of stuff he had been given in
clubs.  "What's....  Ah.  That's a plan.  We can do
that." 


"Don't
you mean I can do that since you still don't have a new ID yet?" 


"Probably." 
He looked at him.  "Angel's contacts don't include someone who does
fake ones." 


"That's
why you go to Gunn for those things.   He's got much more realistic
ones.  Or Spike."  He shrugged.  "That's probably
better anyway.  We'll hit the bar tonight."  He walked off
again.  "I'm still not wearing uptight asshole clothes." 


"We'll
see." 


"No
we won't.  I'm not wearing uptight clothes.  I'll look even worse in
them and definitely make a bad impression." 


"You'll
do fine," he sighed, shaking his head.  He looked up.  
"Can he have just a bit more self esteem?" he whispered. 
"Please?"  Then he finished the laundry tasks and went to start
on dinner.  He didn't want to know what the kid had for breakfast or lunch
but he would be eating real food for dinner.  Even if he had to tie him
down and force it down his throat.  Though, he never had to do that with
Xander.  He was a bit of a bottomless pit who appreciated even the most
easy food being cooked for him. 


***



A
few days later Speed woke up looking at one of Xander's teachers.  He had
met her at a conference long ago.  "Hey, teach," he said
weakly.  "One of his dates?"  There were only so many rooms
that were that white, sterile, and smelled that bad. 


"Someone
at a club."  She leaned on the bed's railing.  "Mr.
Speedle...." 


"Destra
made Xander go to the daemon ballistics school for a year," he said
blandly. 


"Do
they know down in Miami?" 


"We're
going for his internship so I can kick asses," he admitted. 


"Then
I won't make a very strange call."  She stroked down his
hair.   "Do you have any idea where our prized ballistics
trainee is?" 


"Ask
Angel, he can have him tracked." 


"I
can do that," she said, smiling at him.  "You let him go out
clubbing?" 


"Yeah,
he needed stress relief.  We leave for the convention Thursday.  He's
got an interview with Horatio." 


"Ah." 
She nodded and went to call Destra, who was putting pressure on Angel to do
something.  "His...friend said Angel could track him." 
Destra said that to Angel and she heard him groan but say something to someone
else then Detra got told where he was.  "Meet you there.  Want
me to call backup?"  She walked off nodding.  "Okay. 
We can do that."  She hung up and called her buddy in the PD.  "It's
Sherril.  Harris has been taken again.  We think we know where he
is.  Detra and I, dear.  Yup, there.  How did you
know?"  She smirked.  "Call Destra for us please?  Our
poor little gun nutjob is going to a convention tonight and needs
rescued."  She hung up and hurried.  The boy got into so much
trouble!  Couldn't Speedle stop him? 


***



Xander
looked at the clothes on the bed then at his partner.  "No." 


"Put
it on." 


"It's
a suit." 


"Yeah,
and you're going to be interviewing, Xander.  Trust me, Horatio will like
that.  Also, don't babble.  Put on the clothes.  You can change
and have fun later.  They won't be that uncomfortable." 


"Who
fitted them to me?" 


"The
same twat who kidnaped you this time," he said, glaring at him. 
"Get dressed."  Xander sighed but got dressed in the requested
clothing.  Speed didn't make him put on a tie but he did make sure he was
presentable.  He even handed him the small portfolio.  "There,
better.  Brush your teeth?"  Xander put down the portfolio and
went to do that and fuss with his hair.  Speed unfussed his hair and
handed back the portfolio.  "There.  Go."  Xander
sighed but trudged out, making Speed sigh and shake his head.  Maybe it
was time he put on a disguise.   He found the bottles he had gotten
out of the store late last night, taking them into the bathroom. 


Xander
walked into the conference's main area, smiling and taking his sticky name
tag.  "How do I put this on so I don't look geeky?  I'm
interviewing later," he asked quietly.  She stuck it on his jacket
pocket with a smile.  "Thanks.  Have you seen Lieutenant Caine?"



"He's
the redhead in the corner talking with the uptight guy," she said with a
small point and a grin.  "Good luck, Mr. Harris." 


"Thanks. 
I'm nervous as fuck," he admitted, walking over there, psyching himself
up.  He almost detoured to get something to drink but he didn't want to
have to deal with that if he got nervous.   He watched them talk like
old friends, catching his eye.  He got nodded over and walked over with as
confident of a smile as he could.  "Hi, you said you wanted to see me
during the convention and I wanted to see when a good time was,
Lieutenant." 


"Hmm." 
He looked him over.  "You're Mr. Harris?"  Xander nodded
and grinned a brighter grin.  "Did you make it to the event last
night?" 


"No,
unfortunately our flight out got delayed thanks to someone being a bit forceful
with me for the last two days."  He and the other older guy both gave
him odd looks.  "I was in  handcuffs being called 'baby boy' by
someone who wanted to mother me.  It's happened before.  Anymore we
laugh at most of them.  Um, probably shouldn't have said that," he
sighed, shaking his head.  "Anyway," he said, grinning
again.  "I didn't get in until nearly ten last night, long after the
reports, the interviews, and the annoying brat picking on me." 


"Girlfriend?"
the other guy asked.  Xander shuddered.  "I see. 
Gay?  Not that it's a handicap in the field." 


Xander
looked at him and grinned.  "My last girlfriend went serial
killer.  I'll raise dogs."  Horatio smothered a laugh at that
one.  "I will.  I have a roommate and a friend who picks on me
about those things."  He shrugged.  "It
happens."  He looked at Horatio again.  "When would be a
good time to come babble at you?" 


"How
about after the ballistics panel this afternoon?" 


"Sure." 
He checked his schedule.  "Um, never mind.  I can't.  I'm
scheduled on the strange crap panel," he complained.  They both
stared at him.  "Professor Destra talked me into it.  It only took
a year and it got me out of LA for a while.  I'm supposed to be helping
weed out future applicants." 


"Why
did they make you go?" the other man asked. 


"I'm
from Sunnydale.  It had a lot of that." 


"Oh." 
He sipped his drink then looked at Horatio.  "Didn't think you had
that sort of problem, Horatio." 


Xander
snorted.  "New York has a lot more, Mr. Taylor, and no, I don't want
to do that as a profession.  I want to be a ballistics tech with a minor
in trace and field.  I like being a ballistics tech with a minor in trace
and field work.  The same as I can bring explosives and construction
knowledge plus ancient weapons to any good lab."  They both looked
stunned.  "That's just something she decided I should do to make
myself more attractive to labs.  That way they knew who to go to when something
like that happened.  Though, two of my fellow graduates did end up in New
York to help your department, both unofficially.  Have you met Brad
yet?  If not, he's got an ego and he thinks he's Blade.  Watch out,
he's not that good with a sword."  Horatio didn't bother to hide his
laugh this time.  "He's not."  He shrugged.  "It
happens.  I don't want to use it but if I have to it's there.  I'd
much rather be the department's odd little ballistics tech who raises
dogs." 


Horatio
smiled at him.  "I think we can talk now, Xander." 


"I'm
sorry, I didn't want to break up your talk." 


"We
talk all the time," he promised, walking off with the boy. 
"Calm down and relax." 


"Sorry,
I usually take caffeine to stop the bounciness but I got dragged out of bed by
my roommate.  He's grumpy this morning."  He looked at
him.  "I'm really not going to rely on that other certificate unless
something bad is going to happen.  I wanted out of that life, sir." 


"Horatio,
Xander." 


"Horatio
then.  I'm also really sorry if I'm making a bad impression.  I know
I babble.  Hell, Timmy had to make me wear a suit instead of something
more comfortable.  Shouldn't have said that either," he moaned. 
He handed over a sealed envelope.  "Tim said to give this to you when
I stuck my foot in my mouth." 


Horatio
smiled and took it to read, nodding at it.  "These are good
qualifications and the lack of people skills is something that you see in a lot
of college students.  You're how old?" 


"Twenty-seven,
Horatio." 


"A
bit older than normal." 


"I
was working until I got injured then Angel sent me to school to get me out of
his carefully gelled hair.  That way I'd be on call for emergencies with
the group but not physically there to taunt and annoy him.  He needed
it," he said at the odd look.  "He's a bit too serious and he
broods about his past and things.  We have to taunt him now and then to
make him lighten up before he becomes known as a cause of depression." 


Horatio
went back to the letter.  "Your roommate wrote this?" 
Xander nodded.  "Is he in the lab?" 


"Biochem,"
he lied.  Horatio gave him a look and he shrugged.  "That's all
he said I could say.  That's his thing.  I'm staying out of it."



"Probably
a good idea."  He put it into his pocket.  "What's in the
portfolio?" 


"Oh!" 
He opened it and handed over the folder of information he had put
together.  "This is a sample of some of my favorite reports, and a
few that were more technical.  Also my up-to-date grade summary, and a
profile on me."  He handed it over.  "That way you can look
over my work and see which teachers did what for me.  That's also my
reports from my internship and field hours plus recommendation letters from
them.  I did not include the other studies in there.  I don't want to
rely on that even though I know I'd have an instant in with some
departments.  I want somewhere that's got a decent case load. 
Somewhere I'll get some variety but I won't get so much variety I never make it
home.  I'm the original jump in guy, Horatio.  That's why I took my field
work minor.  Now and then I wouldn't mind being backup in the field. 
I don't want it permanently, I want to be a lab tech, but I know that sometimes
you've got to go out and collect.  It also gives me a bit of a stretch now
and then to use more of my brains." 


"It
does.  Quite a few of our lab techs are rated to go into the field,"
he admitted, finding a quiet spot to sit down with him.  He looked over
the folder.  The reports were concise.  They were well written. 
The more technical ones were the same way, just tech-speak instead of plainer
english.  He went to the in-school internship reports, reading them over.
"A military academy?" 


"That's
where they tested a few new weapons.  I also got to do a lot of bullet
matching.  I'm good at eyeing general matches to type of gun.  I used
to go to all the pawn shops to work on my identification skills with the gun
manuals."  That got a small smile and a nod.  "Some of them
know me very well.  Also, by going there, I got to play with some
artillery.  I also got to lead our Ballistics classes in a blow up and
reconstruct project using a rocket." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Have fun?" 


"A
lot," he admitted with a bright and happy grin.  "I'm the only
one who could hold the thing.  Construction worker muscles are good for
that." 


"They
are."  He went back to the reports.  He knew some of the techs
mentioned, most of them were here this weekend.  He stood up. 
"Let me talk to them and I'll see you Sunday?" 


"Baring
someone else taking me, yes."  He smiled and shook his hand. 
"Thank you for letting me babble at you." 


"It's
not a problem, Xander.  I don't mind being babbled at for the right
reasons."  Xander nodded and bounced off, going to his first panel
while Horatio went to put the folder in his suite so he could look it over
later.  He came down and found his ballistics person looking into the room
where the young man was.  "The one in the pearl gray has applied to
be your intern," he said in her ear.  "He's a bit self-conscious
and he babbles, but he's rated very high." 


"Who
is he?" 


"Xander
Harris, out of UCLA." 


"Professor
Destra called me and said she was sending her chick to me."  She
smiled at him.  "She said he's very good.  They all call him
their gun nutjob out there."  He smiled at that.  "She also
said to ignore the strange things unless he brought it up." 


"He
went to that program in San Francisco." 


"He
can hear you and Destra made him," Xander said in a sing-song voice. 
He looked back and then gave her a look of awe, coming back to kneel at her
feet.  "Prof said to bow to you if I met you, ma'am, that you're one
of the Gods of Ballistics.  She said some day my picture would end up on
the same wall but until then I should learn all I could from you or the others
she found worthy." 


She
blushed.  "Oh, stop," she said, pulling him up.  "I
don't need worship, Xander." 


He
grinned.  "Yes you do.  You're amazing."  He gave her
a gentle hug.  "I was raised by very girly girls.  My roommate
said to warn you about that."  He beamed and pulled something out of
his portfolio.  "Professor Destra said to give you that after I bowed
to you.  She said you've been looking for that for your private research
for a few years now." 


"Thank
you.  Now, go be a good boy."  He beamed and nodded, going back
to his seat.  "You know the ones Professor Destra takes a personal
interest in," she teased.  "Can I see his folder?" 


"It's
in my room," he promised.  "We'll talk to the ones who wrote him
letters together."  She nodded and went in to get ready for the
panel.  She was sitting on it.  The others piled in and she smiled at
them.  "Let's get this one started so you're not backed up," she
ordered.  The moderator hurried in and sat down.  "Hi,
Bobby."  The boy came up and bowed to him too then went back to his
seat. 


"Ah,
someone out of UCLA," he said with a grin.  "Which one are
you?" 


"Xander
Harris." 


"I
heard about you," he said with a grin.  "You coming to my
lab?" 


"My
roommate wanted to go to Miami but I'm not against Las Vegas by any
means.  I've got an interview with your boss later tonight, sir." 


"Bobby,
son.  You're one of us by now."  He grinned at her. 
"I'm jealous." 


She
grinned at him.  "Ladies first." 


He
pouted.  "But I've got more interesting cases." 


"We've
got all the guns coming from out of the country and a lot of crossover
cases." 


He
nodded.  "True, we get a lot of 'I shot her because she was
unfaithful' and drug crime at the moment."  She beamed at
him.   "How is Miami?" 


"Warm,
sultry, the usual.  Vegas?" 


"Warm
and dry, bright.  The more glitz they add, the darker the rest of the town
gets."  She nodded that she understood.  One young woman came up
and bowed to him then went back to her seat, blushing hard. 
"Hi.  Texas?"  She nodded quickly.  He grinned. 
"It's okay.  We've got a few professors who make their students pray
to our pictures, guys.   Some day some of you will be great and be
sitting right up here looking at the other interns."   They both
smiled.  "This is ballistics internship.  So let's start with
some general knowledge.  I'm Bobby, I'm senior ballistics tech in Las
Vegas's lab.  This is Calleigh Duquesne out of Miami's felony lab. 
She's a field and a ballistics tech.  We have both trained interns and
we're here to give you some realistic looks at what to expect.  So, first
question?" 


Xander
raised his hand.  "I know that there's the myth about thirty hour
weeks during internship but I also know I plan on working at least forty. 
How often do we go over the sixty hour a week mark during our internship?"



"Damn,
boy," he said with a grin.  "Most interns get thirty. 
We're pretty strict about that unless it's a very bad case." 


"I've
got a major and a minor," he admitted. 


"Then
you'll be doing thirty in your major and probably go jump in on your other one
every now and then," he agreed.  "What's your areas?" 


"Ballistics
with a minor in trace and field work." 


He
blinked.  "If she doesn't want you, I do.  Ignore Grissom, he
doesn't understand people and I'll be there during your interview.  Our
Trace guy could use the help." 


"Mine,
back off," Calleigh teased.  "Xander, it's not uncommon to jump
hours up sometimes but it's not mandatory and we do try very hard not to
overwork our interns.  You're there to learn from us.  For the first
few weeks you should expect to stare in awe as we work." 


The
woman who had bowed snorted.  "I'm sorry, ma'am, but some of us are
post-graduate intern candidates.  I don't expect to watch anyone have to
do the work unless it's something I don't know.  I know my teachers expect
me to be able to step into the lab and be competent within minutes." 
Xander nodded at that. 


"We
like that," she assured her happily, "but we'll still make you watch,
clean, and slowly get used to you and make sure you know your stuff by looking
over your shoulder, guys.  We'd never just turn over our lab on the first
day without support and watching over your shoulder." 


"We
were told to expect at least one case check a day," another male said. 


Bobby
nodded.  "Depending on your level of competence.  I check every
five or ten cases.  I also go over where you screwed up and help you learn
how to write reports.  I needed a lot of work with that." 


"UCLA
had a seminar on that," Xander offered with a small grin. 
"Professor Destra beat it into us."  That got some nods from his
fellow students.  "I know we won't be handling the big cases on our
own but would interns be able to play backup on those?" 


"You
could.  Interns in the field that run into them are usually put on as
secondary field tech," Calleigh told him.  "We're more than
happy to let you guys watch but you have to understand, those cases are
stressful and you'll get barked at on some of them because we are." 
They all nodded.  "We don't like to admit it but the lab does have a
political side.  Usually a good boss will play that for you." 


"One
can only hope," Bobby agreed.  "The closest I have to come is
grant applications now and then.  Take a class in that if you can,
guys.  It'll be worthwhile somewhere down the line.  Even as a
continuing ed class."  They all made notes on that.  He smiled
at her.  "You've worked a lot of high profile cases." 


"Yup,
including ones where I didn't get to go home for days and ones where my boss's
boss was going around him to chew on me for faster results.  We also need
to warn you not to talk to the press.  Doing it once is a mistake. 
Doing it twice will brand you.  You'll want to stay away from them unless
you're specifically asked to do so by your boss."  They all nodded at
that.  "I'm sure you all know not to share information by now but you
do realize how hard that is?" 


"You
can still talk about it in general terms but without specific information,
right?" Xander asked.  She nodded, smiling at that.  "The same
way nurses and doctors would.  I had this little kid shot today, I need a
cuddle." 


"That's
appropriate," she agreed.  "You'll probably end up dating an
officer at least once in your life, just because they'd understand, but no
matter who it is you can't give names or information on the case; if you're
frustrated you can't tell them why to work it out.  There's got to be a
wall between work and your relationship.  That's one of the things we all
find hardest to manage." 


Xander
nodded.   "That's something we probably all end up dealing
with.  We can vent to our work partners?" 


"Them? 
Yeah, they'll probably feel the same sorts of frustration.  Now, being a
lab tech leads to a lot less of that.  You don't have to go process the
nastiest and heart-tearing scenes.  You only see bits and pieces of
it.  That's why we'll come lean on you guys now and then.  You'll be
a bit more objective." 


The
female from Texas raised her hand.  "How did he get a minor?" 


"It
was offered and I took classes," Xander told her.  "Just like
you did for your major concentration." 


"Oh. 
Should we have one of those?" 


"It's
not necessary.  Some labs prefer their lab techs to only have *one*
speciality.  That keeps them from trying to do too many things at
once.  Some labs need you to have a minor to cover areas that they might
be weak in.  There's a few labs that have two or three techs so they have
to be multi-speciality and very good." 


"I
know Grissom likes single area techs for the lab, but if you want into the
field eventually you'll need it," Bobby told her.  "Do you want
to go into the field?" 


"Um,
no thanks.  I tried one class and I nearly got sick on my first
scene." 


"A
lot of us did," Calleigh assured her with a gentle smile.  "Xander?"



"Um,
no, but then again I saw carnage before college," he said dryly. 
"My high school graduation had a gas main explosion that took out the
school during it," he offered when they all stared at him.  "We
were about fifty feet away outside." 


"Oh. 
So you've seen injuries in the past."  He nodded.  "Have
you ever gotten sick on a scene?" 


He
looked at her.  "Not on a scene but I have seen things that made me
hurl." 


"That'll
do," she agreed happily.  "I've had a number of
those."  That started off a new line of questioning and she watched
her new chick and paid attention to what he wanted to know.  After they
were done and she had answered a few more personal questions, including
referring three of them to the clothing lecture that afternoon, she went to
find Horatio and get the boy's folder to look over. 
"Interesting."  He looked over and smiled.  "He's been
in the field?" 


"I
was going to start with Griffold.  Want to come have coffee with us?"



"Please." 
She followed him out, still reading the folder.  They found him waiting on
them and he had another envelope.  "On my prospective chick?" 


Griffold
looked at her then snorted.  "Calleigh, we love you, but Xander's not
anyone's chick.  He's very, very strong.  During his six weeks with
me I spent four of it watching him work beside me instead of behind me. 
The boy pulls his own weight and jumps in."  They both looked
impressed.  He leaned on the table, tapping his envelope. 
"These are my weekly progress report.  Xander's very strong. 
He's confident in his work but he and people don't always get along.  I
had to cover his mouth six times the first day to get him to quit babbling at
me.  Also, no chocolate.  The boy will *bounce*.  Tigger has
nothing on Xander on chocolate."  They both smiled at that. 
"Other than that and the strange crap certificate, he's going to be one we
either mourn for losing too soon or one of the ones who teaches the next
generation in twenty years so we get more like him.   Also, fair
warning, the boy's case is a bit scary.  He's got a throwing knife,
another knife, a spare gun, a few spare clips, and then all the other stuff we
carry around in there.  His last week we had a high profile case so I put
him into the lab for his own safety and security but the boy knows his shit,
guys.  He's been kidnaped, he's been injured, and he's compensated for
it," he said quickly at the opening mouths.  "I didn't think he
could work in the field with it but yeah, he's great at it.  He's fully
compensated for it.  He trained with the injury and all that.  He
definitely proved he could handle it no matter what happened." 


"What
injury?" Horatio asked. 


"He
didn't tell you?" 


"Not
yet."  He stared at him.  "How bad?" 


"Most
techs would've given up and retired to hide and cry." 


"Back?"



"Eye. 
Doesn't hamper him and he's had it since before he started school,
Horatio.  He's damn good even with missing one."  They both
gaped and he nodded.  "Yeah, and that strange crap certificate came
with a PE class in self-defense so he learned even better how to
compensate.  He never made an excuse for it.  I went over his first
few ones after he told me that first day and I didn't find anything he
missed.  His lab work is exemplary.  It doesn't hinder him any. 
Due to the strange crap he's got a combat history to rival mine from Desert
Storm but that doesn't usually come out either unless he's protecting
someone.  Poor little guy.  We had a gang roll up on our scene to try
to intimidate us.  Xander ended up with his gun in the guy's chest smarting
off to him."  He sipped his coffee then smiled.  "He's got
cred and he's got balls, but the boy's got skills mostly.  I want him
back.  Our whole department wants Xander back as a field tech but he's
insistent that he's a lab tech first and field tech when necessary, not all the
time.  He doesn't want to go into the field more than a few cases a
month.  The boy's had a hard life and it shows in his scar pattern,"
he said at Horatio's thinking look.  "Heard of his former town?"



"Not
really." 


Griffold
pulled out something and handed it over.  "Copied that off our local
servers.  Every now and then we had to deal with something from Sunnydale,
and most of it would be handled by that new strange crap certificate's
people.  That's why Destra made him go.  She had to literally force
him to go.  Then the boy came down after his first semester to start
handling things forensically that were in that same category for
us."  He smiled and put down money for his coffee.  "If you
don't want him, we do.  We'd love to have Xander back.  You'll hear
the same thing from everywhere else he worked, including the LAPD because he
was doing some of the strange crap for them and temping in the lab in
ballistics this last semester.  He's got an open invitation from what I
hear."  He strolled off, smiling at the cute bunch of interns
following one around.  He looked at her.  "Aren't you gaggle of
kids supposed to be somewhere?" 


"Interviewing
but we can't find the room." 


He
looked then pointed. "In there, dear." 


"They
moved it, sir." 


Griffold
looked around.  "Hey, Petria, where's Interviewing at?" 
She pointed at another door.  "There you go."   They
walked that way, still behind that one leader.  He shook his head. 
"Someone's got to stand out better."  He went back there. 
"One last thing.  The boy could use clothing help.  He's got a
hideous shirt collection, Horatio."  He walked off again
happier.  Fair warning and all that.  No one should have to be
subjected to Xander's shirts first thing in the morning. 


Calleigh
took the folder to look over, handing it over when she was done, sipping her
tea.  "Well." 


Xander
got up from his seat and sat down across from them.  "I wanted to
retire from that life.  Destra said I couldn't and I'm only on-call for
that.  That strange stuff is not my life and he's exaggerating about my
shirts."  He got up and walked off, going to find something to nibble
on.  His stomach hurt.  He *knew* that was going to come back to
haunt him. 


Horatio
finished reading it and looked at her.  "Do you think you can handle
him?" 


She
looked at him, finishing her tea.  "Yes, I do.  I think he'll
make Ryan stop being a pain.  I think he'll make Eric groan but play again
and I think you could use the levity too, Horatio.  We can definitely keep
the strange stuff down most of the time."  He smiled and
nodded.  "How did he apply to us?"  He handed over the
articles and she gaped then looked at him. "He wrote these?  I read
them last month."  He nodded and smiled. "This was his
application?" 


"This,
a nicely typed letter, a grade summary, and no mention of his last
certificate."  He sipped his coffee, letting the waitress take the
empty cup Griffold had left and the money.  "Thank you." 
She smiled and sashayed off.  "He's a good choice, but a bit
odd." 


"Yeah
but we can fix odd.  Hell, we fixed Speed." 


"True,
we did," he agreed, smiling at her.  "We can fix him too I'm
sure.  I'm worried about that warped by girls thing that I've heard
about." 


She
shook her head.  "We'll figure it out.  Have him come down to
fill out paperwork so we find out if he can deal with Eric and Ryan?" 


"That
might be for the best," he agreed quietly.  He finished his coffee
and put his cup down.  "Are you sure?" 


"He
asked intelligent questions.  He asked how many times he'd be over his
hour limit.  We could use another hand in trace now and then.  I
could use a competent hand in ballistics.  We don't have anyone to deal
with the strange stuff when it happens and I don't want to ever
again."  He smiled at that and nodded a bit.  "You don't
want to either.  I say we call Destra tonight to get his full
file."  He handed over a CD.  "It was in there?" 


"She
sent it with him." 


"Then
let's go run it." 


"We
can do that."  He followed her back up to the suite to run it on his
laptop, watching the tape of him working in the lab, in the field, and taking
over a few scenes from the senior techs.  She laughed at that one but not
in a bad way.  He would definitely be a credit to Miami. 


***



Xander
was pacing back and forth in front of Tim that night after diner.  "I
know I screwed it up.  They told them about the strange stuff and
Sunnydale.  Griffy did too."  He let out a miserable sounding
sigh.  "I don't know what I'm going to do.  Bobby probably heard
about it by now too." 


Speed
stopped him and looked at him.  "Quit."  Xander
pouted.  "Calleigh grew up in New Orleans."  Xander relaxed
at that.  "It'll be fine.  I promise it'll be fine.  You'll
get Miami and we'll do great things in the city."  The boy gave him a
hug and he let him sink against his chest.  "Shh, it'll be all
right," he said quietly, giving him a squeeze.  "It'll be fine
and you'll get Miami.  You won't end up living off takeout in South Dakota
at a slower lab where you'll end up bored half the time.  Horatio would've
let her handle it if he didn't think you were worthy of the lab." 
Xander nodded, looking at him.  "Okay?"  Xander swallowed
and nodded.  "Good boy.  Now, what's on for tonight on the
conference schedule?" 


"A
fussy food, wander around, talking thing." 


"Then
go get dressed.  You're probably late and you still need to make a good
impression in case you don't want to stay in Miami."  Xander nodded,
going to put on the clothes he had laid out earlier.  He came out with
them held up.  "Yes, that.  You can show some more personality
at this one.  Not all the way but closer."  Xander sighed but
went to put on the dark jeans and comfy dress shirt, plus his dark
sneakers.  He messed up his hair and grinned, heading out to go down
there.  Speed shook his head.  His poor partner was a wreck now and
then.  He hated what those girls had done to him. 


Xander
walked into the talking time, smiling at Bobby.  "Hi." 


"Hi. 
You look much more comfortable." 


"My
roommate said I had to wear a suit earlier but I could wear real clothes
now."  Bobby snickered at that.  "Do I still get to
interview with you?" 


"Horatio's
warned us all off," he said with a gentle smile, pointing at
Calleigh.  "Don't hang onto her but you can go say hi and then go
chat with the other students.  Get something to drink too.  It gives
you an excuse to get away from boring people when you need a refill." 


Xander
grinned and got a soda from the bar then casually walked around, hugging one of
his teachers when he ran into her.  He nodded at another one who had vowed
he'd be a one-eyed, armless tech if he ever hugged him again, getting one
back.  He smiled at Calleigh and adjusted where her hair was coming
down.  "That way it stays up for you," he said with a gentle
smile, walking on. 


The
guy she was talking to watched him go then looked at her.  "Who's
that?" 


"That
is an intern candidate," she admitted, checking her hair with a gentle
pat.  He had fixed it.  "He was raised by girls." 


Professor
Destra came over to hiss in her ear, getting a giggle. 
"Really.  He's sent whole sections of the department to the advil
bottle with his problems from them.  You may not ever get him unscrewed
from that." 


"Prof,"
he whined. 


"Xander,"
Calleigh said, giving him a look.  He pouted and she caved.  "We'll
talk about that when you come down for the last formal interview in a few
weeks."  He squealed and hugged her then his professor, then went to
tell the ones he went to school with.  "He's very excitable." 


"He
is," Destra sighed, shaking her head.  "Watch out for his
t-shirts and his sports stuff." 


"He
likes sports?" 


"He
has no idea about guy sports.  Xander?"  He smiled and bounced
back over.  "Tell her about football?"  He blushed and
mumbled something, making Calleigh blush but laugh and nod.  "Who
dressed you tonight?" 


"Tim. 
He said I could be more like myself this time.  Can you spank him for
me?  He hid my t-shirt collection agin." 


"No,
I can't spank your roommate for hiding your t-shirts.  Only for making you
late to class because he made you eat real food, dear."  He shrugged
and walked off again. 


"Xander,
don't you dare wear your octopus shirt around me again," Griffold called
from his corner of the room.  "Or the others with sayings." 


Xander
pouted at him.  "But they're nice." 


"I
don't care, boy!  They cause headaches!" 


Xander
stuck his tongue out at him.  "I'm sending you my last girlfriend
because you said that."  Griffold went pale.  He gave him a smug
look and went back to his conversation group but one of them smacked him on the
forehead with the heel of her hand.  "Hey!" 


"Women
are bad for you, Xander.  Go find a dog already." 


"Not
like we went on *dates*," he muttered.  She gave him a horrified
look.  "Sometimes I've got to deal with that urge too," he
defended. 


"Professor,
Xander was sleeping with a woman," she complained, walking over there. 


"I'll
arrest her when I get back," Griffold promised, shaking his head. 
"Has she killed anyone yet?" 


"Went
to threaten Angel to get me back," he said dryly, shrugging a bit. 
"I only saw her twice, Griffy." 


Griffold
looked at him.  "The last one you slept with turned into a serial
killer, Xander.  No more women.  Go to the pound, get a dog. 
It's safer for the world."  Xander pouted but blushed some. 
"Please?" he begged.  "Or do it outside my territory?"



"That's
a skill," Horatio said as he joined them.  "Serial killer?"



"She
wanted to kill the girls who raised me so she was using surrogates over and
over again.  It took me and Professor Sherril to get the LAPD to go after
her."  Destra moaned and nodded.  "They thought she was
very nice, if a bit dense.  Then again, I didn't date her for
brains," he said, frowning some.  "More because she could cook
and her body." 


Destra
looked at Horatio.  "Do not ever eat anything the boy fixes, Horatio. 
Promise me you won't or else we'll give you a wonderful funeral.  He
nearly killed three teachers with brownies," she said at Calleigh's
curious look.  She giggled and Xander nodded.  "Yes, my little
gun nut there is poisonous in the kitchen.  We don't ever let Xander cook
and if we cook that much food, we bring him some so he has something other than
takeout." 


"Tim
cooks." 


"I
know he does.  He's made you late to six classes by making you eat,"
she countered. "I *will* spank him for that." 


"Can
you make him undye his hair?  He looks strange as a blond guy.  I saw
him and wondered if Buffy had a sudden sex change at first." 


"I'm
telling him you said that," she said with a mean smirk.  He shrugged
and smirked back.  "Fine.  Be a good boy." 


"Not
like I'm going out tonight." 


"Point. 
Go play, Xander.  Take Sascha and make her play." 


Xander
looked around, spotting Bobby laughing in the corner.  He grabbed Sascha
by the wrist and walked her over there.  "Bobby, this is
Sascha.  She's right behind me in the standings.  She's more than
capable of doing everything in the lab all at once because she's an incarnation
of the Goddess with bad hair, and you could use her.  Really.  She
needs to go to a great department." 


"I'm
tied with you in three classes," she reminded him. 


"You're
still behind me thanks to me testing out of Chem 4," he said smugly. 


"How?"



"I
figured out how to get nasty stuff out of my laundry with a new
potion."  He shrugged and walked off again. 


She
frowned at his back but Bobby chuckled.  "He's very blunt." 


She
smiled at him and nodded.  "He is and he still does better at the
hands-on stuff than the lecture classes.  Had to have tutors in chem to
put it back into things he understood.  The Crypts were a lot nicer than I
thought too."  He gave her a horrified look.  "One tutored
him.  One other gang member from a different gang tutored him in
Econ.  Xander is very original but I'm a normal tech," she said dryly. 
"He's right though, I'm every bit his equal, just sane."  
He grinned and walked her over to his boss to talk to her with him and Taylor
from New York since they were together.  "Don't mind us, I'm the sane
special one out of UCLA," she said with a small grin. 


Mac
looked at her.  "Crazy has it's own brilliance in the lab," he
offered, shaking her hand.  "Mac Taylor, New York." 


"I
interview with you tomorrow, sir.  Xander wanted me to talk to Bobby about
their internship as well." 


Grissom
smiled.  "I saw.  He's very unique." 


She
looked at him.  "Xander is a warping influence.  You start to
like him, he worms his way into your chest cavity so you can't do without him,
and then you realize you understand him suddenly one day at three in the
morning.  Then you start to wonder if he's turning you into him. 
Fortunately I like the little guy.  He's a nice kid." 


"He's
older than you," Bobby reminded her. 


She
looked at him.  "He has leggos.  He's a little kid." 
They all smiled at that. 


***



Horatio
walked into the meeting he had called Monday afternoon.  "Sorry I was
absent this morning."  He put his sunglasses on the table, smiling at
Calleigh when she slid past him.   "Your apartment okay?" 


"My
apartment's fine," she said happily.  The other two in there gave her
odd looks.  "We have a new ballistics intern if you two can put up
with him." 


"Did
he take too long deciding to come here?" Eric asked dryly. 


"No,
we had to help get him back from the lady in the club last night," Horatio
said, then he shook his head.  He sat down.  "Xander is very...
unique."  Calleigh giggled.  "He's also got a problem with
women who want to hurt him." 


She
nodded.  "Three women tried to take him from us; we were there with
him and a few of the other techs relaxing after the conference.  He tried
to leave but I made him come with us.  It was okay until one tried to
dance with him and then paid him like he was a stripper."  Ryan
gaped.  Horatio nodded silently.  "After two more of them tried
to pay him for being cute and nothing else, because we were all watching by
then, one of them pulled a gun and drug him out.  The officers took a few
minutes to follow but we found him very early this morning.  Still fine
but there's been a few of these apparently." 


"Any
other special qualifications we should know?" Eric asked, smirking some. 


"Actually,
Mr. Harris is the one who wrote both articles you were reading last month,
Eric.  I let you read his senior research papers," Horatio said,
giving him a look. 


"Hold
on, they were in two different fields," Ryan said, sitting up
straighter.  "He's got two majors?" 


"Major
and a minor," Calleigh said happily.  "Well, three.  He's a
ballistics tech with minors in trace, field work...." 


"And
he took that paranormal classification certification," Horatio
finished.  "His teachers forced him into it since his former town had
a reputation for that sort of thing.  He doesn't like to talk about it or
anything like that.  He said he didn't want to use it.  He wants to
be a lab tech in ballistics and trace, but occasionally go into the
field." 


"So
we've got one tech with multiple areas so he can work more hours and help a lot
more," Eric said.  They all smiled at that.  "Any other
good finds?" 


"Three
others.  One QD tech, one computer tech," Calleigh offered. 
"One other field tech."  She pulled their profiles out of her
bag and slid them down to them.  "They're who we agreed on. 
Xander was pretty easy.  He's a nice kid.  He's twenty-seven. 
He was raised by some very girly girls."  Ryan snickered. 
"He's got a problem with sports.  His roommate is trying very hard to
unwarp him but he called basketball 'reruns with hookers dancing on the
sidelines'."  Eric snickered at that and nodded once, going over the
kid's profile.  He sat up and looked at them.  "Exactly." 


"I
know this kid from somewhere." 


"You
could know him from his former town," Horatio offered.  "He said
he's originally from a town called Sunnydale?"  Eric went pale. 
"That's why they made him take that certificate, Eric.  Again, he
doesn't want to use it." 


"Sure,
I can take that.  How odd is he?" 


"He'll
be coming down in a few weeks to fill out paperwork for us," Horatio
offered.  "That way you two can meet him and make sure that we can
all get along." 


"Sure,"
Ryan agreed.  "I'll do my best to get along with everyone.  I'm
sure he's competent if you guys think so.  Is he working with us in the
field?" 


"He
is."  He passed down another set of forms.  "Those are his
in-school and field reports." 


They
went over them, Eric looking at them.  "He's well liked?" 


"We
got told repeatedly that if we didn't want him they all wanted him back,"
Calleigh said happily.  "They also said he jumps in, takes control
when he feels he can or should, and he's not some stupid little frat boy who'll
give us problems.  He worked construction before he got injured and got
sent to school." 


"He
also has explosives experience in a lesser manner," Horatio offered with a
small smile.  "He's a very interesting young man but we have been
warned about his t-shirts and how those girls had warped him.  When he
gets here we'll all meet as a team with all the new interns and then figure out
if we can stand them.  Eric, I foresee you and Xander having a few
problems.  You're very macho and Xander laughed at someone who tried to
out- masculine him at the conference."  Eric shrugged. 
"Good.  There is one last point.  The boy's last
girlfriend...." 


"Um,
one before this last one," Calleigh corrected. 


He
looked at her.  "I talked to him about her.  He had rented some
attention a few times from her," he said blandly.   He looked at
the snickering boys again.  "They both ended up being
homicidal.  His last true girlfriend ended up being a serial killer trying
to kill his friends repeatedly."  That quit the snickering and both
boys gaped.  He nodded.  "He swears he's going to find a dog to
raise instead of dating.  The prostitute he was renting ended up
threatening others to get him back after a few times with him.  It can
only lead back to whatever gets him paid and snatched from the clubs." 


"Is
he single?" Ryan asked.  "I mean totally." 


"He
has a roommate but they're not partners that way," Calleigh told
him.   "He said he's a nice guy but what he said about him made
me think he's a bit pushy and a little bit uptight.  He dressed Xander the
whole conference.  He makes him eat.  Oh, that's what we
forgot.  Xander *can not* cook.  We were told by multiple sources
he's poisonous.   Sent multiple victims to the hospital for food
poisoning poisonous."  Both boys nodded.  "His roomie cooks
for him, he dresses him because he didn't like Xander's t-shirts.  We were
warned about those too.  His roommate apparently sent down the application
packet for him.  He's a bit pushy from what we heard but it's a new
thing.  Since he went to San Francisco for that certificate." 


"His
roommate also seems to have some lab experience.  All we know about him is
that his name is Tim," Horatio added.  "Plus that he cooks
enough and made Xander eat a few times in a way that made him late for
classes." 


"Can
we talk to him first?" Ryan asked.  "Before he comes down?"



"I
don't see how he'd mind," Calleigh offered, looking at Horatio. 
"I have his email and phone numbers."  He shrugged so she copied
them down and handed them over.  "There you go.  They said that
you learn to appreciate Xander very quickly and then figure out he's warped you
a bit but it's not too bad."  She finished with a smile. 
"Other than that, our new field bunny is uptight, wears a bowtie, and is
analytical.  Xander called him a Vulcan Borg."  Horatio coughed
at that.  "I asked, he's met him before." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Xander reads people pretty well but he has a casual regard
for violence.  This morning one of the officers tried to grab him and he put
him on his back then looked down at him like he was confused when he
complained." 


"So
it'll be an interesting internship?" Ryan asked with a small grin. 
Calleigh nodded.  "Sure.  I welcome the help.  It'll be
nice to work with him." 


"Good,"
Horatio decided.  "Do we have any other qualms?" 


"What
sort of clothing help will we need to give the others?  I'll laugh at the
bowties," Eric pointed out. 


"If
they become an issue we can hint and offer advice," Horatio offered. 
The boys all nodded.  "We might want to help Xander as well. 
Tim keeps hiding his t-shirts and dressing him." 


"We
can do that," Eric agreed.  "Maybe go over before he starts or
something?" 


"That
might work but his roommate's skittish," Calleigh offered.  "He
was at the conference too but no one saw him.  He didn't come down to go
out with the boy or anything." 


"Sounds
parental," Ryan offered.  They all nodded at that.  "Sure,
we can help the boy be more normal."  He went back to the other
profiles.  "This one, is she going to be a problem?  It says she
has problem working with men." 


"She's
been working on it and it's not a lab we have to go into every case," she
reminded him.  "We're working on it.  She thinks it'll be okay
but she won't trust any of you." 


"I
can start there and work on changing her mind," Ryan decided. 
"I'm usually pretty harmless."  Eric gave him an odd look. 
"I'm perceived that way." 


"You
are that way." 


"Unless
you two plan on kissing and making up in the middle of the halls, stop
it," Horatio ordered.  They both settled down. 


***



Xander
walked out of the airport and grimaced.  "Eww, humidity.  I'll
wrinkle."  He shrugged and went to grab his bag and his rental
car.  He was the advanced guard.  Speed was coming with the rest of
their stuff.  Thankfully he had packed all his favorite shirts so Speed
couldn't remove them or accidentally forget them back in LA.  Speed had
even arranged for the apartment.  It supposedly wasn't that scummy and not
that far out.  He pulled out his directions and headed to the new place,
finding it was a run-down older house in an ethnic area.  He shrugged and
parked in the driveway, getting out and heading to the front door.  The
keys worked and he smiled at the man waiting on him.  "Hi.  Are
you the landlord?" 


"I
am.  Are you Tim or Xander?" 


"Xander." 
He smiled and shook his hand.  "Is everything ready for us?" 


"It
is.  Tim said you liked to paint and things?" 


Xander
grinned.  "I worked construction for almost three years before I lost
my eye."  The man beamed at that.  "Let's see what you
wanted me to fix up for you."  They walked around the house, finding
the peeling wallpaper, the faded paint.  The floor in the kitchen that
needed replaced.  All easy repairs.  He found one wall that needed
some stud work but that was easily done too.  He sat down to write out a
list of what was needed, making a copy for him and signing them both.  The
landlord signed them both and showed him where he had gotten supplies for him
to use.  "I can do that."  They shook hands again and the
landlord left while Xander went to get his bags and start on the kitchen
floor.  That was better done while Tim wasn't around.  He had three
days before he had to report to the lab.  He had five before Tim got
there.  So he had plenty of time.  He could get most of it done by
then as long as the tiles stuck like they were supposed to.  He heard a
knock and frowned, going back to the door to give the woman standing there an
odd look.  "Yes?" 


"Are
you renting here?" she asked, her voice heavy with an African accent he
couldn't identify. 


"Yes,
ma'am.  I'm Xander.  I've got a friend coming down here to study
named Tim.  He'll be here in five days."  He smiled and got out
of the way so she could step inside if she wanted.  She smiled and walked
inside, patting him on the cheek.  "I'm here getting some things
settled before he drives all our stuff down." 


"Are
you two together?" 


He
shook his head.  "No, ma'am.  I have a habit of dating bad women
who like to hurt others."  She laughed.  "I do." 
He shrugged. "I don't have anything to offer you.  I just got
in." 


"That's
all right, Xander."  She smiled at him.  "You will be
safe?"  He found his ID and showed it to her, making her stare in
horror.  He nodded.  "Oh, my.  An officer."  He
nodded.  "Well.  I'll warn those that should know to leave you
alone." 


"Please. 
I'm a ballistics tech.  That means I play with guns for a living.  So
if they want to get rid of their guns, I'll accept them but I would try to find
their owners and users.  You can tell them that and that I did learn some
from some gang members out in LA." 


"I'll
do that."  She smiled.  "You should come for dinner." 


He
blushed.   "It's been a long day and I'm not really
dressed.  Can I come tomorrow instead?"  She beamed and nodded,
going back to her house to start calling her friends in the neighborhood. 
He closed the door and went back to his checking the supplies.  His ID got
tacked to the front of the fridge and he got down to clean the floor so they
could put the new tiles over the old linoleum.  That's what the landlord
wanted him to, even though he'd normally pull it up first. 


***



Xander
walked in for his first day, making Horatio give him an odd look. 
"Not good?" 


"Not
too bad," he offered.  He nodded and Xander signed in, showing his
new ID, getting a smile from the receptionist.  "Come on,
Xander."  Xander bounced after him, finding his locker and putting
his gear in there.  He unpacked quickly and pulled out his glasses and
first lab coat, putting it on to follow him.  "Good."  He
looked at him.  That shirt could only be described as loud. 
"Button the coat, Xander."  He did that, giving him a sheepish
grin.  "It'll be fixed I'm sure.  We'll guide you there." 


"Tim
won't be in for another two days," he offered, getting a nod.  He
squealed and hugged Calleigh, getting a smile back.  "I'm here, where
am I working, boss?" 


"Right
in there.  Thank you, Horatio.  Go find the other missing
chicks?"  He nodded, leaving them alone.  She looked at
him.  "What shirt is that?"  He opened his coat and she
blinked then looked at him.  "Tim stayed back in LA?" 


"No,
he's driving the truck.  He'll be here in two days."  He
buttoned it back up and followed her into the lab, cooing over the exemplar
wall, stroking the pretty guns.  After that worship he moved to look at
the envelopes.  He sorted the pile and put the ones with her initials
aside, looking at her.  "You had signed off." 


"Some
of those I collected."  He held up two and she nodded. 
"Add those back into the 'do' pile.  I haven't gotten to them
yet."  He did that and checked the others, finding another one he
looked at the first envelope and then the example on the comparison
scope.  He pointed.  "For the Patrick case."  He found
it and carefully slit it while she watched then compared it.  He frowned
and looked again, putting on his glasses.  "Shouldn't be that
hard." 


"Your
right scope lens is cloudy."  He looked around, finding a wipe to
clean it for her.  Once that was done he went back to examining it. 
"Ninety percent match.  They're a bit stretched and the bullets
aren't quite the same size.  Was it a reload?"  She came over to
look then at him.  He held up the envelope.  "Not the right
one?" 


"No,
the right one.  That's a forty-five." 


He
looked again then at her.  He looked at the wall then pointed. 
"The one in the envelope is one of those.  The original is a
baretta."  She looked stunned.  "I trained myself in gun
and pawn shops, boss." 


She
looked again then looked at the manual he pulled out of his pocket.  It had
been folded inside.  "You're right."  She smiled at
him.  "Good work.  Let's get you set up with an ID and password
on the system so we can do a report, okay?"  He nodded, shifting so
she could get into the computer while he made notes on some papers in his
manual.  She frowned.  "The system's locked." 


"Happens
a lot when you need it," he quipped.  "Do we tell the
boss?" 


"We
probably should."  She went to find Horatio and let him know. 
"I can't get Xander an ID in the system, Horatio." 


"Have
him use yours.  It's down for maintenance." 


"I
can't log in either." 


He
sighed and called.  "Do what you can."  She nodded, going
to do that.  "This is Lieutenant Caine in the lab.  Our people
are locked out of the system?  Well, we do need it to do our work," he
said dryly.  "Plus it's new intern day so we'll need to set up new
ID's." 


***



Eric
followed Xander home, smiling at him.  "Tim made a good choice,"
he offered as he got out. 


Xander
grinned.  "Thanks.  Let me make sure he didn't suddenly show
up.  He's kinda paranoid."  He peeked in.  "Tim? 
You here yet?  One of my coworkers is here!"  No answer. 
"I guess it's okay."  He let Eric inside and followed. 
"I've got sodas in the fridge." 


"Thanks." 
He went to get one, looking at the new floor.  "Doing work for the
landlord?" 


"Yeah,
he knocked four hundred a month off," he said happily.  He heard a
footstep out back and looked then smirked.  "The neighbors are
wandering around."  He led him back to the living room area. 
"So, why did you follow me home today?" 


"I
won the coin toss to help you with your shirt for tomorrow," he said with
a grin.  Xander rolled his eyes.  "Not very professional,
Xander." 


"It
was my first day.  Be happy I didn't wear a sayings t-shirt." 


"That
might've been better than the loud one you wore today.  Let's go
look."  He heard a truck and looked outside then at him. 
"Tim?" 


"Probably." 
He leaned out the door.  "Hey, Tim, one of my coworkers is in to look
at the clothes.  I wore a good shirt today.  By the way, the neighbor
on the right wanted to meet you since I said you were a nice boy." 
He closed the door and led him upstairs.  "Before you ask, he's
picky.  He'd never let me arrange things.  He'll complain and
grump." 


"I
knew someone like that, but he died," he sighed, following him into his
bedroom.  "A bit goth." 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted. "I'm a night baby.  I need to find some
really good sunglasses." 


"Ask
H's opinion.  Sunglasses are his thing."  He heard the door shut
and then another door fairly quickly.  "He's hiding from me?" 


"Probably." 
He grinned and opened his closet, pulling out one of his favorite
t-shirts.  Eric read it then frowned, then rubbed his forehead. 
"That's the one I wore on my first day at the LAPD labs when I was
temping," he said proudly. 


"Please
don't wear that in ours?  Unless you're going to do it to a suspect?"
he suggested. 


"Can
I do it to Horatio first?" 


"Sure,"
he said, nodding at that.  "I wanna see his face."  He dug
into the closet to find one *decent* shirt, finding a few plain, dark
ones.  "What about these?" 


"Too
tight.  They restrict range of motion."  He pulled out a shirt
with a picture instead of a saying, giving him a hopeful look. 


Eric
looked then at him.  "Ryan would kill you if you wore
that."  He put it back and shook his head, finding a mottled dress
shirt.  He pulled it out to look at it.  "What happened to this
one? It's silk?" 


"Demon
goo." 


Eric
paused then looked at him.  "Excuse me?" 


"Demon
goo.  Pain in the ass to kill too," he said dryly.  "About
knee high, likes to eat people, and spews this really nasty, smelly, sewage
looking blood." 


"Uh-huh."



"I'm
still retired but you asked about the stains." 


"I
did.  I won't do that anymore." 


"That's
the only one.  Tim's got a few more but that's the only one I have
left.  The others with stains are laundry errors or from the various
problems in clubs and things." 


"Good
to know."  He put that shirt back and dug into the boxes, giving them
a horrified look.  Xander pulled him out and sat him on the bed, looking
at him.  "Why?" he asked, looking pitiful. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I like them.  They're cute." 


"They're
horrifying!" 


"No,
that was the woman I nearly married."  He grinned and bounced down to
get Eric another soda.  He saw Tim lurking in the kitchen. 
"It's Eric." 


"I
saw."  He gave him a pat and some aspirin.  Then a bag. 
"Here, wear that tomorrow, kid."  He went back to moving stuff
into the basement from the truck. 


Xander
went to hand them both to Eric.  "Tim got it for me." 


He
looked at the shirt.  It was a nice, normal, simple button-up
shirt.   "I like that."  He took the soda and aspirin
to cure the headache then went to match it to pants for him.  The kid
clearly needed to be warped in other ways by the girls who had raised
him.  "Did they not take you shopping?" 


"All
the time," Xander moaned, sitting down, legs crossed 'indian' style in
front of him.  "I was the bra approval committee."  Eric
gave him a gentle, soothing pat.  "Thanks.  I don't usually care
as long as I'm comfortable and clean.  Tim likes things that aren't
comfy." 


"You'll
figure it out, Xander.  We each have to find our own style."  He
smiled.  "I'll lend you my younger sister if it'd help." 


"I'll
have flashbacks.  Then I'll have to go out to get cuddles to get them out
of my head, then I'd end up being hunted the next day." 


"How
many times have you been taken?" 


"This
year?" he asked, looking a bit confused while he counted.  He texted
that to Tim, getting an answer back.  "Since I started rooming with
Tim when I got back last summer, twelve times for at least two
hours."  He grinned at him.  "Wanna go out with me? 
He said I have to go out with others." 


"Sure,"
he decided.  "Go change into clubbing clothes."  Xander
pulled down some jeans and a shirt he hadn't looked at, going into the
bathroom.  He went to snoop in the pictures he had lying around.  He
held one up when Xander came out. 


"Willow. 
Is this okay for Miami?" 


Eric
looked and gaped.  "Yeah, that'll get you laid for sure." 
He nodded.  "Follow me to my place so I can change." 
Xander grabbed his wallet, pocket knife, and keys, following him out. 
"Hey, Tim, we're going to hit the clubs.  I'll have him home at a
reasonable hour."  He heard a grunt of acknowledgment from the basement
so it was fine.  The overprotective parent/roommate wouldn't have to worry
too much.  "So, what's your poison of choice?" 


"I
don't drink," he admitted with a shy grin.  "I had horrible
examples."  He opened his car door.  "Can I drop this off
at the rental place and get a ride?  Mine's attached to the back of the
truck. Or should be unless Tim sold the POS on me." 


"Sure. 
Let's do that."  He slid into his driver's seat and watched as Xander
started his rental car.  He shook his head.  Moving was always
chaotic but he decided the boy was good at chaos. 


***



Eric
stumbled in the next morning, looking at Horatio.  "I'm so sorry,
H." 


"What
happened, Eric?" 


"I
lost our ballistics intern," he said miserably. 


"I
see.  What did you two do?" 


"Club,"
he whimpered. 


Horatio
nodded.  "It seems to happen to him.  What do you
remember?" 


"A
hostage situation.  I got knocked out after Xander got the person down and
handcuffed...." 


"Hold
on.  Let's start from the beginning.  Where were you?" 


"Club
Nova." 


"All
right."  He led him to the detective's squad, finding their missing
intern in a room, feet up on the table, kicked back, and he even waved at
them.  "Someone found him."  He leaned in. 
"Xander?" 


"Do
you know that hyper little bastard!" a male voice complained. 


Horatio
smiled.  "Frank, this is Xander, our ballistics intern.  What
happened?" 


"Hostage
situation at Club Nova."  He looked at Eric's clothes then at the
boy.  "You, here, now, kid." 


Xander
stood up and walked out.  "You told me to take a nap, Detective."



"I
thought you were high," he said dryly. 


Xander
grinned.  "No, I'm naturally high on life."  He gave him a
hug.  Then Horatio a hug.  "Did you get the one I put under
citizen's arrest?"  Frank moaned and stomped off.  "Because
she had the glock nine-mil," he called after him.  "She's also
the one who robbed the register and shot the bouncer."  He looked at
Horatio.  "He told me to take a nap." 


"I'm
sure he did.  What happened, Xander?" 


"I
was on the floor, impressing some people, making others giggle, like
usual."  Horatio nodded and Eric nodded faster.  "He was
there.  Heard a loud bang, looked over and moaned. My dance partner
scurried for the back exit while I went to do what I should - stop the loony
bitch saying the Martians needed the money to come colonize and have a nice
house out in the Gables."  Horatio gave him an odd look. 


"She
did," Eric admitted.  "I started to move on her, letting Xander
play distraction. Then one of the patrons must've moved because it made her
jump and she swung to hit them, which knocked them into me." 


"Which
knocked him out but I used her distraction to pounce and get her down, putting
the gun out of reach and someone handed me play cuffs.  Which I
used.  Someone had already called the patrol guys so I told them what
happened and who Eric was and that he should probably go to the ER.  I
found myself *here*." 


Horatio
sighed and nodded.  "Frank?" he called, going to find him. 
"Why was he brought in?" 


"He
said he was with the lab, didn't have his ID on him, we wanted to make
sure.  Computers are still down."  He gave him a look.
"That's the guy Calleigh coos about?" 


"It
is."  He smiled.  "He has a bad habit of being taken from
the clubs, Frank.  Did we arrest the young woman in question?" 


"Yeah,
she's already been sent for a mental scrub at the hospital."  He
grimaced.  "You're sure he's one of you?" 


"He's
actually got a minor in field work too." 


"He's
a flake." 


"Now
and then.  Xander?"  He came bouncing over.  "Go
change.  Come back.   Did you sleep any?" 


"I'm
fine.  I'll have some coffee and I'll be fine.  Be back in an hour,
boss."  He bounced off, going to catch a cab home. 


"The
weekend I met him, we were out on Sunday night at a nice dance club,"
Horatio said quietly.  "Calleigh, myself, and a few others relaxing
and having a nice, pleasant time.  Xander shows up, almost left but
Calleigh told him to stay.  So he did.  He got paid three different
times for dancing with someone, even though we all heard him complain.  We
had to rescue him twice from attempted kidnapings, and the one time we turned
our back on him for ten minutes he was taken, Frank."  Frank moaned
and shook his head.  "That's beyond the fact that he's a genius at
ballistics, artillery, and trace, with construction and explosives training and
he's got a minor in field work." 


"I'm
not working with him." 


"He'll
be on second, Frank, and he's a lot different in the lab.  He's much more
serious and less ...enthusiastic." 


"Good! 
Anything else I should know?" 


"Yeah,
his last two women turned homicidal," Eric complained as he joined
them.  "His roomie's in, showed up last night." 


"Good. 
Then maybe he'll feed the boy breakfast too." 


Frank
looked at him.  "He's how old and can't cook?" 


"Not
*can't*, shouldn't.  He's poisonous.  We've all gotten letters from
techs we know from conventions in other cities who've worked with Xander and
warned us not to eat his cooking.  Apparently his friends in Cleveland
used it on someone they were interrogating for some reason, H.  That was
the one Ryan got." 


"Interesting." 
He shook his head.  "Did anything else happen?" 


"Not
a clue.  I wasn't that close to him." 


"Then
we'll deal with it.  Tell Calleigh on your way to change."  Eric
nodded, going to do that.  He looked at Frank.  "He's very good
at his job." 


"I
guess he's allowed to have fun too," Frank complained.  "Teach
him to carry his ID, Horatio." 


"I
will, Frank.  He only started yesterday."  He walked off, going
to his office to weather the many calls he'd be getting about Xander through
the day.   He saw him bounce in forty minutes later and smiled at the
nicer clothes.  Tim definitely had a good handle on what to put the boy
in. 


***



A
week later Calleigh sat down with Eric and Ryan for beers after work. 
"I love my gun freak, but someone needs to help him with his
clothes.  If Tim dresses him he fidgets because he's uncomfortable. 
If he dresses himself a lot of us get headaches." 


"I
offered to lend him Marisol," Eric told her.  "He said he used
to be his friends' bra approval committee."  She shuddered at
that.  "He did the same thing.  Claims he'd have
flashbacks."  They both looked at Ryan, who got along pretty well
with the boy overall. 


"He
called my sweater vest yesterday cute," he reminded them.  
"I can't see him shopping where I do." 


"Ryan,
you need to shop anyway," Calleigh said gently, patting him on the hand. 


He
smiled.  "Keep it up, he promised I could look at his leather pants
this next time, I'll ask him to wear them to work." 


"No,
that might get him more attention from the wrong sources."  Eric
grunted and nodded.   "Maybe we should ask Valera?" 
Her phone rang and she looked at it.  "Speaking of...  Yes,
Xander?" she answered, smiling at his cheerful voice.  She gulped her
beer.  "Excuse me?"  She nodded once.  "Put her
on, dear.  Yes, this is his boss, CSI Duquesne, ma'am.  Why do you
have my intern?"  Both boys groaned at that and she held up a
hand.  "While that's very nice of you to make him quit wearing
t-shirts that promote headaches, it's still not right to kidnap him.  No,
ma'am, he's a lab tech who goes into the field on occasion.  I don't think
that'd be appropriate," she said gently.  "No, he has to be able
to crawl, run, jump, and pounce in it.  That's very nice of you. 
Perhaps we should come help?"  She hung up on her.  She sighed
and called Horatio.  "Are you at work?  Because the boys and I
have had a beer and Xander's present kidnaper just called to complain that she
was taking him shopping due to his t-shirt.  Handcuffs.  I don't know
but he called on his phone.  Might be, yeah.  Want backup?  I've
only had the one and they've only had a half of one.  Thanks,
Horatio."  She hung up.  "He's going to deal with
it."  She got herself another drink from the pitcher.  "He
said not to worry." 


"Uh-huh,"
Ryan complained.  "What was she trying to put him in?" 


"Librarian
clothes as he called it."  She took a sip of her beer.  Both
boys looked at each other and finished their first one, letting Eric pour them
another round.  Horatio had tact and could handle some stupid, delusional
person.  If not, Miami had an excellent SWAT team. 


***



Horatio
walked into the store, badge out.  The salesclerk pointed and he nodded,
heading that way.  He had to stop, hands going to his hips when he looked
at Xander.  "Not acceptable for a lab setting, Xander." 


"Yell
at her," he complained.  "Not like I like librarian
clothes!" 


"Ma'am,"
Horatio said grimly, staring her down. 


"But
it's better than his shirt." 


"No,
it's not."  She held up his shirt and he felt the headache
start.  "It's still not.  He can't wear either of those at
work."  She pouted.  "I'm sorry but he can't.  Ties
aren't allowed in the lab because they get in the way or can drag through
evidence.  Plus he has to be comfortable.  He's on his feet for eight
hours a day, or he's in the field where he'll be getting dirty when he crawls
around looking for evidence."  She looked at his suit then
snorted.  "I'm his supervisor, ma'am.  Now, let's remove the
cuffs please before I have to arrest you."  She pouted but did that
and Xander went to change, snatching his t-shirt.  "I'll give you a
warning this time, ma'am, but do not do it again or I will arrest you on
kidnaping a member of the police department."  She pouted but nodded as
she sulked off.  He had her license plate number and name in his hummer in
case it became pertinent later.  Xander came out and he held up a
hand.   "If you *ever* wear that shirt in the lab I will spank
you, Xander," he said quietly. 


"I'm
not on duty, Horatio." 


"I
know that.  That's the only thing saving you at this moment." 
He looked around the store.  "We need to talk about your clothes
anyway." 


"This
store is way too uptight for me." 


"That's
fine.  We'll go somewhere more your style.  You can wear jeans, I
don't mind that, but your shirts are atrocious and we will be fixing
it."  Xander pouted but nodded, letting himself be walked out. 
"Where did you leave your car?" 


"LA
apparently.  Tim said Fred bought it so she could do experiments on
it.  I'm going car looking tonight.  That's what I was doing." 


Horatio
sighed and nodded.  "We can handle that later on." 


"I'm
a big boy, Horatio." 


"It's
either me or Frank, Xander."  Xander pouted.  "Now, let's
go where you want to go.  That way I can help you see what is and isn't
appropriate for the lab."  Xander pointed at a store up the street
and he looked at him.  "It's Miami, Xander.  It's never that
dark here." 


"Sue
me, my past was always in the dark.  I need sunglasses too." 


"I
can help you with that."  He walked him up there, letting him show
him what he'd normally wear together.  The boy came out in a few outfits
and he had to admit they were cute.   "Can you wear those during
the day?" 


"Not
like ballistics isn't cold most of the day," he countered.  "For
in the field I've got a simple, plain black t-shirt or two in the locker. 
And yes, I'm used to heat.  Remember I'm from near the desert." 


"True,
but we do have humidity." 


"I
noticed!  It's like a sponge some mornings when I get up."  That
got a smirk and a nod.  "Can I try?" 


"That
would be acceptable, Xander.  So would the blue shirt behind
you."  Xander looked then shook his head.  "No?" 


"No,
I have one of those, only mine's a bit closer to silvery blue, and it gets me
taken all the time.  I don't want certain other tech's attention that way,
Horatio.  I'm wondering if she's going to become a problem.  I was
going to ask Ryan about her tomorrow." 


"Maxine?"



"No,
not her.  She's seriously turning into a mother hen.  Is she like
that with everyone?" he asked, leaning on a clothing rack. 


"Not
really.  She does go out to club now and then.  Maybe you should go
out with her?" 


"I'll
have dogs." 


"Not
that way, Xander."  He looked at the rack of sunglasses and handed
over a pair.  "Try those."  Xander tried them on and he
looked.  "You look like every vampire stereotype in the world." 


Xander
looked over the rim of them at him.  "I'm not wearing leather,
Horatio.  You'd be surprised how many in Sunnydale did."  That
got a small smirk.  "Really."  The salesgirls and their
many piercings looked over at him.  "I'm from Sunnydale and LA,"
he said with a grin and a wave.  One shuddered.  "Exactly. 
Think this is okay for work?"  One went to find him a vest and he
smiled, trying it on.  "That's for off-duty," he decided, going
to change back and pay for it.  He smiled at Horatio.  "See,
much more comfortable." 


"True,
it was.  You didn't fidget at all.  Let's try another store, see if
you can find something you like at somewhere more mainstream?" 
Xander shrugged and he walked him into somewhere more hip than he would
normally shop.  The salespeople looked at Horatio's suit then Xander's
t-shirt and bag.  "He's our new lab tech," he explained to
one.  Xander headed for the button-up shirts.  "Xander, try the
other rack," he ordered.  "They're cotton and it'll be more
comfortable."  Xander went to look then grimaced and shook his head,
walking off to the back of the store where all the off-brand shirts were
kept.   He looked and hesitantly pulled out two.  He held them
up and Horatio looked at him.  "Over what?" 


"Jeans?"



"That
could work," he admitted.  "Try for something a bit less
colorful?"  Xander put one back and held up a single blue
shirt.  Medium blue.  The salesclerk got him a different shade in the
same line.  "That's a better color for you.  Shop like you would
for the girls going for you." 


"They
never bought me stuff." 


Horatio
considered it.  "For some reason that doesn't surprise me. 
Okay, let's try with fabrics you'll like after you wash them a few times. 
That way they're not stiff and they're comfortable."  Xander nodded
and went to look around some more, finding a few more shirts.  "I
like those," he decided.  Plain, no prints, colors that would look
good on him, but still dark.  "Anything lighter?  You'll still
roast outside, Xander." 


Xander
shrugged. "I look sucky in pastels, Horatio." 


"Try
for basic white?" 


"Um,
no, because some of the scars show through and if I've got an injury or
something that'll show through too."  Horatio raised an
eyebrow.  "It would.  That would get me fussed over and I'd have
to swat hands." 


"True,
but those are the days you call off work." 


Xander
frowned.  "No I don't."  He found two white shirts that he
held up.  "These okay?" 


"Those
are fine but one's the wrong size for you."  Xander checked and got
everything in his size.  "Better.  Now, pants?  Do you need
more help there?" 


"No,
but I need better sneakers."   Horatio just nodded at that and
led him out to the hummer once he had paid.  "You can wash them and
they soften up?" 


"They
do," he agreed, smiling at him.  "Like you would jeans." 


"I
buy out of thrift shops.  They're already soft.  I should go do
that." 


Horatio
decided that was most of his problem there and nodded.  "Maybe you
should consider buying new, Xander.  After all, we want to make a good
impression when you go into the field, right?"  Xander gave him an
odd look.  "I like thrift shops.  Just not for work purposes."



"I
guess," he sighed.  He led him into a store that advertised jeans and
looked around then at the saleswoman.  "I need new ones for
work.  I'm a lab tech." 


"Dark,
light, faded, boot cut, straight leg...."  She heard the small
whimper.  "What do you usually get?" 


"Thrift
shop."  She smiled and came over to look at his current pair, leading
him to one she liked.   "Wow, much more expensive than I'm used
to." 


She
patted him on the back.  "I know but now and then you've got to buy
new, even if thrift stores do good for the city."  He sighed and went
to try a few pairs on.  She added another set in another style for
him.  "Try those too.  They're a bit looser and less stiff off
the hanger." 


"That's
the purpose of washing them before you wear them," Horatio reminded her. 


"Oh,
I'm sure it is but he'd have to do it thirty or forty times before they're as
soft as his usual ones.  I did the same thing through high school and my
goth phase."  She smiled and went to find a few other pairs. 
"Can he wear colors at work?" 


"He
can.  I don't mind as long as they're not pornographically tight," he
said, eyeing Xander when he came out.  "Which those are
approaching."  She stared, her gum falling out of her mouth. 
"Xander?"  He looked over from checking his butt out. 
"A bit too tight unless you want to draw someone?" 


"Not
my fault I have a big butt," he complained.  He went in to try the
looser ones and came out.  Not much better.  "Maybe they'll
stretch while they wash?" 


"Perhaps,"
he agreed.  "Maybe a bigger size?" 


"Then
I'd need a belt," he complained.  "I don't like belts. 
They're never comfortable."  He went to try on a bigger size in that
style since they were softer.  He came out and the girl shook her head
with a small moan.  She went to get him something to truly highlight his
body, that way Horatio could compare the two.  When Xander came out that
time even the older guy had to stare in awe.  "I think these are a
bit too tight," he teased. 


"Maybe
but I needed happy mental places to go tonight," she quipped, smiling at
him.  "Use it for clubbing."  He nodded, then went to get
the others.  He could wash them soft.  Speed could tell him how to do
that.  She smiled and even gave him a discount but the older guy could
only stare.  She definitely had her happy thoughts for the night. 
They were cute together too. 


Horatio
pulled his mind out of the gutter by the time they got back to the
hummer.  "Try for less tight," he said gently.  "That
one you're worried about would definitely try something in those last
ones." 


"I
know those aren't for work," he agreed with a shy grin.  "Those
are for going out to find the next woman I can turn evil." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Get a dog, Xander."  He grinned and nodded,
letting Horatio drive him back to the house.  He looked at it then at
him.  "Nice choice." 


"We're
doing some mild renovations to get the rent knocked down.  Tim arranged
it." 


"Good. 
You'll have to invite us over after they're done."  He watched him
get out and get his bags, then walk inside.  He had to shake his head
clear of that image again.  Maybe he had helped?  Otherwise that
t-shirt was going to drive him insane that night.  He definitely needed
something to take that out of his mind.  He went home to watch a movie, hoping
it would help. 


Xander
walked into the house and closed the door behind himself.  "Got taken
while car looking.  She hated my t-shirt and tried to dress me in
tweed," he called, heading to his room. 


Speed
came out of the kitchen.  "Tweed is better than that shirt but at
least it wasn't the worst of the lot. That one's only mildly annoying." 


"Horatio
came to rescue me."  He came back down.  "I have
sunglasses." 


"Good. 
What else did you buy?" 


"I
took him to my sort of shop and got a few things I look good in.  He agreed
they'd be fine at work even if they were a bit dark.  Then he made me buy
more dress shirts and jeans, all of which should be washed until they're softer
according to him." 


"The
washer works."  Xander grinned and went to get them, coming down with
both bags.  He even helped him sort them.  They started the first
wash load and he drug Xander into the kitchen, making him sit down and
eat.  "Did you get any car ideas?" 


"Can
I really afford a new car?" 


"Yeah,
we'll use the stuff you get given at the club to afford it along with what Fred
gave you."  Xander nodded, taking his plate.  "Thank you
for calling someone." 


"I
asked and she said I could call my boss to clarify what was appropriate at
work.  Calleigh and she talked for a few before she hung up." 


"Ah." 
He nodded and gave Xander a hug around the shoulders.  "It'll be
okay." 


"If
you say so."  He dug in, going to restart the washer when it went to
the first spin cycle.  That way it would agitate more and get them
softer.  Then he came back to finish his dinner.  "This is good,
thank you, Tim." 


"Welcome,
Xander."  He smiled at him.  "We still have to deal with
the 'I got given' box." 


"I
turned the non-money stuff over to Keergan out in LA," he reminded him. 


"I
called him today and he said it was over the thirty day limit for everything
but one thing.  That one got claimed as stolen and he told the insurance
company how you had come to get it when he handed it to them.  Then he
showed them documentation where it had happened in the past so they didn't try
to say anything.  Speaking of, did you tell Horatio about that
stuff?" 


"He
saw me try to hand back money."  He ate another bite then got up to
get more.  He came back.  "If we have to, we can have Keergan
call out here I guess." 


"I
told him you were working with the lab down here.  He said he could do
that this week to make sure they didn't need the files."  He ruffled
his hair.  "You need a trim tonight too." 


"I've
barely got any cash left, Tim." 


"Xander,
you've got the sock drawer." 


"Point,"
he mumbled.  "I'd like to save some of that since the rent's going to
come due soon and I've got to pay off that one loan I took." 


"That
doesn't have to start being repaid until nearly Thanksgiving.  Six
months."  Xander nodded.  "So we'll work on saving some of
the payments in case you get a crappy month of paychecks."  Xander
nodded again, finishing his dinner and getting up to do dishes. 
"Have you gotten any indication of needing to hunt?" 


"Not
yet.  I found out where the local overlord hangs out on Sunday nights so
we can pop in on him then if you want." 


"Might
be a good idea," he agreed, sounding happier.  "Miami's a pretty
calm city for most of that." 


"Hopefully. 
Should I start worrying about post-internship stuff?  Right now they seem
to do a lot of tolerating me.  Horatio had that look tonight when he
showed up." 


"Give
it a few weeks, Xander.  Most people really appreciate you after a month
of exposure."  Xander nodded, taking his plate to wash once he was
done.  He got up and cuddled him.  "It'll be okay.  You're
making a great start," he assured him. 


"Calleigh
took Ryan and Eric out tonight for beers to talk about me," he said
quietly, slumping.  "I know I did something wrong." 


"She's
probably complaining about your clothes."  Xander looked at him. 
"Really.  If she didn't like you, you'd know.  She's the sort to
send you away."  He nodded, going back to his chores for the
night.  Speed gave him a squeeze.  "You're doing fine,
Xander.  I promise you are.  You're doing really good.  My first
day in the lab I made mistakes.  They still loved me."  Xander
perked up a bit at that.  "You grow on people.  They figure out
they love you after a few weeks or months with you." 


"Frank
Tripp hated me on sight." 


"He's
a bit uptight.  You'll grow on him too.  I promise you
will."  Xander nodded and finished cleaning up.  "Now,
let's go work on that one pile of crap called your closet." 


"Nope. 
You stay out of my closet." 


"Fat
chance," he snorted, heading that way.  Xander got a soda, he heard
the fridge door open.  He also heard someone knock and groaned.  He
was in plain sight.  "Xander, door," he called, scurrying up the
stairs. 


Xander
came out to find Ryan standing there looking confused.  "What's
wrong?" 


"Was
that...."  Xander glared at him.  "Xander."  He
walked him inside and slammed the door.  "He's alive?" 


"Way
to state the obvious," Speed said from the top of the stairs. 
"You wanted what?  And you're who?" 


"That's
Ryan, he replaced you," Xander said bluntly, walking past him. 
"You two fight, I can't stand to be around domestic disputes." 


Speed
glared at his back.  "Not like I was dating him."  He
looked at Wolfe again.  "He got me in San Francisco before you
ask." 


"So
you're the mysterious Tim."  Speed nodded.  "Wow." 


"I
can't go back, Ryan." 


"No,
but you could tell them.  Eric's a miserable bastard who can't seem to
connect with other human beings anymore."  He came up the stairs to
look at him.  "So are you two...."  Speed shook his head
quickly.  "Pity.  Calleigh suggested I come help him with his
clothing stuff." 


"I
try," Speed sighed.  "A lot. Very often.  He likes going to
the thrift shops." 


"They're
good for society and cheaper," Xander called from his room. 
"For what I paid for one pair of jeans tonight I could get most of a
wardrobe to be slimed on." 


"They're
still ugly," Speed countered.  He looked at Ryan again. 
"You took my place?" he asked quietly. 


"Poorly
as I've been told many times but yeah," he admitted, leaning against the wall. 
"Can I at least tell Eric?  He was destroyed, Speed." 


"It'd
hurt him more to know," he pointed out.  He stood up. 
"C'mon, since you know.   You can help me sort out his
clothes."  Ryan came up the stairs to help them, finding Xander
arranging his clothes in his closet.  "No leathers at work," he
ordered. 


"That's
the play side." 


Speed
looked then at him.  "No playing with the leather anyway,
Xander.  You'll get taken again and this time no one will be able to find
you." 


"Yes
they will.  You put the GPS transmitter in those."  He went down
to restart the washer when he heard the buzz, then brought Ryan a soda. 
"Here, all we keep in the house."  He went back to hanging up
what hadn't been washed. 


"Horatio
let you go goth?" Speed asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I'm comfy in them, Tim.  Not like the ones you
keep making me wear.  That's me." 


Speed
gave him a pat on the head then smacked it.  "We'll see.  You
still have to conform to some standards."   Xander took out the
shirt to pull on, letting him see.  "That'll do but you look like an
undertaker." 


"Shoot
me, I used to skulk around cemeteries all night," he said dryly, taking it
off to put it back. 


"Where
did you get that scar?" Ryan asked, pointing at one. 


Speed
looked then shrugged.  "It's one of the ones he won't talk
about."  He stepped in to fuss with a few shirts.  "These
can be washed softer too." 


"They've
already been washed softer, they're still itchy and constraining.  Can I
wear normal t-shirts?  Ryan gets away with it." 


"I
get told I look like a Miami Vice reject," Ryan told him dryly. 


Xander
shrugged.  "So?"  He frowned at him.  "How do I
get Natalia off my ass?  She was staring." 


"Tell
Horatio.  Let him talk to her," he offered.  "Then again,
Eric and I have both taken her out on dates." 


"If
I do that she'll go really evil and end up trying to kill people," Xander
told him. Speed snickered but nodded at that.  "See, he can tell
you.  I did it to a pro I took out twice," he said at the amused
look. 


"We
heard before you came down," he admitted.  "Wear what you're
comfortable in that won't draw attention to you, that you can work in, and that
you can go into the field in if you have to suddenly.  That's what I was
told when I asked."  He sat on the foot of the bed.  "If
that's dark clothes, then you can roast outside." 


"Maybe. 
I'm from near the desert." 


"Yes,
but we have humidity here," Speed reminded him.  "I'm from
upstate New York, we had snow and humidity most summers and I still wasn't
ready for Miami's humidity." 


Xander
nodded.  "We'll see." 


"That's
reasonable, as long as it's not your octopus t-shirt."  Ryan gave him
an odd look so he pulled it out.  Ryan whimpered. 
"Exactly."  He put it back on the 'play' side.  "For
tonight he's got to have a hair cut." 


"I'm
still trying to save some, Tim." 


Tim
opened the boy's sock drawer and pulled out the cash in there, handing him a
hundred dollars.  "Take Ryan to find a *good* thrift shop, get some
new underwear, and then get a haircut." 


"Yes,
Tim," he sighed.  He looked at Ryan.  "He's horribly
parental sometimes." 


"Yeah,
but now and then we all need it.  Alexx nags me about my hair too,"
he admitted.  Speed looked at him then smiled suddenly.  "It
took her nearly forever but she decided I needed the babying." 


"I
get Maxine doing it," Xander admitted.  Speed grinned at him. 
"Speaking of, she wanted to meet you.  I told her you were being
person-phobic." 


"That's
reasonable."  He gave him a pat.  "Go.  Now. 
Before the hairdressers close."  Xander sighed but let Ryan walk him
out.  "Take him car looking too," he called after them. 
"His POS was sold to someone for an experiment in LA." 


"Sure,
Tim," Ryan called, grinning at Xander.  "How did you get the
stuff in your drawer?" he asked before they walked outside. 


"I
get paid in the clubs no matter how often I complain," he admitted,
locking the door behind him.  He saw a box on the porch and stopped to
look at it, then he put it carefully inside.  "Tim, that's a
gun.  Remind me to take it to work with me tomorrow."  He
relocked the door and bounced down the stairs to Ryan's car.  "I told
them I was a ballistics tech," he admitted once he was inside. 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure it's a good thing to get them off the streets." 
He started the engine and looked at him. "You get paid in the clubs?"



"Yeah,"
he said, looking miserable. "I complain when they do it too.  It
totally sucks.  I feel like I'm an incubus or something." 


"We'll
have to experiment with that.  Maybe there's a way to stop it." 


"Maybe." 
He buckled up and Ryan backed down the driveway, taking him to get a haircut
first.  Then they could do the other stuff.  He knew a few good
thrift shops. 


***



Calleigh
looked up as Xander walked into the lab, blinking at him.  His hair was
fussy hair, spiked here and there, almost messy bedhair looking.  He had
on sunglasses.  He had on black jeans and a dark blue t-shirt. 
"Long night in the club?" she asked. 


He
took off his sunglasses and put them onto his desk.  "Nope. 
This is me.  Horatio said I could be me and not some uptight,
stick-up-the-butt person.  Therefore I'm going to be me and me is comfy in
this." 


"Okay. 
If you're comfy.  Aren't you roasting outside?" 


He
looked at her.  "Not yet.  We'll see.  Am I scheduled for
field or trace hours next week?" 


"I
don't know.  We never talked about it."  She looked
around.  "There's Horatio with Maxine."  He went to ask
himself and she watched Maxine's look of shock.  She giggled.  It was
so cute!  Maxine was doing mommy duty instead of Alexx and fussing over
his hair until he swatted her hands and ducked away.  Horatio was trying
not to laugh.  Maxine finally left and Horatio walked him back into the
lab.  "She's good, someday soon she'll rival Alexx's mothering,"
she teased with a bright grin. 


"Alexx
doesn't mother me," Xander reminded her.  "She's scared of
me."  He looked at Horatio.  "Trace hours?  Field
hours?  If I need to I can count some of the time I was temping in LA's
ballistics center for lab hours here, boss." 


"I
know that, Xander, but I'm not sure you're ready for the field." 


"If
this is about my eye...." 


"Yes,
it is.  You know what happened at the last one Ryan went on?" he
asked carefully. 


"Yeah,
and I also know I was tutored by a Crypt for two classes and a Blood for
another.  I also know I'm one of the better and more cautious people and
if you put me in the field then you've got a very protective person as
well." 


"Point,"
he agreed.  "I'd rather we do this after the Mala Noche threat was
ended." 


"Boss,
being logical, with an apology to all Vulcans in this lab, they won't ever
fully go away.  You can't decimate a street gang like a cheesecake. 
There's always one last slice."  He nodded that was true. 
"There's been threats before.  Always, since we started putting
people into the field there's been threats to field techs.  I can handle
those threats, I'm more than capable of handling those threats, and gee, I'm
also trained to handle those threats.  That's why I did the hours with
Griffold in San Diego.  That's why I got pushed into the classes in San
Francisco too, because I am a field person now and then.  Not all the time
but now and then I could use the exercise.  Especially since we've been
low on gun crime this last month and I've spent the last three days cleaning on
her and pissing her off." 


"You
have?" he asked, looking at Calleigh. 


"I
came in yesterday to find him mopping." 


"Not
like I had any new evidence to process and Ryan shooed me out of Trace
again." 


Horatio
nodded.  "We can definitely get you more Trace hours, Xander, but I
still don't want you in the field in this situation because of the danger
present."  Xander walked over to the computer and got onto the
internet, the only thing that didn't take a password in here.  He pulled up
a file and got out of the way so they could see it.  Horatio went
pale.  "What's that?" he asked quietly. 


"Me
two weeks after I lost my eye," he said blandly, staring him down. 
"One of the slayers taped it.  I think I can handle being on a scene
with people staring at my ass while I work and if someone tries to shoot me I
get to pounce and deal with it."  He shrugged.  "I'm fully
trained to do that.  I'm not asking for much.  One, two cases a
month, boss." 


"Fine. 
The next non-high profile, non-Mala Noche case you can go on," he decided,
closing that window.  He looked at him.  "Did you get any
physical therapy for that?"  Xander pointed at the computer and gave
him a look.  "Fine.  We'll make sure you can do that now and
then, Xander.  I'll also talk with Ryan so you can do some hours in
Trace." 


"Thank
you!  That's all I wanted.  I'm not a baby and I'm not Sophia down in
QD.  I have sense, common and otherwise." 


"You
do," he agreed, looking him over.  "I like that outfit." 


"Thank
you."  Horatio smiled and left them alone.  He looked at
Calleigh.  "I'm not a baby." 


"I
know you're not. You're not even a baby tech.  The field's still
dangerous."  Xander gave her a look.  "It is.  Things
can sneak up on your blind side." 


"Calleigh,
I'm realistic enough to know that you're not going to send me into the field by
myself the first few times.  That's beside the fact that I lost my eye
before I started school and I fought for years without it."  She went
pale.  "I've got good compensations for my eye.  I have for a
very long time.  I should've been in the hospital during that battle and I
wasn't.  I wasn't even on pain killers.  So no, I'm very well
compensated." 


"Have
you talked to Ryan?  He nearly lost sight in his." 


"Yeah
but that was after he trained.  If he wanted to, he could take a year off
and learn how to compensate as well," he noted dryly.  "Just
because it's screwed up doesn't mean we can't do the work, boss. 
Really."  He looked around and got to work on the single sample they
had delivered overnight.  He had finally gotten a computer ID last night
by going to computer services himself to get things set up for himself since
the lab's computers were still screwed up.  They showed him how to log in
anyway so he could get to work on his backlogged reports.  When he was
done he spelled and grammar checked then printed and handed them over. 
"Yours."  She nodded, going to check them and hand them out to
whichever tech they needed to go to.  He called Tim.  "It's
me.  No, just checking in. I know it's early, Tim."  He
smiled.  "Yeah, we did."  He sighed, leaning on the
table.  "I don't know.  Thanks, man."  He hung up and
looked around.  "I can smell you, Eric.  What do you need?"



"Some
help in Trace since H just reamed us a new one for keeping you out of it,"
he admitted, leaning in.  "Tim?"  Xander nodded. "You
okay?" 


"I
hate having to keep proving myself over and over; I thought I was mostly done
with that since I'm out of school," he admitted.  "My prior work
should speak for me by now, right?"  Eric nodded.  "Then
why can't they take the six weeks in San Diego, the temp stuff I did in LA for
the last semester in ballistics and the field, and all the other stuff?" 


"Because
this is Miami and you've got to do it at each new post.  Your past work
got you here.  Now you've got to prove you can hack it here in
Miami." 


"Yay. 
I can't do that if you don't give me a chance," he said dryly, giving him
a look.  "I've hacked worse than Miami.  My last scene in LA was
down in South Central at a gang war."  He took off his coat and
followed him, going to find the one he had stashed in Trace.  "This
way there's no gunpowder residue," he said at the odd looks he got. 
He put on his glasses and checked the envelopes.  "What sort of case
was it?" 


"Drowning,"
Ryan said.  "You want fingerprints?" 


"Nope. 
I'm a trace and ballistics tech, Ryan, not fingerprints.  I'm good enough
at fingerprints to run a scan, but not that spectacular."  He got to
work and found the slide he was doing was mismarked.  "This is a soil
sample at a drowning?" he asked.  Eric frowned.  He let him
see.  "Soil, dark, heavy soil.  Where was it found?" 
He got to work processing the major components in it so they could see where it
had come from.  "Hmm.  Would that be swampland soil?  I'm
used to beach and desert, plus city soils." 


Ryan
looked then nodded.  "That probably would be.  Eric?" 


"That
does look like it.  Thanks, Xander."  He took the printout from
him and Xander logged in over there.  "How did you get an ID?" 


"I
went to charm Cindy in computer services and begged."  He gave him a
look.  "She said to pinch you but I pointed out I'd never date a
coworker."  He got to work on that part of the report, finding the
other samples from the same case so he could include them in the same
report.  That first sample was put back properly and he got to work on the
next one, moving around Ryan when necessary since he was working slower. 
By lunch he had a comprehensive report and had it handed to Eric on his way out
to get food from the lunch truck that came by every day.  He saw Frank's
look of horror and gave him a look back.  "What?  I have to
eat." 


"I'm
sure you do.  What are you wearing?" 


"I'm
comfortable, Detective.  Ask when I'm not."  He paid for his
lunch and went back inside to eat, getting a soda out of the machine as
well.  Then he dug in and zoned out for a little bit.  At the end of
his half-hour he put it into the fridge and finished his soda before washing
his hands and coming back to the lab.  Eric was in there reading the
report.  "Not a format you like?" 


"No,
I love the format.  We've got contradictory evidence with what Ryan
did." 


Xander
sighed and put on his jacket then his glasses and gloves, going back over what
he had found and how.  It was still correct and Eric tested over his
shoulder to make sure of it.  They ended up correlating the two types of
dirt and the conflicting water samples to a spot where a run-off came out into
a canal and that gave him a better place to look for the primary crime scene so
he headed off.  Xander finished cleaning up in there and went onto the
next case.  Apparently Ryan was in the field.  Calleigh came in
giving him an odd look.  "What?" 


"Weren't
you going with Ryan?" 


He
looked at his phone on the table then her.  "No one told me if I
was.  Am I?"  She called Horatio, who said he had decided not to
today, to give him Trace time.  "No?" 


"No. 
They decided they didn't need a third tech.  Where's Eric?" 


"I
found out where his body went into the water." 


"Oh." 
She nodded and came in to watch over his shoulder.  "You know, we all
had to do this." 


Xander
looked at her.  "You came out of the PD, Calleigh.  I came out
of a program designed to train techs.  That's why we had both
internships."  She nodded that she understood that.  "The
same as I don't have to go through the academy." 


"You're
probably not eligible." 


"I
know that."  He gave her a look.  "I nearly went SWAT
except for that injury."  He looked over when Alexx came in. 
"Got something from a new body?" 


"I
do.  Where's Eric and Ryan?" 


"Alexx,
I am a minor in trace," he said, taking it to get to work. 


"Uh-huh. 
Do they know you're in here?" 


He
glared at her.  "I'm more than competent to be in here and to someday
run this lab, Alexx.  If you have doubts about whether or not I'm capable
and able to run samples the correct way you can ask them or any of the other
labs I've worked with.  I'm not the standard stupid intern."  He
got back to work, ignoring the shocked looks. 


"Someone
woke up grumpy," Alexx said. 


Xander
looked at her. "No, I woke up perfectly happy this morning until I got
here."  She backed off and nodded at that.  He went back to the
sample, frowning.  He sniffed it then looked at her.  "Where did
you find the apple scented lubricant?  This stuff quit being sold a few
years back due to the company going out of business."  He ran it
anyway to make sure and it came up with what he thought.  He traced down
the sources of it and frowned.  "Out of business for two years
now."  He looked at it.  "I wonder if you can do an age
test on lube?"  He frowned and texted that to Tim, who sent back a
simple 'no'.  "Huh."  He put his phone up and changed
gloves since he had touched something not sterile, writing the report for
her.  "Here you go, including manufacturers of it originally. 
If it's not from their original stock someone has their old formula and is
trying to restart it.  I can research where to find lube so we can call
and see if there's a new company."  She shook her head, walking
off.  He looked at his other boss.  "Should I anyway?" 


"No,
we can if it becomes necessary.  You didn't have to snap at her." 


"And
I'm still not two and I don't need to be treated like I'm two," he said
bluntly but quietly.  "I'm more than capable of doing the work,
Calleigh.  Really."  He got back to his cleaning, making sure
the lab was sanitized for the next batch of evidence coming in.  He
finished logging in that sample and put it aside with another copy of his
report for Ryan to check then went to ballistics to check it.  They had
new samples over there so he changed coats and gloves, getting to work on them,
including the test fires.  By the time she had finished complaining to
Horatio he was already comparing the second sample and frowning.  "I
may be wrong but this isn't a gun I'm familiar with.  Is this a
Kemper?" 


She
looked and frowned.  "No, it's not.  What is that?" 
She looked at the gun then at him.  "I haven't seen one of
these."  She sat down to search it out while he logged the bullet
into the system and searched for matches.  She heard the beep and looked
over.  "Does it say what it is?" 


"Custom
designed for an assassin.  Assassin died last year according to the
notes.  The gun was supposed to be destroyed last year in
Chicago."  He printed off that note and handed it over. 
"We have to report that, right?" 


"It's
nicer if we call them first." 


"True." 
He leaned on the counter while she did that. 


"This
is Calleigh Duquesne, a CSI down in Miami-Dade's labs.  We just found a
gun that the system said you guys had destroyed last year."  She read
off the case number so they could look it up.  "That's what we were
wondering."  She made notes on the back of the note he had printed
off, nodding a bit.  "Thank you for your help.  Of course we
will.  We'll add a note to this one.  Thank you for your
help."  She hung up and looked at him.  "They're listing it
as destroyed too." 


Xander
opened a comment box and added on a note, clicking the little box to add to the
administrator's inbox.  Then he let her proof it, letting her change a few
word choices for him.  He sent it and they got an error message. 
They corrected the note length and did it again, making sure that box was
checked.  Her computer beeped with an email so she went to handle it while
he went back to logging in the gun.  When he got done the comparison was
done between the bullets and the new test fire.  He slapped himself on the
head.  "I forgot the gun someone left on the porch," he
moaned.  "I'll bring it in tomorrow."  He got back to work
frowning at it.  "We use slightly wider ammo, Calleigh." 
She came over to look.  "Usually I'd put that in my report." 


"Please
do."  He nodded, taking measurements to make sure his idea was
correct then got to work on his report.  He handed it to her once he was
done and she walked off to tell Horatio.  "Horatio, we have a
destroyed gun," she reported.  He looked interested at that. 
She let him see the report.  "We also use a slightly wider
bullet.  Still within the same size but it's the difference in
manufactures' specs.  He looked that up too." 


"Interesting. 
I got a call from Alexx." 


"She
did talk down to him a bit," she admitted quietly.  "Asked him
if he should be in there." 


"I'll
talk with her."  He went to the conclusions section. 
"We're sure it's the same?" 


"Yeah,
it's the same it's just the edges are shifted out.  That's not that
uncommon a phenomenon.  It's a brand of ammo thing."  He nodded,
handing it back.  "He's very efficient, Horatio." 


"I'm
sure he is."  He smiled at her.  "I'll talk with him."



"No,
don't.  He had a point.  He's not Ryan.  He had to do scenes in
school.  His in-school may've been at a military school but he did temp in
out in LA and he did do his field hours in San Diego.  He's at the same
place Ryan was when you hired him.  Maybe we can give him a bit more
leeway than the usual intern.  He's not out partying or things." 


"He's
not but he's still an intern." 


"Yeah
but he was more than thorough on her sample.  He's not a little kid and
it's hurting him that we think he's twenty-one and looking forward to spring
break." 


"I
empathize.  He's still an intern."  He saw Xander come out and
head for the bathroom.  "Are you clear?" 


"I
have been clear.  He's been doing things before I get here, Horatio. 
I haven't had more than four samples in a few days.  He's done most of
them.  I've checked over his shoulder and it's all been perfect so
far.  Let me start going into the field so he has ballistics for me."



He
looked at her.  "Next week."  She nodded, going to her lab
to make sure everything was cleaned up.  He went to waylay Xander, giving
him a disappointed look.  "You should apologize to Alexx.  She
didn't know you weren't a single lab tech." 


"Why
not?  Everyone else did and I told her that."  He leaned against
the wall, staring at him.   "When I introduced myself to her I
told her that." 


"While
that may be, it still hurt her, Xander." 


"And
my feelings don't matter?" he countered coolly.  Horatio glared at
him.  "She all but insulted me and said I was in there joking around
and touching stuff I didn't have a clue about."  He stood up. 
"I'm not a stupid little kid, Horatio.  That's all I expect, to not
be treated like a stupid little kid.  She did.  I'm sorry as hell I
hurt her feelings by being blunt but I felt the same way when she said
it.  If she does I will."  He walked off, going to check in
ballistics.  "Need me?" 


"No,
go check Trace."  He nodded, taking his glasses in there with
him.  Ryan and Eric were coming off the elevator so he'd have something to
work with soon.  She called Alexx.  "You hurt my intern's
feelings," she said quietly.  "Xander's not a little kid,
Alexx.  He's done hours like we would all week.  I heard him say if
you would apologize for hurting his feelings for treating him like he's stupid
he would apologize as well."  She sighed and nodded.  "Then
you two need to work that out.  Because he's a nice boy, Alexx.  Even
when we do treat him like the average stupid intern who didn't listen in
class."  She hung up on her and went to get into her reports so she
could clear her backlog as well. 


Ryan
looked at the lab and sniffed.  "Cleaned?" 


"Yeah. 
I got done with the sample Alexx brought up."  He looked at
him.  "Apple lube that went out of business two years ago." 


"I'll
keep that in mind.  My case?"  Xander shrugged. 
"Okay.  Where is it?"  He pointed at the stack waiting for
him, getting a smile.  "That'll work.  I'll check it before I go
home tonight."  He put the new samples down and Xander regloved, getting
to work with him.  "What did you clean with?" 


"The
stuff under the sink for cleaning the lab."  He looked at him. 
"I'm not OCD, Ryan.  I'm sorry but I use the official stuff." 


"That's
fine.  I know we can keep the lab clean together."  They got to
work across from each other.  "You okay?" he asked quietly. 


"Depends,
did they treat you like you were stupid when you came in?" 


"No. 
Then again I came in a full tech." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I have my diploma and field hours to prove I am too,
Ryan." 


"Point. 
That's why I only check over your shoulder now and then." 


"I
welcome it.  I also know when to ask questions.  Like is this part of
a bomb?"  He held it up and got a nod.  "Are we recreating
and should I do fingerprint duties too?  I can pull them but I'm not great
in that area." 


"If
you can."  He watched Xander work.  "Slower with the
brush," he said quietly.  Xander worked slower at it, nodding at his
style.  "Find any?"  Xander held it up and let him see a
section.  "Hmm.  Oil.  Did you get a swab of that?" 


"Before
I started."  He moved that swab out of the way.  "I also
swabbed around for explosive residue.  It'll help determine where in the
bomb it came from." 


"I
don't do much with bombs." 


"I
have."  He frowned and looked at it.  "There's almost a
print here on the end," he admitted, letting him see.  
"Should I even try?  It's only two lines." 


"Go
ahead and pull it anyway, just in case we can find the rest of that section and
find the rest of it."  He watched Xander open a lifting strip. 
"Stop."  He came over to help him.   "This is a
depth perception problem," he said quietly. 


"I
don't have that problem on most surfaces," he admitted. 


"That's
fine."  He got it for him and labeled it, putting it aside. 
They got back to work, him watching Xander now and then to see what he was
doing.  He was laying out the parts in a pattern of some sort. 
"You think that's how they went?" 


"I
do.  I've seen the design in the manuals."  He grinned. 
"I've only had to use bigger yield bombs, not pipe or envelope
bombs."  He got back to work on his next section.  "Can you
lift this one too?  It's on this bent part and underneath." 


Eric
leaned in.  "Why can't you?" 


"Because
I'm weak in fingerprints, Eric. That's my weakest area."  He let Ryan
see.  "I can't get my fingers in there." 


"I
use the end of a swab then the swab itself to apply pressure and smooth it over
the print."  He showed him how he did it, getting a nod from
Xander.  The next one he got himself.  "Slower.  You can
smudge it." 


"It's
already smudged.  It was on the metal," he said at Eric's
look.   He let him see. "See?"  He ran his next swab's
contents and made note of what he was doing, then bagged that piece and looked
it over, putting it next to the piece that it probably broke off from. 
Eric looked at it and shook his head.  "No?" 


"No,
the flanges won't fit.  It's part of the end cap definitely." 
He came over to look and compare, finding the spot.  "Here, it goes
next to this one," he said, putting it down.  He put on a pair of
gloves and got to work with them.  "Why were you temping in LA?"



"I
was on my last semester.  I had already passed everything but a chem and
an english class.  Their secondary ballistics on night shift was out on
maternity leave for most of the semester so I offered to temp in.  I had
worked with them during school now and then when they got overloaded or on
teacher's special projects.  Whenever they called and needed help. 
They've got a lot more gun crime out there thanks to the heavier gang violence
in parts of the city.  So I did a lot with the ballistics center out
there.  Except when the FBI came in and demanded we do things right
then.  Then I got removed and another tech put on with the explanation I
was an intern.  They agreed it would be better when it went to
court."  He shrugged and got back to work. 


"I
also went out on field calls anytime they were short, which is how I planned on
doing that here.  When we're short, when we need extra hands.  Not
more than two or three a month."  They both nodded at that.  He
looked at them.  "My last scene out there was the day of
graduation.  I was nearly late to graduation because of it. 
Three-sided gang fight over who got what block.  A meeting went to hell." 
He got back to work, leaning on the table to look down at something. 
"Can I have the magnifying glass you have, Ryan?  The one over here
has scratches on the extra mag bubble."  He handed it over and Xander
looked.  "Your action switch, guys.  It's melted in." 
They came over to look so he let them.  He frowned at the design. 
"That's not like the manual at all."   He frowned, moving
to look at the specs.  "Oh, shit I know what that is."  He
removed some things and shifted them out of the way.  "Can we tape
this together?" 


"In
a few, Xander.  Sketch it out for us?" Ryan ordered.  Xander
nodded, taking a piece of paper to sketch it out for them.  He slid it
over and they looked then at him.  "Is that construction
worthy?" 


"No,
it's too light to take out more than a porch support or something like
that.  You'd use that size to take out a porch, maybe a window.  Now,
if they moved it around this way," he said, changing a few things in
another sketch.  "That would pack all the bite on one side and the
minimal blast on the other side would act like how you chop trees down, as a
guiding cut so it'd fall the right direction."  They nodded, getting
back to work.  Xander took swabs of the interior portions they had found,
going to gauge strength to see how the explosives had been laid out. 
"Hmm."  He showed them.  "This is the left, this is
the right chamber.  With it being nearly even, they wanted it to go up
then down, not fall in a direction." 


"Which
is basically what it did," Ryan admitted.  "Would you need two
action switches?" 


"Yeah,
unless you had them serially wired.  So one going off would set the other
off.  Then the second's action switch would be set off by the explosion of
the first.  How far apart where they?" 


"About
ten feet.  We found some wire between them," Eric offered, finding
that bag to let him see it. 


Xander
nodded. "Serially wired.  You had the one setting off the
other.  Probably a few second delay." 


"The
witness next door said he heard two different explosions.  Thought
something had blown up in the first one," Ryan said, looking at
Eric.  He took the wire to find epithelials and fingerprints.  
"Thanks, Xander." 


"Welcome." 
He got back to work on his report, including the proper name for the type of
bomb and the probable way it was wired.  When he was done he printed it
out.  "My shift's done, you do you need me to stay?" he asked
Eric since they were alone. 


"No,
thanks, Xander.  I'll be heading out in the next hour anyway." 


"I
can stay, Eric." 


He
grinned.  "You've probably already cleared your hours for the week,
kid.  Go home.  Let Tim feed you."  Xander nodded, hanging
up his coat with his name on it, heading to check in ballistics.  He shook
his head when Calleigh sent him off too.  "H!" he called when he
saw him.  He came in.  "Xander identified the type of bomb and
how it was laid."  He let him see the sketch and the evidence. 
Plus the report when he hummed.  "I told him to head home since his
shift was done and we're nearly done too." 



"Any
suspects?" 


"Waiting
on fingerprints and DNA.  We've been pulling off very small
partials."  He let him see the last one he had pulled.  "It
looks like he was gloved but there was a tear."  Horatio nodded at
that.  "Wolfe's in DNA waiting to see if we have anything from the
wires since there was a small spot of blood on the end of one, like he had
stuck himself with it."  That got a small smile.  "Did you
know his temping in LA included field hours?" 


"I
didn't.  I didn't get much of a report from them."  He looked at
him.  "Do you think he can handle it?" 


"He
asks questions when he has one.  He's not any worse than Wolfe when he got
here, H."  Ryan walked in.  "Think you can work with Xander
in the field?" 


"I
think I can but I think if something happens he's going to jump in worse than
he did here this week," Ryan admitted, grinning at him.  "He
probably draws faster than I do too." 


"Probably,"
Eric agreed.  "We get anything?" 


"We
have a blood match to the small spot on the wall from the attempted
self-defense, no match in CODIS so she's expanding the search to the other
databases, including military just in case since I told her it came off the
bomb.  We'll know in the morning.  Do we have any pieces left to
process?"  Eric shook his head.  "Can we
recreate?"  Eric pointed at where it was mostly done.  "So
the explosive was against that side?" he suggested, coming over to look at
the taped pieces of metal.  "Huh.  What's this missing section
here?" 


"Xander
said it's where the melted action switch went but it's too melted around the
edges to fit in."  He slid it down.  Ryan looked at it and got
out of Horatio's way.  "He said they were serially wired, H." 


"I
saw in the report, Eric."  He frowned and nodded.  "This
side was next to the victim?"  They both nodded.  "That
would explain why the majority of the damage was from the falling ceiling and
only one side had severe explosion related damage."  He stood
up.  "Good work.  Let me know when you have a
suspect."   They nodded and he left them to get back to
work.  He had to think about his new intern.  He called his house,
getting the machine.  "Xander, call me when you get home? 
Apparently I'm missing some of your internship reports from LA.  I didn't
know you did more field hours there."  He hung up.  A few
minutes later the receptionist for night shift walked in a stack of
papers.  "What are these?" 


"From
LA, sir.  About Xander's internship out there?"  She smiled as
she handed it over.  "He looked much better today.  Don't you
think?" 


"I
do.  I'm glad he found an outfit that was acceptable.  Did you take
down what number they came from?" 


"Out
there, sir.  The coversheet is LAPD."  She walked off, going
back to her desk. 


He
looked at it, it was the LAPD one.  So apparently he had called
someone.  He leaned back to read it over.  He had temped in for ten
weeks of someone's maternity leave.  He had four field cases during that
time.  Mostly overflow situations, which was what he said he wanted. 
One of them did note that he had a problem with a fingerprint on a particular
surface, then the addendum said that he had been running a fever of 103 that
day and shouldn't have been in the field but that was the only way they knew he
had been sick.  That raised an eyebrow but he kept going.  Those went
into the folder with his other ones and he went back over the ones from San
Diego.  They were objective, spelling out where Xander had problems, and
how he liked to jump in if there was a problem.  The final report listed
him capable of field work by himself if necessary. 
"Interesting," he murmured, going back over his other internship
files.  They all said the same thing.  No wonder he had
reacted.  They all told him he was ready to do the work without much
supervision and his lab were treating him like they would any normal
intern.  He called Calleigh.  "First case tomorrow is
yours.  I want to see how he handles ballistics when he's
alone."  He hung up and filed the folder again.   He would
definitely have to monitor the boy's first few times into the field.  Next
week.  Let's give him authority slowly to make sure it didn't go to his
head.  He got up and went home.  There wasn't anything else he could
do tonight.  Not until DNA came up with something or not. 


***



Xander
walked into Horatio's office the next afternoon, handing him a letter. 
"From Tim."  He walked out again. 


Horatio
shook his head, opening the letter.  He frowned at the simple message of
'he's supposed to have _how_ many hours?'   He counted it up and
frowned, looking down at Xander's lab.  He had some quiet music on in
there, nothing that bothered anyone.  He was working hard.  They had
pulled a smuggling case this morning with guns and he had already cleared that
case and Calleigh's case.  She would be checking over his shoulder that
night.  He looked at the note again then went to get the sign-in sheets
from reception.  "May I have the sign-in sheets for the last two
weeks?" 


"Is
one of the interns skipping hours?" she asked, handing them over with a
bright smile. 


"Just
checking."  He did the metal math.  One of them had been under
by two hours thanks to a car accident but she had made them up this week
already.  He took a post-it and wrote down the names and hours, making a
note it was without lunch included for himself in case he forgot.  Then he
did Eric's hours.  He was a good benchmark since Ryan's OCD made him stay
late sometimes.  He did Calleigh's as a check against them.  He
handed them back and walked the post-it off, holding it up so Calleigh could
see.  She nodded, giving him a 'so' look.  "He is only supposed
to have thirty plus time in trace," he noted. 


"He
worked most of yesterday in trace." 


"He
hasn't take a day off since he got here." 


"Really?" 
She frowned.  "No, he wasn't here last Tuesday morning when I
was." 


"Eric
managed to lose him in the club.  Frank had him in interrogation waiting
to see if he was a lab tech," he said dryly.  "I sent him home
to eat after that.  That's already factored in." 


She
tapped a foot.  "Take it up with the boy, Horatio.  I'm not his
momma." 


"You're
not, but we do have to monitor those things." 


She
patted him on the cheek with a bright grin.  "That's why you're the
boss and have to do the paperwork."  She got back to work, ignoring
Eric's snickering.  "He's worked the same amount of hours you have,
Eric." 


"Really? 
I'm impressed then.  Can we pay him more?" 


"No,
Eric," Horatio said, going to talk to Xander.  He found him
mopping.  "Clear?" he asked.  Xander looked over and
nodded, turning off the music.  "It's not a problem, Xander.  It
wasn't bothering anyone.  Did you look at the note from your
roommate?" 


"No. 
I figured it was him asking when I got a day off." 


"You
should have two a week as an intern.  You should only be working thirty
hours a week plus maybe ten or fifteen in trace."  Xander snorted and
got back to his mopping.  "That is the way the program is
designed." 


"And
again, I've worked before.  I'm not some kid who's never held down a job,
Horatio.  That's why those rules were made."  He pointed at his
stack of folders.  "I've been waiting for someone to come in
looking.  Those are Ryan's smuggling case and the smaller one is
Calleigh's newest case so she can check over my shoulder.  Do they need me
in Trace?" 


"No,
they're all working there and chem," he admitted, moving closer.  "I
still have to make you conform to the hours restrictions, Xander." 


Xander
looked at him.  "If I work overtime without pay that's my problem,
Horatio.  Not yours.  It shows I know what a real workday is. 
By the end of the internship all of us should be able to pull a full day's
work."  He wrung out his mop and went back over the spot to clean up
the dirty water he had created, then did it a second time. 
"Nightshift had a powder spill back here so I'm cleaning it up." 


"Drugs?"



"No,
I tested it when I saw it was white powder.  Baby powder."  He
finished it and went to dump the water and run clean so he could do a
sanitizing mop as well.  He came back and found Horatio checking his day's
work.  One report was already out to the side.  "Did I notate
that one wrong?" 


"A
bit oddly."  He watched him finish mopping while he finishing
checking on him.   He brought it over when he was done, letting
Xander see where he had the problems.  "I'd rather you put that part
into more scientific notation," he said quietly. 


"Of
course."  He walked over to the computer to do that, finding the
report and pulling it over to reference the odd sections.  He fixed it and
spell and grammar checked it before handing it over.  "That
better?" 


He
read it over and nodded.  "Much better, Xander.  Thank
you."  He smiled at him.  "You should still only be working
thirty hours a week."  Xander gave him another look.  "I
mean it." 


"Boss,
not like you have to worry about paying me overtime." 


"I
don't care.  The rules are there for your protection, so we don't overwork
you." 


Xander
snickered.  "Horatio, this has nothing on working a full day of
construction ten miles from the desert.  Please! I can and am pulling full
time hours.  You need me to anyway."  He closed that report and
looked at him.  "This is the job, boss.  Even if I am an
intern." 


"Yes,
but that's the problem, Xander.  You are an intern.  If you were a
normal tech it wouldn't be a problem.  I can get in trouble from my boss
if you go over your expected hours." 


"Then
have him come to me.  I'll point out that I'm not some little kid who's
never held down more than a fast food job, that I expect to be working full
time hours, and even if I'm not paid for them this is how real workers
are." 


"He
won't go for it, Xander." 


"He
will when he's reminded he doesn't have to pay me more than the thirty-hour
stipend.  Free labor gets most bosses.  It did when I was
one."  Horatio gave him a look.  "I was crew chief for just
over a year." 


"What
would your workers have done?" 


"Begged
for a real paycheck.  I'm not." 


"I
noticed.  It's still not allowed."  Xander huffed and sat down,
staring at him. "You're supposed to use this extra downtime to find out
where you want to go after you finish with us." 


"I've
already made my preliminary list.  Tim's looking up various labs for me
since he's not doing much right now." 


"Interesting. 
When are you sending out letters of interest?" 


"Probably
late next month.  He said that'd be a bit sooner than usual but that it
should be fine and make me look good instead of overeager." 


"What
sort of work did Tim do before?" 


"Biochem."



"In
what field?"  Xander shrugged.  "You two never talked about
it?" 


"He
doesn't like to." 


"I
see.  Why don't you and Tim bring over your final list of
choices?"  He watched for a moment of panic but none showed up. 


"He's
running them by Ryan." 


"Mr.
Wolfe has met your roommate?" 


"He
came over the other night after you dropped me off.  Tim couldn't hide
fast enough." 


"Ah." 
He nodded at that.  "Perhaps he'd like to get to know your other
coworkers?" 


"He
hates people," he reminded him. 


"It
might make him worry less." 


"Maybe
but probably not.  He tends to get a bit flustered when people come over.
Besides, we're in the middle of wallpapering for the landlord at the
moment." 


"It's
taking some of his rent off," Ryan said as he walked in. 
"Calleigh was just in the gun locker, she said there was one without a
case tag?" 


"Someone
left it on my porch." 


"Oh. 
Did we get anything off it?"  Xander found that report and handed it
over, plus the others.  "Thanks.  Smuggling case?" 
Xander grinned and nodded.  "Thanks for getting that done for me,
Xander.  Anything else?"  He held up the other ones. 
"I'll drop them off."  He went to do that, taking the one from
Horatio's hand as well when it was held out.  "Thanks,
boss."  He went to hand over everything.  "It was left on
his porch this morning, Calleigh.  He said his neighbor knew he was a
ballistics tech." 


"Huh,"
Eric said, looking at him.  "You went to visit?" 


"Yup."



"What's
his roommate like?" 


"A
bit mean, more of the snarky mean.   He's got a good nag on him about
Xander's clothes and things.  Did you get to see his club problem in
action?" 


"Twice,"
he said dryly.  "He referred the desperate women to me to discourage
them.  I pointed out I'm a cop, he's one of ours, and they could not pay
him.  They both stomped off and did it anyway, even though he
complained." 


"What?"
Calleigh asked. 


"The
boy was out on the floor, dancing.  He's not horrible at it but he's no Dance
America star or anything," Eric told her.  "He started dancing
with this one girl, apparently she got turned on and decided he needed
paid.  He refused.  She got insistent.  He sent her to me, I
discouraged her.  She did it anyway.  He was complaining about making
two hundred bucks right before the woman with the gun came in and I got knocked
out."  He took his reports.  "Thanks, Wolfe." 


"Welcome,
Eric."  He looked at Calleigh.  "Tim made him take some of
it to get his hair cut too.  Made him buy new underwear too.  He does
nag.  He mother's him worse than Alexx can." 


"Do
you think they're together?" Eric asked. 


Ryan
considered it then shrugged.  "Maybe.  Or maybe moving there but
not there yet.   Have you noticed Xander is extra cuddly?  I'm
guessing it's what the girls did to him." 


"Maybe,"
Eric admitted.  "As long as he doesn't hug me." 


Calleigh
snorted.  "He gives very good hugs, Eric.  He's done it to me
twice now."  She smiled at Ryan.  "So, give.  Tim's
keeping himself mysterious.  Is he disfigured from a lab accident?" 


"No,
it's more emotional pain," he told her.  "He goes out now and
then with Xander.  Said he can't go out alone or else no one will ever
find him."  He bent down to examine something.  He was quickly
running out of ways to explain Tim to them without telling them who he
was.  "Oh, he said he's doing strange stuff tonight for some
reason.  He gave me a warning." 


"Good
to know," she decided, getting back to work.  She would nag Xander
for information on Tim tomorrow. 


Eric
looked out at Horatio when he walked in.  "We're nearly done with
this part of the investigation.  Want us to narrow down suspects tonight
or tomorrow, H?" 


"Tomorrow. 
Go home soon, kids."  He went to his office.  He called a contact
out at the school.  "Professor Destra, Horatio Caine.  No, he's
fine so far.  A bit pushy.  He won't keep to interns hours. 
Over.  Sixty this week so far," he admitted.  She giggled and
only said 'sounds like him'.  "I'm worried about his roommate. 
He seems to rely on him a great deal.  Do you know anything about
him?"  He listened to what she said.  "It sounds like a
personality clash.  No, he had a bad few days.  No, nothing like
that.  Having to get pushy to get hours in Trace and wanting to go into
the field."  He listened to her opinion of him doing that.  She
had taught the field work classes.  "I did get something from the
LAPD about his last time with them, the temping he did last
semester."  He smiled at her assurance they were all gruff and lacking
praise over there but the fact he had gotten a commendation for saving an
officer's life made him happy.  "So you think he's ready?" 
Her 'he's already been cleared for it and is past ready' made him nod. 
"He wanted us to quit treating him like we do the other
interns."   Her rant on that subject made him smile. 
"As I pointed out.  Thank you.  Of course."  He hung
up and leaned back to do some thinking about what she had said.  The boy
had always distanced himself from the others with his maturity.  He had
never shown any inclination to do the stupid college student things the others
did.  Even over Spring Break. 


She
had said something odd.  He had worked full time while in school? 
That wasn't in his file.  He called Xander's house.  "I had a
question," he said at the curious grunt.  It sounded like someone was
eating.  The phone was handed over with a quiet word he almost
heard.  That voice made him frown.  "Xander, you didn't list a
job while you were in school on your application."  He looked at it
again.  "You did?  The job title is listed as yes?" he
asked dryly.  He listened to him list all his job titles and duties. 
"No, if they're not clearly spelled out then you didn't have to put it
down.  I talked to Professor Destra.  Yes, about your stubborn
nature.  Because you can't go into the field if you can't follow the
rules, Xander.  One of the rules is your internship hours."  He
heard the growl and smirked.  "Tough, Xander.  Those are the
rules and we will follow them since you are an intern, like it or
not."  He heard someone talking to Xander, calming him down, and
nodded at the helpful suggestion but that voice was still setting off odd
feelings in his head.  "Now, when you come in tomorrow we're going to
work on your schedule starting next week.  If you can prove to me that you
can do what you're supposed to then I'll allow you to start working the odd
field cases."  He heard Tim again and Xander's sullen 'fine' made him
happier.  "Thank you.  I'll see you tomorrow."  He
hung up and went to head home. That boy was good for his lab but he was going
to go insane if he had to keep butting heads with him. 


***



Xander
walked into the bar later that night.  It had taken him three hours of
complaining to Tim to get ready to come here.  He was sure he could butt
heads with Horatio in the morning but for now he had other purposes in
life.  He looked at the bartender.  "The overlord?" he
asked quietly.  He pointed at a corner booth.  "Thank
you."  He glanced around then looked at him.  "He's in
Miami?" 


"The
chits made him come according to him," he said dryly. 


Xander
kissed him hard.  "There, go do that to Spike to distract him for me
please?  I don't want to deal with anything Sunnydale tonight." 
He slid over a tip before walking out through those dancing.  He ran into
a familiar female and kissed her too, whispering in her ear.  "Give
that to Spike for me," he hissed.  "That way he only sees
you."  She smiled at him.  "Please, Dru?  I'm here in
peace and I don't want to deal with him."  She swayed over to her
Spike and sat in his lap to kiss him.  He continued his trek, looking at
the shocked and horrified demons.  "Yes, I'm here in town on an
internship," he said dryly.  "The same as my professors made me
get the degree out of San Francisco, but I'd rather be retired. So unless the
world is bending over and begging for lube and a condom to be used before it
gets plundered, I'm retired.  That good with you guys?"  They
all nodded slowly, still looking horrified.  "Thanks.  By the
way, if we need my other certificate, I'm available at night.  I'm sure
someone knows where I live by now."  He pulled out his card and
handed it over.  "My cell number.  My partner answers the other
one.  Need anything more from me?"  They all shook their
heads.  "Good, then I'm going back to my retirement."  He
walked out the back door and headed around to the car, handing Tim the tape he
had made.  "I'm done.  Spike's in town with Dru." 


"Fuck." 
He started the engine and backed out, heading out for the night. "You want
to club?" 


"No. 
Not really.  You?" 


"I
could use some fun.  You can watch my back tonight."  He pulled
into one he liked the looks of, letting Xander pay the cover.  "Any
real problems?" 


"I
kissed the bartender and Dru so they'd go kiss Spike and distract him.  I
don't think he even smelled me," he offered once they were inside. 
That got a smug look.  "Not like I want to deal with that shit. 
I'm retired. I made that clear to the overlord too.  I'll handle it if the
world is asking it's rapist to use a condom and lube.  I'll handle it if
it happens around me or to the lab.  There's an overlord for the rest of
the mess." 


"Works
for me," he decided, taking him out onto the floor. 
"Relax." 


"I
can't.  Calleigh's here," he said, nodding over to a darker
corner.  "If not, she's got a naughty sister." 


Tim
looked then moaned and nodded, taking Xander back to the car.  He did not
want to meet his former friends, not yet.  "That blows that
theory."  Xander nudged him and pointed in a direction so he went
that way.  They found a club out in the middle of nowhere that wasn't too
crowded but had good music and was actually a gay club.  None of his team
would be found dead in one so he was safe.  They got down onto the floor
and let loose for now, him watching as Xander let the frustration bleed out of
him into the air. 


***



Horatio
looked over as an officer came in.  "What's wrong?" 


"Sir,
Stetler just pounced your intern outside and started to scream at him?" 


"Probably
about something that happened at a club," he sighed, going to handle
that.  "Enough!" he ordered at the continued yelling. 
"We do not air these things in public, Rick." 


"Your
boy...." 


"Has
had this problem since he was nineteen," Xander assured him. 
"The same as those reports you got sent from LA were them making sure
that's what it was.  You can come watch me too if you need to.  Delko
has twice now.  Wolfe has once too the night we went out.  Nothing
happened that night thankfully but it still happened.  I turn every single
one of them down.  I protest.  I try very hard to give it back and to
make them go away.  Unfortunately I can't be a hermit because I'm a social
person!" he finally yelled.  "It's not my fault they want to
bury my ass as a present!"  He stomped off.  Two officers got
out of his way. 


Horatio
looked at Rick.  "May I see the reports?" he asked
quietly.  They were handed over with a glare and a thinned-lip look. 
He looked them over then nodded.  "I've seen it happen.  The
night he and Eric went out he tried to help him get away from them as
well.  It's why he's been kidnaped a few times, Rick."  He
handed it back.  "I saw it at the conference as
well."   The glare got turned up.  "It is not his
fault.  It is not something he can control." 


"He
can not go out clubbing," he sneered. 


"One
night I had to rescue him because he was looking for a used car and some woman
kidnaped him to make him buy new clothes, Rick.  She had him in
handcuffs.  She had a gun on him at first."  That got a
gape.  He moved closer.  "It is not the boy's fault.  He
does everything he can to make them leave him alone.   He managed to
get taken during the conference as well.  We spent part of the last night
there searching for him."   Rick stomped off. "I can have
him start reporting when it happens if you want," he called after
him.  Then he went to find Xander.  He couldn't find him or his
car.  "Boys, did you see my intern?" he asked one of the guards.



"He's
in the gym beating the crap out of something, Lieutenant.  Bad personal
news?" 


"Someone
gave him something at a club and it's causing friction," he said
quietly.  The officer smirked.  "Not that sort, officer. 
Someone gave him a check."  He walked into the gym, looking
around.  One of the guys pointed at the room with the boxing ring and the
heavy bags so he went back there.  He saw Xander was indeed working out
his stress and frustration on the heavy bag.  He looked very good at it
too.  "Xander?" he called quietly. 


"If
this keeps up, I'm quitting and going to Canada," he said while he worked
on his anger issues. 


Horatio
came in further, watching him.  "Calm down.  He was making sure
you weren't doing illegal things." 


Xander
glared at him.  "No he wasn't!  He flat out accused me of being
a pro, Horatio.  Said I was an ugly one too and asked how much I
charged."  Horatio moaned.  "I'm filing a complaint about
him later.  I'm working on my anger before I do that.  Anything
else?  I need to be alone or else I might lash out at others." 


"I
know you did nothing illegal, Xander." 


Xander
snorted and turned to fully face him.  "If you actually gave a damn
about me that might mean something.  It's nice that my supervisor knows
I'm not a dirty officer but do I care at the moment or is it
helping?"  Horatio looked stunned.  "Then the answer is no
and I need to finish wearing this out.  Apparently coming to Miami was one
hell of a mistake.  Tim is not picking the next spot."  He went
back to it with a vicious side kick at the bag, muttering the whole time. 


"We
don't feel it is, Xander," he said calmly. 


Xander
snorted.  "Clearly you do, Horatio.  You don't appreciate me or
my skills.  You keep trying to make me like every other little robot
intern on the planet who's unsure of their skills."  He backhanded it
and weathered the pain when his wrist popped and started to swell.  It was
okay, he'd get over it.  He didn't use that hand anymore but it was
fine.  He still had another one and two feet. 


Horatio
watched him, then moved closer.  "Xander.  Stop." 


"Nope. 
Not done yet.  I haven't worked out in a few weeks.  I have to fix
the ceiling so it'll hold the heavy bag."  Horatio grabbed him and he
flipped him, staring down at him.  "It's never wise to grab someone
while they're mad and trying to get it out of their system before they hurt
someone," he pointed out.  "I'm sure if you were in here Eric
wouldn't have grabbed you."  He walked off, going to the locker room,
where he grabbed his sunglasses.  He found Calleigh in the lab. 
"I'm off today, right?" he asked before walking off.  It wasn't
that hard to go out and get into his car then head downtown.  He walked
into the main office and looked at the secretary.  "Where do I file
harassment and illegal conduct charges against an officer?" 


"IAB,
sir." 


"It
was one of them," he said coolly.   She pushed a button on her
phone.  "Thank you.  I don't mean to take it out on
you."  She smiled at that.   An older man walked out of an
office.  "I'm CSI Intern Harris," he said, holding out his good
hand.  "I need to file a misconduct and harassment complaint against
an IAB officer Stetler please." 


"This
way, Intern Harris."  He let him into his office, watching him sit
down.  "What happened?" 


Xander
wrote down a phone number.  "Call him and ask him for the files from
LA please.  I have some sort of unnatural gift that bothers the shit out
of me which Stetler used to accuse me of being a prostitute in front of the
station at the top of his lungs.  In front of other officers." 
The man moaned.  "Among other things.  That's the number to the
IAB office out at the LAPD.  They've handled that issue in the past and
have multiple accounts of it.  They sent them to Stetler for some
reason.  He used them to jump me on my way in this morning." 


"Let
me call to get what they have and we'll see what we can do to rectify this
situation." 


"I'm
thinking a shotgun up his asshole at the moment," Xander admitted. 
"Since he just made it impossible for me to work with any officers on the
force and I do have a minor in field work, sir." 


He
nodded.  "I can see how that's a problem, son.  Calm down."



Xander
stared him down.  "I am calm," he assured him.  "I
spent a good thirty minutes on the heavy bag before I came here.  This is
as calm as you're getting because if I get angry again something's going to rip
him to shreds."   The boss looked stunned.  "I also
was forced to get the small certificate from San Francisco's new school,
sir.  I'm sure I can call in a favor or three." 


"All
right, I can see this is distressing you.  We'll figure out what we're
doing, young man."  He called out there.  "This is Chief
Johnson, Miami-Dade.  I have a CSI Intern Harris here...."  He
nodded. "That's what he said.  Please.  Our IAB office had some
questions about him and he's here to talk about it.  Thank you, sir. 
Your name?"  He wrote it under the number.  "Thank you for
your cooperation."  He hung up.  "They offer you
money?" 


"Money
and jewelry in the past with some limited ones taking me for their own perverse
pleasure, which seems to be shopping most of the time."  That got a
single nod.  Xander shrugged.  "I don't know why and I'd like it
to stop.  I can't stop it and I'm one of those people who need to be
around people or I go insane.  If I go insane I'll help destroy the
world." 


The
Chief smiled and nodded.  "I know others, son.  Let me get the
forms they're faxing over.  They had our fax number."  He went
to gather them, bringing them and the complaint form back.  "Okay,
what did he say?"  Xander slumped and repeated it. 


***



Calleigh
looked up when Xander came in that afternoon.  "What the hell are you
doing?" she demanded quietly. 


He
glared at her.  "I got jumped by Stetler this morning before I could
make it into the building, where he decided to put me down in front of all the
officers who could hear within three thousand feet."  She went
pale.  "He also called me a whore and other things.  So I went
to blow off some steam then I went to file a complaint against him.  Now,
what am I doing today?  Here or trace?" he asked calmly. 


"Horatio
wants to see you first." 


"I
don't care."  She gaped at him.  "He tried to interrupt me
while I was calming down.  He actually tried to grab me while I was
working it out of my system," he said coolly.  "I'm trained to
kill people."  She sat down and he put on his coat.  "Now,
where are we in today's lineup?" he asked. 


"Um,
one in the scope I'm working on.  Go do the test fires."  He
nodded, taking the two guns that way to do that.  She called
Horatio.  "He's here.  He said he just got done filing a
complaint against someone?"  She nodded.  "He said
that."  She glared toward the firing pen.  "No, he's doing
test fires.  He said he wasn't, Horatio.  Because he said he's
trained to kill people and you tried to grab him when he was trying to keep
himself from following his instincts."  She hung up.  "Xander,
Horatio's on his way down." 


"That's
fine.  I'm here.  Firing one."  He did that and came out
with the bullet, going to get to work on his scope.  She left and Horatio
walked in, closing the door.  "By now you should have realized that
grabbing me was probably not the best idea."  He glared at him. 
"I'm trained to kill and I have combat experience, Horatio," he noted
quietly.  "You knew that." 


"I
did.  It was wrong of me to grab you that way, Xander.  I'm very
happy you only threw me.  Now, let's talk reasonably."  Xander
sat down, arms crossed when he looked at him.  "Thank you.  You
do know I believe you.  That I've seen this problem of yours in action." 
He nodded.  "Then why did you lash out at me this morning?" 


"Because
you 'poor babying' me didn't help any, Horatio.  It sounded a lot like you
were on his side but saying platitudes to be nice." 


"I
don't do that." 


"Sorry
but the people I was raised by did.  I heard enough of that before." 


"I
can understand that.  I also know you're still angry and frustrated."



"How
in the hell am I supposed to be able to work with any of those officers and get
any damn respect when he did that!" he shouted. 


"I
know, Xander.  Calm down.  I did tell one officer the truth. 
You had been given a check in the club and not done anything to earn it. 
By now that story has been sent around too.  It will mitigate what Rick
yelled at you." 


"I
filed a complaint anyway," he said dryly. 


Horatio
nodded.  "That's not an easy path to take." 


"You'd
rather I have him eaten?" 


"No,"
he admitted, moving closer, giving him a sideways look.  "I'd rather
that you calmed down, Xander." 


"I
am calm." 


"You're
not calm.  Your body posture says that you're not calm.  I think we
need to clear some things up but I can't do that until you're calmer," he
said gently, quietly and slowly. 


"You're
talking to me like I'm a toddler again," he noted dryly, putting his hands
on the table.  "I don't need a time out either." 


"You
could probably use one," he said, staring him down.  "Fine,
we'll hash this out like I would with the boys.  Your conduct this morning
and the things you said were out of line." 


"No,
they were the truth, Horatio."  He stood up and pulled out Calleigh's
copy of the reports.  "You never counted hours, did you? Tim did it
on me the other night.  Except for about fifty hours of trace for my minor
I've done enough hours to get out of my internship."  Horatio frowned
at that.  He nodded. "Yeah, me.  Jumping in works that way,
Horatio.  You don't appreciate my skills.  You don't, they don't, no
one here does.  You don't appreciate me either.  I tried damn hard to
be impressive enough to earn respect.  I didn't.  I never have. 
To this damn day.  Why in the hell should I put myself through this?"



Horatio
put down the folder, staring at him for a minute.  "There's still
things you could learn." 


"You're
right but you're not interested in teaching me." 


"If
this is about your disability...." 


"You
wouldn't even know about it if I hadn't told you," he interrupted. 
"Next time I won't make that mistake.  I knew I had a small battle on
my hands because of it but this is ridiculous.  Any other intern, you
don't check every case.  By now you should be checking every five or
ten.  You're not, she's not, and Ryan is the only one who is, probably
because he's so backed up at the moment.  So either you think I can't do
the job or you think that missing an eye makes me some sort of special needs
case who can't handle a real job.  Again, something I tried to counter by
being my usual impressive self.  I got enough of that from the girls I
left when they went to Cleveland, Horatio.  I'm a fucking tech, treat
me  like one.  Outside of a physical you can't tell I'm missing an
eye.  No one can.  Not even night shift when they asked me to stay
over one night and I ended up going out into the field to help collect samples
and bullets."  Horatio frowned at that.  "Maybe you should
ask her.  She at least treated me like all the other grunt labor. 
You treat me like I'm Rainman.  Hate to break it to you, boss, but I'm
not.  One glass eye does not automatically rot my other skills." 


"I
can understand that, Xander.  I don't mistrust you in the field.  You
said you wanted that to be your minor." 


"It
is!  Doesn't mean I can't do it!" 


"Calm
down." 


"No!" 
He sat down again.  "No, I'm sorry, but no.  I have no reason to
calm down.  Find one thing I've done wrong.  Anything.  Yes, I
dumbed down a report, oooh, that's a damn bad thing," he said facetiously
when Horatio opened his mouth.  "I've fucking well walked into hell,
literally, Horatio.  I think I can handle going into the field when there
might be a mafia or gang hit on the lab.  The same as I'm pretty sure I
can do a hell of a lot more than you think but you never ask." 


"I
would but I keep getting odd things shoved at me." 


"Welcome
to my life!" he snorted.  "What do you think I did to earn my
combat experience?"  Horatio nodded at that.  "Coming to
Miami was a mistake.  Tim's not comfortable here because it's got bad
memories for him.  You guys don't appreciate me or my skills.  Hell,
if Sascha wasn't out there she'd be better here.  At least then Calleigh
would know how to interact with her.  She's afraid to joke and laugh with
me.  The only person around here who doesn't make me feel like I'm wearing
a sign that says 'I'm retarded, watch out for me' is Ryan.  He's got his
own version of it though so I guess it's outcasts forming a solidarity
pack." 


"I
don't want to treat either of you like that." 


"Really?"



"Really." 
He looked at him.  "What happened to your hand?" 


"Nothing."



"It's
swollen and looks broken." 


Xander
looked then shrugged and looked at him.  "It's fine.  I can use
the hand if I have to.  It's not getting in the way of work.  Most
likely it's a dislocated bone in my wrist."  He shrugged again. 
"I've had worse and still went to work with it." 


"Most
techs would have went to the ER and gotten at least a brace," he said
quietly. 


"Yeah,
well, I'm not most techs, Horatio.  There's the one area I'll never fit
in.  I'm not going to lose my sense of humor and fun.  Hell couldn't
do it, a lab sure as hell won't."  That got a grim look. 
"Yes, I got told to quit telling bad jokes the other day.  Not even
sexist ones." 


"I
heard about that.  Natalia can be a bit picky," he admitted.  He
cleared his throat.  "I wanted you to come in today so we could work
on these issues you're seeing, Xander.  Yes, you're probably ready for
more responsibility but I did not realize you had already done all your
internship hours."  Xander shrugged.  "It would
matter." 


"Not
to you it didn't.  You knew I had temped in." 


"I
did.  I'm very proud that you did."  Xander gave him that 'don't
bullshit me' look again.  "I am.  Not many techs could or would
have done that." 


"I
got bored and it was a small paycheck." 


"Which
is reasonable."  He cleared his throat.  "We both have a
lot of things we need to work out.  The first being that I don't see you
as handicapped because of your eye.  I am wary about whether or not you
can handle being in the field if something were to happen." 


"It
did with Griffy and I still managed to protect him." 


"I
heard that."  He moved a step closer.  "Can you please
finish calming down now?" 


"I
am.  This is as calm and happy as you're getting today." 


"Fine. 
I can agree that this morning was a horrible event in your career." 
Xander tapped his fingers on the table.  "It was.  I'm sure it
won't impact things." 


"Really? 
Because one of the guys on the way in after I got done didn't ask how much I
charged?"  Horatio nodded at that.  "Yes, I shot back at
him as well." 


"Thank
you.  It would probably help you a lot if we could get that rumor
started." 


"Can
I behead him for it?"  Horatio shook his head.  "Then it
won't stop.  He can do it behind my back and behind yours.  The same
way he has you and Eric."  Horatio frowned at him.  "A few
of the patrol guys took me aside my first weekend here to talk to me about some
of the rumors going around about the lab.  They all said they didn't
believe it but they still felt the need to warn me."  He stood up
again.  "Decide, Horatio.  I'm a damn good tech and you're not
using me.  You don't appreciate my skills in the least.  I'm like
some well-learned robot to you most of the time so far." 


"You're
not." 


"I
am." 


"You're
not, Xander.  If I had remembered you had explosives experience I would've
taken you to help gather at that scene." 


"Who
put the model together, Horatio?" 


"Ryan
said you did." 


"Ryan
also said that you told him he had done good doing it.  Which was your
first compliment to him in most of three months."   Horatio
swallowed and nodded.  "I'm not asking for special treatment,
boss.  Just acknowledge that I'm there and doing the work maybe? 
That I have some damn bit of sense and maybe that I might have a
clue?"  His phone rang and he looked at it.  "What? 
Not a good time, Timmy.  No, I'm not a happy camper," he said
blandly.  "Why?"  He groaned.  "Can't the
overlord take care of that?   Fine.  Whatever.  Have it
waiting on me when I get there."  He hung up.  "The other
speciality is calling for me.  Something's downtown at a hotel eating
things.  Am I excused?" 


"As
long as you get that wrist looked at." 


Xander
snorted.  "You're still not my father, Horatio.  It's nothing. 
It's not like it's something digging into my back to pull a lung out without
breaking ribs or something."  He took off his jacket and walked off
shaking his head.  Ryan opened his mouth.  "Other speciality
calling," he noted dryly.  "Then I'm going to get fucking drunk
and forget that I'm alive."  He stabbed the button for the elevator,
taking his hand back when Ryan took it to look over.  "It's
fine." 


"It's
broken." 


"It's
a small bone dislocation.  It's fine."  He got onto the elevator
and headed down to get into his car and head off.  Tim met him at the
house with his usual sword and case.  "Thank you." 


"Hand?"



"Is
fine." 


"Okay. 
I'll look at it later." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Find us another city, okay?  Somewhere they
actually like and appreciate me."  He got back in and slammed the car
door, heading down to deal with the issue.  The hotel's manager gave him
an odd look.  "People and sofa eating thing?" he asked dryly. 


"Upstairs,
second floor in the tea room, sir." 


"Thank
you." 


"There's
two officers in there with it to keep it from coming out." 


"That's
fine."  He walked up there, tapping on the door before walking
in.  He looked at it.  "You in heat?" he asked dryly,
dropping his case.  He slammed the door when the demon roared and lunged
for the officers, jumping between them to cut the thing into bait chunks. 
When he was done he went to his case to get a cloth to calmly wipe off his
blade then a bag for the chunks.  He tossed it at one of the officers. 
"Pick it up so we can finish killing it.  Otherwise it'll pull a T3
and regenerate."  The officer whimpered so he came over to do it for
them.  When he was done he put the sword back onto his back, picked up his
case in his bad hand, his bag in the other, and walked out.  "All
done, carpet should be cleaned.  Use peroxide then like normal once all
the crap's gone," he told the hovering manager.  He nodded. 
"Should be fine.  He was halfway through a chair when I walked
in."  He dumped the bag and case in the trunk of the car and headed
out to dispose of the body parts in the Everglades.  Nothing would eat
them but the water would keep it from regenerating and maybe the leeches would
like them.  He finished shaking out the bag and got back into the car, heading
for the house.  He walked in and to the fridge, taking one of Tim's beers,
then headed to the basement to work on the ceiling so he could put up his heavy
bag. 


Tim
locked the doors and went down to follow him.  "What happened?" 


"Someone
sent Stetler the file from LA.  He called me a whore in front of the
station at the top of his lungs.  That was the start of the good
day.  Where are we moving to?" 


"Are
you sure we have to?" 


"Probably
should.  Not like your buddies like me, Tim.  They don't appreciate
me, my skills, or anything about me.  Since I just had to slay something
in front of officers it's only going to get worse," he said with fake
cheer.  "So I'm going to do this and then I'm going to get drunk for
the second time in my life." 


"No,
don't."  He came down and held the boy, letting him struggle for a
few minutes but he eventually calmed down.  "It'll be okay,
Xander.  I promise it will." 


"Why
did we come down here?" 


"It's
a good lab and you could use the other skills they could teach you." 


"I'm
an outcast and the only person who actually likes me is the other lab
outcast.  I'm not learning more than how to be pissed at people and how
bad working for a department can be."  Tim gave him a squeeze. 
"Can we move to Canada now?" 


"We'll
try it when you're done with this internship.  You're stronger than this,
Xander." 


"No
I'm not.  I'm too damn tired to fight anymore.  That's why I wanted
to retire."  He got free and went back to working on getting his
heavy bag up.  Speed took his hand. "I dislocated the little bones
this morning when I was beating the gym's heavy bag." 


"That's
fine."  He heard someone pounding and groaned.  "Go get
that?" 


"Nope." 
They kept going.  "If they break the door they're going to fix
it."  His phone rang and he looked at it.  "Looks like it's
Eric." 


"I
need to talk to him anyway," Speed muttered.  "Answer it." 


Xander
answered it.  "What, Eric?  Is someone dying?"  He
listened to him.  "I don't care at the moment.  Gee, do
you?  Really?"  He hung up and handed over his phone. 
"You talk to him.  I'm tired of this damn city."  He
finally got it braced so he could hang the bag and did that, starting off
slowly working out some of the stress and frustration. 


Speed
sat on the stairs, texting a message to Eric's phone.  He knew Xander
needed the swift kick solution but he wasn't the only one anymore.  He got
one back and snorted, answering it.  Then he turned it off and watched his
partner work out the anger and frustration.  He needed to.  He'd
break later on but for now Xander needed this.  He heard someone else
knocking and groaned.  "Xander, door." 


Xander
quit moving and looked up then went to answer it.  "I'm not dealing
with people right now, Ryan.  I don't care.  I haven't cared all
day.  So leave me alone before I have to kill something else." 
He shut the door and went back to the basement.


Ryan
walked back into the lab.  "What did he have to kill?" 


"There
was a something eating people and furniture, plus a poodle, at a hotel
downtown," Eric told him.  "The officers were staring in horror
when Xander jumped in to kill it." 


"He
got a call," Horatio told him.  "I don't know from who, probably
his roommate."  He looked at him.  "Did you talk to
him?" 


"He
said to leave him alone for now.  He's still pretty pissed."  He
sat down.  "So, what else happened?  Because what Stetler said
is now all over the PD.  I got asked on the way out and I told them the
truth.  Some delusional woman decided to pay him for dancing with
her."  Horatio nodded at that.  "Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  We need to discuss the boy anyway.  Calleigh, did you count
his hours?" 


"Technically,
post-graduate internship hours don't start until after you've actually
graduated.  He can count that ten weeks of jumping in if he wants to
because there is a loophole.  Converting his eighty hour weeks there to
internship hours, he's already a good portion of the way through.  If he
counts his *other* hours from that other certificate, since he did work as a
field CSI during it, then he's about out of hours." 


Eric
looked at her.  "He did?"  She slid it down so he could
see.  "He did.  Wow."  He passed them to Ryan. 
"H, you were here when Speed came in, right?"  He nodded. 
"Didn't he have to go the same route?" 


"He
did, but he was much more normal as an intern, Eric.  Xander is
not."  He took them to look over.  "He's still missing six
hundred?" 


"About
six-thirty that I found," Calleigh told him.  "The fact he never
mentioned this means he either expected us to do that much research and read
the reports they wrote more carefully than we did, or he wasn't going to count
it originally."  She looked at the boys.  "Now, what the
heck happened?" 


"Stetler
heard about the club problem he has," Ryan told her.  "Got into
it with him outside the station at the top of his lungs.  Accused Xander
of being a prostitute and other things."  She nodded slowly. 
"From what I heard after that he went to the gym, Horatio following after
trying to diffuse it.  They apparently had a fight there, then Xander left
to file a complaint against Stetler with the Chief.  He came back here and
tried to get lost in the work but Horatio came down to talk to him again."



"I
was trying to work things out, Mr. Wolfe." 


"I'm
sure you were but Xander's incoherent in his anger at the moment." 


"He
was worse this morning."  He looked at them.  "Should he
come back...." 


"That's
a big if," Calleigh told him.  "Eric, did he talk to you?" 


"No,
I got a text message from Tim saying that Xander was very upset and to the
point of wanting to drink.  I sent back that it wasn't me, he said it
didn't matter."  He looked at Horatio.  "Are we keeping him
or not?  Because if we are, we're apparently going to have to start
treating him like he's got some sense." 


"I've
always treated him like that," Ryan pointed out. 


"I
heard that earlier.  Thank you, Ryan," Calleigh said, patting him on
the hand.  "Even Alexx did it, guys.  This isn't like us or
her." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Perhaps it's a personality issue." 


She
gave him a look.  "No it's not.  Alexx read the boy wrong and
tried for light and teasing.  Xander was raised by girls.  He's like
an extra violent version of Xena." 


Ryan
nodded.  "Yeah, he kinda is," he agreed, considering it. 
"He has leather too."  She swatted at him this time. 
"He does.  If Xena and Joxer had a kid, it'd be Xander." 


Eric
shook his head to clear that thought.  "He was raised by the sort of
girls who have stupid names for their cats," he pointed out. 
"So what do we do, H?  Do we work with him, do we try to keep
him?  With Stetler's thing it's going to be incredibly hard in the field
on the kid." 


"I'm
hoping we can counter that." 


"There's
no way we can counter it for everyone," Ryan pointed out.  "If
he comes in wearing new clothes they're going to wonder.  I want Xander to
stay," he said at the looks aimed his way.  "I more than any of
you want Xander to stay.  I like the kid.  He'll be a great tech some
day soon.  He's the sort who'll never hesitate to shoot back if we get
shot at."  Among other things.  Speed really needed to come into
the open. 


"I
want to keep him, Horatio.  It's been building since his third day
here.  We all treat him like he's a normal, average intern and he's never
been one.  He wasn't when we interviewed him and we knew that then." 


"I'd
love to keep him," Horatio agreed.  "I want nothing more than to
keep the boy and make sure he finds a home that he's comfortable with. 
He's not comfortable here." 


Ryan
looked at him.  "That's because he feels like he's stupid," he said
bluntly. 


"I
heard that this morning, Mr. Wolfe." 


"Then
maybe the rest of them need to hear, Horatio."   He pulled out a
tape and handed it to Eric.  "From the gym this morning.  One of
the officers gave it to me." 


"How
bad is it?" Calleigh asked. 


"He
said coming down here might've been a bad decision.  He said we all treat
him like he's retarded.  He flipped Horatio when he grabbed him." 


"Was
part of his training combat training?" 


Ryan
cleared his throat and leaned closer.  "I asked him about why they
wanted *him* to go.  Just because he grew up somewhere that had strange
stuff doesn't make an automatic connection.  Otherwise half of New York
City would be going."  She nodded slowly.  "Xander fought
with the protection patrol out there since tenth grade.  When they decided
he was worthless because he lost his eye, he went to LA and fought with the
spin-off group there while in college.  Until the day he
graduated."  She shuddered.  "He's twenty-seven. 
Tenth grade was probably sixteen......" 


"Crap,"
she muttered. 


"And
it's not a now and then thing, it was nightly patrols and a lot of times when
the world could end.  That's why he knows explosives.  That's why his
high school graduation had a sudden gas main explosion when something attacked
it," he finished quietly.  "So we have one very damaged young
man who was warped thoroughly by girls with a very long combat history, and one
person who actually gives a damn about him, who you guys have never met. 
Tim's a nice guy and he's trying but they're not together.  Xander needs
someone who gives a damn and wants to nurture the good parts of his life and
instincts.  We can do that, but we're going to have to treat him like one
of us.  Xander is one of us." 


"He
is," Horatio agreed.  "Perhaps we should talk to him tonight as
well."  He called Xander's phone, getting a grunt.  "Tim,
it's Horatio.  We want to talk to Xander to work this out." 
Xander took the phone.  "Xander, we want to work it out so you'll stay. 
Can you come back tonight so we can sit down and talk?  You're right, we
do have some things we need to talk about.  Including how we see you and
other issues."  He listened to him and nodded.  "That might
be for the best, yes.  We'll see you tomorrow for breakfast.  Your
place is good.  That's fine.  We'll be there at eight, Xander. 
Thank you."  He hung up.  "We're going over for
breakfast.  He said you didn't have to bring anything."  They
all nodded.  "Good.  Now, do any of you feel uncomfortable
working with him in the field?" 


"I'm
worried that his eye means he can't cover as well on one side if it's something
like a drive-by.  I have no doubt the boy can handle it if it's a run-up
or anything like that.  With the Mala Noche threat...." 


"Xander
was tutored in a few classes by a Crypt and one other one by a Blood,"
Ryan told her. 


"Then
I wouldn't care to work with him, but a drive-by is one situation we have to be
careful of." 


"I'm
not about to send any of you out alone," Horatio reminded them. 
"Him either." 


"Then
it should be fine," she agreed.  Eric just nodded.  "You
think you can work with him?" 


"With
the way he is in the lab?  Even if he does tell some bad jokes now and
then it'll be fine," he agreed.  "I'm more worried about this
Tim person since he's leaning on him so much." 


"He
was in biochem before he became people unfriendly," Ryan told him. 
"I went over there one night and surprised him, he couldn't hide fast
enough." 


"Is
he a nice guy?" Calleigh asked. 


"Fairly
so.  A bit on the dry and sarcastic side.  He hates Xander's shirts
as much as Calleigh does.  I went over the day Horatio made him go
shopping.  They both dug into his closet to straighten it out.  Tim
was lounging around in sweats and a loose t-shirt." 


"So
he's a normal guy," Horatio decided.  "Do we know what field he
used to work in?"  Ryan shook his head.  "He didn't
say?" 


"I
didn't ask." 


"Hmm." 
He stood up.  "I'll see you there in the morning at eight," he
said, heading to his office.  He sat down to do a general search with the
name and any lab-related field.  One name made him close his eyes for a
moment but he weeded it out.  There was no way Speed was involved in this.



***



Speed
watched as Xander calmed himself down for real this time.  "So?"



"They're
coming over for breakfast.  I have to get groceries." 


Speed
snorted.  "They're not going to eat anything you cook, Xander. I had
Priscilla have everyone write them about your cooking.  Nice try
though.  That's one way to get into the field."  He patted him
on the back when the boy pouted.  "I know you don't mean to." 


"I
don't but I was thinking about going to the bakery section of the store and
buying bagels and cinnamon rolls.  We can do that." 


"Just
get me the stuff, I'll cook then hide." 


"Fine. 
If you want to.  I don't want to be grumped at for it." 


"You
won't be.  I'll have to get up early in the morning to hide
anyway."  He held out his hand.  "Wallet?" 


"Shouldn't
I go?" 


"We'll
go together, get the stuff in the can."  Xander nodded and stood
up.  "Your hand?" 


Xander
snorted.  "Am I driving?" 


"Hell
no.  You drive worse than that chick on tv."  He took the keys
from him and walked off shaking his head.  "Hi, Mrs. Tumie," he
called as he walked out, waving at the nosy neighbor on the left.  She
watched out for them.  He looked back, finding Xander looking at a new box
on the porch.  "Another one?" 


He
nodded and put it inside before closing and locking the door so he could
follow.  "We're going to the store, need anything, Mrs. Tumie?"
he called as he walked. 


"No,
boys, I'm good," she called, smiling and waving.  "Such nice
boys!"  She saw another boy sneaking that way.  "You just
drop that nasty gun off, Raul, I'll make sure it don't disappear on
you."  He nodded, going to slide it into their mailbox.  "Good
boy!"  He smiled and left, going to file the serial number off his
new one. 


***



Horatio
knocked the next morning, smiling at Xander when he bounced down the stairs to
let them in.  "Good morning." 


"Well,
it's morning," he said dryly.  "We'll wait to see if it's good
or not."  He saw Eric's look at his mailbox and came out to
look.  "Oh, hey, the neighborhood kids are getting rid of a few
more."  He brought them inside to put with the box he already
had.  "Come into the kitchen, guys.  I didn't cook anything." 
They followed him that way. 


"This
is a great house, Xander," Calleigh said, smiling at him. 


"Thanks. 
We've been doing some fixing up for the landlord for cheaper rent." 
He laid everything out.  "Go ahead and dig in, people.  I'm not
formal about stuff.  Coffee's dripping and there's milk and juice in the
fridge.  Glasses are beside it." 


Horatio
got those who he knew would want it coffee, including Xander.  Ryan got
milk, Calleigh took juice, and they dug in to eat and talk.  "No
Tim?" 


"He
went back to bed.  He doesn't like mornings."  He stuffed his
mouth. 


Ryan
looked around.  "The last time I was here you needed to do
dishes." 


"I
was working on them that night," he defended. "I do them most every
night.  The house is clean, Ryan.  Quit trying to outdo me." 


"Sorry." 
He ate another bite.  "These are good." 


"I'll
leave him a note," he said with a grin.  He heard someone go into the
bathroom then back to their room and close the door, with the lock clicking
afterward.  "He's seriously grumpy this morning.  Sorry." 


"It's
all right.  If he's up he can come join us," Horatio offered. 


Xander
looked at him.  "He won't, Horatio.  Just quit trying,
please.  Before I have to hear him complain again."  He ate
another bite.  "So, how did things go with Stetler yesterday?" 


"He
tried to say something else and his boss came down from Central to have a talk
with him," Ryan offered.  "You really filed a complaint?" 


"I
really filed a two page complaint," Xander said.  "With a taped
statement attached."  He sipped some of his coffee and got up to get
the sugar, adding it.  "Some day someone will figure out how to add
sugar when coffee brews," he said dryly.  "Am I still
employed?" 


"You
are," Horatio agreed.  "As long as you talk to me in the future
instead of blowing up and attacking the heavy bag."  Xander
nodded.  "Also as long as you get your hand fixed." 


Xander
looked at it then used his coffee cup to put pressure on it until it popped
back in, making Calleigh and Eric shudder.  "Better?" 


"Most
people would have went to the hospital and gotten a brace, Xander." 
Xander gave him a look.  "Haven't you ever been?" 


"Yeah,
the last time I had a broken arm but I've went.  A rebreak of an older
one." 


"You
need to take better care of yourself," Ryan ordered.  "Or else I
will nag like Tim." 


"Yes,
father." 


"Thanks,"
he said with a grin.  "So, did Willow and them have a cat?  Eric
wanted to know." 


"Miss
Kitty Fantastico."  Calleigh paid Eric five dollars.  "Tara
named her and I loved Tara like a sister.   We pick on Tara at your
own risk." 


"Did
she help with that cute name you call football?" Eric asked.  Xander
shrugged at that and drank more coffee.  "Uh-huh.  Can we yell
at the others?" 


"Please
do. They're in Cleveland.  I'll run if I have to see them." 


"We'll
help you hide," Calleigh promised, smoothing down some of his hair. 
"What we worked out last night after dinner was that you'd be doing your
thirty hours a week in ballistics, ten or fifteen in trace, and then two cases
a month.  That meets with the guidelines we have to follow and doesn't
overload you.  Can that work for you?" 


"That's
full time on normal jobs," he admitted. 


"If
you run into too much overtime we're going to ask the chief to add to your
stipend," Horatio offered.  "On a monthly basis because we do
know there are some weeks like that."  Xander nodded. 
"They leave you guns?" 


"There's
a gang that runs the neighborhoods around here.  They know I'm a
ballistics tech because I told our neighbor, who gossips. So they hand me guns
they want to dump. I did tell her I'd be trying to find the owners and
users." 


"That's
reasonable," Horatio decided, smiling at him.  "How many have
you gotten?" 


"That's
three, four, and five." 


"Good. 
It's good for the department."  He reached over to smooth down some
of Xander's hair again.  "I know it's hard on you to pretend to be a
normal tech, Xander, but now and then we do need you to conform to some
standards.  The clothing issue, the hours issue, and staying out of
Stetler's way.  He can still find ways to irritate you, even with the
reprimand he got yesterday." 


"Especially
with the reprimand he got yesterday," Eric reminded him. 


"It's
not like I wanted his attention before then.  I would've loved to be
ignored by him but *someone* gave him the forms from LA." 


"I
called out there to get the information on what you did in the lab,
Xander.  They must have thought it'd be necessary."  He sipped
his coffee.  "The clothes for the last three days have been
excellent.  I do like that as long as you can work outside in them." 


"I
don't see a problem with that.  I can change into a t-shirt if I have
to.  I've got some in my locker, I told you that." 


"You
did but you don't always have time to change," Horatio reminded him. 


"Then
I'll sweat, Horatio.  It's not the first time.  I lost forty pounds
every summer while working on houses and things." 


"Point." 
He smiled.  "Do tell Tim he did an excellent job on the cinnamon
rolls." 


"I
will.  Am I coming in today?" 


"As
long as you get some sort of brace on your hand," he noted firmly, staring
him down.  Xander sighed and wiggled his fingers. "Tough.  It
can still bother you." 


"Then
I'll ice it for lunch.  I can use it.  I was using it last night."



"I
heard the moan of pain when you took the phone.  I want it in a brace,
Xander." 


"Fine. 
You fuss worse than Willow." 


"It
comes with command." 


"I
think it comes with the red hair," he shot back, giving him a look. 


"Possibly,"
he agreed.  "Doesn't matter, you still have to have one before you
come in today."  Something thumped at the end of the stairs. 
"I think we're keeping him up." 


"Could
be."  He went to check, finding the brace.  He came back and
waved it.  "There, better?" 


"As
long as it finds its way onto your hand and stays there.  Otherwise I will
have to tell Alexx and Maxine." 


"I
can run and hide from them too," he pointed out dryly, saluting him with
his cup. 


"I'm
sure you'd try," Calleigh said, "but I'll fuss too, Xander." 


"I
hate fussing.  Keep it up and I'll have to go date someone to give you a
new serial killer to catch." 


"Want
help going to the pound?" Eric asked. 


"No,
Tim said we can't have a dog until we get somewhere settled.   Until
then I get to date."  He beamed at them. 


"Tim,
can he have a dog now?" Calleigh called.  "Please?  He's
threatening to date so we can't fuss over him." 


Xander's
phone rang with a text message.  He giggled and handed it to her. 


"I'll
get him a boyfriend," she read.  Then she blushed and handed it
back.  "Well, that's one way to keep eating, Xander." 


Xander
looked at her.  "It's been suggested but he doesn't like to let me
cuddle.  Cuddles are important to the proper emotional health of a
Xander." 


"I'll
let you cuddle as long as you don't date any more women," Ryan
offered.  Xander gave him a hug.  "Calleigh was right, you do
hug nice."  Xander beamed at them.  "So, today, boss?"



"Today
I want Xander to finish doing his shopping so no one can say anything about new
clothes." 


"Bad
news, I still need to get a new car, Horatio," Xander reminded him. 


"Get
something old and a bit beaten up," Eric ordered. "We can work on
that this weekend." 


"You're
on this weekend, Eric," Horatio reminded him.  "So is
Xander."  They both smiled at that.  "Good.  Today I
want Xander to finish his clothes shopping and all that other shopping." 


"I've
got more clothes than the girls do." 


"Do
you have things for court?" Eric asked. 


"Yeah,
Tim said that two of my outfits were okay enough for it." 


"They
like suits, Xander," Calleigh told him.  He shuddered. 
"Ah, one of those.  Well, nice dress pants, nice dress shirt,
properly buttoned, tie if you can stand it, and no fussy hair." 


"I
can do that but no ties.  Ties are evil.  Ties lead to kidnaping me
and then I get them used on me." 


"We'd
like to keep that problem down as well, Xander," Horatio offered. 
"Does Tim go out with you?"  Xander nodded, grinning slightly.
"Can he not stop them?" 


"He
tries really hard.  Last time we went out together I got offers to do
porn.  Someone tried to make sure I'd go."  His phone rang and
he looked at it then at Horatio.  "He said he'll try to keep me from
going to the clubs but now and then I need to be around a lot of people being
happy and slutty.  That way I don't have to sleep with so many of
them." 


Horatio
took it to text back to Tim, getting back a smiley face.  "He'll try
to keep your clubbing habits down and encourage other social activities. 
Like movies." 


"I
like movies but movies are more expensive than going to the club." 


"They
can be, but you can go out to do some of those and rent others," Calleigh
offered.  "Or come watch movies with us." 


"I
like action and comedies but not the really stupid ones, and fantasy
movies." 


"Okay
then you can go watch movies with the boys," she decided.  "I
like dramas." 


"Most
girls do.  I watched many of them."  She giggled. 
"Really.  Thanks to them I know how to help a woman into a
corset."  Eric gave him a shoulder squeeze.  "Is that like
an Aragorn special shoulder squeeze?"  Ryan burst out cackling,
shaking his head.  "Maybe I'll go watch movies with Ryan then." 


Eric
smirked at him.  "I should bring you home to Mama.  See if
she'll feed you more often." 


"Then
she might make me fuss over your sisters." 


"No,
Mama says that's her job.  You can come over tonight, right?  Bring
Tim if you want." 


"Sure. 
I guess."  He texted that to Tim, getting a 'go for it'. 
"He said it'd be good." 


"Good." 
He found his phone and called his mother.  "Mama, I'm bringing home
Xander tonight," he said.  "Dinner, Mama.  Xander, the new
boy in the lab who drives us nuts.  No, I'm not introducing him to Mari,
Mama.  He turns women evil.  His last one turned into a serial
killer.  I don't want to have to arrest Mari, she'd look bad in prison
orange."  He grinned.  "That'll work."  He hung
up.  "We're having ribs." 


"Okay." 
He ate another bite.  "He'll grump if he has to clean up too much
food, guys."  They all dug in and finished breakfast.  "I
really don't need clothes, Horatio." 


"Then
go used car looking, Xander," he offered. "I'm assuming your roommate
would like his car back." 


"Probably. 
Maybe I'll buy it off him and let him get a new one." 


"That
would also work." 


"You'd
need to clean the backseat," Ryan told him. 


Xander
sighed and shook his head.  Calleigh swatted him.  "Some cars
accumulate stuff, Ryan." 


"His
has mushrooms." 


"Literally,"
Xander agreed. 


"Clean
it then get rid of it," Eric told him.  "Maybe you can ride a
bike." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Tim said I'm reckless and I'd get my stupid ass
killed.  That's a quote." 


Eric
ruffled his hair.  "We'll figure it out, Xander.  We haven't had
a great intern out of this sort of program since Speedle was with us.  The
rest of us clawed our way over from the regular PD." 


"Most
of the rest of them will be usual techs," Xander reminded him. 
"The QD intern is probably going to go Fed.  She wants to do document
work in her heart.  Your field tech is a damn moron.  Can I spank
him?"  Horatio nodded, smiling a little bit.  "I'm sorry,
but he is." 


"He
can be," Calleigh sighed.  "Definite lack of common sense
too.  I'm waiting to see what you lack in the field to make the same
remark." 


Xander
grinned at her.  "You'd be surprised." 


"I'm
hoping so.  The next innocuous scene is ours so we can do an
evaluation."  Xander smiled and nodded.  "Now, do you plan
on staying afterward?" 


"I
don't know," Xander admitted. 


"We
can see about that in seven more months," Horatio reminded him. 
"We might not have the budget at that time to hire.  If we do, I
would consider the most qualified first." 


"That
means I can't kill Stetler, right?" 


"Very
true," Horatio agreed. 


"If
H and I can't, you can't," Eric agreed. 


"Pity. 
Are you sure I can't have him eaten?" 


They
all nodded so he sighed.  "We'll work out how to make him leave you
alone," Ryan promised.  "If we have to, we'll announce you're
going out one night and let him lurk to see for himself.  Maybe one of
them will take him." 


"Probably
the only action he's ever seen," Eric said. 


Xander
looked at him.  "He seems more like the prison rape sort to me. 
Pays to have someone play act it with him." 


"As
far as I know that's not the case, boys," Horatio offered.  "He
did date Yelina." 


"Who?"
Xander asked. 


"Detective
Salas," Eric told him.  "You probably didn't get to meet her
yet.  You will soon I'm sure." 


"Probably
during our case," Calleigh agreed.  "She's very thorough. 
Little bit of a temper." 


Xander
got up and got a picture, handing it to her.  "That's my ex
Cordelia.  She used to be the queen of the school.  She once flayed a
vampire with her tongue and made him beg to be staked to get away from
her."  He sat down again.  "I've had this problem since we
broke up.  Before you ask, it's not her curse.  She used to swear at
them when we were both in LA working with Angel." 


"Where
did she end up?" 


"A
higher plane."  He shrugged.  "She ascended out of a
coma.  She's a funky messenger thingy now and Angel still gets nagged by
her now and then.  Are you sure I can't come in today?  It's check
day." 


"I
know it is and you can come in to get it but nothing else, Xander,"
Horatio ordered.  "As long as you wear your brace today and tomorrow,
you can have the next case after that."  Xander sighed and put it
on.  "Thank you.  We want you to take good care of
yourself." 


"I
am." 


"Injuries
still need taken care of." 


"I
am." 


"You're
not," he countered.  "Behave." 


"Fine. 
Anything else I need to shop for today?" 


"No,
just the standard basics so no one can say anything.  Come in looking like
a college student."  Xander nodded.  "Good."  He
finished up his breakfast.  "We should get in for the day. 
We'll see you after lunch to pick up your check."  The others finished
up and Ryan helped run dish water until Eric pulled him out of the house. 


"That
is not an excuse to traumatize them with a t-shirt," Speed called from his
bedroom once they were gone. 


"We'll
see." 


***



Xander
walked up to the reception desk, weathering the look at his t-shirt. 
"Horatio said it's payday and I'm off so I need to pick up the miniscule
thing.  Do you have them?" 


"No,
they're in your mailbox, Xander."  He nodded and walked off to grab
it.  She just shook her head very quickly. 


Xander
walked past the detective he knew.  "Hi.  Payday?" 


"They're
out," he agreed, not looking up.  He heard a suspect come in fighting
and looked over.  "What did that one do?" 


"He
killed someone in front of us for ramming his car," the patrol guy said,
trying to keep the guy from lunging at someone else. 


Xander
walked up behind the suspect and pressed on his neck until he went limp. 
"That should keep him for about ten minutes.  Drag him somewhere,
guys."  He went back to hunting down his mailbox.  He'd only
ever seen it once.  The suddenly disappearing mailbox was not making him
happy. 


Detective
Tripp walked into the mail room and turned the boy around.  "What did
you do?" 


"Applied
gentle pressure to this point in his throat that stunned the nerves.  Not
a vein pinch or anything but a nerve overload that led to him passing
out.  It's very handy." 


"I'm
sure it is."  He looked at the boy's shirt then at him.  _I know
exactly what I think about all this, but I can never find words to put it in.
Maybe if I get a little drunk I could dance it for you?_  
"Uh-huh."  Xander grinned.  "You always like this,
kid?" 


"Yup."



"Why?"



"I'm
from Sunnydale."  Tripp moaned at that.  "Heard of
us?" 


"Unfortunately
once." 


"That's
why they forced me to get the strange crap certification.  Which is where
I learned that neck pinch from." 


Frank
just sighed and walked off.   "Yours is on this wall,
Harris." 


"Thanks,
Detective."  He finally found his box and grabbed his check and the
memo.  He frowned at it and went to bring it to Horatio.  "Who
wanted to know what?" 


Horatio
took it to look at, then he spotted the t-shirt.  He looked at
Xander.  "You may not wear that to work, Xander." 


"You
said I had to take the day off." 


"I
also said you had to wear the brace." 


"Whine,
boss.  My hand is perfectly fine.  See?"  He let him see
it.  It only had a little bit of bruising left.  "I'm good at
healing.  I've done a lot of it over the years." 


"I'm
sure you have but you may not work when you've had a serious injury like that
without proper medical care.  That is for your own health and for our
safety, Xander.  Especially in the field." 


"If
it was bothering me I'd tell you."  Horatio gave him a look. 
"I would." 


"I
hope you would."  He looked at his t-shirt again and sighed. 
"Tell me that's the worst?" 


Xander
beamed.  "You'll have to wait and see."  He walked off,
ignoring the memo that had been left for him.  If someone rude wanted to
know about his finances they could either ask the IRS or ask him
directly.  Leaving a memo for him only wasted their time and his.  He
went to the bank to open a new account since this was his first check, finding
the people at the bank Tim recommended were fairly nice, but fairly distant.
They even let him import his account from his old bank, though he was surprised
at the balance.  Apparently Tim had to pay a few bills before he
left?  On the way to the car he called him.  "Got the new
account set up.  Transported the one from LA out.  Where did two
grand go?"  He listened to him tell what had happened. 
"That wasn't our fault.  He can't charge us for storm damage. 
That's why it's an apartment.  We didn't cause the storm."  He
sighed at the repeat of the argument they had had.  "No, I don't like
it.  Yes I'm going to complain since he was on the college's list of good
places to rent.   Yeah, that list.  Sure if you're that
bored.  What do I need to do?"  He made mental notes. 
"Sure, be home soon."  He hung up and got into the car, still
shaking his head.  His landlord couldn't charge him for storm related
damage.  They didn't cause the storm.  Maybe they'd sic angel on
him.  Angel could have fun for a little while. 


***



Xander
stumbled in the next morning, looking at his boss.  "I don't feel so
good." 


"Too
much day off?" he asked dryly, looking him over. 


"No. 
Didn't eat my own cooking either."  He let Horatio check his
forehead, weathering the frown.  "Tim said I'm stupid for showing up
today." 


"We'll
see what Alexx says," he decided, walking him that way. 


She
looked at the duo walking in.  "If he's going to be sick, aim him at
the trash can." 


"I'm
more worried about the fever and the fact he's admitting he doesn't feel well,
Alexx." 


She
came over to check him over, nodding.  "Looks like the flu, or he ate
his own cooking."  Xander shook his head slowly.  "Why did
you come in?" 


"Have
to.  It's the job." 


"You
can't work like that." 


"Have."



"Doesn't
matter, you can't here," she said firmly.  Maxine walked in and
looked at Xander, then kissed him on the forehead before dragging him
off.  She looked stunned then at Horatio.  "That's not the one
I'd expect to mother the boy." 


"Yet
she does it very well.  Even Calleigh says so," he admitted with a
small smile.  "Flu?" 


"Probably. 
He'll be fine in a few days I'm sure.  What happened to his hand?" 


"When
Rick accused him of being a prostitute he went to beat a heavy bag in the gym
and dislocated one of the small bones in the bottom of his hand." 
She gave him a look.  He nodded.  "He put it back in place with
a coffee cup and wasn't wearing a brace, Alexx." 


"That
boy needs..."  The door opened.  "He'll probably be okay to
work tomorrow." 


"He's
already ahead on hours so I can make an exception for the flu.  Thank you,
Alexx." 


"Welcome,
sugar."  She looked at her boss.  "One of the interns came
in dragging butt and looking like he was gonna puke." 


"I
saw Harris.  He okay?" 


"Probably
the flu.  Said he didn't eat his own cooking."  She
shrugged.  "It happens now and then to all of us."  She
looked at the clipboard in his hand.  "Come on in.  First body
hasn't shown up yet."  He came in to do his inventory while she went
back to making sure her operating area was clean and neat for her first patient
of the day.  That's when she realized her boss, the Chief Medical
Examiner, knew Xander's name.  He never worked with Horatio's team. 


***



Xander
parked the car and got out, pausing to cough up a lung.   The door
opened and Speed stared out at him.  "Don't say it," he gasped
between coughs. 


"Fine,
I won't.  Get your ass in here so you can take a hot bath." 
Xander shook his head.  "Now.  Hi, Mrs. Tumie," he said
when she came off her porch and around theirs.  "He's got the
flu." 


"Sounds
like he's got pneumonia!"  She patted the boy all the way inside,
helping poor Tim put him into bed.  "There, you stay there and sleep,
Xander.  You hear me?" 


"Yes,
ma'am," he said weakly. 


"Good
boy!"  She walked out, going back to her porch. 


Tim
went to lock the door, getting him something for it.  He brought the
medicine back up and handed it over.  "Here, take that.  
You'll nap and not cough."  Xander grimaced but took the medicine and
wiggled his way out of most of his clothes so he could sleep. Tim tucked him
back in and watched as he drifted off.  This was not a good thing to have
happen.  Especially not on the cusp of a possible apocalypse. 


***



Calleigh
frowned and looked around then went to find Horatio.  "Where is my
intern?" 


"Miss
Valera sent him home," he said with a small smile.  She scowled at
DNA.  "He has the flu, Calleigh." 


"How? 
He was perfectly fine yesterday!" 


"He
was pale, shaky, looked like he was going to vomit," Maxine called. 
"Had a fever, I sent him home to be babied by Tim.  Even Alexx
thought he was sick." 


"She
did." 


"Fine." 
She stomped back to her lab, calling out there.  "Tim, it's
Calleigh," she said on the machine.  "You make him go to the
doctor's to get an excuse.  You hear me?  Get me my intern back as
fast as you can, young man."  She hung up and went to work. 
Happy and camper weren't in her vocabulary today. 


***



Tim
watched as the paramedics took Xander to the ER, shaking his head. 
"I don't like that rapid progression," he said quietly.  He went
to do something with the magic supplies Xander kept around, weaving a
protection around him to block out harmful magic.  He hoped it worked and
that was the cause.  If not, someone was in deep crap.  That wasn't
the average case of the flu. 


Willow
appeared, frowning at him.  "Who're you?" 


"His
White Lighter.  Why are you here, Willow?" 


She
scowled.  "Because he's sick and someone's working magic on
him." 


"I
was blocking harmful magic on him since it started overnight." 


"No,
he gets the flu like that," she admitted.  She shrugged. 
"Coughing?" 


"Yup,
lots and lots, can't breathe.  I saw he had it before." 


She
nodded, sitting down across from him.  "Yuppers.  Sucked
too.  So he's going to the hospital?"  Tim nodded. 
"Why aren't you going with him?" 


"Because
I'm supposedly dead down here and it was pretty well televised." 


"Ah." 
She nodded.  "Fine, I'll go."  She stood up again. 
"We'll talk later." 


He
glared at her. "If you upset him in the fragile condition he's in I will
kick your ass.  I can do that.  Are we clear?"  She nodded
but smirked.  He pulled out something Xander had made, making her shudder
before she disappeared.  He finished his first spell then started a second
one.  He wanted Willow gone, out of Miami, and away from his Xander. That
thought made him pause.  His Xander?  Huh? 


***



Willow
walked into Xander's cubicle, looking at her friend then at his nurse. 
"How is he?" 


"Are
you his family?" 


"They're
all dead.  I'm as close as you're getting.  I'm his best friend
Willow." 


"He
said we can only tell his boss and his roommate, ma'am." 


She
sighed then muttered something. "Speak," she said once the spell took
effect. 


"He
has rapid onset lung congestion and Mr. Harris is a bit dehydrated.  We've
started fluid and medicine already.  He should be fine within a few days
but we're keeping him overnight since he said he only started to cough last
night.  What did you do to me?" 


"Small
compulsion, sorry."  She canceled it and looked at her. 
"Thank you."  She bent down to get nearer to Xander's ear. 
"Want some chicken soup?"  He smacked her hard then grunted and
flipped onto his side, the nurse helping him with the IV tube.  "I'm
sorry, Xander." 


"Yup."



She
stood up and looked at him.  "I'm trying to apologize." 


"Just
because I'm dying doesn't make it all better.  You threw me away. 
You're a cunt.  Get out of my room," he rasped.  "Before I
call my boss to arrest you." 


"No,
you're going to let me apologize and we're going to get better as
friends!" she said firmly, coming to his other side to look at him. 
"This is just a convenient time.  My new girlfriend said I had to so
I was better and more able to love her." 


Xander
blinked at her.  "Why would I care?" 


"Xander,"
she complained. 


"Tough,
woman!  You threw me away as a friend.  You used me, you treated me
like crap.  You and her both.  I don't want to see either of
you.  So go the fuck away." 


"There
are children down the hall, please modulate your language," the nurse
ordered. 


"I'm
done.  That's all I had to say," Xander said, closing his eyes
again.  "Can't I sleep on my stomach?" 


"No,
Mr. Harris, you'll suffocate."  She helped him back onto his
back.  "The medicine should be making you sleepy."  He
pointed at Willow.  "I'll have her sent off."  She glared
at Willow.  "Out, now.  I'm having you banned."  She
huffed but stomped off.  "There, that's better," she soothed,
stroking his head.  "We'll make sure you're all right."  He
nodded, letting the medicine work now so he could sleep.  "That's a
good boy, Xander.  You sleep and let the medicine work."  When
he was finally down she went to make notes in his chart about his friend and
that he was an active sleeper.  People like them often pulled out their IV
while napping.  She looked at her boss.  "Should we call his
work for him?  He's with the lab." 


"He
has a roommate, right?  He sent him to us?"  She nodded. 
"Then let him." 


"Fine. 
I banished his friend for upsetting him." 


"That's
fine.  We'll have a bed open in observation in a few minutes. 
They're cleaning it now."  That got a smile and she went to make sure
Xander could be moved upstairs. 


***



Tim
checked the clock then sighed and called Horatio's cellphone.  He would be
tired and less apt to recognize his voice.  The computer was down or he'd
have emailed it yesterday.  "Horatio, Xander's in Dade Memorial in
Observation for pre-pneumonia.  Computer's down or I'd have emailed you
yesterday."  He hung up.  There, now his roomie would get the
fussing he couldn't do.  And hey, maybe they'd run into Willow and stop
her too. 


Horatio
hung up and looked at his phone then at the scene around them. 
"Xander's in the hospital for his flu," he announced.  Calleigh
growled.  "That was Tim.  He's at Dade Memorial." 


"That's
not the flu," Eric complained. 


"He
said they're trying to keep it from going to pneumonia." 


"I'm
going after we get done here," Calleigh announced.  Eric
nodded.  "Good."  She finished up her portion and handed it
to Horatio, who smiled.  "I'll let you know how he is." 
She headed off, taking the hummer with her.  They had the other one. 
The reception desk pointed her in the right direction and she went up to the
room, watching her intern sweat and sleep it off.  "Oh, Xander,"
she sighed, coming over to check his forehead. "You're still warm." 


A
nurse peeked in.  "Are you the other friend he said we'd have to kick
out?  All he told us was blonde and small, ma'am."  She held up
her badge.  "Oh, you're one of his coworkers.  That's fine
then.  He keeps rolling over and pulling out his IV.  Can you make
him calm down?  His heartrate just spiked."  Calleigh nodded and
went back to petting him.  She left, going to check on her other
patients.  She saw two very determined women storming up the halls. 
She knew the dark skinned woman from somewhere but the other one was young and
cute.  They went into the same room and she could hear one of them cooing
over him.  Ah, mother hens.  That was fine then.  The boy could
use fussed over.  Men never got fussing right and all he had was that
stupid girl who needed to be smacked around and his male roommate.  She
checked on them a few minutes later, smiling at the boy on the bed. 
"He'll be fine, ladies.  He needs to rest and let the medicine
work.  His roommate did the right thing sending him in." 


"Have
you seen his roommate?" Calleigh asked.  She shook her head. 
"Huh.  Xander?" 


"Hates
people," he reminded her weakly.  "He was babying me at
home." 


"Fine. 
I won't yell at him even though he didn't tell us until this
morning."  She looked at her.  "How long are you going to
keep him?" 


"Probably
today and tomorrow.  The medicine's working on his congestion issue and
he's sleeping the worst of it off.  Providing that friend of his doesn't
come back and he gets a lot of rest." 


"Excuse
me?  One of the evil twins was here?" Valera asked.  The nurse
giggled but nodded.  "Which one?" 


"Redhead. 
He told me to watch out for blondes." 


"Oh,
it's not me," Calleigh promised.  "We'll get her if we see her,
Maxine." 


"Yes,
we will," she agreed.  She looked at Alexx.  "The friend
who raised him decided he was dryer lint, her words, and useless to them."



"Really?"
she asked, smirking back.  "Sounds like *someone* needs to have a
talk with the young lady in question." 


"I'll
let you do that.  She's back again," the nurse admitted. 
"Just no screaming, no torturing I'll have to clean up, and let Xander sleep,
ladies, please."  She got out of the way and pointed.  "In
there."  Willow smiled at finally being admitted, at least until the
door shut.   She stayed nearby.  She heard at least one
slap.  Only quiet voices though.  Oh, yeah, that little problem was
going to be *fixed*.  She smiled at the man walking up the hall. 
"The ladies are in there talking to his old friend, sir." 


"I
see."  He smirked.  "I'm his supervisor, Horatio
Caine." 


"We
were told we could tell you what was going on.  Come to the desk for a
moment?"  He nodded, following her so she could get the folder. 
"He came in late yesterday afternoon because he was coughing up too much
stuff and unable to breathe.  We found he had a slight fever, the
congestion, and he was a bit dehydrated.  It had onset the night before so
we were worried and kept him for observation.  So far the medicine is
helping him.  We'll probably let him go tomorrow once it's all
gone."  He nodded.  "Does he have insurance through the
department?" 


"He
does," he agreed.  "Was this a bad case of the flu?" 
She nodded.  "That's fine then.  How long should he be off work
so I can enforce it?" 


She
smiled.  "He keeps trying to sleep on his stomach too.  He's a
stubborn young man.  He's pulled out his IV a few times moving around in
his sleep."  She heard another slap.  "Hmm.  The
ladies who came before you are in there with his former friend who keeps
showing up.  I thought it better to let them handle it this time instead
of security."  He nodded once.  "He told her to go away
when she showed up the first time.  Didn't seem very fond of her." 


"I've
heard a bit of that story," he admitted.  "This week?" 


"He'll
be out all week if he's smart.  I'd say three days after he leaves
here.  Check him for the usual flu signs. If he can't eat and keep down
food he can't come back yet."  He nodded at that and headed over
there, tapping before walking in.  She whistled. "He'll definitely
solve that problem," she decided happily.  She found her floor
manager coming up the hall.  "That problem friend is being talked to
by his coworkers," she offered.  "They're even being quiet about
it."  That got a smile and she listened then nodded.  Someone
was saying what needed to be said to the woman. 


***



Xander
came in his first day out of the hospital, unshaved, hair messy and a bit
dirty, dirty, loose jeans and a dark blue t-shirt that had a small fairy with a
crown and wings with her wand in her hand and sparkles coming off it.  At
least it was a manly shirt but the saying made the receptionist choke. _Every
child has many wishes. Some include a wallet, two chicks and a cigar, but
that's another story_   He looked at her. "Handing in my
excuse," he croaked. 


"I'll
get Horatio down here for you, Xander.  Go ahead and curl up in the
sun," she offered.  He nodded, going to lay down on the couch in
front of the window for now.  She paged Horatio, getting Eric. 
"He has his medical excuse." 


Eric
looked at him then at her.  "He's asleep." 


"He
probably still needs it." 


"Point." 
He walked over there, looking at him.  It wasn't in his hands and he
wasn't about to frisk the kid.  He saw their detectives get off the
elevator after the meeting in their pod.  "Shh," he
ordered.  Frank looked then snorted.  "He only got out of the
hospital last night, Frank.  He came in to hand in his excuse. 
Xander?" he called quietly.  Xander patted down a pocket and handed
something over.  "Thank you.  I'll give that to H, Xander. 
Want driven home?"  He shook his head and flipped the other way,
going back to sleep.  "Okay then."  He backed away slowly,
running into Stetler.  "You say *one* thing to him and I will gut you
with one of Alex's picks," he said coldly.  "He's just out of the
hospital.  Shoo, go!  Now!"  Tripp made him walk off. 
"Thank you." 


"We
heard what he said to the kid.  Didn't make any of us happy," Tripp
told him.  "He okay?" 


"They
were fighting the suddenly appearing chest congestion that nearly turned into
pneumonia.  He was in for two days."  Xander shifted and let out
a small whimper.  "Hey, none of that.  Those can't happen
here," he ordered. 


"That's
a nightmare, Delko," Hagen said, going over there but Yelina beat
him.  Xander pulled away from her so he got to wake the boy up. 
"Hey, kid."  Xander blinked at him and yawned.  "No
nightmares at the station unless you want to hit the department shrink,
okay?"  Xander nodded, putting his head back down and going back to
sleep.  He smiled.  You had to.  He looked like a little
kid.  "Maybe it'll help," he told Eric. 


Eric
paged Horatio and Maxine.  Valera came out looking confused until he
moved.  "Awww, poor baby," she said, coming over to wake him
again.  "Come on, you can sleep in the break room. It's a comfier
couch and someone will make sure you get home later, Xander.   Why
are you in?" 


"Excuse,"
he mumbled, resting his head on her shoulder. 


"That's
fine, dear.  Come on.  We'll let you nap in the break room for a
little while until we can get you home."  She walked him that way
slowly, letting Yelina help her steer. They got him down onto the old couch in
the breakroom and he snuggled in again, letting them cover him with the throw
Alexx had put in there a while back.  "You rest.  I'll make sure
you get home, Xander."  He nodded, starting to snore again. 


Yelina
smiled.  "That's Calleigh's intern?" 


"Yup,
that's Super Xander."  She smiled and they left, closing the door
most of the way so he wouldn't be bothered by the usual noise. 
"Horatio, I put Xander in the breakroom on the couch," she called as
she walked past his office's doorway. 


"That's
fine.  Thank you."  He frowned.  "Why was he
here?" 


"He
gave Eric his excuse." 


"Oh." 
He went to get it from Eric, finding the two detectives grilling him about
Xander.  "He's an odd, private subject, gentlemen.  Especially
his roommate."  He took the note to look at, then blinked and folded
it up again.  "He had this?" 


"He
pulled it out of his pocket.  Not his excuse?" 


"Not
quite."  He looked at the detectives.  "He'll be fine in a
few days.  I'm surprised Tim let him out of the house.  I'll be back
in a while, Eric.  Make sure he doesn't wander or work."  Eric
just nodded.  Horatio went to find Ryan Wolfe, finding him in the
morgue.  "Mr. Wolfe, a word please?" he asked.  He smiled
and came out to join him in the hallway.  He handed him the paper, letting
him read it.  Ryan went pale so he took it back.  "You've
known?" 


"He
said I couldn't tell, Horatio," he said in a near-whisper.  "I
would have if I could've done it.  He said it was important so I
couldn't.  Part of his other certificate." 


"I
see."  He nodded.  "We'll be talking later." 


"I've
been giving hints." 


"I
realize that now.  Thank you for trying to make it easier on
us."  He walked off, going out to his hummer.  It wasn't a short
drive with the way traffic was moving but it gave him time to calm down. 
He walked into the house when he got there, looking around.  "Timothy
Speedle, get your tail down here now!" he yelled.  Speed jumped, he
could hear him land on the floor.  He walked into the sitting room,
glaring at him, hands on his hips.  "How dare you not tell us." 


"I
wasn't sure I could and I am still supposedly dead," he reminded
him.  "I got pulled back to be Xander's White Lighter, a partner that
evens him out.  Do you know how hard it is not to cuddle that boy now and
then?"  Horatio gaped.  "Exactly."  He put his
book down.  "I was still dead, Horatio." 


"You
could have told us." 


"It
would've hurt you more.  Otherwise you wouldn't have stormed over here
that way or yelled.  Actually, I'm kinda surprised Ryan didn't tell any of
you.  How is Eric doing?" 


"You
can tell him yourself." 


"No
I can't." 


"You
can and you will," he said firmly. 


Speed
looked at him.  "He's still an intern," he said finally, gently
even.  Horatio growled.  "I'm bound to him, Horatio. 
There's every chance that if he dies I do too, again.  I'm here to help
him fight the nasties in the world that endanger others.  Speaking of,
we've got one coming up but I'm hoping Cleveland doesn't need help.  I'll
never manage to keep him from hitting them." 


"Maxine,
Alexx, and Calleigh had a discussion with Miss Rosenburg while he was in the
hospital." 


"I
heard, he still wants to hit her himself."  He stood up. 
"I would've told you, Horatio, but it's only going to hurt more." 


"It
won't.  You're staying." 


"If
you keep Xander because of me you'll destroy the boy," he said
coolly.  "I can't let you do that."  Horatio groaned,
rubbing a hand over his face.  "I sent him down here because I
thought you guys would be good to him."  He slapped him. 
"Try harder.  You hurt my boy again and I'm going to have to get mean
and evil.  I might hate phasing in and out but I will make your life a
living hell, H." 


"I
didn't mean to hurt him, Speed." 


"And
I believe that too, Horatio.  Your head's up your ass again.  Pull it
out.  Wipe the shit out of your eyes and nose.  Wake up and smell the
world.  Now, where is my boy?" 


"Sleeping
in the breakroom.  He fell asleep when he came in to hand in his
excuse." 


"Damn
it, that note."  Horatio gave him a smug look.  "He wrote
it." 


"I
noticed it was his handwriting while I was stuck in traffic on the way
here."  He looked him over.  Then into his eyes.  "Are
you all right?" he asked. 


"A
bit horrified.  Something bad's going to come of this, I'm sure of
it." 


"As
optimistic as ever," he said grimly.  He took a deep breath. 
"We need to talk, not yell." 


"You
need to get off your ass and see how special and wonderful Xander is before you
lose him to Taylor.  Because I can almost guarantee Mac'll want him, even
for the strange stuff." 


"With
your luck he'd date Stella," he countered. 


Speed
could only shrug at that.  "Whatever happens does.  I don't get
those sort of visions. I hear they hurt." 


Horatio
moaned again and sat down.  "Speed." 


"Don't
look at me.  The three who were up for White Lighter for Xander and his
classmate decided it should be someone with specialist knowledge." 


"You're
the only CSI in heaven?" 


"No,
but I'm the one they decided could best handle the kid.  He's a good kid,
Horatio.  Hell, he tries very hard to be impressive.  He's been
trying to impress Buffy and Willow for years, since he met Buffy.  Hasn't
worked because she's a bitch but he's been trying.  The same as he's
worked his ass off trying to impress you guys and the only one he got was
Ryan.  By the way, about Ryan."  He smacked him
again.   "Because you deserve it for treating him like he's
retarded.  Even if he does have a problem with the press that's not the
best way to solve it.  Is it?"  Horatio glared at him. 
"Good!  Been wanting to do that since I started looking over the lab
again."  He sat down again.  "I feel better now." 


"I
should repay those." 


"Try. 
Xander will protect me." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Do we perhaps want Xander as our own?" he
suggested dryly. 


Tim
shrugged.  "I don't know.  He's a great boy.   A bit
on the fussy and cuddly side.  He's fairly clingy once you're his. 
I'm not sure I can put up with the traumas he's been through but I got to see them
all so I'd understand how he works now and then." 


"Did
it help?" 


"Yeah,
up until you made him go into drama queen mode because you're a bastard to
him."  Horatio frowned again.  "Not like you're giving my
boy a chance to prove himself, H.  You're not.  You're trying to make
him fit into a very tiny, Calleigh-shadow mold.  He'll never fit into her
jeans.  He's taller.  He's also *exactly* like I was in Trace, only
he likes guns too.  You've never watched the kid work.  You knew he
was good when you hired him as an intern and then you made him feel like it was
all a mistake.  That's a good way to get a quitting intern.  I'm sure
you've had at least one other who was better than average." 


"You
were." 


"Then
give him the same chances and attention you gave me." 


"I
can do that," he decided.  He looked outside then at him. 
"So much more makes sense now." 


"Yeah,
well, shit happens, Horatio.  Not like I wanted to let you know. 
You'll treat him differently because of me." 


"He
won't know, Tim.  I won't tell him I know." 


"I'll
have to, especially if we get that special call to go to Cleveland to save the
world." 


"I'd
rather you both stayed," he said quietly.  "Xander said he
wanted to retire." 


"You
obviously haven't been watching him.  Xander does what's necessary, even
if it's not perfectly correct, good for him, or right.  He's the stopgap
that'll keep the world from ending some year.  I'm here to make sure he
comes out the other side, even if it means I end up going again.  After
all, not quite fully alive according to my research." 


"You
have a pulse?" 


"Yeah."



"Then
you're alive, even if you're now thought of as demonic." 


"Angelic,"
he countered with a smirk.  "Like on the show with the witches,
H." 


Horatio
shook his head quickly.  "I don't watch that sort of show, Speed, you
know that."  He heard a door slam.  "Ryan?" he asked,
looking back. 


"Yup. 
Speaking of, if I have to mentor them both, I'm so kicking your ass sometime
soon.  You used to be better, H.  Grief isn't an excuse." 
He got up to let him and Xander in.  "Did you nap?" he
asked.  Xander nodded, hugging him.  "Shhh, let's get you to
bed." 


"He's
having nightmares, Speed.  Fighting, struggling, beating people
nightmares." 


"He
has those.  Thanks, Ryan." 


"Welcome. 
Since you're not hiding and I see H's hummer, he knows?" 


"He
does.  I'm about ready to kick his ass.  Want to stay for
dinner?" 


"I've
got to head back but I'll pop back around if you really want me to." 
He grinned.  "Not like I had plans and you could probably use a break
on the Xander cuddling."  Speed nodded.  "Let me wrap up my
current one.  I'm down to reports thanks to your boy's help with that bomb
case."  He winked and walked off happier.  Now all they had to
do was tell the two CSI with tempers what was going on, and he could duck out
of that talk for a very long time. 


Speed
shut the door, walking Xander into the sitting room to cuddle up with
him.  Xander snuggled into his lap instead, earning an eye roll. 


"He
looks good on you, Tim," Horatio said quietly.  He stood up. 
"I'm going to think.  We'll talk about it this weekend?" 


"Not
like I'm doing a lot."  Horatio nodded and left, letting him shift
around until Xander was comfortable in his lap.  "There, we'll nap,
no more nightmares," he whispered.  Xander snuffled him and shifted
down, laying on his chest instead.  "Good boy, Xander.  You nap
until I have to get up and fix dinner." 


"Order,"
he mumbled. 


"Or
I can do that," he agreed, stroking over his hair.  "Did the
last of your fever break?  You're all sweaty.  You should
shower." 


"Water
bad.  Turn me fishy monster." 


"No,
the water in Miami won't turn you into a fish monster," he sighed.
"That water's back in Sunnydale and it's all gone."  Xander smiled
and got more comfortable.  "Sure, you do that, kid."  He
patted him, going back to his reading, one hand still in the dark, damp
hair.  He needed to make plans for hiding from Eric and Calleigh for a
while longer.  And Alexx.  Because she would take a shoe to his
behind for this. 


***



Horatio
stopped Xander when he came in, looking at him.  "How are you
feeling?" 


"Better. 
Still a bit tired but I can do lab work at the very least and hit the field
maybe tomorrow?" 


"I
think we could work that out," he agreed.  "Go to
Trace."  Xander nodded, heading that way.  He watched him
walk.  He wasn't walking like someone who had gotten more than
cuddles.  Maybe he would have to prompt Tim about that.  The boy
definitely needed someone in his life.  He saw Ryan walk in and
groaned.  "Mr. Wolfe, are you feeling all right?" 


"Peachy,"
he croaked.  "Just tired."  He went to get things from his
locker, including the newest dose of medicine, and went to Trace as well. 


Eric
took one look at him.  "If you're that sick, go home." 


"Can't. 
Xander's not fit for the field yet and my day off's not until
Thursday."  He sniffled and then went to blow his nose in the hall,
coming in to wash his hands and put on gloves.  "There, I'm
better." 


Calleigh
walked in and pulled Xander out by the arm.  "You're not fit to be in
here.  You either, Ryan.  Now!"  He followed her meekly,
showing how bad he felt.  She walked them both down to Alexx. 
"Unless you say they can work, they're both going home.  Eric and I
will manage with the rookie intern who has a thing for putting leaves in as
evidence." 


Alexx
gave her a look.  "Xander, were you cleared by the doctor?" 


"They
said when I felt better I could come back.  I'm only a little tired. 
Even Tim said I could probably handle today as long as I pulled no more than
normal shift, Alexx." 


"Hmm. 
This Tim a doctor?" 


"Worked
in a lab," he admitted, yawning. 


"Hmm." 
She came over to check them, shaking her head.  "Nope.  Both of
you go let Tim fuss over you.  Neither of you are fit for duty. 
Shoo, go, before I get sick too."  Horatio walked in. 
"Xander's still wiped and Ryan's medicine is making him lightheaded and
yawn.  No way I want them here, I might catch the same flu." 


"I
can agree with that, boys.  We can handle it today without you." 


"But
that means I'm not getting my paycheck," Xander complained. 


"It's
a stipend, Xander. You get it if I say so and you're already over hours so they
can't complain and they can't take it from you for being sick.  Shoo. 
You can drive Mr. Wolfe to your house since he's wobbling on his feet.  He
probably shouldn't drive."  Xander huffed but drug Ryan off. 
"Thank you, boys."  He shook his head.  "Good catch,
Calleigh." 


"I
hate cold medicine.  It makes you unfit to do anything but
nap."  She went back to ballistics. 


Xander
and Ryan ran into Stetler and Tripp in the entry and Xander groaned a
bit.  Ryan gave him a look then looked where he was.  
"Huh." 


Xander
groaned and grabbed his stomach then puked on Stetler.  "Sorry, just
out of the hospital for the flu," he moaned, letting Ryan prop him
up.  "Really sorry."  Stetler stood there making angry,
squeaky noises. 


"Come
on, I'll drive," Ryan ordered.  "He's sorry, he's just now back
from the flu and I caught it from him.  Let's go, Xander, before I get
sick from that." 


"How
about I get a patrol guy to drive you both," Tripp said, walking them off
to the patrol desk.   "One of you guys drive the flu twins here
back to Harris's house?"  Xander gave him his keys.  "He's so
sick he just puked on IAB."  An officer took the keys and walked them
out, his partner following behind so he could pick him up at their house. 
Then Frank found a quiet corner and howled in laughter.   John Hagen
looked over.   "Harris's flu.  He just puked on
Stetler," he hissed.  Hagen snickered and nodded.  "Wolfe's
got the flu too." 


John
Hagen dialed Horatio.  "Um, you might wanna hide," he said,
starting to laugh again.  "Because your boy got sick on IAB," he
said quietly, then he cackled and hung up. 


Up
in his office Horatio kept his laughter quiet.  He'd have to talk to the
boy but that was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that he could legitimately
get away with. 


***



Ryan
waved at the officer and they pulled off, letting him open the door. 
"Tim, we feel miserable," he called as he walked in and laid down on
the couch. 


Speed
came out of the kitchen.  "Don't you have a home, Wolfe?" 


"Horatio
said to bring him here," Xander said, giving him a hug.  "I got
Stetler for you.  I puked on it."  He grinned and went to brush
his teeth.  Then he went to curl up on Speed's bed.  He had a fan in
his room and it made him feel better. 


Speed
grinned.  "Love you too, Xander.  Thank you for doing that for
me."  He went to check on Ryan.  "Don't make me send you to
the ER too." 


"Won't. 
Have medicine." 


"Good." 
He checked his forehead and nodded.   "Did it have
tylenol?"  Ryan nodded.  "Good.  You sleep.  Get
out of your shoes and jacket first."  He sat up to do that and Speed
covered him with an afghan Xander had found in a thrift shop, going to check on
his boy.  He found him where he expected - facing his fan so he got more
air.  "We'll get you your own," he said quietly, tucking him in.



"We
can share.  Stipend will be small this time."  He yawned and pulled
him down to cuddle.  "Better." 


"I've
got stuff in the oven." 


"Pity. 
We can rebuild the house."  He snuggled in and fell asleep
comfortable. 


Speed
stroked his back, listening for the timer. When it went off he wiggled out and
went to take the bread out of the oven.  Then he went back because Xander
would be whimpering and waiting on him.  He slid back in and Xander got
comfortable again.  It was sweet, it was nice, and Xander wasn't pushy but
it was good.  Maybe it'd stay good when he got better and then he'd have
to see if it went anywhere. 


***



Horatio
came over that night, looking in the living room.  Ryan was still
asleep.  He looked in the kitchen, catching Speed's eyes.  "He
okay?" he asked quietly, walking into the kitchen.  "Where's
Xander?" 


"Napping
in front of my fan.  It's helping him breathe." 


"He
said you thought he could come back." 


Speed
gave him a look.  "I gave up fighting.  Xander is more stubborn
than a whole fleet of Marines.  Dinner?" 


"Please." 
He put his suit coat on the back of the chair and came over to help. 
"We have missed you.  Eric was saying today that if you were in the
lab you'd have taken them both into hand and made them both not sick.  Our
other intern has some thing about leaves." 


Xander
stumbled in.  "He's trying to prove you can use leaf degeneration
like you can bugs."  He gave Horatio a hug, getting a pat on the
back, then he was handed to Speed.  "Can't sleep.  Too many
nightmares."   He frowned at Horatio.  "Hi." 


"Hi." 
He smoothed down his hair.  "Why don't you try to nap on
Ryan?"  He heard the small growl.  "Or go take a shower to
finish waking up?  Then we can eat so you can go back to bed." 


Xander
grumbled but went to take a shower, coming down in sweat shorts and a t-shirt
that even Speed groaned at.   "My low self esteem t-shirt. 
Leave it alone," he grumped.  He showed it to Horatio - My
inferiority complex is not as good as yours. 


"I
can't say as I like that one either, Xander.  You have no reason to be inferior." 
He gave him a pat on the back.   "Sit down, let us finish
dinner.  We'll get Ryan up when it's time."  Xander curled up in
the chair, watching them cook.  "Have you ever figured out why he
couldn't cook?" 


"Nope. 
I've tried, I've even taken some stuff into the lab at UCLA to analyze
it.  I don't know why he's poisonous to normal mortals who aren't
himself." 


"Made
myself sick before too," he mumbled. 


"Okay,
sometimes all mortals."  He grinned at Horatio.  "Are they
good?" 


"No,"
he said bluntly.  "Eric's still not over your death.  Calleigh's
having other problems.  Your death came at a very bad time." 


"Not
like I wanted it to happen, H." 


"Then
perhaps we should have cleaned our gun?" 


Speed
looked at him.  "I was cleaning it once a month." 


"Not
often enough." 


"Every
week," Xander mumbled, nearly asleep again. 


"Every
two is fine," Horatio said.  Xander shook his head so he
smiled.  "Okay, not to you but it is for us."  He looked at
Speed.  "She will hit you.  I should." 


"I
did clean it." 


"Not
often enough." 


Xander
lifted his head.  "Fate sucks sometimes," he noted
patiently.  "Maybe it happened because we needed him as a White
Lighter."  He put his head back down on the table. 


"It
could be.  I was cleaning it once a month, H.  I swear I was." 


Horatio
looked at him then nodded.  "Good.  Then I won't kick your ass
myself." 


"Have
to protest and protect him," Xander mumbled. 


Horatio
smiled at the boy then at Speed.  "You're very lucky." 


"I
know."   He grinned and went back to cooking. "Wolfe, if
you're eating, go take a shower.  You can borrow some of Xander's
clothes." 


Ryan
wobbled up the stairs, going to do as ordered.  He still felt nasty. 
He came down twenty minutes later in a pair of sweats and a plain
t-shirt.  He sat down.  "Thank you for taking care of me today,
Speed," he said, sounding stuffed up.  Horatio checked his
forehead.  "I'm fine." 


"You're
not fine, Mr. Wolfe.  You have the flu and you will stay home until you
are better so the rest of us don't catch it.  It's bad enough that you and
he both have it.  Speaking of, move his head some?  He's
panting."  Speed poked Xander on the side, making him shift.  He
was still panting so he and Horatio stood him up.  "Perhaps you
should go back?" 


"Wolfe,
go get the fan from my room please?"  He nodded, going to do
that.  "He's taking his antibiotics.  I wake him up to take
them, H." 


"Sometimes
chest problems don't clear all that quickly.  He's already ahead on hours
and I can keep him out of the field until he's better."  Xander
whimpered.  "Not until you quit having problems breathing,
Xander.  I can't risk your life for something like this.  Once you're
better." 


"I'm
fine. I just can't breathe when I lay down, which I won't be doing in the
field." 


"No
good boss would let you work when you're in this sort of condition," Speed
told him.  "Before you say a *word* I nearly killed Prac for letting
you work the night you were throwing up from eating your own cooking.  H
is a much better boss than that."  He stared him down. 


"It
could be weeks before the chest congestion clears up," Xander told
him.  "Like it was the last time." 


He
nodded.  "I remember seeing that.  No one says you can't work in
the lab as long as you're better, but you can't go into the field like that."



"I'm
running out of hours.  They can't let me work over the internship
allotment." 


Horatio
coughed.  "We're going to be discussing that later on, Xander. 
Xander looked at him.  "I know it's early but there is one tech who I
think we're about to let go." 


"QD?"
he asked dryly. 


"No. 
She's a bit odd but she knows her area.  Even if she does commune with the
paper."  Speed snickered but Ryan nodded.  "The other one
needs a bit of a mental exam," he shared.  "No telling him but
I'm about to pull him aside to talk about it." 


Xander
shrugged.  "He's trying to prove that you can have greenery
degeneration the same way you can prove timeline by bugs." 


"That's
nice but he's going about it the wrong way.  I'll be talking to him
tomorrow while you two take another day of rest." 


"I
can't afford that, Horatio." 


"I've
already talked to the Chief, Xander, and pointed out that you're ahead on
hours, that it wasn't your fault you got the flu, that you had been
hospitalized, and that you're one of the best hires we've ever had. 
You're still getting your stipend.  Don't worry about that.  You can
take tomorrow off if you need to, and it looks like you do."  He
reached over to stroke down his hair.  "I'm worried about this breathing
thing.  I don't want you to die on us." 


"I'll
be better and I can come in tomorrow."  Ryan started to cough. 
"You can have my bed.  I'm going to sleep wherever the fan is,"
Xander offered.  Ryan shook his head.  "You should stay,
Ryan.  That way you're not going to die alone." 


"I'll
be fine." 


"Don't
make me knock you out.  I did it to Eric, I did it to Calleigh, I'll do it
to you too." 


"Thanks,
it makes me feel like part of the lab," he quipped, but Speed only stared
at him.  "It does." 


"That's
it, I need to kick Eric's ass.  Again."  He took Xander's
keys.  "Take that out when it buzzes, H."  He headed off,
going to find Eric.  Thankfully Xander had made sure he was just as
skilled at knocking around people as Xander himself was.  He found him at
his apartment, alone thankfully, and pulled something off the end of the
keychain, sliding it under the door.  He smiled at the woman who came out
of the apartment across the hall.  "Needing to yell at Eric. 
He's an idiot." 


"He's
a young man, most of you are," she agreed, smirking at him. 
"Lurking?" 


"Making
sure I don't go knock his head off." 


"Ah,
one of those.  Remember, he is an officer." 


Speed
smirked.  "So was I."  He heard the thump and pulled out
the lock gun that had been in the glovebox, using it to get inside.  He
smiled and waved before closing the door.  Eric was on the floor so he
drug him to the couch, laying him down and sitting on the chair across from
him.  "Morning," he said at the first groan. 


"Speed?"
he breathed, sitting up.  He held his head.  "Am I dead?" 


"No,
but the thought had crossed my mind recently," he said blandly, staring
him down.  Eric flinched.  "What part of 'you're a bigger
asshole than I ever was' did you think made you a good coworker?" 


"He's....."



"Not
me.  Yeah.  His ex is a reporter.  He says stupid shit around
her.  He's trying really hard." 


"Did
you get sent to make me feel bad?" 


"No. 
Technically I got sent to give you a swift kick in the ass."  Eric
nodded.  "And Xander now and then."  Eric's head came
up.  "Part of the strange stuff certificate. You get someone dead
who's watching over you and wants to thump you now and then." 


"Has
he seen you?" 


"A
few times." 


"Are
you living?" 


"No
comment."  Eric glared at him.  "I'm still debating
that," he admitted.  "That's not why I'm here.  I'm here
because you needed my foot up your butt sideways.  Repeatedly.  You
and Wolfe have got to work it out, Eric.  Xander had a point, you treat
him like he's retarded." 


"I'm
working on getting to know Xander better." 


"Not
him, Wolfe." 


"Oh." 
He slumped again.  "I'm trying." 


"To
join me watching people fight demons?  Because you're headed quickly for
the stage where you're doing stupid shit to feel alive." 


"With
Marisol...." 


"What
did she do this time?"  Eric looked at him.  "Not like I'm
her White Lighter." 


"Like
on the show with the witches?" 


"Yeah
but I don't get the visions or the teleportation stuff.  Visions hurt so
I'm lucky.  What's wrong with your sister?" 


"She's
sick." 


"I'm
sorry."  Eric looked at him.  "No one should be forced to
watch their relatives fight for their lives, Eric.  It's mean.  It's
soul destroying.  Which yours is getting closer to."  He leaned
forward, touching his cheek.  "You can't take that out on Wolfe
because he's not me." 


"If
I pray would you hear me?" 


"I'll
try to pop around more often." 


"Are
you often found at Xander's place?" 


"Someone's
got to make the kid eat."  Eric smirked at that.  "He's
poisonous!  I've seen him poison himself with it.  Besides, right now
I'm babying him and Wolfe because he's sick too.   Can you maybe quit
treating them like they're stupid?  Xander has grown on everyone but you
guys." 


"Calleigh
loves him.  Maxine is babying him." 


"Good! 
Get the other witch in DNA off his ass if you can." 


"I
like Natalia." 


Speed
looked at him then leaned over and smacked him on the forehead.  "I
thought Xander had bad taste."  Eric blushed.  "You had
better taste in the past, Eric.  She's part of that doing something stupid
to feel alive thing.  Quit it.  Before I have to make Xander do
something." 


"Like
date?" he joked. 


"Exactly." 
He smirked at him.  He looked at the hallway.  "Company.  I
should go." 


"Can
I come see you at Xander's?" 


"If
I'm there.  Now and then I'm not at the house.  Still haven't figured
out what I'm doing all day long since Xander doesn't have to deal with all the
strange crap."  Willow appeared, looking confused.  "Why
are you back in Miami?" he demanded. 


"I
came to talk to you about Xander.  I....I was kinda wrong." 


"Ya
think?" he asked sarcastically.  "Would that be because you
practically raised him and then you destroyed him by deciding he was helpless
and worthless?"  She slumped but nodded, looking at the carpet. 
"Uh-huh.  We'll see if this attitude lasts."  Eric coughed. 
"This is Willow, Eric.  Calleigh, Alexx, and Maxine all had a talk
with her while Xander was in the hospital." 


Eric
glared at her.  "Do you know how badly you warped that guy? 
Most of us can't decide if we like him, are scared of him, or if he's able to
be around normal people!"  He stood up.  "You made it so
normal guys can't even understand him, woman!" 


"I'm
sorry!" she said, glaring at him.  "I didn't mean to hurt him
that way." 


"Yeah,
well, Wolfe said he's like a kid between Xena and Joxer, only with more
leather."  She blushed at that.  "Speed...." 


"I'll
be seeing you soon," he assured him.  "Willow, Xander's still
very sick and off work.  Leave him alone."  He stood up, then
looked up.  "Think I can orb to the parking lot?" he asked. 
He disappeared and landed beside the car.  "Thanks."  He
got in to drive, heading home.  He walked in and found Horatio watching
both boys sleep.  "Willow's back," he said quietly in his
ear.  "I left her with Eric." 


"That's
fine.  What does a White Lighter do?" 


"It
depends on if they're full time warriors for the light or not.  Xander's
only a part-timer so I don't get the painful visions.  If there's a battle
it's my job to be his backup, helper, and to make up for areas he lacks -
cooking, potions, that stuff."  Horatio nodded once. "Other than
that I'm his research support when he doesn't have time.  We're
partners."  Someone pounded on the door.  "Oh, what
now?"  He turned on the monitor for the camera he had set up. 
"Landlord."  He went to open the door.  "What's
wrong?" 


"I've
heard you've had a few visitors and an ambulance here, Tim." 


"Xander
got mild pneumonia from the flu.  He's still healing.  His boss and
coworker, who's also sick, is inside if you wanted to come in."  He
shook his head quickly.  "It's mostly his coworkers.  Xander had
a crappy week before he got sick." 


"That's
reasonable.  How is the fixing going?"  Tim let him inside so he
could look.  "That's coming along very nicely.  When are you
going to finish the wallpapering?" 


"Work
got a bit hectic," Horatio offered, coming out of the kitchen. 
"I've needed him for longer hours so he's been coming home tired." 


"That's
more than reasonable, sir.  You're with the lab?" 


"I'm
Lieutenant Caine.  I run the lab."  He shook his hand.  "I
noticed he's finished with the kitchen." 


"We
need to put on new cabinet pulls," Tim told him.  "That way it
looks more up to date."  He looked at the landlord. 
"Planning on selling it?" He nodded.  "Come
see."  He led him that way, letting him see the major changes in
there.  "I'll be painting the living room once he goes back to
work."  That got a nod. "We were thinking stainless steel?"



"Depends
on the style."  Tim found the samples he had found at the store,
letting him see.  One got tapped.  "Those would go nicely."



Tim
held up his choice.  "Xander and I thought this one.  That fits
better with the style of the cabinets.  Especially if you ignore the
table." 


He
held it up against the cabinet.  "Not bad," he decided. 
"Which is more expensive?"  Tim held up the stainless
steel.  "Then get yours.  Give me a receipt."  Tim
nodded.  "Anything else he can think of?" 


"You're
probably going to want to update both bathrooms.  He said that'd take a
crew a week though." 


"We
can do that when you're both out," he agreed.  He looked at Horatio
then at the napping boys.  "The flu?"  Tim nodded. 
"Poor kids." 


"Xander
spent two days in Dade Memorial for his lungs," Horatio said quietly. 


"At
least he got better.  Tim, about this month's rent?" 


"He
didn't pay it?  I know he made out a money order." 


"No,
he did, about three days late." 


"That's
when payday was," he assured him.  "Interns are paid on the
city's schedule, like the rest of the PD.  When's the next one, H?" 


"Next
week." 


"That's
fine," he agreed.  "I can stand that.  Any other changes
you wanted to make for me?" 


"Xander
had to fix the ceiling in the basement so he could hang up his heavy bag for
stress." 


"Sure. 
That's fine.  Could've used it anyway I'm sure."  Tim
nodded.  "Someday soon we'll go over the rest of everything to see
what else he can do.  Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Have a better night." 


"What's
this I hear about guns?" 


"Xander
has been letting the local gang members turn used guns into him so he can have
them destroyed and find the users," Horatio told him. 


"That's
good, I like that."  He nodded and left them alone, closing the door
behind himself.  He was very happy with the work so far.  The boys
did good work. 


Tim
looked at Horatio.  "We do need a more secure box for that." 


"Get
a locking mailbox," Ryan offered, looking at him. "I can go
home."  Horatio popped him on the head. "Ow.  That's
sore." 


"You're
staying," Horatio assured him.  He looked at Tim.  "Your
car's at the station." 


"We'll
figure it out." 


"Good." 
They both looked at the door when someone knocked.  "That can't be
good."  He went to open it.  "Calleigh." 


"Horatio." 
She looked over his shoulder then at him. "Does Xander live with a
ghost?" 


"He
got assigned to help him when he passed that one certification."  He
let her inside.  "He shows up now and then to make sure he
eats."  He closed the door, staying out there until she had stared at
him then hauled off and hit him a few times.  Xander had to stop her and
carried her back to the doorway.  "Xander, go rest."  
Xander nodded, going to haul Ryan up to his room and then take the fan to Tim's
so he could curl up in there.  He looked at her.  "He said he
was cleaning it once a month." 


"Bullsnot."



Speed
came out with an ice pack.  "You gained muscle."  She
glared at him.  "I was.  I was cleaning it once a month,
Calleigh.  Xander thinks they needed me as a White Lighter." 


"You're
his Tim." 


"I
am.  I've been watching over him for a while now.  The boy can't
cook." 


She
hit him again.  "Bastard!" 


He
sighed and gave her a hug.  "I'm sorry.  I wouldn't let him tell
you." 


"Ryan?"



"I
wouldn't let him tell you either.  I was hoping you guys would be *good*
to my partner."  He gave her a squeeze.  "Eric knows. 
I went to beat him earlier."  She relaxed against him. 
"It's all right.  I'm kinda here."  She checked for a
pulse.  "Yeah, I'm like on that show with the witches." 
She pinched him and he looked down at her.  "Keep it up and I'm using
his gear to tie you down."  She went limp and gave him a hug. 
"Thank you.  Finally!  You can even tell Alexx." 


"I
think I had better," Horatio offered.  "That way you and Xander
can both hide from her."  Speed shuddered. 
"Exactly."  He shook his head, gently pulling Calleigh off
him.  "Come on.  I'll make sure you get home," he told her.



"Can
you do something about the other tech?" she asked Speed. 


He
shook his head.  "Sorry.  They assigned me to Xander.  All
I can do is lecture and even that's better done by Xander himself.  He's
damn good at it and teaching newbies.  Some day he'll have interns of his
own."  She smiled at that.  "If you get your head out of
your ass." 


"I
had it removed for me," she assured him.  "Where is he?" 


"Probably
in my bed.  I sleep with a fan on and he's having problems breathing when
he's lying down so he's been curling up in front of my fan." 


"Awww. 
I'm sure you two are cute together." 


"Not
sure about that yet." 


"I
am.  You're probably the only one he can't turn evil." 


"True,"
he admitted, smirking at her.  "I'll think about it.  Shoo, go
think.  I'll be here helping fix this place up so the landlord can sell
it." 


"We
can help." 


"Xander
worked construction for almost three years.  He's a pro at it," he
said with a smirk.  "So, how did Stetler like being puked on,
H?" 


She
giggled. "He growled all day long!  Even at Yelina.  Poor
boys."  He smirked.  "On purpose?"  He
shrugged.  "Awww.  He deserves a cuddle for that." 


"Second
door on the left," he said, nodding up the stairs.  She snorted and
walked outside, going to her jeep.  He looked at Horatio.  "I'll
keep them both here tomorrow." 


"Thank
you.  Let me know if Xander needs more time off.  Now that you don't
have to hide  yourself."  He gave him a look then a smile. 
"An excellent dinner, Speed." 


"Welcome. 
Shoo, go home."  He nodded, going to do that.  Speed went to the
computer, which was now working again after he had called in an old
favor.  He sat down to write Alexx an email.  She was probably online
if she was home. 


***



Alexx
looked at her email when it beeped, frowning at the blank header.  It was
from Xander so she opened it, finding a simple question.  'Have you ever
watched the show with the three witches, Alexx?'  She frowned and looked
the show up online, finding a lot on it.  The fan sites were the most
comprehensive.  She was interrupted by a knock at the door and one of her
kids pelting to answer it.  "Who is it?" she called. 


"Your
boss, Mommy." 


She
got up and went to the door.  "Horatio."  She smiled and
let him in.  "Did something happen tot he team?" 


"Not
exactly."  He followed her back into her office, smiling at the
kids.  "Let me hog her for a bit then you can have her back,
okay?" 


"Go
play, kids."  They went to do that for her.  She closed the
door.  "I got the strangest email from Xander." 


"Probably
not directly from him since he was sleeping in his roommate's bed.  He's
got a fan and he breathes better with it on him.  Mr. Wolfe is in Xander's
bed for the night but I doubt we'll have him at work tomorrow."  She
nodded at that.  "What did he write?" 


"He
asked if I had ever seen the show with the three witches." 


"Hmm. 
Yes, that show was set in the same area where Xander got his extra
certificate."  She looked confused.  "There's a minor
forensics area out there to deal with the strange things in the world,
Alexx.  His teachers made Xander go." 


"I
already knew he did strange stuff.  How does my boss know him?" 


"I
do no not know," he admitted, looking confused.  "He does?"



"Called
him by name the day he got dragged out." 


"Hmm. 
I'll ask the next time I pop over to see Tim, his White Lighter." 


"Excuse
me?" she asked.   He nodded.  "As in like the
show?" 


"He
said he can't teleport and he doesn't have visions."  She went pale
so he helped her sit down.  "He wasn't allowed to tell us.  Tim
said he couldn't." 


"Timmy? 
My Timmy?"  He nodded quickly.  "Why couldn't he tell
us?" 


"He
didn't want to hurt us, Alexx." 


"But,
Ryan..." 


"He
made him not tell us too.  He knew it'd cause us pain and he did not want
to see you cry.  Apparently they assigned him to Xander because they
compliment each other's skills.  I also heard that he had been cleaning
his gun once a month." 


"Not
often enough!" she said hotly, standing back up. 


"Xander
thought that perhaps someone higher up knew he'd be needed," he said
quietly.  "I do know that he's been helping Xander with the home
improvement projects that they're doing for the landlord.  I also know
that Tim's probably hiding in the basement by now in case you come to hit
him.  Calleigh found out earlier and he needed an ice pack." 


"Oh,
he'll need one in a few places when I get done with him!  Xander
too!" 


"Xander
was not allowed to tell us, Alexx.  Speed said so," he said
quietly.   "He did not want to hurt us.  We were never
supposed to know." 


She
slumped then nodded.  "It's thoughtful but my boy's stupid." 


He
smiled and nodded.  "He can be.  He's still denying that he
likes Xander as more than a partner in the strange things they both have to
fight now and then." 


"Uh-huh. 
Can you watch the kids?  Peter should be home soon." 


"Why
don't you sleep on it tonight, calm down some, and then stop over before you
come in tomorrow morning?  Both boys are staying home because they're
still sick." 


She
nodded.  "I can do that.  Does he phase in and out too?" 


"Not
that I've seen."  He considered it.  "If he could we'd
never have known about him." 


"Good
point.  My poor baby.  Stuck with Xander." 


He
gave her a look.  "They do suit each other very well.  He nags
the boy like you did to him.  He cooks for him so he can eat something
other than take out.  He lets the boy cuddle.  He yells at his former
friends since he said Willow was left with Eric earlier." 


"So
we all know?" 


"The
field team and you know," he admitted.  "No one else." 


She
sighed and nodded.  "My poor baby.  He's gonna need a pillow
when I'm done with his behind."  He smiled at that.  "Thank
you, Horatio." 


"Remember,
he didn't want you to be this upset." 


"Too
late for that."  She frowned.  "Did he turn Xander onto
Trace?" 


"No,
he was doing trace as his minor before then.  He went to San Francisco
before his last year." 


"The
papers?" 


"I
didn't ask but I'd assume Tim guided him there as well.  I do know that
Tim decided he should come down here so we could work on some of the oddness in
Xander's life.  Especially where those girls warped him."  She
nodded at that.  "He is very cuddly with Tim, Alexx.  Tim's not
sure what he can and can't do but they are very good together." 


"Uh-huh. 
Then I'll accept Xander as a very odd son-in-law.  The boy's a bit
odd," she said at his look. 


"Yes,
that's because he was raised by girls, warped by girls, and then abandoned by
them while still having to fight beside them to save the world."  She
gaped.  "Exactly.  He was severely warped by those girls in his
life.  That's why he's so odd." 


"I
thought it was his cooking and his t-shirts rotting his mind." 


"That's
possible but they could be an effect, not a cause," he teased back. 
She shook her head.  "Then again, he could've been odd before then
and they added to it."  She nodded, smirking at him.  "I
thought you should hear that from me instead of anyone else." 


"Thank
you, Horatio."  She gave him a hug.  "You go home and
rest.  I need to hug my kids and then think for a while."  He
nodded, heading out.  "At least he'll have a lifetime of fun with
him." 


"He'll
always have something he can complain about," Horatio agreed, smirking at
her.  She smiled back and closed the door behind him.  He was much
happier now.  Everything would be fine and Alexx would check on the boys
for him in the morning.  He got into the hummer and called the
house.  "Tim, how did Alexx's boss know Xander?"  He
listened.  "Excuse me?"  He sighed and nodded once. 
"Thank you for telling me that.  No, I hadn't heard."  He
hung up and went to the office to face down his nightshift counterpart, glaring
at her when he found her.  "You've been taking my intern?" 


"Huh?"



"Harris
is Calleigh's intern," he reminded her. 


"So? 
We've been short, he's got the skills, and interns are grunts, Horatio." 


"He's
been pulling full tech hours with my shift," he complained.  "No
wonder he got so sick he was in the hospital." 


She
blanched.  "That's where he's been?" 


He
nodded.  "He got mild pneumonia from the flu." 


"Crap!"



"I
want an evaluation, I want a summary of his hours, and I want you to tell the
Chief so he can get paid for them."  She shook her head. 
"Oh, yes, or I'll have to.  It's not fair that he's been working
hours like Eric does or I do on top of yours." 


"I've
only had him here half shifts." 


"I
do not care.  Interns are supposed to do thirty a week, half that if they
have a minor field as well.  We have been abusing the boy.  Now, how
did the Chief ME know about him?" 


"I
had him working field last month and he ended up coming on a case when our ME
was out sick." 


"I
see.  How many field cases does he get from you?" 


"Six,
seven a month.  Why?  He said you don't send him out." 


"No,
I hadn't been.  I was letting him do hours in ballistics and trace." 


"So
what's the problem?" 


"The
problem is that he did ninety hours the week before he got sick.  He's
only being paid the usual intern stipend of two thousand a month.  That's
not right and it's not healthy for the boy." 


"Sorry! 
Fine, I'll get that for you!"  She walked off shaking her head,
muttering about redheaded drama queens.   She could feel the glare at
her back but oh well.  She didn't like Horatio that much anyway. 
That's why she stole his staff.  The other field intern had been a flake
but she'd try to get Xander off him instead. 


***



Alexx
knocked on the door the next morning, glaring at the young man who opened
it.  "I'm going to tan your behind until you can't sit, Ryan
Wolfe." 


"He
told me I couldn't tell you." 


"I
do not care!"  She pushed her way inside.  "Where is
he?" 


"In
bed.  He's not exactly a morning person."  She gave him a dirty
look.  "I spent it in Xander's room before you can ask." 


"I
know they're not your type, sugar.  You'd never put up with the bounciness
that Xander has or the sarcasm that is Speed."  She headed up the
stairs, stopping at the doorway to watch the boys sleep.  Xander was
facing the fan, head tilted and propped so he could get a breeze.  
Speed's face was buried in Xander's hair, one arm was around his waist, and the
other was underneath him.  She could see a hand moving under the blankets,
stroking Xander's stomach gently.  She coughed and Xander jumped, reaching
for the knife under his pillow.  "You finish that move and I'll do my
best work to date on you," she vowed.  He panted, staring at
her.  "You awake?" 


"I
could've killed you!" he shouted.  "Don't do that!" 


She
stepped back.  "I see." 


"Alexx,
he hunted bad things for nearly ten years, not counting time off," Speed
said quietly.  "You wouldn't sneak up on a combat veteran
either."  He looked at her.  "I remember buying you that shirt. 
Xander, down.  Relax.  It's not a problem."  Xander dropped
the knife and groaned, sitting on the side of the bed.  He glared at her
and she backed off.  "Go start coffee for me please."  She
nodded, going to do that and check Ryan over.  He made Xander look at
him.  "She should've realized but she wasn't thinking about
that." 


Xander
looked at him.   "Why did you want to come to Miami if you
weren't going to tell them?" 


"I
thought they'd help you be one of the best techs ever," he said
honestly.  "Help unwarp a few of the things that you don't really
like about yourself.  Plus they're very protective of each
other."  Xander slumped but nodded at that.  "Good
boy."  He gave him a cuddle.  "Go back to sleep.  H
said you're taking today off too." 


"But..."



"Shut
up, Xander.  You're still having problems breathing, I want you in
bed."  He stood up and pulled on a shirt, heading down to talk to
Alexx and Ryan.  "Ryan, H said you're taking today off." 


"I
feel a lot better." 


"I
don't care." 


Alexx
snorted at that.  "You sound an awful lot like me this morning."



"I
learned from the best," he quipped back dryly, giving her a look. 
"Should I expect anyone else?" 


"No,
just us.  Maybe Eric if he doesn't know." 


"I
went to browbeat him last night."  He gave her a gentle hug. 
"I missed you," he whispered.  She sniffled and hugged him
back.  "Now, can you maybe get along with my boy?" 


"I'll
treat him like some odd son-in-law," she promised. 


"Not
that way," he moaned. 


"You
two are so cute."  She smiled and pinched his cheek, then smiled at
Xander when he wobbled in.  "Are you really feeling
better?"  He shrugged.  "No, yes?  Want me to look you
over?" 


"No
thanks."  He got some coffee and wobbled off again.  "Going
to the living room.  I'll paint later." 


"I
can paint, Xander."  He looked at her. "He is more stubborn than
a two-year-old wanting candy in the middle of the store." 


She
nodded.  "I'm not surprised."  She stroked his cheek. 
"We need to have a long talk." 


"After
he's better." 


"That's
fine with me.  I can take a day off when he's better to come sit and talk
with you, and spank you until you beg for mercy."  She smiled
sweetly.  "I'm sure I can have someone help me."  He
groaned.  "That's my good boy.  Now, you eat breakfast. Ryan,
you are not fit for work yet.  Go in tomorrow if you still feel
better."  She walked off, going to her car so she could head to
work.  She found Horatio in his office.  "I popped in on
them.  Ryan swears he feels better but he can't taste the coffee yet. 
Xander's wobbling a little bit.  They're both still at home." 


"That's
fine.  He's been pulling ninety hour weeks."  She gaped. 
"Melody needed an extra hand for field cases."   He handed
over the reports.  "That's how your boss knew him." 


"I
see."  She read it over then looked at him.  "No wonder he
got so sick!"  He nodded.  "Does anyone else know?" 


"The
Chief will within an hour." 


"Good! 
Get that boy paid for it too.  No wonder he was so upset.  She was
treating him like a full tech and we were treating him like leaf
boy."  She walked off, going down to the morgue.  She found Eric
pacing and stopped him, looking at him.  "I saw him too." 
He let out his breath and nodded, looking down.  "He's not too bad. 
Cuter than the one on that show." 


"Did
you talk to him?" 


"Um-huh. 
Went to check both sick ones too.  Xander is more stubborn than Speedy
ever was.  He's been pulling extra hours for Melody."  He
gaped.  "Yup.  Field hours too." 


"I'm
going to strangle Xander.  You mind?" 


"Tim
might." 


He
wobbled.  Then he grinned.  "They would be cute together,"
he agreed.  Then he giggled.  "I got to meet his former friend
Willow last night.  I have a much higher regard for Xander.  He put
up with her for years and I wanted to kill her within minutes." 


"The
ladies and I had a talk with her as well," she offered, grinning
meanly.  "Didn't seem to help since she came back." 


"She
said she taught Xander stubbornness by exposure to her resolve face." 


"Uh-huh,"
she said blandly.  "We'll see." 


"No,
I think he's more stubborn.  Plus, he got to fulfill a dream.  He
puked on Stetler." 


She
giggled. "I heard.  That poor boy's stomach just got turned by his
stench."  Eric walked out much happier, going back to work while she
got down to her first body of the day. 


***



Horatio
finished with his boss and sighed.  "We could use him." 


"Then
you can either forget those hours and not have him paid for them, or determine
that he needs more...." 


"That
would hurt his later hiring." 


"Or
you can keep him as an intern, Horatio.  Your choice.  No one said
you had to count those in his internship hours since *you* hired him for *your*
lab." 


"True. 
I don't think he should go uncompensated however." 


"Neither
do I.  I'll pay the boy for this but make sure he knows he's to stick to internship
hours, or nearly so.  Your budget won't stretch that far." 


"What
about afterward?" 


"You
hire interns because they're cheaper than the new tech you can't afford,"
he reminded him.  "I can't make your budget stretch any farther and
even grants would run out." 


Horatio
nodded.  "I know.  If he works out the way I want him to, I
wouldn't mind keeping him." 


"Then
make the budget stretch to include him, Horatio, but that means you'd have to
cut something else."  He gave him a look.  "You're one of
the three departments that always goes over-budget.  You know that." 


"I
do.  I wish it weren't so but I do know why and I know it's
necessary." 


"That
may be but unless we get a lot of money suddenly your new tech is low on the
priority list." 


"It
would cut down on overtime." 


"I
doubt it."  He gave him a look. "If the boy's doing more than he
should now, what will he be doing then?" 


He
nodded and walked out, going to talk to Xander.  He found him handcuffed
to Ryan on the couch and had to smile at that picture.  "Tried to go
out?" 


"Yup."



Horatio
pulled out his universal key to get them free, watching as Ryan walked
off.  "I talked to the Chief after talking to Melody." 
Xander moaned.  "Yes, I know.  Now."  He gave him a
look then sat next to him.  "The Chief and I had a short talk about
you as well.  The fact that you should be paid for those hours but I won't
be counting them in your internship file.  That way you can stay with us
for a bit longer." 


Tim
leaned in.  "Any chance of a miracle budget stretch?" 


"Not
according to him." 


"Damn. 
I was kinda hoping not to have to move again." 


Xander
gave them a confused look.  "Huh?" 


"The
lab's budget is so tight that they wanted us to count sheets of paper we use in
the printers, Xander." 


"Oh." 
He looked down.  "No room in the budget means no new techs,
right?"  Horatio nodded.  "And it means I have to conform
to the really short, boring hours?" 


"Most
of the time, yes."  He stroked over his arm, then patted him on the
shoulder.  "However it was given with evaluation copies so wherever I
let you go after this they will be appreciating you from the first
moment.  Am I clear?"  Xander looked at him and nodded.
"Good."  He smiled.  "We'll work out the other stuff
later.  You being sick means that you're doing all right on hours,
Xander.  You've got about six hundred left for my internship that I'll
count so you've got time to narrow down your list." 


"Any
nearby?" Speed asked.  "Sheriff in the next county or
anything?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  The Keys might have one.  I know Mac's going to
be hiring soon.  Chicago's still looking for good people since they were
nearly crippled by that mandatory retirement clause last year.  Grissom
might need another one, I'm not sure."  They both nodded. 
"I do know he's not going to a 'B' level lab, boys.  There's no way
I'd let that happen."  He smiled at Xander.  "You get
better and then come back.  We'll work on your   list with
Speed." 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Good
boy."   He gave him one last pat and left, going to tell the
others.  He and Calleigh would have to find creative ways of lessening his
hours for him. It would look good that he finished his hours so soon but the
best labs all expected to have openings at the normal end of the internship
process and that would leave him without a paycheck for too long. 


***



Calleigh
smiled tightly at the two boys who came in the next morning.  "We're
already planning on being backed up today.  Xander, I need you to run
ballistics for me." 


"You
don't need me in the field?" 


"We
could use you," she admitted.  "Tim said you're still breathing
funny." 


"Only
when I lay down.  I don't usually do that in the field." 


"Okay. 
If Horatio clears you." 


"Horatio,
I'm going into the field on the next call," he yelled.  He looked at
her.  "I need my glasses."  He went to find them in his
locker, and his sunglasses too.  He found his kit and checked it, still
stocked.  He came out and walked back to ballistics, putting them on the
table.  His phone went on top of it.  He checked, it wasn't on
vibrate.  It was on a very loud, annoying ring.  "Okay, I'm
ready." 


"Good. 
All stocked, right?  Or restocked?" 


"Yup. 
All stocked, sanitized, all that." 


"Good." 
She came over to check it, looking at the spare bullets then at him. 
"Uh-huh." 


"Not
like I can quit being what I am, dear."  He blew a kiss and got to
work on the first envelope someone had left for them.  He held it
up.  "This isn't a bullet unless someone's using sporks." 


She
looked then snorted.  "Not hardly.  Rebag it, get it to
Trace." 


He
did that and walked it up the hall then came back to find his phone
ringing.  He grabbed it.  "Harris."  He wrote down the
address on a sticky note, putting it on top of his case.  "Be right
there, boss."  He hung up.  "He's calling Eric, I'll see
you later."  He breezed out, going to the hummer parking lot. 
Eric was coming out when he was so he jogged to catch up.  "You're
with me." 


"I
heard.  It's all stocked and everything, right?" 


"Stocked,
sanitized, all that.  Calleigh even checked it on me." 


"Good." 
He got in to drive, taking the address from Xander's case.  "That can
sit in the back." 


"No
it can't." 


"Fine." 
He backed out and headed for the scene, mentally sighing.  Even with what
he had heard he wasn't sure Xander was ready for the field.  "You
tell jokes?" 


"Only
to lighten the mood when necessary.  Then again, I do quip while I
slay.  I learned that from Buffy." 


"Remind
me to never meet her, okay?" 


"Probably
a good idea, she might hit on you." 


Eric
shuddered.  "Eww."  They got to the scene and Xander signed
them in before going under the tape and to the spot where the bodies
were.  "Did someone import a meat grinder?" Eric asked. 


"Possibly,"
Horatio admitted.  "Xander, I heard about your photo problem." 


"I've
got a camera that tapes.  I can pull stills.  Tim suggested it when
we were working on it at UCLA.  I had to wait to save up for the stupid
thing." 


"That's
reasonable."  He checked the focus and nodded, letting him do what he
needed to do.  Xander took one of the bodies, Eric took one, and he took
the other. 


Alexx
joined them.  "I see you've finally made it out here in the
daylight," she teased. 


"Yup,
sure have."  He looked over.  "Should I collect this sample
on her inner thigh now or wait for you to do it?" 


She
came over to look then at him.  "Good eyesight, sugar." 


"I
try."  He grinned.  "Now or then?" 


"I'll
do it then.  With the lack of panties and what I can see, I'll need to do
an assault kit anyway."  He nodded, handing over one of his larger
collection sheets.  "What's this for?" 


"For
the stuff in her pubic hair that's going to fall out if the breeze picks
up.  I don't want to overstep." 


She
looked.  "Huh.  Looks like...glitter maybe?"  She used
the sheet to pick it up, letting him seal it.   "Anything
else?" 


"Yeah,
bite mark," he said, pointing at it.  "I'm not so sure this one
wasn't a cannibal." 


"Could
be.  Wouldn't be the first one."  She smiled at him. 
"Good catch, Xander.  Let me take her liver temp."  He
offered his knife but she shook her head.  "I've got a scalpel,
baby."  She cut into her stomach and inserted her thermometer. 
"Horatio, 93." 


He
nodded.  "I've found more of the glitter-like substance on mine as
well," he admitted.  She came over to check his while the body
handlers got the body for Xander.  At one point he stopped them to take a
sample off her back, using a sticky pad to cover the area in case they needed
more.  His initial went onto it and it was all good for her.  
"What do you think?" 


"I'm
not sure he's not right.  They either grated her to conceal her identity
or because they wanted chunks." 


"Eww,"
Eric noted. 


"The
topic or did you find something worse?" Xander asked, finishing up with
his portion of the scene.  "Boss, want me to look for tire tracks or
anything?" 


"Help
Eric, Xander."  He nodded, moving to do that, getting around the body
for him.  "Eric?" 


"I
found what looks like a piece of chewed up meat inside her wound." 


Xander
looked.  "That rates an eww from me too.  Damn glad my stomach's
settled." 


"Us
too, puking on the bodies makes it harder to find out who killed them,"
Eric quipped back.  "Hey, H, did you talk to the other new kid?"



"I
have.  Did he do something else?" 


"Making
sure.  If he's got Wolfe, he'll come in pouting." 


"Again?"
Xander asked dryly.  "He came in to ask me how I did it.  I told
him and he just shook his head and said that can't be the right way. 
Before we go can I have the rookie, boss?" 


"We'll
see, Xander."  He and Alexx shared a look. 


"I
found hairs," Xander announced a minute later.  "Blond,
short."  He carefully collected them into an envelope. 


"Try
not to get the hairs in contact with the flap, just in case the air added a
contaminant," Eric instructed. 


"That's
a depth perception problem and that's the only way I can do that," he said
quietly. 


"Sorry. 
Forgot." 


Xander
grinned.  "Told you it didn't really matter in the field." 
He looked around.  "No press?" 


"Huh?"
Alexx asked. 


"Wouldn't
three mangled bodies rate press attention?" 


Horatio
looked at him then around.  "Usually, yes."  He went to
check with the officers guarding the tape.  "Did you run off the
press?  Usually the vultures are here by now." 


"No,
sir, they went to the other scene since it was more fantastic.  A body
strung up on a playground with invisible wires so it looked like they were
hanging in midair." 


Horatio
sighed.  "Which one went?" 


"CSI
Duquesne and the other intern, sir.  She called over the radio to say she
was there." 


"Thank
you."  He went back there.  "They're at the other
scene.  It's more fantastic." 


"Huh. 
Guess we lucked out," Eric said happily.  "Wolfe there?" 


"No,
Eric," he said patiently.  "That is a sin we all have
committed.  Get over it." 


"Fine."



Xander
looked at Eric.  "Some day Ryan wants to be Chief, Eric.  That
means he's got to get the recognition of doing good now and then." 


"It's
still annoying." 


"I'm
sure all the others working around the current chiefs felt the same way." 


"Fine. 
You don't talk to press, right?" 


"I
don't like people." 


"Good." 
He beamed.  "Then we can work together more often."  He
bent down over something.  "What is that?" 


"The
same stuff that I found on mine's inner thigh."  He handed over a
swab collector.  "Here." 


"Thanks." 
He collected a sample and labeled it then put it into his case.  "Any
other ideas?" 


"Something
interrupted them," Xander told him.  "If it was a cannibal he
wouldn't have spit out his food, like you found.  So either he decided
they weren't to his taste, they were done for some other reason, or this guy is
still perfecting his ideal situation.  There's too many dissimilarities to
be a serial killer with a ritual.  That's why I was thinking
cannibal." 


Horatio
looked over.  "You took the profiling classes?" 


"As
a hobby at night trying to understand what I did to Tanya." 


"Who?"
Alexx asked. 


"The
stripper I was dating who decided she wanted to kill my friends over and over
again.  Got twelve officially, sixteen that I know of.  Took me
forever to get them to listen to me.  I had to have Doctor Sherill
help."  He grinned at her.  "They decided she was sweet and
nice, too nice to kill others, but she was also pretty dumb so when the
detective asked her she answered." 


Horatio
snorted.  "Dumb criminals are good for us, Xander.  Don't knock
it." 


"I
didn't date her for her brains, Horatio." 


"Eric's
said the same thing in the past," Alexx told him. 


"Many
times," Eric sighed.  "Some day I'll learn too." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I'd date you but you being evil would upset your
mother horribly." 


"You
have no idea."  He finished with his body and Alexx came over to
gather her.  Horatio's was being packed up as well.   He looked
around.  "Was anyone questioning anybody, H?" 


"Anonymous
tip to 911, Eric." 


"So
we don't have anything yet.  We can do that.  I call the parking
area."  Xander handed him his camera.  "You sure?" 


"I'm
sure.  There's only two ways he could've gotten them here.  The other
is in the brush and I'll drop it.  I'll call if I need it." 
Eric nodded, looking it over.  "That button tapes," Xander said
quietly then he went to look at the brush around the area.  He found a few
disturbances.  One dead.  "Horatio, we have a dead dog," he
called.  Alexx came over to look, bagging him too just in case.  A
few more minor trails of things wandering around, low to the ground so probably
pets.  One caught his eye and he stared at it, moving closer. 
"Found a footprint," he called.  Eric came back with his camera,
watching him take a picture then take one with his measuring square.  He
followed them to a tree, which had a body spiked to it.  "Aw,
shit."  He called Tim.  "Hold on for a picture." 
He took another one and plugged his phone into his camera, sending that last
one to him.  He listened, then nodded. "Spike.  Thank
you."  He hung up.  "May be totally unrelated," he
offered when Horatio joined them. "It does mean that Spike's still in
town." 


"How
do you know?" 


"Spike
was in Sunnydale with us.  This was his favorite way of killing people
when he was a younger vampire.  Then some unkind person in the military
captured him and put a control chip in his head that meant he couldn't hunt or
hurt humans.  So we ended up working with him.  I got to tie him into
my recliner and chain him in Giles' tub many days."  His phone
beeping made him look at it.  "Willow said his chip's still
active.  So maybe Dru?"  He grimaced.  "We'll have to
do some research in my other area after I get home.  See who I'm hunting
down this time." 


"Can
you bring them in?" Eric asked. 


"They
go whoosh in the sunlight, Eric.  Probably not."  He looked at
him.  "That is paperwork I do not want to see." 


Eric
shuddered.  "I can agree with that.  Now what?" 


"The
spikes should pull out pretty easily.  Unless we want to bring the
tree?"  They both shook their heads.  Xander handed off his
camera.  "Get it before I do anything."  Eric filmed it
then Xander grabbed one spike and braced himself, pulling it out. 
"Not very deep.  He wasn't trying very hard to impale." 


"That
could mean a weaker attacker," Eric said, grabbing the other one to
pull.  He couldn't.  Xander got it out.  "You're stronger
than you look." 


"Construction
worker muscles," he teased with a grin.  "Plus lots and lots of
sword and artillery work.  Comes in handy when the thing you have to
behead is twice your height," he said at Alexx's odd look. 


"There
really are demons?" she asked. 


Xander
looked at her and nodded.  "Yeah.  Lots and lots of them. 
Some of them are smart, some of them aren't.  Some of them are nice, some
of them are sex demons, some of them aren't either."  He
shrugged.  "It's like humans only differing species.  We've got
hive cultures, pack cultures, all sorts of things.  Fortunately I only
routinely have to hunt down about ten percent, the most violent and those
hunting humans.  Even though I still want to retire from it." 


"I
think you had enough fighting since you went for a knife when I woke you
up," she agreed.  "I know better now.  I'll call from the
doorway but out of range." 


"I
react worse to women," he admitted. 


"After
meeting Willow, I'm not shocked," Eric quipped happily.  "Alexx,
any idea on him?" 


"He's
very pale, I don't see lividity marks."  She moved closer to check
him over.  "Not a single lividity mark." 


"Which
means I'll need to stake something later," Xander agreed. 


"Only
after telling me so we can back you up, Xander," Horatio ordered calmly. 


He
looked at him.  "That's why I got given a Tim of my very own." 


"Having
one of those is good, but having someone who can arrest a regular person trying
to stop you would help as well." 


"Point. 
I'll tell him you said that." 


"Thank
you.  I can do that myself however."  He helped Alexx bag the
body.  "Let us know.  We'll be back soon."  She
nodded, taking him back to the morgue with her.  They examined the tree
and the surrounding area, Xander finding something odd.  "What's
that?" 


"Velvet." 
He bagged it once he had pictures.  "I'll work on this case after
hours, Horatio.  I've got to check a source on Spike's chip." 


"If
you want." 


"Oh,
I don't want, but I may have to." 


"That's
fine then."  They finished up and drug all the evidence back to the
lab, getting to work processing it. 


Ryan
leaned in.  "Heard you guys had a better case than my
murder-suicide." 


"Kids?"
Xander asked absently. 


"Thankfully
not.   Just wife.  Left a note."  He came in. 


"Xander
found a vampire kill looking for evidence on our chewed bodies," Eric told
him.  "Husband on wife?" 


"Yup. 
Vampire kill?"  Eric nodded.  "Neat.  Cannibals?"



"We
think so.  You already done?" 


"With
the note?  Pretty muchly.  I'm waiting on reports so I can positively
prove it."  They nodded.  "What was the other one?  I
didn't see a single reporter even on the street with mine." 


"Something
about a wired body in the park," Xander said, looking at him. 
"Let me guess, you want to help?" 


"Can
I?" 


"Sure,
dive in," Eric agreed.  "Xander's got the two main trace samples
so pick something." 


"I
can do that."  He found the small bit of chewed tissue and went to
run it first.  He came back twenty minutes later after having dropped a
sample off at DNA.  "It was human.  I gave Valera a
sample.  Xander, she wanted to have lunch with you." 


"Have
her come get me." 


"That's
what I said.  She said she'd do that and Cooper might be joining
you.  I asked him to see if there were any registered cameras near
there." 


"This
glitter is annoying me," Xander announced suddenly.  "The
machines won't pick up the sample.  Not even suspended in fluid or on a
slide mount." 


"Why
would it?" Eric asked, looking confused.  "It's glitter." 


"It's
glitter suspended in something, Eric."  He let him see it. 
"That's not body paint.  Or stripper glitter.  That's like
little kid art project glitter.  The machine should still be able to pick
up what it was suspended in." 


"No,
it's not stripper glitter," he agreed.  He sniffed it then handed it
off suddenly to turn and sneeze.  "I want to know what that is. 
We found it on a chihuahua once." 


"Hopefully
we can figure that out."  Ryan came over to help Xander. 
"Could it get a reading on the other stuff?" 


"No,"
he said miserably.  Eric looked at them, then leaned out and looked
around, going to find Horatio.   "I don't think it's radioactive. 
I don't have a big enough sample to start playing 'what chemical am I'
either."  He frowned, staring at the sample. 


"Did
you try to have it broken down by component?" Ryan asked. 


"Yeah,
I tried that test too.  It's like the machine isn't seeing it.  In
either type of presentation." 


Horatio
walked in.  "What's going on?" 


"Nothing,"
Xander told him.  "Absolutely nothing.  The machines won't read
this slimy stuff or what the glitter was suspended in."  He let him
have both samples so he could try.  They got the same beeps. 


"Could
it be reflecting the beams?" Ryan asked. 


"I've
run reflective body paint through that machine, well the one at UCLA, before
and it worked then," Xander told them.  "I've run titanium and
silver paints both through it.  I've run a quicksilver sample through it
too.  I'm hoping that it's either the machine needs fixed or the glitter
and this stuff is the same stuff but this was thicker." 


"We
can check the first easiest," Ryan noted, going to get the sample kit that
they calibrated with.  Xander took it and ran the first few, they came out
okay.  He came to one that had a higher reflective index and ran that
one.  It came out okay.  "Okay, so it's the sample.  How
big of one do we have?" 


"I
could probably get Alexx to get another swab but it was only a few inches of
smear." 


"Can
we try doing a stain?  Like add iodine to it?" Eric suggested. 


"Let
me do one more thing," Xander said, walking out, heading for his
car.  He brought back his other kit, putting it onto the end of the
table.  He got inside, pulling out a small zippered pouch.  He set up
the field testing dish and the line of chemicals in their propr order, then
took another small bit of the sample on the swab to start testing it that
way.  He finally came up with something.  "I'll be damned. 
It's slime."  They stared at him and he came over to take the bottled
sample, selecting one simple, complex test that almost always registered. 
"Someone created a synthetic ectoplasm," he said while he
worked.  He put the sample in and the printer spit out this time, making
him smile.  "There.  That's what it is."  He let them
see it, getting to work cleaning up his small mess. 


"What
sort of kit is that?" Calleigh asked from the doorway. 


"Um,
the strange crap kind.  It's my necromancy and field magic
kit."  He finished putting things away and it went into a corner.
"It's the most expensive part of that program.  It cost me just over
four grand to outfit that one case." 


Horatio
gave him a look.  "What's in there?" 


"A
few fairly rare potions." 


"Oh." 
He looked at the chemical breakdown.  "You're sure this is
synthetic?" 


"Yeah,
if it was natural it'd be spiking in the organic sections," he said,
pointing at the low markers.  "Depending on what the originating
source was, that spike would be from two to five and the one next to it would
be spiked as well." 


"Interesting."



"It's
the same test that shows the chemical composition of snail and slug
slime," Ryan said, looking at the machine. 


"That's
basically organic ectoplasm too," Xander agreed. 


"Does
this help us with the case?" Eric asked. 


"Not
sure yet," Xander admitted.  "They've got to have some chemistry
background somewhere to make this stuff.  It's not a formula you'd get off
the 'net or something to play with.  Not like floam or anything." 


Eric
took the readout.  "Some of that would be harder to find.  Maybe
we can find the chemical warehouses to see who bought some of them?" 


"We
should be able to," Ryan agreed. 


Calleigh
smiled.  "It's good that you're going to get this one, guys. 
Ryan, if you're not busy can I borrow you for mine?" 



"Sure. 
Yell if you need more help, guys."  He went with her, Eric taking
over his experiment to work on it. 


Xander
looked at Horatio.  "I'm sorry today has been an intersecting day for
my past." 


Horatio
smiled. "It's good that you could figure it out, Xander."  He
walked out, thinking about that.  He went to talk to Alexx.  "Do
we have anything?" 


"Not
yet.  A few samples and an oddness.  This one's liver had been
cooked."  She showed him the sample.  "I'd say
microwaved." 


"Inside
the body?" 


"No. 
They were dead when it was pulled out.  I found a small, round stab wound
on the back of the neck."  She moved the body so he could see that. 
"I'm still looking for other things.  Did the boys find
anything?" 


"Synthetic
ectoplasm according to Xander.   It's what was on the glitter as well
as the smear he found." 


"Synthetic
ectoplasm?"  He nodded.  "Why?" 


"I
don't know but he said that snail and slug slime was an organic version, but
not similar to this one." 


"Huh. 
Can he figure out what type it's a synthetic of?"  He called up
there.  "Any way to tell what it was a knock-off of,
Xander?"  She listened while he got out a book and flipped through
it.  "Interesting.  Thank you."  She hung up. 
"A sea mollusk." 


"Very
interesting.  Hopefully it'll help.  Page me when you're done with
the first one, Alexx." 


"I
can do that.  Should I page the two boys too?" 


"If
you want."  He smiled at her before walking out, going to check on
them.  Xander had pulled up information on the mollusk, which he was
explaining was a half-demon crossbreed that was basically like a mule
genetically speaking - it couldn't reproduce.  That thought made his head
hurt so he walked in.  "Do we eat them?" 


"Nope. 
Not edible.  Decorative."  He let him see the information sheet
Eric had been reading.  "Sea World has a few.  I was going to
get them to send us a sample of it so I could compare the two for a positive
ID."  Eric looked at him oddly.  "I can't say I know what
it is from alchemy and necromancy class, Eric.  No jury would ever believe
me." 


"Point." 
He nodded.  "Okay.  I'll call.  You get to work identifying
the type of glitter." 


"It's
pretty standard art store glitter.  Nothing with serial numbers.  I
can get samples to test against." 


"Go
to the nearest art store and do that," Horatio agreed.  "We've
had to do that in the past."  Xander nodded, taking his other kit
with him back to his car, then taking one of the hummers.  "Get that
sample, Eric." 


"Sure,
H.  Why would anyone want to use a mollusk slime and put glitter in
it?" 


"I
do not know, but we can ask him that when we find him." 


"Oh,
I'm sure I will."  He went to look up the number for Sea World. 
He wanted to get a look at the other kit's contents.  There had to be odd
things in there. 


***



Xander
walked in that night and flopped down on the couch, looking at Tim and their
visitor.  "Cannibals who like half-demon mollusks." 


"Eww,"
Tim said. 


"Basically,
yeah.   Eric thinks he's found someone." 


"Good. 
What about you?" 


"I
got asked what state my license was from.  I never got it changed
over.  So I'm DMV bound in the morning." 


"That's
fine.  Dinner's on the stove if you think you can eat." 


"Have
in the past.  Had to bring in the other kit to test the sample
though."  He got up and went to get dinner, ignoring the person
following him.  "Did you write out there to see if Spike's chip still
works?" 


"I
called.  Fred said it was.  She saw him late last week before he came
down here and he had wanted to kill her for being perky, her words, but
couldn't.  Did we find an ID on that guy?" 


"Yeah,
he's military," he admitted.  He found a fork for his dinner,
bringing it back to the living room.  "The ID's in my case." 


"That's
fine.  Anything else?" 


"Small
piece of pink velvet."  He took a bite.  Willow huffed and he
looked at Tim again.  "Anyway," he sighed.  "My
cannibal is confused."  He ate another bite. 


"It
happens.  I hope they stayed confused.  How long were you in the
field today?" 


"Three
hours this morning.  Why?" 


"I
noticed the shirt change." 


"Cooper
spluttered on me."  He ate another bite then grinned.  "I
got to gross Maxine out too.  Hence the spittage.  She asked though
so it was her fault.  Eric asked me if I kept shrunken heads in the
necromancy kit." 


"Well,
there's that iguana head from that cult," Speed admitted, considering
it.  "Otherwise no." 


"I'm
glad we don't have to deal with that cult anymore.  It was nice of them to
kill themselves for being assholes." 


"It
was," Speed agreed.  "You did see we had a visitor?" 


"I
was wondering why you were entertaining spectral beings.  If you want to
deal with ghosts, that's your thing.  I only feel sad for them and I don't
have the best luck getting them to move on.  Never have."  He
shrugged and finished dinner then leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. 
"Thank you, Tim." 


"Welcome. 
Get the laptop and we'll work on finding out if it was Dru for Spike or
not."  Xander nodded, going to get his kit since he had put the
pictures in there.  He looked at Willow.  "I doubt he's going to
talk to you today.  Shoo." 


"He'll
need my help to dust Dru.  Dru likes him." 


Xander
came back in.  "Dru may like me but I doubt it'll be that much of a
problem, ghost.  Don't worry about it.  After all, I'm trained to do
this."  He settled down with the kit, glaring at her. 
"Out, Willow.  I can't show non-lab personnel evidence photos. 
You're keeping me from working."  She huffed but disappeared. 
He shook his head, handing over what they had.  "I think he's got a
mini-Dru he's working on.  There were living skin cells on the spikes and
they weren't driven in very far.  Female vamps are still stronger than
female living people." 


Tim
looked it over, then nodded.  "Who pulled them?" 


"I
did.  Eric couldn't." 


Tim
shook his head.  "Construction worker muscles are good." 


"Plus
artillery muscles.  I kinda let on that I knew a bit about it, said it was
easier when you had to behead something twice your size." 


"It
did come in handy for that too," Speed agreed, nodding.  "Any
DNA matches?" 


"Not
yet.  We found a hair.  She's a dark brunette.  I'm thinking a
goth kid doing it for Spike's pleasure or to prove she could be his next dark
princess." 


"Could
be," he agreed.  "We can go hunting if you're up to it." 


"Of
course I am." 


"Then
change.  We'll go."  Xander nodded, repacking everything so the
kit could go back into the car once he had put on better hunting
clothes.   He came down in the 'official' outfit he and Tim had
chosen, so Tim knew it wasn't a fun night they had planned.  Though, they
were good enough to possibly go clubbing after they had caught her.  If
Xander didn't write his reports immediately. 


***



Xander
walked into the blood bar he found, scanning the crowd.  He hated these
places.  A  few of them turned to look at him and he gave them an
impassive look.  He walked up to the bartender.  "Where's the
brunette Spike's training?" he asked. 


"Who're
you?  You're not one of us."  Xander put down his card. 
"Um..." 


"She's
wanted in a homicide investigation, dude.  Now, where is she?  Either
you tell me or I call patrol down here to bust everyone, and I do mean
*everyone*," he assured him.  The man swallowed and pointed.  He
looked.  "Huh, he's got more than one."  He took off his
sunglasses then held up his card.  "See the name?  I hunted with
Buffy." 


"You're
Andrew?" 


Xander
smacked him on the side of the head.  "No, dumbass, I'm
Xander."  He went pale and stepped back.  "Now, where are
Spike and Dru and where is his trainee, the dark brunette with the ten inch
hair?" 


He
pointed a shaky hand toward a back room.  "Spike's back there,
sir." 


"Thank
you.  I'd suggest you close the doors and do not let anyone else
out.  Am I perfectly clear?" he hissed.  He nodded
quickly.  "Good."  He walked to the back room, casually
kicking it in.  "Oh, Spike," he said dryly.  Spike gave him
a horrified look.  Dru purred. "You're in my city, dumbass.  I
don't care if you do have the chip, you're still in my city.  You're in my
city killing people." 


"Have
not." 


"Bullshit." 
He moved closer, feeling Timmy behind him.  He suddenly lunged and smacked
him hard across the face, watching as he vamped out and tried to lunge
back.  "Uh-huh.  That chip's still working beautifully," he
said dryly.  He punched him then turned and got Dru when she shrieked and
started for him.  "Sorry, sweetie, not my type." 


Tim
grabbed his forehead as the vision came.  "The chip had a
short.  We can fix that," he noted, kicking Spike on side of the
head.  The energy transferred over.  Spike screamed and grabbed his
head.  "I'm having fun, you, Xan?" 


"Kinda. 
This is nearly as good as chaining him to Giles' bathtub."  He looked
at Dru.  "I will give you *one* chance.  Pull your happy meal
ass out of my town, Dru.  You can bring Spike.  You can bring the
humans you're playing with as long as they haven't killed another human
yet.  I would prefer that they write letters to someone so the PD doesn't
get missing persons calls, but that's up to you." 


"Who
are you to demand anything!" a female voice said from behind Tim. 


Xander
looked back.  "Xander Harris.  CSI Xander Harris.  Deamon
ballistics tech Harris."  She went pale.  "Tim, there's our
killer," he said, handing him cuffs.  Tim went to stop her.  He
glared at the girl.  "If you're his and you haven't killed, then
you're free to leave Miami.  If they're in Miami tomorrow night I'm going
to have to stake them.  He can even take you guys to Cleveland so the
others can baby him some more.  Just get him out of my city." 


"You
wouldn't."  Xander pulled a stake and palmed it.  "You
fought beside him." 


"Yeah
and he was harmless then.  He's not now.  I've already found one
human body.  If I find more, I'll have to act because Stupid and Loony in
there have brought this to the attention of the cops."  She went
paler.  "Since I took the certificate out of 'Frisco, I'm going to be
sent to deal with this.  This is my way of doing it.  Now, take you
and your bitches and go.  If you start now, you can be near the top of the
state by dawn."  She nodded, going to help Spike to his feet with
Dru.  He walked out, going to look at the girl.  "She
living?" 


"Still."



"Good,
makes it easier to arrest her for killing someone."  He put the stake
back into his back pocket. Xander pulled out his cellphone, dialing the first
number.  No answer on Horatio's.  No answer on Eric's.  He
looked at Tim.  "Calleigh has PMS." 


"Call
Tripp," Tim ordered.  "I don't want to see you beaten for taking
her away from her ice cream."  He looked at the girl.  
"I did that once when I was still alive.  She was not happy and I
spent the next two days on a couch with an ice pack." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Last time I checked you were re-alived," he
said, dialing the number.  "Detective Tripp?  Xander.  I
have a suspect in custody for the second homicide we found on our multiple
scene this morning."  He smiled.  "Because Horatio's on a
date, Eric's on a date, and Calleigh has PMS.  You're the next best thing
to Horatio."  He smiled.  "Blood bar actually.  The
one down on Surfside?"  He nodded.  "Meet you out front, Detective." 
He hung up and took her.  "Heading out, Tim?" 


"I'll
meet you at the usual place," he agreed, taking Xander's cash. 
"That way I can cab and pay cover.  You've got some in the
glovebox."  He walked off, heading out the door the bouncers were
guarding.  "Nice night, guys." 


Xander
looked at the bartender, then around.  "All Spike's bitches should
probably go with them unless you've killed someone for them.  If you have,
then you should probably turn yourself in tomorrow so I don't have to hunt you
too.  I'm having a bored night tonight but you'll be a funner
prey."  He walked her outside, smiling at the detective pulling
up.  "Sorry to bug you." 


"No,
I don't mind being the next best thing to Horatio," he admitted.  He
looked at her.  "What did she do?  I was on Calleigh's
scene." 


"I
didn't see a detective on ours so I don't know who it got assigned to. 
They were probably in court," he said at the curious look.  "We
got the cannibal site and we found her victim off to the side of the
park.  He was staked to a tree with railroad spikes." 


"Spike
was proud," she hissed.  Then she gave a kitty hiss. 


He
smirked.  "Baby girl, I used to tie Spike to my chair for fun at
night."  She whimpered.  "I'm *that* whelp,
yeah."  She shivered and shrank down.  "Now, you can do
this the hard way or the fun way, or you can confess to the nice
detective.  Your choice." 


She
looked at him.   "I could eat you too." 


"Uh-huh. 
Wasn't that one bloodless?"  Xander nodded.  "Where did it
go?" 


"Detective,
this is a blood bar.  Where do you think it went?" 


"Eww. 
Any idea if it happened here?" 


"No. 
No evidence in the back room.  But I'm proud to say that Spike is a
strange thing certificate case." 


"Oh,
wonderful. So he'll get away?" 


"If
you can stop him and his harem go for it.  I told them to run for the
hills before I killed them all.  He helped in Sunnydale.  I suggested
he go to Cleveland.  We made sure his chip's still working so he can't
physically hurt anyone.  Just talk the wanting into serving
him."  He handed her over.  "Up to you and Horatio.  We
can track Spike.  Or Dru really."  That got a nod.  "I
did have them lock the bar down, just in case." 


Tripp
smiled.  "That's mean and evil, boy." 


"I'm
a good boy, Detective," he said with a grin.  "After all, I
fought with other good boys and girls in the past."  He patted her on
the back.  "Just think, it could be worse." 


"No,
Spike can't save me if he's out of town.  I'll never be saved and live the
life of blood." 


Frank
put her in the back of his car.  "Think we should close it
down?" 


"I
can't be sure he wasn't killed here.  Instincts say he wasn't but you
might find some of his blood in there.  You'd have to check every single
packet and all the blood wine, plus the blood pops." 


"Blood
pops?" 


"Someone
dilutes them and makes popsicles out of them." 


"Eww."



"Well,
it's that, blood wine, blood in various mixed drinks, blood straight up, or
simply feeding it to the real vampires.  Your choice.  I can process
the back rooms if I have to.  You've got some runaways statistically
speaking as well." 


"Let
me ask."  He leaned against his car and called his boss. 
"Chief, Tripp.  Harris just found a killer for us in a blood
bar?"  Xander nodded.  "Yeah, a goth place where..." 


"It's
their equivalent of a martini bar, Detective.  It's their social
club.  Where they go to hang out with other vampires, the higher vampires
find minions, and those things." 


"What
he said," he said, putting the phone back against his ear.  He had
held it so the chief could hear it from the horse's mouth.  "He said
he doesn't think the poor guy the girl killed was killed here but it's a blood
bar, they're serving blood to drink and there's probably some
runaways."  He listened.  "Good for me. 
Sure."  He hung up.  "He'll send Vice.  This is more
their thing than homicide, hopefully?" 


"I
warned them I'd hunt the others down if I had to, I suggested strongly they
turn themselves in.  Oh, my report..." he said moving closer. 
"Is going to exclude my helper."  He looked at him. 
"As part of the certificate program I got given a helper, called a White
Lighter." 


"My
daughter watches that show with the witches," he said grimly. 


Xander
grinned.  "I've got my own Leo, yeah.  Though he can't
teleport." 


"Good
ta know.  Your roommate Tim?"  Xander beamed and nodded. 
"Uh-huh.  Would that be why Alexx looked like she had been
crying?" 


"Um,
yup," he sighed. 


"Oh,
fuck," he sighed, shaking his head.  "They all know?" 


"Horatio,
Calleigh, Ryan, and Eric, plus her.  Now you." 


"Fine
with me, kid.  You keep Speed out of the report." 


"I
will."  He grinned.  "Should I mention that I threatened
Spike?" 


"Probably
not.  I'll proofread it for you to make sure the ADA won't freak." 


"Thanks. 
I was going to let Horatio do it." 


Frank
smirked at him.  "He'll have a headache." 


"Hey,
I've got cannibals with Eric," he said dryly.  He shrugged.  A
few patrol cars pulled up and he waved.  "Blood bar," he said,
pointing. 


"How
many are real vampires?" one of them asked them. 


Xander
beamed.  "I'm Harris, out of Sunnydale and that program in
'Frisco."  That got a moan.  He pointed at his suspect. 
"She killed someone on Spike's orders.  I only saw four in
there.  Spike and Dru were in the back and I told them to leave before I
had to stake them.  I saw two interviewing new female minions in the back
area.  Since they have better hearing and I had the bartender lock down
the club or else...." 


"Gotcha." 
She walked over.  "Boys, we've got a blood bar to raid.  We know
at least one person that had been in there was probably handing her kill's
blood over."  They shuddered. 


"You
might want a cooler for the blood pops," Xander called.  They nodded
at that.  "Need me, I'm a CSI intern?" 


"No,
we'll get night shift, Harris," one of them promised.  "Shoo,
take your suspect and go.  Night, Detective." 


"You
too," he agreed.  "Need a ride, kid?" 


"Nah,
Tim left my car.  I'll go out with him later."  That got a nod
and Frank got in to drive them to the station while Xander followed, turning on
some music since it was a happy night.  While he was working he even got
an idea about what was going on in his other case.  He called Tim and they
went to stake him out together.  He *knew* something had been wrong with
this guy when he had ran into him. 


***



Horatio
looked up as Xander walked a suspect in wearing handcuffs.  "Xander?"
he called, following him.  "What did he do?" 


"He
ate our suspects.  We caught him going after a new one last night. 
She claims she was willing to be eaten.  She's with Eric.  I got him
up *really* early this morning.  He's not a happy boy camper." 


"That
happens now and then."  He looked at the man in cuffs then him. 
"Put him into a room."  Xander let the patrol guys take
him.  "You went out alone?" 


"No,
Tim and I had to go fix the other one," he reminded him quietly. 
"Since you were on a date I called Detective Tripp.  By the way he
knows.  I figured you two get along well together so he's just as good as
you." 


"That's
fine.  That was the right thing to do.  I also saw your name attached
to a raid at a goth club?" 


"Yeah,
Spike's handmaiden was there.  So were Spike and Dru.  They were
captured but managed to get away thanks to Dru.  Some of their other
handmaidens probably did too.  I know a few confessed because I pointed
out if I had to hunt them it wasn't going to be pleasant for anyone. 
Since we can't really charge Spike I suggested he hightail it to Cleveland
again." 


"That's
reasonable," he agreed.  "I got briefed on that by Frank this
morning actually."  He smiled at him, patting him on the
shoulder.  "How did you know it was him?" 


He
glanced around them moved closer.  "I ran into him out and about a
few weeks back at a club," he said quietly.  "He smelled like
death.  He smelled like a vulture to me.  It clicked and I told
Tim.  We staked him out, watched him out hunting.  He had that other
victim who was willing to be eaten.  If it's not him he probably
knows." 


"There
can't be that many cannibals in the city," Eric agreed as he joined
them.  "By the way, Alexx is playing in his fridge.  She's very
unhappy at the moment.  Her phrase of 'not even morning sickness made me
this sick' is seconded by the guys gathering the parts for
transport."  Horatio nodded at that.  "He had parts,
H.  So if it's not him, we have a clear reason to keep him on the
others." 


"Can
they throw it out?" 


"For
me suspecting he was a cannibal and tailing him?" Xander asked. 
"Nothing I did was illegal and you don't need a warrant to watch someone,
right?"  They both shook their heads.  "I saw and listened
to him talk the girl into being his next victim.  That's stopping him in
the act.  We watched them go inside.  He had his curtains open. 
I called backup then Eric when I saw him pull a short sword.  He was using
it to pray over her while readying to slice her throat symbolically before he
drained her blood." 


"Then
it should hold up, Xander.  Write the report for me while Eric and I
question him?" 


"Can
I?  I need work on that." 


"Sure,
you can help," Eric agreed.  "We need to know if they're from
the victims we already have or not." 


"I'm
hoping he's the only one we have in the city," Horatio complained, going
to talk to the victim, who was insisting it was consensual and if she wanted to
provide nourishment then it was her call and she was all for it.  He came
back to find Xander sitting and staring at their suspect.  Finally Xander
smiled and said something quietly.  The man started to shake.  Eric
was staring at him, arms crossed over his chest, leaning against a window. 
Xander tipped his head to the side then said something else and pushed over a
picture.  The man started to shake his head frantically and started to
babble.  Eric uncurled and came over to start on him.  He went back
to shaking his head and babbling.  Xander stood up and leaned down, making
the guy babble something else and Eric take notes.  Then Xander walked
out.  "It him?" 


"No
but he knows who it was.  Eric's got his statement, I'm going to search
out our other guy." 


"Please
do."  He smiled at his back.  Xander was still in clothes from
the hunt last night.  He did look very good in them.  Very
dangerous.  He saw Hagen look at the boy's back and point while giving him
a curious look.  "That is Xander in hunting mode, John." 


"Good
ta know."  He came over, looking at the guy.  "I wasn't
there yesterday, I was in court." 


"As
he thought," he agreed, smiling at him.  "Xander got a ping of
instinct that scented him as a cannibal so he staked him out and caught him
talking his newest victim into it.  He just gave Xander and Eric the name
of who our suspect is." 


"Interesting. 
I heard he busted one last night with Frank." 


"He
did.  He got the killer of the second scene at our crime scene." 


"Wonderful. 
Anything I need to know about that?" 


"Vampires."



Hagen
looked at him.  "Tell me you're kidding." 


"No,
he's the reason that blood bar was busted last night." 


"Yeah,
I heard they found about fifty runaways.  Found blood from about four
scenes." 


"I
need a report on that," he decided, going to call.  That way he'd
have to do less paperwork later.  Or Xander would really. 


***



Xander
walked in that night. "Please tell me the delivery guy has already come or
you made me food?" he called. 


"Fridge,
Xander," Tim called from the basement. 


Xander
opened the fridge.  "I love you and if Willow has an oops I'll bear
you babies."   He pulled out the extra-large sandwich and sat
down with it and a bottle of soda. 


Tim
came up the stairs with a basket of laundry.  "Babies are scary
creatures," he said dryly.  "That was for the party tonight." 
Xander ate another bite, giving him a confused look.  "The others on
the team?  Your first case solved?"  Xander grinned and went
back to eating.  "Fine, I'll get more.  Did you skip
lunch?"  Xander nodded.  Speed watched him wolf down the
food.  "Did you eat since dinner last night?"  Xander shook
his head and finished the sandwich, going hunting for more. 
"Freezer, get into the hot pocket stash."  Xander did that and
microwaved two, going up to take a shower with his soda.  Speed shook his
head, dropping the basket on the table and moving to fix food for the
party.  Xander came back down for an antacid but that was fine. 
"Clothes, Xander.  Calleigh would appreciate the view too
much."   He nodded, going back upstairs, pausing to open the
door on his way past. 


Eric
leaned in.  "He's going to get dressed, right?"  Speed
nodded.  "Good."  He walked inside.  "Need
help?" 


"Yeah. 
He ate the food I had planned."  Xander came back down in jeans that
he had to stare at.  "Aren't those tight?" he called. 


"Comfy."



"Okay
then."  He shook his head.  Eric giggled.  "If he's
comfy it's his house too." 


"Yup,
and you two are cute together.  Even Alexx thinks so." 


"She
said that.  We're not that way."  Xander came in with the mail,
frowning at something.  "I saw the letter from Giles.  What's in
it?" 


"Money." 
He held it out and Speed wiped off his hands so he could take it.  He
looked at the letter.  "He said it was from the Council, that all of
us from Sunnydale got a back payment but he hasn't gotten around to sending me
mine yet because he thought Angel was taking care of me."  He looked
up.  "Which means he thought I'd die in LA."  He went back
to it.  "He wanted us, me and my white lighter, because he mentioned
you, to set up a nice house wherever we end up so we can borrow books as
necessary and he did remind me to not follow Willow's example with
magic."  He let him have the letter.  "So no, not sure what
I should do about that."  He walked off again.  "The cable bill
is past due?" 


"I
paid it earlier," he called.  He put the check and letter in the
fridge for now.  Eric chuckled.  "Safest place for it. He won't
eat it.  I won't eat it.  No one snoops in there but Alexx. 
It's pretty safe."  Someone else knocked.  "Go get
that?" 


"Sure." 
He went to answer it.  "Hey, John.  What's up?" 


"Question
for you and Harris...."  He spotted a person then looked
around.  "Ghosts too?  Not just vampires?" 


"I
got assigned to him," Tim sighed, shaking his head.  "I got sent
back to help him.  Food?" 


"Later. 
Let me process this." 


Xander
leaned out of the living room.  "Want to help me paint while you do
that?" 


"Um,
no."  He walked that way.  "Our people eater's lawyer said
that you were following him for specious reasons." 


"Probably
true.  He smelled like a vulture."  He shrugged. 
"Carrion eaters all smell the same." 


"How
did you *smell* him?" 


"Past
possession." 


Hagen
shook his head quickly.  "Do I want to know?" 


"No."



"Okay. 
That's a good answer, I like that answer."  He smiled as Horatio came
in.  "The lawyer still trying?" 


"No. 
The State DA said he's staying.  She agreed that it was a specious reason
to follow him but that it paid off and since Xander did see him making a deal
to eat someone it was a good arrest.  Especially since he waited to see
him endangering the witness, that way she didn't have to testify.  She's
in the hospital for rehab." 


"Good,"
Xander agreed.  "Because your life sucks when you volunteer to be
eaten."  He looked at the paint cans.  "We're painting it
light caramel?" he called. 


"That's
what he bought." 


"Okay
then."  He shrugged.  "Wanna help me paint, Horatio?" 


"Not
tonight, Xander," Eric ordered, coming in with food.  "Staying,
Hagen?" 


"I
wouldn't care to.  Your first two cases solved in one day, I'm proud
kid." 


"Only
the first ones on day shift," he said with a wicked grin. 


"True,
you should see his reports from where he was temping at night," Horatio
agreed dryly.  "By the way, Melody swore at me this morning
because  you left that mess for her." 


"Did
they find proof he was killed there?" 


"No. 
They did at her house.  She's going away as well.  Still moaning
about not being saved in the blood," Hagen said.  He sat down. 
"What did you learn in this other certificate program?"  Xander
pointed at the bookshelf so he looked.  "Alchemy? 
Necromancy...  Demonic chemistry?"  He pulled that one
down.  "I heard about the ectoplasm thing." 


"That's
how I learned how to do that," he agreed. "It comes in handy." 


"I
bet it does," Hagen agreed, putting the book back.  Horatio took it
to look through.  "Didn't look before?"  Horatio shook his
head, sitting down to flip through it.  He looked at Xander. 
"What else did you learn?" 


"Self-defense,
hunting skills.  They worked on my compensation skills.  Mostly I
spent the time going 'um, handled that and here's how' so I got to skip a year
of the program."  Horatio looked at him.  "Real world
experience," he said dryly. 


"I
bet," he agreed. 


"Compensation
skills?" Hagen asked. 


"Yeah,
I had a small injury in the past," Xander told him.  "Doesn't
affect nearly anything in the field, Detective." 


"Try
John, kid.  What sort of injury?" 


Xander
grinned.  "If I tell you, you'll start treating me like I'm
handicapped too.  Even Horatio did until I ended up screaming at him one
day."  Horatio nodded at that.  "See?" 


"It
doesn't affect him very often in the field, unless he's sick," Horatio
agreed blandly. 


"I
couldn't tell at all," Eric agreed.  "I'm wondering if the
inability to take good pictures is somehow related to whatever it is that ruins
food, even when you do things right." 


"Maybe,"
Xander admitted.  He shrugged.  "If so, is it related to my
stupid club problem?" 


"Hmm,"
Eric said, looking at Speed.  "Got an idea?" 


"Not
really.  Now and then it's very fun to watch."  Xander scowled
at him.  "It is.  You get really flustered." 


"Gee
thanks," he said, going from scowl to glare.  "Maybe we should
go out tonight?" 


"Eeehhhhh,
if you want to," Speed decided.  "I'll hang out
here."  He grinned.  "That way they can see you in
action." 


Hagen
coughed.  "I heard about that problem.  They give you stuff for
not doing anything?" 


"They
give him stuff when he complains, when he throws fits, when he tries to get
away from them," Speed agreed. "Makes paying bills easier on his
stipend.  Recently I've been taking him to gay clubs so you guys wouldn't
catch us." 


Eric
looked at him.  "I heard.  One of the patrol guys caught you and
thought it was odd that you were going into one.  I told them it was
because women around you turned evil and serial killer.  He said it was
probably easier."  Someone else knocked and he looked out the
window.  "It's open, Frank."  He walked in. 
"Come on in." 


"Thanks,
guys.  Painting?" 


"Landlord's
letting us do some fixing up so the rent is reasonable," Speed agreed,
waving at him.  "He said you knew." 


"Knowing
and seeing..."  He checked his pulse.  "Well, you're
alive." 


"For
the moment.  Xander, Cleveland might be calling, or LA." 


"Why?"



"LA
has a major demon that wants to kill everyone." 


"They've
got Connor.  Connor's better than I am." 


"Point. 
Cleveland's got an opening problem." 


"They've
got Willow.  They don't need me either." 


"Okay. 
I'll tell them that.  Are you going to talk to Willow?" 


Xander
gave him a look like he was a freak.  "Nope."  He looked at
Frank.  "What's going on?" 


"Came
for the party."  He sat down.  "What're we doing?" 


"Talking
about the strange crap classes I took." 


"Ehh,
not my cup of tea.  Need help in the kitchen, Speed?" 


"Nope. 
I made more sandwiches."  He pointed.  "We can change the
topic." 


"Good. 
So, any idea where you're heading after Miami?" 


"I
was thinking New York," Tim admitted.  "The only problem is the
closeness to Cleveland and all the strange crap up there.  If we could get
Taylor to agree not to send him it'd be better.  If not, Chicago's
looking.  There's a spot in Key West but it's field with a
specialty.  LA wants him back." 


"Then
I'd end up back with Angel." 


"Not
an option I like either.  You'll like New York." 


"My
fellow student Dumbass ended up dealing with the strange things up there. 
He'll be dead within the end of the year.  That means I'd end up having to
deal with it and I'd rather stay as a backup." 


"I'd
like that too," Speed agreed. "Maybe we can talk Taylor into ignoring
that one?" 


"I
can talk to Mac about it," Horatio agreed.  "That would be a
good position but he will know that I want Xander back if at all
possible." 


Xander
grinned at him.  "Does that mean I can have a day off during the
spring break cavalcade to go hit on the hotties?" 


"We
all take one of those, kid," Hagen said with a grin. "Delko takes six
or seven." 


"Not
this year."  Ryan and Calleigh walked in.  "We're in
here." 


"I
see everyone's here," Calleigh teased. "Hi, John." 


"Hey,
Calleigh.  Speed made sandwiches." 


"We
*all* know not to eat Xander's cooking," she assured him with a bright
smile, giving him a hug.  "I'm proud!" 


"Thank
you."  He grinned at Ryan.  "Want a cuddle too?" 


"No
thanks.  I'm good on cuddles today."  He sat down. 
"More painting?"  Speed nodded.  "I'll come help
Sunday, I'm off." 


"We
can do it.  He's got a power painter," Speed said with an evil
smirk.  "The benefits of living with a construction worker. 
That and he can open damn near any jar." 


"That's
another handy benefit," Calleigh agreed.  "Plus no pounding
nails with a shoe." 


"High
heels can be deadly," Xander told her.  "I helped in a case
where a girl killed her cheating man with her stiletto.  I could've
written a country song about it." 


Speed
looked at him.  "No more country music."  Xander stuck his
tongue out.  "I can cut that off.  Then you'd have to find a way
to teach future techs in ten years." 


"I'll
have someone witchly replace it.  I might even got a super tongue, then
we'll see what I can do to turn women evil." 


"You
ever date another woman and I'm slaying her," Speed told him. 
"Then I'll give her body to Alexx to hide." 


Calleigh
giggled.  "It can't be all of them, Timmy." 


He
looked at her and nodded.  "Yeah, it can." 


"You
know, there's a cure for that," Horatio said, giving him a look. 
Speed shifted and blushed a little bit.  "That would solve it." 


"I
got told that's not allowed unless I give up my spot." 


"I
don't need a White Lighter if I retire," Xander pointed out. 


"Do
I sense some interest?" John teased. 


Xander
blushed and shrugged.  "Tried it before, didn't thrill me. 
Speed understands me better though.  Last time it was to get my car fixed
faster and cheaper."  He looked down.  "Sorry, guys. 
Self interest." 


"He
was stranded in Oxnard stripping to pay for the room and the car repairs,"
Speed told them. 


Calleigh
went bright pink.  "You stripped?" 


"And
sucked at it," Xander assured her, nodding hard.  "Really badly
sucked at it.  I got pity drink sales." 


"Not
everyone can be as good at it as Speed was," Eric said dryly.  Speed
threw a can of soda at his head.  Eric only smirked at him. 
"You did." 


"Please
don't bring up that woman's retirement party," Frank moaned, holding his
forehead.  "Pretty please, guys?" 


Xander
looked at Speed.  "You dance better than me too." 


"That's
because you learned how to dance from Buffy." 


"Buffy?"
John asked. 


"The
little blonde who he fought with," Speed told him.  He got up and
found a picture.  "That's Willow and Buffy.  If you see them,
warn us so we can run." 


John
looked at it then handed it on.  "They're cute." 


"They're
the ones who screwed him up," Eric agreed.  "Speaking of,
Xander, I saw Cooper trying to teach you about sports again." 


"He
tries very hard," Xander sighed, shaking his head.  "It won't
work.  I know very well football is exactly like gay sex in
teams."  John and Frank both choked.  "It is!  It's
the same position, it's the same butt spanking, it's all about the crotch
action and pouncing.  It's gay sex in teams so they can't have a real orgy
because the coaches and the teams make sure it's a repressed urge.  If
they were somewhere less restrictive it'd probably turn into one." 
He took a drink of his soda.  "Though, Willow's girlfriend did email
me to say she thought it was more like men pushing out babies and then tossing
them.  The whole squatting action and then the delivery for the hike, then
the way you cradle the ball while you run.  Some sort of fertility ritual
to ensure the male species will continue." 


John
whimpered and looked at Horatio.  "Has he always been like
that?" 


"Those
two girls warped him," Horatio said, smirking at him. 


Speed
nodded.  "Willow raised him.  Buffy came in and helped.  He
only watches girl sports." 


"I
watch swimming." 


"True,
you do watch swimming," Speed agreed. "And ice skating, horse
jumping, gymnastics." 


"Ooh! 
There's a college event next week, can we go since it's my day off?"
Xander asked. 


"Sure. 
Get tickets," he agreed.  Xander beamed and wiggled.  "Calm
down.  No chocolate either." 


"I
haven't had any in days." 


Speed
looked up.  "Thank you."  Xander threw his demonic
chemistry book at him.  "What!  You bounce, Xander!" 


"What
book is that?" Calleigh asked, grabbing it off the floor to look at. 
"So that's how   you knew how to do the slime." 


"Yup. 
Teacher was not thrilled with me either.  I do better hands-on and he
liked to lecture a lot." 


"We
went over a lot of it when he needed the help," Tim assured them
all.  "Then again it tied into necromancy." 


"What
is in that kit anyway?" Eric asked.  Xander handed over his keys so
he went to get the case and bring it back.  He found a lot of things he
expected.  "Holy water?" 


"Yeah,
I need to go steal some more from a church," Xander admitted. 
Horatio looked at him.  "Priests don't like to bless bottles of
water, Horatio." 


"I'll
talk to mine for you, Xander." 


"Okay.
That'll help.  Thank you."  Eric held up a small vial. 
"Holy smoke.  Blessed dry ice."  That got a nod and it was
put back.  "Not that one, that's hellish to make it and it costs over
a grand an ounce."  It was carefully put back.  The dried
iguana's head was held up.  "Cult in Mexico we helped end.  That
was part of their idol.  Fortunately they all killed themselves before the
cops had to deal with them." 


Eric
put it back.  "How many cults have you dealt with?" 


"Four?" 
He looked at Speed.  "Four right?" 


"Five,"
he said after a moment's thought.  "That group of nuns was
technically one." 


"Five,"
he said, grinning at Eric.  "It's like how I had to learn about
profiling to stop my exes." 


"Oh,
that's why I came over."  John pulled something out of his jacket,
handing it to Horatio.  "Came across the lines." 


"Tanya. 
Xander, wasn't she the one killing your friends repeatedly?" 


"Yup,
she's the serial killer I started off by sleeping with," he agreed
grimly.  "In town again?"  Horatio nodded, handing it
over.  "Okay.  Well, Tim, if you see her...." 


"I'll
knock the stupid stripper out and handcuff her to the railing, Xander." 


"Thank
you," Calleigh said.  "Did she ever say why she started
off?"  Xander handed over the picture.  "Ah, them. 
Okay.  Maybe next time Maxine and Alexx can have her." 


"Don't
let Tanya near Alexx.  She'll coo and try to pet her." 


"If
you say so," Frank said dryly.  "I think she'd rip the woman
apart." 


"Frank,
I dated her because she was a stripper, she could cook, and she was
pretty.  I can stomp her.  Most of Eric's exes can stomp her. 
Tanya will coo over Alexx and try to pet her.  She did it to her coworker
all the time because she wanted to quit being white." 


"Kid,
date Speed, do the world a favor," John ordered. 


"The
people who gave him to me said I can't," Speed reminded him. 
"Otherwise they'd have to give him someone else." 


"With
your luck one of Eric's exes," Calleigh teased.  "Did he cuddle
good while he was sick?" 


"He's
an excellent cuddle.  Don't you get any?" he taunted back. 


"I
get as many as I need," she assured him.  "Maybe Horatio could
use some more." 


"I'm
an equal opportunity cuddler," Xander defended.  He looked outside,
then walked onto the front porch, pulling the gun out of the mailbox and
cocking it.  "Yo, stupid," he called in Spanish, "those
cars belong to the cops sitting inside, like I am," he said, waving the
gun.  The two kids trying to remove the hubcabs off Horatio's hummer ran
off.  "Good idea!"  He brought the gun inside. 
"We got another one, Tim."  He slammed the door. 
"Horatio, you need to check your hubcaps." 


Horatio
groaned and went to do that. 


Xander
put the gun up.  "I'll do that tomorrow."  John gave him an
odd look.  "I told the neighbor who watches the neighborhood that I'm
a ballistics tech.  She convinced some of the gang kids around here to
dump their guns through me, even knowing that I'm going to search for
owners.  I come home to them in the mailbox or on the porch." 


"If
we put a mail slot in the door it might help," Tim suggested. 


"I'll
ask if we can." 


"He
suggested that he can do the bathrooms once we're gone." 


Xander
looked at him.  "If he's serious about selling this house he's got
some work beyond that," he said dryly.  "A lot of work,
Tim." 


"Point. 
Can't have everything though." 


"Well,
if I had another year I could do that, if he funded it," Xander said
dryly. "The roof needs fixed too and I'm not doing that." 


"Make
a list for him." 


"I've
already got it started," Xander sighed. "It's long. We'll fix some of
it." 


"We
got approval to do the door handles." 


"I
thought I did that," he said, looking confused. 


"You
did.  Just pointing out he's happy as long as it'll make it go for
more." 


"Oh,
it will," Xander said, nodding.  "What about the basement?"



"Could
use a new coat of sealant and to finish the walls." 


"Paint
the concrete you think?" 


"Could. 
It's not that deep though.  It also floods." 


"That's
the drain down there.  There's a leak into it somewhere," Xander
said, giving a little shrug.  "It happens in high water table
areas." 


"Can
it be fixed?" Eric asked. 


"Sure,
if we dig up the basement," Xander agreed.  "What do we think
about moving the washer up here?" 


"There's
outlets in that pseudo-pantry," Ryan reminded them.  "Would it
fit in there?" 


"Yeah,
would," Xander agreed.  "I don't think one works but I can check
that. It's not a hard fix.  Probably need to turn the water line
on."  That got a nod from Tim.  "Did you check it?" 


"I
did but it's got a small leak behind the stove." 


"Which
also needs replaced." 


"The
next owner can do that.  They'll want to replace that and the
fridge." 


"Probably
a good idea."  He blew a kiss at Ryan.  "I owe you that for
sticking up for my t- shirts." 


"That's
because I want to see Eric's face when you wear the elephant one." 


"Elephant
one?" Eric asked. 


Xander
went up to put it on while Tim got the bottle of Tylenol.  He came back
down wearing _Elephants wear tu-tus so they can hide in pine trees. Did you
ever see an elephant in a pine tree? No? Well then, you know it works_. 


Horatio
read it, frowning, his lips moving as he reread it.  Frank burst out
laughing.  John let out a small moan.  Calleigh sighed and took some
tylenol, handing the bottle to Horatio, who shook his head to clear it. 


Eric
read it.  His lips moved.  He blinked and reread it.  "I
have a feeling that someone was watching Fantasia when they wrote
that."  Xander handed him another one. _I wouldn't mind the wombats
nesting in my lingerie drawer, but they WILL insist on wearing my Wonderbra_.  
Eric whimpered and took some tylenol. 


Horatio
looked at it then at Xander.  "Neither one of those are work
appropriate, Xander." 


"But
can't I wear them in and change once Stetler sees them?" 


"That's
cruel," Calleigh said, taking the other shirt from Eric.  She looked
at it then at him.  "Oh, God, I just got the image of Tim in a
wonderbra!"  She rubbed her eyes while Horatio and John both rubbed
her shoulders.  "Xander!" 


He
gave her a hug.  "I wasn't getting you.  You were
accidental.  I'm sorry." 


"It's
bad."  She looked at Xander.  "We love you anyway." 


"At
least you're not going to go evil," Speed said when he came back.  He
looked at the second one then swatted Xander on the back.  "Put them
back.  No more harming minds."   Xander went to put it
back.  "Change too!" 


"Yes,
mom."  He came down in a different one... _Scotty is smoking the
dilithium crystals again, Jim_.  "Better?" 


"Much
more normal," he agreed. 


Horatio
looked and nodded.  "I like that one.  It's much better." 


John
looked and smiled.  "Much, though it does show you're a geek." 


"Well,
yeah," he agreed.  "It's my skills as a geek that you love me
for."  He gave him a sweet smile.  "Are you *sure* I can't
wear one of those in front of Stetler, Horatio?" 


"Very,
Xander.  We try very hard not to be cruel.  Even if he is
annoying." 


"Annoying
has nothing on him," Ryan said grimly.  "Hey, Xander. 
Driver's license?" 


"Fixed,"
he promised.  "Who said something?" 


"Guess."



"Ah." 
He nodded.  "That one he had a small bit of sense about.  I did
forget."  He grinned.  "Why don't you guys eat and we'll go
have fun somewhere?" 


"Works
for me," Eric agreed, digging in.  Maybe a cute hottie in the club
would take those bad mental images out of his head. 


"Since
there's so many of us, can you wear those leather pants Tim was scowling
about?" Ryan asked. 


"Sure,
I can do that."  He beamed at Tim. 


"As
long as at least one of them is armed."  Calleigh patted her gun,
Frank, Horatio, and John did the same.  "No geek t-shirts with it,
Xander."  Xander sighed and went to change while the others went to
the bathroom and nibbled on their way to the cars.  Speed sent up a silent
prayer that Xander's posse would be enough. 


***



Horatio
walked in the next morning to find two IAB goons waiting on his team. 
"Yes?" he asked.  "Problems with the lab?" 


"There's
been a charge of improper conduct leveled against you," one said. 
"You're wanted for a statement, Lieutenant." 


"By?"



"I'm
not privy to that, Lieutenant.  If you'll come with us?" 


"If
I must."  He rolled his eyes and walked that way.  He found
Calleigh and Ryan in there.  "Eric?" he asked. 


"Not
in yet," Stetler said happily as he walked in.  "You're all here
because you are having an improper relationship with a member of your
lab." 


"No
I'm not," Horatio told him.  He took off his sunglasses and sat
down.  He had the feeling this was going to be a long discussion. 
Stetler looked much too happy this time. 


"We
have *proof*, Horatio.   You're very big on proof I know so we
gathered some."  He put down a file of pictures, one spilling out. 


She
reached over to snatch it.  "I don't believe this.  He initiates
the hugs, Stetler.  He was raised and warped by some very girly girls and
he's a hugger." 


"I
don't care.  It's still not allowed." 


Xander
strolled in.  "Chief, can't I hit him this time?" he asked the
man walking behind him. 


"No,
CSI Harris. You can't." 


"Why
not?  He's trying to ruin them because I have tactility issues. 
Willow!" he bellowed.  She appeared, looking confused.  "I'd
change clothes," he said dryly.   She looked at her pajamas and
changed them to her usual shirt and jeans.  "Thank you.  You're
here to be a witness on my behalf because Internal Affairs doesn't like that I
hug people when I'm happy." 


"What
a moron!" she said, looking at Horatio.   "Who are
you?" 


"His
supervisor, Willow.  We met recently.  When Xander was in the
hospital." 


"Oh,
yeah.  I've still got a headache from that."  She looked where
Xander was pointing and glared.  "How dare you try to undo what I
taught Xander to do, you slime sucking moron!" she shouted, moving in on
him.  "I taught him hugs were nice.  It's not like his parents
gave him any!" she sneered.  "What's wrong, you don't know that
hugs are nice either?  Let me guess, you played *football*," she
said, turning up the coldness in her sneer.  "I like Xander able to
hug.  It makes him a better human being.  *Real* people can hug
others.  If they didn't want him to, they could make him stop.  It's
not that hard.  I did it!  I was wrong when I did it but I did do
it." 


The
Chief coughed.  "You are, ma'am?" 


"Willow
Rosenburg."  She looked at him.  "Second in command in the
Watcher's Council."  He nodded at that.  "Also the one who
helped raise Xander since his parents were worse than wolves."  She
glared at Stetler again.  "I should turn you into something but my
girlfriend would be upset with me.  Then again, I can go one night without
the smoochies for this reason."  She raised a hand. 


"Willow,"
Calleigh snapped.  She pouted and sat on the end of the table. 
"Thank you." 


"Do
that later," Xander told her.  He looked at the Chief. 
"Please clarify for us all what problem there is that I like to hug people
when I'm excited, happy, or need cuddles because I've had a totally shitty
day?  I'm fairly certain they can stop me by asking.  I'm reasonable
about it." 


"You
have been from what I've heard."  He looked at the folder of
evidence, taking the one from Calleigh.  "Who's this dark haired
man?  Delko?" 


"No,
he's one who said I can't hug him.  That's probably my roommate,
Tim." 


"Your
White Lighter is very gruff," Willow complained. 


"We
can get into that later," he told her.  He looked at the Chief
again.  "It's not wrong of me to hug my boss when I'm excited,
right?" 


"I've
seen many young women who have.  Did you file this complaint?" 


"We
felt it was reasonable to file it on his behalf," Stetler said, sneering
at Xander.  "Are you a little gay boy now?" 


Xander
pulled out a sword by magic, earning an odd look from Willow.  "Bi,
thank you."  Stetler backed up.  "And for that act of gay
bashing I'm going to file another charge.  If you keep this up I'll have a
very good discrimination suit against the city, Stetler.  That means I
won't have to work if I don't want to."  The chief coughed
again.  "I've had enough of him.  I don't know how in the hell
Horatio puts up with his nose up his ass all the time, because it's always
there, but I'm not putting up with him going into my private life if I'm not
doing anything wrong!  That oversteps his authority.  I'm not a dirty
cop, nor am I a dirty lab tech.  I haven't done anything wrong.  My
hours are up to date and on file.  I've complied with every single
request, even the ones about my t-shirts not coming into the lab when we could
all use a happier day. 


"Right
now he's hindering the crime lab from being able to do the work by pulling them
all in here."  The chief nodded.  "He's unfairly targeting
them because I have a hormone condition that attracts attention in the
club.  Including him because he was there last night.  One of the
people I was out with called him to come see what was going on.  That way
he could drop his shit about me being a pro.  He clearly saw me begging
one woman to take the money back and her not doing it.  The same as he saw
me doing it multiple times with multiple other people.  I'm sorry but I
don't know why he's targeting me except for the fact that I am bisexual. 
That I have a roommate I'm not sleeping with, except when I had the flu so I
could steal his fan.  You can call and ask him if you want." 


"He's
right.  This persecution should stop, Chief," Calleigh agreed. 
"Calm down, Xander.  Please?  Give Horatio the sword before you
use it by accident." 


"I'm
sure he can't," Stetler sneered.  Xander lunged at him and ended up
backing him into a corner with it, making him piss himself.  "What
are you!" 


"From
Sunnydale.  We're all like this.  How do you think Willow got
here?" he sneered back.  "You piss drinking moron," he
hissed.  "I will see you badgeless for this."  He walked
the sword over and handed it to Horatio.  "Not that I need it to take
him out." 


"He
fought with our protection patrol for six years and went to fight with Angel's
in LA for another four, plus one year off for training," Willow agreed. 


"What
were you protecting, young lady?" the Chief asked. 


"Sunnydale. 
We had something called a hellmouth there that drew bad and evil things. 
That's why his teachers made him get that extra certificate in strange crap and
why he got assigned a roommate named Tim to help him." 


"I
see."  He nodded, going back over the folder.  "Xander,
please calm down.  Horatio, do you feel that you set an uncomfortable or
unnatural relationship with your intern?" 


"No,
sir.  I never have.  Everyone is different.  My whole lab knows
if they have a problem with Xander's enthusiasm to go to Xander or to come to
me.  If I may ask who reported it?" 


"You
can't.  It's sealed, Horatio," the Chief told him. 


"Well,
there's only three people in the lab if it came from there," Xander said
dryly.  "One wants me and I've turned her down repeatedly.  She
asked me if I was gay the other day, Horatio.  The other field intern who
has issues with me because I'm a better tech than he is, even with a former
injury, and one of the people on night shift who hates me because I'm good but
a bit cocky now and then.  Again, mostly because I work better and faster
than he does.  He's their ballistics tech." 


The
Chief looked then at him.  "No, it was one of the first two,
son."  He went back to the pictures.  "Xander, you don't
randomly bounce up and hug people usually?" 


"When
I'm happy I do it to my friends.  I was raised by very girly girls. 
Mostly by Willow."  He pointed at her. "That's also how I
learned football was like gay sex in teams." 


The
Chief blinked at that then nodded.  "He has shown other episodes of
girlish behavior thanks to their warping, Chief," Calleigh told him. 
"He's very good at helping me shop.  He's very good at making face
masques and things.  If I need help putting up my hair he can do that very
well as well." 


The
Chief looked at Horatio.  "Do you concur?" 


"I
do.  It makes him a very unique tech, Chief.  We like Xander, quirks
and all." 


"Besides,
Chief, even if I wanted to sleep with Horatio, Calleigh, Eric, and Ryan, it's
not going to impact the work in the lab.  I'm not like that.  It
should be *my* right to complain.  Someone else complaining for me smacks
of revenge and someone being jealous.  When I was a crew lead, I would
have asked the person the complaint was about first.  The *only* time I've
ever seen a situation like this it was about revenge." 


"In
this case it probably is.  You don't feel threatened by him,
Horatio?" 


"No. 
His past combat history hardly ever comes out.  When it does it's for the
good of the department.  Xander is very protective of us, sir." 


"Good." 
He closed the file.  "I'm going to end this matter now.  Yes,
Xander, your objections are noted and will be added to another complaint, both
against the person who filed it and this officer.  Stetler, I'll be seeing
you in my office by the time I get back there for pulling this sort of witch
hunt on an officer, even an intern, because he might be gay or bisexual. 
I don't care if he's so flamingly gay he sets of fire alarms, son.  He's
Horatio's hire and if the lab can put up with him it's none of your business
until he does something wrong or he is hurt by someone who is doing something
wrong.  Am I clear this time?" 


"But...."



"Sir,
I do have to admit we went to the club last night," Xander said more
reasonably.  Willow moaned so he smacked her across the back of the
head.  "He was there.  One of the people I went with called him
so he could witness it for himself.  I do believe Detective Hagen took the
statement on what happened and has the bag of things I was handed against my
will.  Do you want me to start filing those with you?" 


"No,
son. I asked around.  We've seen similar cases before, just not as bad as
yours." 


"Do
we know why?  I'd like to stop it." 


"I
have no clue but I will tell that particular agent to go see him.  We keep
a list of folks like that, Xander.  Now, any other concerns?" 


"Can
we maybe see if the budget will stretch?" he asked hopefully. 
"I'd like to stay, sir." 


"I
know you would.  If it does that's up to Horatio." 


"I'd
like him to stay," he agreed.  "The next position we have open,
Xander's getting it, sir." 


"That's
fine.  I wish I could make the budget stretch more.  When his time's
up we'll see what we have, people.  Now, I'm going to talk to some
people.  Xander, are you in the field today?" 


"No,
sir.  That's a minor and one I only want to use as a backup.  A few
cases a month, whenever we need more hands, that sort of thing.  I love
being a ballistics and trace tech.  I want to stay a ballistics and trace
tech." 


"It'd
be cheaper if you were a field tech," he offered. 


Xander
nodded. "I know.  I might be willing to take that pay cut at
first?" he offered. 


"Then
we'll see what we can do."  He walked out, taking Stetler out with
him. 


Xander
looked at Willow.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Can I please apologize?" 


"Will
it matter?" 


"I
want to support you, Xander.  I really do.  I was a big poopy head
and I don't mean to be."  She handed over a big red button. 
"Here, you use that if you need me to come help with a
problem."  She disappeared. 


Xander
handed that to Horatio.  "Hold that for me please?" 


"Going
to the gym?" 


"No,
it's my day off," Xander reminded him, getting a smile.  "I'm
going to rant to Tim." 


"It's
all right, Xander.  It's solved." 


"Yeah,
all except the one who made the complaint on my behalf." 


"He
left Miami yesterday," Horatio said quietly.  Xander nodded. 
"Do we think she's involved in other things?" 


"Yup. 
I do.  If you want, I can help Ryan look into that." 


"Please
do, Xander."  He stood up.  "Sword?" 


"Put
it in the office?  I'll probably need it someday."  He walked
off shaking his head.  He ran into Alexx and gave her a hug. 
"Someone tried to say me doing that was having an inappropriate
relationship with others."  He walked off, going to his car. 


Horatio
came out of the room.  "Alexx.  You weren't called?" 


"No,
but I just got told.  What idiot said that?" 


"We
think we know," she admitted.  "They reported it to Stetler on
Xander's behalf," Calleigh finished with a grim look. 


"Oh,
really?" 


"Really."



"Timmy
will get him calmed down again.  Horatio, where's Eric?" 


"Hopefully
in the lab somewhere," he admitted.  "I'll meet you two back
there.  Let me warn John and Frank."  He walked over to their
desks, smiling at them.  "John, apparently there's a list of people
who have that same problem Xander does.  His name's being put on it and
someone will come to look at what he was given and take the statement you two
created." 


"Sure,
I can handle that.  Where did you go?" 


"Someone
reported that Xander hugging in his excited times was an inappropriate
relationship," he said coolly.  John gave him a horrified look and
his chair quit being tipped back.  "Keep his sword for me?" he
asked, handing it over. 


"Sure. 
I can do that.  Everyone still alive?" 


"So
far.  Tell Frank?" 


"I
can do that.  He went to pick Eric up from the ER.  One of the chicks
from last night came after him.  It seems it rubbed off." 


"I'll
warn Calleigh.  Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
You okay?" 


"I'm
just as pissed as the boy is, which is why you have the sword."  He
walked off, smiling at Yelina.  "Did you have a good day?" 


"I
had a wonderful one.  Why?" 


"I'm
sure you'll hear later," he told her, going to his office.  Ryan
leaned in.  "I take it you heard?" 


"I
did and I was wondering if it had anything to do with our mole?" 


"Quite
possibly."  He looked at him.  "I'm sure you've heard his
complaints about a certain member of the lab who he feels uncomfortable
around?" he asked quietly. 


Ryan
nodded.  "Yup." 


"It
was either her or the other intern, who just left the city." 


"Interesting." 
He grinned.  "Let me go tell Maxine before she blows a
gasket."  He walked off, going down to DNA.  "Don't stress,
everyone's okay." 


"Why
wouldn't they be?" Natalia asked. 


"Someone
tried to get Horatio and Calleigh in trouble because Xander hugs them when he's
excited."  He looked at Maxine.  "He brought the chief into
it and they're fine.  Calleigh's got one of his CD's on in
ballistics.  I'm guessing he went home.  I'm hoping he's calming down
since this sort of thing would piss him off beyond belief." 


"I'd
say!  Things like that aren't done unless you're trying to get back at
someone," Valera said grimly.  "My poor boy."  She
moved to call him.  "Xander, are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine, Max.  Really.  It got worked out.  I called Willow down to
help.  I nearly killed him when he sneered that I couldn't use the sword I
pulled.  I'm okay." 


"Xander,
wanna have lunch?" Ryan asked. 


"Sure. 
Call me." 


"I
can do that.  Be careful.  One of the stupid women from last night
went after Eric.  He had to get two stitches from what I heard." 


"Tim
can scowl them all to death.  It's a good roommate skill.  Thanks,
guys.  I'll see you tomorrow."  He hung up. 


Maxine
frowned.  "Everyone's okay?"  Ryan nodded. 
"We're sure?" 


"Horatio
and Calleigh both said so.  There might be problems for whoever reported
it."  He noticed Natalia getting suddenly studious with her
sample.  He grinned at her.  "Otherwise it'll be okay." 


"Good! 
I want whoever is doing this head on a stick!  Preferably one that's so
long it ripped her head off as it was shoved up her." 


"I'm
sure that can be arranged.  After all, Xander has ten or so years of
combat experience."  She smiled at that and he winked. 
"Wanna have lunch with us?" 


"If
at all possible," she agreed.  She gave him a hug.  "Thank
you for telling me, Ryan.  You tell me when you find out who so I can rip
a chunk out of them."  He nodded, going to his lab to get to
work.  She fumed, looking at Natalia.  "Why would someone want
to hurt Xander?  He's a really nice young guy.  So much nicer than
half the ones I know.  He's so clearly a bit warped from those girls who
raised him.  It's not his fault that they did that to him." 


"He's
a bit weird," Natalia pointed out. 


Maxine
glared at her.  "That's because those damn girls hurt him,
Natalia!  They did that to him."  She nodded, getting back to
work.  Maxine thought and then figured out why Ryan hadn't told her in the
hallway.  It started some other questions in her mind.  She and Ryan
were *definitely* going to be eating lunch together. 


***



Xander
walked back into the house.  "Solved."  He went to his room
and his closet, finding a bag he had packed.  He brought it down and sat
it in front of Tim.  "Are you any good at computers?" 


"Not
totally.  Why?" 


Xander
pulled out the laptop and logged in under one of the secret codes. 
"Here.  Willow made it and I took it before the end of
Sunnydale."  Speed blinked at him.  "What?" 


"I
know someone.  What are we looking for?" 


"The
mole." 


"Mole?"



"Mole
in the lab.  Possibly related to this morning's crap." 


"Oh,
shit," he muttered, pulling over the computer to look at it. 
"Anything else?" 


"Can
we find dirt on Stetler for Horatio?" 


"If
I can find any."  He got to work on what he could do.  It was
set up so anyone could hack using her program.  "Who turned it
in?" 


"Either
the annoying twat or the other intern that just got dismissed." 


"Then
let's start with Stetler's computer."  He typed in the address,
finding the complaint.  He smiled and printed it then erased that search
and went to the other things he wanted to look at.  "What else is on
here?" 


"Depends
on who I log in as."  He went to get a drink, coming back with one
for Tim too.  "Here.  Anything yet?" 


"No,
I'm starting in a fairly common place."  He kept looking, coming up
with something.  "Huh," he said, then he copied it and sent it
to Horatio's inbox.  He kept looking.  This was *very*
interesting.  Especially from the one person who kept trying to divide the
male techs on the team. 


***



Horatio
looked over as his email beeped, reaching back to reload his inbox.  He
looked at the email, then got up to read it closer. 
"Interesting," he said quietly.   Another email came in a
few minutes later.  He read it as well, then nodded.  "That is
what I needed to know."  He paged Ryan, smiling when another one came
in, smirking at the information.  "That is very helpful as
well."  He printed off the emails he needed. Then he sat down again,
smiling at Ryan.  "They found our mole for us.  Apparently
Xander has something that lets him hack certain databases." 


Ryan
nodded.  "He said Willow had a spare laptop with hacking tools on it
and he took it before the end of Sunnydale." 


"Interesting." 
He smirked.  "I think we have all we need for this
investigation." 


"Should
I get Detective Tripp?" 


"Please. 
Then please ask Miss Boa Vista to join me up here without letting her know
about him." 


"Sure." 
He went out, carrying the emails like it was evidence in a regular
investigation.  He found Tripp at his desk and walked into his cubicle,
putting the forms in front of him.  Tripp looked at him. 
"Horatio wanted you in his office quietly," he said very
quietly.  "About that." 


Frank
looked at it then smirked at him.  "Who?" 


"Xander
has something that Willow created to help her hack." 


"Ooooh." 
He stood up and took them with him, going up to the office.  "Hey,
Horatio, got two about a case?" he asked happily. 


"Of
course, Frank.  It should be a few moments." 


"That's
fine."  He came over to look at the other information, then clicked
to forward it to Yelina.  "She should know." 


"She
should but I was hoping to break it more gently." 


"Why? 
Let her beat him for us while we watch." 


"That
could be fun.  Nearly as much fun as Xander going after him with a sword this
morning." 


"I
saw it resting in John's corner.  Very pretty weapon." 


"It
is.  He nearly gutted him as well, Frank.  Miss Boa Vista, come in
please."   He sat down on his couch.   "Frank,
the door?" 


"Sure." 
He walked over to close it.  "You might wanna sit," he told her.



"Have
I done something wrong?" 


"Some
information was sent to me, Natalia," Horatio said smoothly.  She sat
down, looking confused.  "It appears, with what I was sent, that you
took some of the grant for yourself?  The grant that updated the
lab?" 


"That
was my paycheck. I wrote it into the grant," she told him.  "Who
told you that?" 


"That's
not pertinent at the moment, Natalia," Frank told her.  "I
thought you were on the county payroll." 


"I
am but I wrote a stipend into the grant so I would have some extra in case the
renovations went over budget or anything." 


"Hmm." 
Horatio flipped pages.  "Yet, the forty thousand ended up in your
retirement account two weeks before the refurbishment started."  He
handed that over.  "Plus another two thousand every month for the
last year."  He laid that down as well.  Then he looked at
her.  "That is not within the bounds of a county paycheck." 


"No,
it's from another account that I've recently closed out.  It had a
revolving CD platform.  Is there a problem?" she asked. 


"Yeah,
small problem," Frank agreed.  He handed over the sheet again. 
"That's not from a local bank.  The deposits came from a bank out of
Washington."  She stood up.  "Sit down."  She
shook but sat back down.  "Now, there's been a problem
recently." 


"Yes,
there has been," Horatio agreed.  "A mole in our lab,
Natalia.  Is it you?"  He stared her down. 


"It
was a condition of the grant, Horatio.  I've never told them anything but
good things.  I swear!" 


"Yet,
you've decided to break the team up by playing Delko against Wolfe.  Then
you tried on Harris and he wasn't playing so you tried other things to
discredit him.  I asked about that one rumor, the one that said he was
manipulating evidence.  That came from in the lab too."  Her
face fell.  "Was it you?" 


She
swallowed and nodded.  "I was using that to get information, see who
else was talking," she admitted. She sat up straighter.  "I was
doing what I was supposed to do.  Half the bad things didn't come from
me." 


"Who
did they come from?" 


"They
didn't tell me.  Just that they had others who were feeding them
information.  They sent me because of information she sent." 


"Hmm." 
Horatio looked at her.  "I am going to be thinking very hard today,
Natalia.  I suggest you do the same."  She nodded and fled the
office.  He picked up his desk phone, dialing the boys.  "Do we
have any leads on any other leaks?"  Xander said something and he
nodded.  "That could be.  Any others?"  He
smiled.  "That would work.  Thank you, Timothy."  He
hung up.  "He suggested the other one would be someone who hated the
lab." 


"They've
got to be close, know the players and the cases.  A cop?" 


"That's
one option but who has acted against the lab to try to discredit us,
Frank?" 


"That
DA chick." 


"Exactly." 
He stood up. "Let me lock those up."  He locked them in his
drawer then his door on the way out.  Frank was right behind him.  He
found Ryan waiting against his hummer.  "There is apparently another
few leaks." 


"I
figured the eye story would get the minor one," he agreed. 


"Plus
another bigger one," Horatio agreed.  "We're going to see her
now." 


"Can
I come?" 


"No,
you work on the lesser leak, Mr. Wolfe," Horatio said with a smile. 
"Also, get the hacking computer from Tim." 


"On
it."  He went to do that first and think.  The minor leak was
not going to be easy to weed out but it was personal information they were
leaking.   He tapped before walking into the boy's house. 
"Guys, Horatio wanted the computer." 


Tim
shut it down and handed it over.  "It's very tempting.  Xander
has multiple log ins for it.  He's out for a run before you ask. 
Tell H to check his email about Stetler.  I just sent a few others." 


"I
can do that."  He took it out to the hummer and headed back to the
lab.  He smiled at Eric when he got back.  "We found two of the
three or so leaks," he said quietly.  Eric stopped what he was doing
to stare at him.  He smirked.  "Think *problem*."  He
put the laptop on the table.  "Xander got that from Willow.  H
wanted it." 


"I
can make sure if you're not here."  He looked around. 
"Natalia?" he hissed.  Ryan nodded.  "And?" 


"They
were saying another major player but we've got the one with the personal
information leaking.  That one we'll find with who tells about my
eye."  He gave him a smug look.  "H and Tripp are off
looking for the other one." 


"That's
a battle I want to see." 


Ryan
grinned.  "Me too."  He put on gloves.  "Where
are we?" 


"The
ever popular and Xander-squeal inducing soil samples." 


"Wonderful. 
I can do those."  He dove in, doing his own evaluation.  Maxine
leaned in and he smiled.  "Let me do this one?" 


"It's
not time for lunch yet but Natalia didn't come back after Horatio asked to
speak with her.  Do we think there's a problem?" 


"Yup,"
Eric told her.  "We'll talk at lunch."  He grinned at
her.  "Don't worry about her, H has it." 


"Okay. 
As long as I find out sooner instead of later."  She went back to
DNA. 


Calleigh
came in a few minutes later, closing the door.  "We found the
mole?" 


"One
of apparently three," Eric told her.  "One personal information,
one worse, and one in the lab." 


"Oooooh,"
she hissed, shaking her head.  "I saw Ryan go up there.  Then
Frank, then Natalia?"  Ryan nodded, smirking at her.
"Really?" 


"Part
of the grant," Ryan told her.  "Including a very nice grant
stipend." 


"How
nice?" Eric asked. 


"Forty
plus a monthly payment of a few grand," Ryan said quietly. 


"Well,
at least we didn't come cheaply," she decided. She walked out, going back
to ballistics.  She was going to take the Xander cure and clean some guns
for a little while.  That's when she realized she had been fully warped by
Xander, but it made her happy. 


***



Xander
walked in the next morning, holding up a hand.  "The roof broke open
in my closet.  These are the loosest of my hunting clothes," he
explained. 


"That's
reasonable, Xander.   You don't look too bad," Horatio said with
a smile.  "Thank you." 


Xander
grinned.  "Welcome.  Will I have more problems?" 


"I
should hope not."  He nodded and Xander followed him to his
office.  "This laptop," he said before closing the door. 


"Willow."



"I
figured that.  Can you show me what's on it?" 


"I'm
not supposed to." 


"Cooper
would also like to see.  She is a very good hacker apparently.  We
barely noticed someone getting into the complaint's file."  Xander
grinned.  "Please." 


"Fine. 
But you can't keep it." 


"That's
fine, as long as I can use it." 


"While
I'm here." 


Horatio
smiled.  "We're working on it, Xander."  Xander plugged in
the laptop and opened it, logging into the main identity.  "That's
interesting.  Can you get Cooper up here?" 


Xander
opened the door.  "Cooper, I'm sharing Willow goodies.  Horatio
said you wanted to know." 


Cooper
came jogging up the stairs and inside the office, slamming the door. 
"Let me at it." 


"Multiple
ID's, DC," Xander cautioned.  "This is the main one." 
He sat down to write out the different IDs for them.  He looked at
Horatio.  "Can I keep one secret?"  Horatio gave him a
look.  "Please?" 


"Would
it help us?" 


"Only
if I'm gone." 


"Xander."



"Fine." 
He wrote that one down too and let them have it.  "There, play. 
I get into the third one down for hacking."  He got up and left them
alone with the toy.  Calleigh smiled at him.  "They found out I
got a toy from Willow." 


She
hugged him then whispered in his ear.  "Where's the artillery,
Xander?" 


He
beamed.  "Hidden.  I'm not that dumb." 


"Good." 
She looked at him.  "Why are you wearing that?" 


"Roof
leaked in my bedroom and closet.  It's the loosest and most professional
of the stuff I had stored in the trunk of hunting clothes." 


She
stared at the tighter than normal jeans, the tight t-shirt, and the
boots.  "I think you should stay in the lab today."  He
grinned and nodded.  "Good boy."  She went to find the
others.  "Ryan, do you have anything on my case yet?" 


"Not
yet.  Still working on yours.  Mine came first, sorry." 


"That's
okay."  She heard a gunshot and turned, frowning when she saw Xander
in the hall with a gun in his hand.  "Xander?  Dear?" she
called, walking back that way.  He pointed at the guy groaning in the
corner.  "Who's that?" 


"Not
a clue.  He came rushing in and tried to grab me.  I was doing a test
fire.  It was in my hand.  Horatio!" he called. 
"Someone tried to grab me so I hurt him bad." 


"Get
the paramedics," he called back, coming out of the office.  "Who
was it?" 


"Not
a clue.  He grabbed me just before I was going to do a test fire in the
firing pen."  He let him have the gun and the body, getting out of
the way.  "At least it's only a flesh wound." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  He patted him down, finding an ID.  "He is a
Fed."  He made the man look at him.  "You grabbed my
intern?" 


"We
want him," he moaned.  "He shot me!" 


"Feel
lucky he didn't shoot you dead," Calleigh said.  "Why do you
want him?" 


"Evil."



Xander
leaned in.  "I am not!" 


"Not
you.  You fight evil!" 


"Yeah,
doesn't mean I can stop all of Congress.  Why did you grab me around the
neck?" 


"Trying
to subdue you."  He hissed and grabbed his knee.  "You shot
me!" 


Xander
looked at him.  "Feel lucky you're not dead."  He got moved
out of the way by the paramedics.  "He grabbed me around the throat,
guys.  It's a flesh wound."  He walked off.  "Who do
you want on this, Horatio?  I'll go get them." 


"Get
John or Yelina.  Frank's off today," he called after him. 


"Sure." 
He got onto the elevator, stabbing the button and taking a deep breath. 
He got onto the detective's floor, walking over there.  "John, are
you clear?" 


"Not
hardly.  Why?" 


"Some
idiot Fed grabbed me around the throat in the firing pen while I had a gun in
my hand," he said blandly.  Him and a few other cops looked at
him.  "Flesh wound."  He glared.  "Horatio wanted
you or Yelina?" 


"Yelina!"
he called.  "Go help Horatio torture the Fed who grabbed
Xander." 


"All
right."  She followed him to the elevator.  "Are you all
right?" 


"I'm
fine.  I reacted when he grabbed me around the throat.  He wanted me
to go fight evil for the Feds."  He snorted.  "I told him I
couldn't take out all of congress."  She giggled, hitting the button
once they got inside.  "Sorry but he grabbed me!" 


"It's
all right, Xander.  You were protecting yourself.  There's not enough
room in there to throw someone like I heard you did to Horatio."  She
smiled at him.  "I haven't gotten to work with you yet." 


"I'm
a good boy," he insisted, frowning some.  "Not a happy one at
the moment but I'm usually a good boy."  They came off and into the
back of IAB.  "He grabbed me around the throat." 


"That's
what he said," Stetler said grimly.  "Yelina." 


"Rick,"
she said coolly, walking toward ballistics.  "Come on, Xander. 
So I can get an account."  He followed behind her.  "You
were where?" 


"Firing
pen.  One on the right."  She let him show her where he
was.  "I was going to do a test fire.  I had just logged in the
gun."  She took the log sheet to look at.  "I braced
myself."  He did that, raising his empty hands.  "Took aim,
and felt a hand go over my throat."  She did that and he moved back
suddenly then ducked under her arm, shoved her into the wall with his other
elbow, then pointed his 'gun' at her and mimicked firing. 
"Bang.  On the outside of his knee." 


"Which
is perfectly reasonable since there's no room in here to defend yourself some
other way," she agreed.  She accepted his help up.  "Thank
you."  She turned and found Rick watching them.  "Isn't
that reasonable to you?" 


"Barely. 
You talked to him?" 


"No. 
I stepped out, gun still in my possession, and met Calleigh coming out of
Trace.  She came in to handle it while I yelled for Horatio, who came out
of his office and *he* talked to him.  He told Horatio he was a Fed and he
wanted me to go fight evil."  He shrugged. "I said the first
stupid thing that came to my head and told him I couldn't destroy congress that
way."  Yelina snickered.  "Sorry, I learned to quip while
slaying back in Sunnydale.  It's how we rolled."  He shook his
head.  "I'm really sorry.  I knew I wasn't going to really hurt
him.  I'm a damn excellent shot." 


"You
are," Horatio agreed.  "I saw your qualification
round."  He patted him on the back.  "No one can blame you
for that idiot grabbing you, Xander."  Xander looked at him. 
"Get a soda, then hit Trace while Calleigh makes sure nothing else was
touched on his way to gather you."  He nodded, going to do that. 


"Slaying?"



"He
dealt with things that ate people, Rick."  He got a snort in
return.  "You can go with him the next time if you want." 
He called Tim.  "It's Horatio.  He's fine."  He hung
up.  He heard Xander's phone go off and nodded for Calleigh to give it to
the boy. 


"I'm
fine, Tim.  Because a Fed grabbed me in the firing pen and I ended up
using the gun I was going to test fire to graze his knee."  He
grinned.  "No, I'm okay.  I promise I'm okay, Tim. 
Really." 


"Boyfriend?"
a listening officer asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "No, roommate and primary fusser.  Old
friend."  He walked his soda off.  "I'm okay, I promise I
am.  Hi, Max."  He gave her a hug.  "I'm okay. 
Really." 


"Good,
what happened?" 


"The
idiot Fed grabbed me.  Claims he wants me to go fight evil." 


"Did
you quip?" she teased with a grin. 


"It
slipped out.  It really did.  I told him I couldn't take out congress
but it slipped out."  He looked at his phone. "Tim's having a
giggle fit."  He hung up.  "I'm going to trace." 
He finished his soda on the way, then grabbed his jacket and gloved up. 
"Oooh, soil samples."  Ryan moved so he had a spot to
work.  "Thanks, guys." 


"It'll
be okay, Xander." 


"I
hope so.  I don't want to go to jail for protecting myself." 


Hagen
leaned in.  "Xander, Yelina said she's very amused by you," he
said with a grin.  "Are you on for field stuff?" 


He
shrugged. "Ask Horatio." 


"Sure. 
Horatio, is Xander on for field stuff?  I caught a case in his area."



"Fine,"
he agreed. 


Xander
finished what he was doing so Ryan could take over then hung up his jacket,
going to grab his case from his locker.  He realized he was still in the
bad, tight clothes and sighed.  "Well, if I can fight in them I can
crawl in them if necessary." 


***



Xander
came back later that afternoon with a steaming bag.  He handed it to
Ryan.  "Here, put this somewhere for me.  I need to scrub my
hands and arms." 


"Why?"



"It
was a human and demon working together to kill the human's girlfriend. 
The demon tried to protect the human.  The smoke is holy smoke." 


"Sure." 
He went to put it in a corner, then carefully backed away from it. 
"I don't want to know." 


Xander
came back after scrubbing up and checking with Alexx.  "Sorry,
blessed dry ice, cold killed it," he said, undoing the bag to open
it.  Ryan moved his experiment down the table.  "It won't hurt
you.  It's just clothes that got exposed to blessed dry ice." 
John walked in.  "He done crying?" 


"Nope. 
Still crying that you ran after him and tackled him.  You sure you don't
want to play football?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "I liked gay sex the last time I had it but I don't
want to have it in teams.  That would mean I couldn't pick my
partner."  John snickered.  Xander pouted.  "It
would."  He got back to work.  "Any idea why he was going
to have the plant-eating demon try to choke down his girlfriend?" 


"He
sobbed he and the thing were in love." 


"Hmm. 
Buffy syndrome."  Ryan gave him an odd look and he grinned. 
"Remember me talking about Angel and Spike?"  He nodded
slowly.  "She dated them both at different times, as well as one of
the military guys who chipped Spike and tortured other demons, little dicked
guys like that." 


"Wonderful,"
he drawled, getting back to his own work. 


Horatio
walked in.  "Xander, why is that smoking?" 


"Holy
smoke," John said with a grin.  Horatio gave him an unamused
look.  "Blessed dry ice.  Cold killed the thing the guy was in
love with who helped him kill his girlfriend." 


"The
demon was a plant-eater too," Xander told him.  "Someone didn't
do their research."  He finished swabbing the stains for
samples.  He bagged them back up.  "Okay, I've got my stuff
done, let's run the samples.  Ryan?" 


"Let
me do mine first in case yours warp the machine." 


"Sure."



"He
confessed.  Xander's stuff is just a matter of follow through," John
assured him.  "As long as I get it in a reasonable time." 


"I'll
be done in an hour," Ryan promised. 


"That's
good enough."  John looked at Horatio.  "How as your
morning?" 


"Less
eventful.  How is the plant demon?" 


"Dead. 
Xander babbled at it and it lunged so he grabbed the stuff from his spare case
and threw it at it.  It screamed really high-pitched screams as it
withered and died.  It blew away when it was all brown and
nasty."  Xander tossed over a small case.  "Except for this
stuff," he offered, handing it over. 


Horatio
looked at it.  "Heart?" 


"Brain,"
Xander told him.  "They're not that smart.  Generally peaceful
too.  We really should ask him how they got together and if he knows how
to make them change personality. "   He looked over. 
"They don't eat people.  They don't generally do anything but hang
out and soak up the sun.  They're pretty handy things because they're good
at filtering out smog.  It'd be like doing an elm tree." 


"I
can ask him," John agreed, going to do that.  He walked into the
interrogation room, letting the patrol officers watching him go. 
"So, how did you make the elm tree demon love you?"  The man
looked stunned.  "I'm told they're generally peaceful, like to filter
smog out of the air, and don't tend to be seen by normal people.  So, how
did you do it?" 


He
looked at him and sneered.  "I'll never tell you." 


John
leaned down.  "You do realize that the guy with me is from Sunnydale,
right?" he asked quietly. 


"Sunnydale
is old news." 


John
dialed Xander's phone.  "Come here please?"  He hung up and
looked at him.  "We'll see what Harris says." 


"Harris?"
he asked, looking confused.  Xander walked in and he stared, then backed
up.  "I know you, man." 


"Good." 
He slammed the door and put the small jar on the table.  "That's the
plant demon's brain.  How in the hell did you get a peaceful, innocuous
demon to help you kill?" 


"I... 
I don't have to talk to you!" 


"You
do because if I have to hunt tonight, I'm not going to be very happy," he
said grimly, leaning closer.  "Do not make Detective Hagen go get my
necromancy kit," he hissed.  The man went pale.  "Or go get
the alert button that leads to Cleveland."  He swallowed. 
"Now, how were you warping an innocent, harmless demon so it killed
others?  How many more do you have?" 


"This
city is mine!" he sneered, leaning back.  John casually pushed him back
upright.  "You can't stop me." 


"Wrong,"
Xander said.  "Detective, can we do his body search in here?" 


"Sure,
won't bother anyone else."  He went to get his other kit from the
lab, bringing it back.  Frank shuddered when he saw it. 
"Yeah," he said dryly when he passed him.  He tapped then walked
in, finding Xander had the man handcuffed to the table, chest down, and nearly
naked.  "Having fun?" 


"Lots." 
He opened it and pulled out the top two trays.   He pulled out a
small gel pen.  He shook it slowly, looking over him.  "Can you
plug in my UV light?"  John did that and handed it and the glasses to
him.  He put on the glasses and shined the light over him, smirking. 
"Here, look at this.  He's not only got bad handwriting but he was
trying to raise power to make himself a God."  He handed over the
glasses.  John looked then at him.  Xander grinned and took them
back, getting to work on countering things.  The man hissed and shrieked
at one point.  He finally capped the pen and shined the light again. 
Nothing.  Only a small mark on his side.  He put the pen up, took off
the glasses again and pulled out a lighter.  Then he pulled out a wax
stick, melting the top layer.  He rubbed it over the tattoo. 


He
blew on the stick, then smoothed his finger over it. He put it back once it was
solid, then the lighter.  "Okay.  By the time the wax comes off
tomorrow the magic in that tattoo will be leached out into the wax. 
Dispose of it like you would a bandaid.  It's a low pain, low heat sealing
wax so he will not have a burn either."  He snapped his case closed
and looked at him.  Then he handed over the handcuff keys. 
"There you go, Detective.  All ready for processing.  The blood
all over his clothes was human and DNA is working on it."  He took
off his gloves with a snap.  He called Maxine.  "Anything for
me, Mom?"  He grinned.  "Thank you."  He hung
up.  "It is his girlfriend's blood.  The murder weapon had the
same blood on it and it was found in his trunk by Ryan just a minute
ago."  He beamed.  "I'll get a report to you." 
He walked out, going to write that.  One version clean for the prosecutor,
one full version for the detective. 


***



Xander
walked into the magic shop he went to after work, clearing his throat. 
"Excuse me, Marrin?"  She came out of the back. 
"Whoever else is creating a plant demon army, tell them to stop. 
Before I have to stop it."  She went pale.  "Yeah, found
one.  You do know I wanted to *retire*, right?"  She went even
more pale.  "Good.  How many?" 


"One,"
she squeaked.  "Ethan." 


"Figures. 
Where?"  She ducked back into the office and came out with his latest
order slip.  "Danka."  He walked out with it.  He got
into his car to drive out there.  It was a nice neighborhood.  He
parked to give him a moment to look at the house.  Then he got out and
walked up to the house, knocking.  A woman answered it.  "Is
Ethan here?"  She glared at him.  "He'll talk to me because
I'm solving a problem for him, lady.  Where is Ethan." 


"Who
are you?" 


"One
of the ones he likes to torment."  She started to close the door but
he stopped her and gave her a look.  "Now, lady.  All I need is
a quick word with him." 


"He
told me about you people." 


"I
retired from that life.  Now he's making my life a living hell.  I'm
here so I don't have to return the favor."  She stomped off. 
"Yo, Ethan?" he called, staying there.  The sorcerer came out,
glaring at him.  He motioned him closer, then slapped him hard. 
"I'm retired from the life.  No matter how well I got through the
classes in 'Frisco.  No matter how much I like my White Lighter.  I'm
retired and working with the police department," he said slowly and
clearly.  "You're pissing me off."  Ethan snorted and
looked smug.  "If I have to fix that *plant* problem of yours....." 
Ethan went pale.  "One of them had his buddy kill his girl," he
said quietly.  Ethan moaned.  "Just quit.  I had enough
problems with Spike and Dru being here.  Go bug Angel in LA.  They
could use you.  They're dealing with a major bad so could use some better
news." 


"The
world will end." 


"No
it won't.  If it's that bad I'm stepping in again.  I'm concentrating
on my life and you guys keep pulling my ass back.  So quit."  He
turned and walked back to his car, getting in and going home.  "I'm
back," he called as he walked inside.  "Ethan's helping create
an army of plant demons.  He says the world's going to end." 
Tim moaned so he followed it.  "I told him I'd step in if that was
the case but otherwise to quit making me deal with that shit." 


Tim
looked at him.  "That could help." 


"Are
you all right?" 


"I
caught your flu," he told him. 


"Tim,
you're a higher being. You can't catch the flu.  You're immune, angel
dear."  Tim moaned.  "What's wrong?"  He moved
closer.  "Tell me or I'm calling LA." 


"I
didn't ask the right questions." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Is that why the strange dream people came
back?" 


"Maybe. 
What did you get?" 


"I
could choose you or choose you." 


"Hmm." 
He looked at him.  "I'll continue on." 


"Tim,
if they recall you there's a good chance that you won't."  Tim
slumped.  "Did I do it?" 


"No." 
He turned to look at him.  "I was told I couldn't have you and I
lusted." 


Xander
sighed then looked at him.  He moved closer to kiss him.  "I'd
rather have you where I could lust and not have then not have you," he
said gently. 


"They'll
assign you another one." 


"No
they won't.  I want to be retired.  They know that." 


"You'll
never fully retire, Xander.  You'll be ninety and teaching others how to
stake vampires."  He gave him another kiss, stroking his cheek. 
"I don't want to leave you." 


"Then
don't.  Stay with me." 


"That's
kinda not my choice." 


"Apparently
it's mine."  He took another kiss.  Then he backed up and looked
up.  "Yo, Powers?  I want him.  However I can have him I
want him.  Preferably as mine as a reward for all the shit I've had to go
through thanks to you guys, if not as my partner is fine.  I'm keeping him
and if you try to take him I'm coming after you."  Tim started to
fade and he took off his shirt, going to get something out of his kit.  He
came back and looked at Tim.  "Trust me?" 


Speed
looked at him and nodded. "Yeah, I do."  Xander took his hand
and made a slit, then cut his own and joined them.  "You're
sure?" 


"I'm
certain."  He took another kiss then started to chant, weathering the
wind they created.  Then Xander took the dagger to something to his side,
one scar he kept hidden magically, something the school had put on him. 
It hurt like hell but it finally fell to the floor.  The wind
stopped.  Tim was solid.   He was tearing up.  Xander pulled
him closer to kiss him again. "Mine." 


"Yours,"
he decided, smiling at him.  "Thank you." 


"Fuck
the Powers.  I'd rather have you than the lab, guns, magic, any of
it."  He kissed im again.  "You're mine and my pack." 


"I'm
yours."  He hugged him.  "Can we bandage the hands
now?" 


Xander
looked at it then at him.  "Why?"  Speed looked then
grimaced.  Xander grinned.  "Fine, you can bandage instead of
licking it clean." 


"Blood
is nasty, Xander."  He let their hands go, slowly moving back. 
Nothing happened.  He sighed in pleasure.  "I guess I am
back." 


"I
guess you are."  He winked before getting the first aid box, letting
Speed do his hand so he could do his.  Then Speed got them something to
drink.  "You know, you could see if eating my cooking is good." 


"I
don't want to die yet, Xander.  I've got a few good years left, I
hope."  Xander kissed him again, pulling him into his lap. 
"I like those construction worker muscles," he offered with a grin,
kissing him harder.  Xander moaned into his mouth, hands going down to
steady his hips.  Of course, someone knocked on the door. 
"Fuck." 


Xander
stood up, letting Speed have the chair, going to answer it.  "Hi,
boss."  He let him inside. 


"What
happened to your hand?" 


"The
Powers decided to be unfair and try to take Tim.  He's mine now." 


Horatio
smiled.  "Good.  I like that decision.  Is he all
right?" 


"He'd
better stay all right."  He looked up.  "Otherwise I'll get
all of your protectors and then what'll you do?"  Tim yelped. 
"You okay, honey?" 


"Don't
call me pet names, Xander."  He came out and handed Horatio a
beer.  "Here, go away." 


"Fine,
I'll talk to him tomorrow."  He walked out, letting them close the
door behind him.  He heard Speed cackle and Xander laugh and it was good
for him.  He was happy for them.  He called the others. 
"Guys, let's leave Tim and Xander alone tonight, okay?  They just
worked things out."  He hung up and went to his house, going to watch
his favorite movie and enjoy his gifted beer.


Xander
wobbled in the next morning, smiling at Alexx when he ran into her. 
"I'm happy."  He passed out in her arms. 


She
looked at the boy.  "Uh-huh.  Those construction worker muscles
weigh a ton.  Someone come help me lift sleepy boy here!" she
called.  Eric jogged in and helped her move Xander.  "He came
in, said he was happy, and then passed out." 


"Huh." 
He grinned.  "H said he and Tim worked it out." 


"Good! 
About time!"  She checked the bandage on his hand.  "I'm
wondering about that." 


"I'm
not.  Not with the day he had yesterday."  He moved his shirt,
finding a bite mark.  They giggled and let it go, leaving him on Alexx's
couch.  He went up to the office.  "Um, H.  Xander walked
in to see Alexx and passed out.  He's on her couch." 


"Why?"



"Well,
there's a lot of nibble marks.  His hand's cut." 


Horatio
dialed the boys' house.  "Timothy, you cannot make Xander miss work
ever again.  I will excuse it this time but not again." 


"He's
missing work?  Was he taken?" Tim's voice asked. 


"No,
he came in and passed out." 


"Uh-huh. 
Wasn't me, guys.  Really.  It was good.  Really good.  He
got some sleep though.  Sorry, blame someone else.  Maybe even
Ethan."  He hung up. 


"He
sounds happy," John said from the doorway. 


"Xander
walked in, told Alexx he was happy, then passed out," Eric said with a
smirk. 


"Good! 
About time!" 


"He
has nibble marks too," Eric shared.  John snickered and nodded,
smirking at that. "Tim said it's not his fault." 


"Doubt
that."  He walked off smiling, going to tell Calleigh. 
"Your prize intern just passed out on Alexx after announcing he was
happy." 


She
cooed.  "That's so cute!  I'll go wake him in an
hour."  She beamed and went back to work. "Any other good
news?" 


"Delko
said he had nibble marks." 


She
laughed.  "Good!  I like that!"  She called Tim. 
"Nibble marks too?  I'm so proud!  Should I get him a seat with
a pillow?"  She frowned.  "He didn't? 
Okay."  She hung up.  "Um, nibble marks weren't Tim. 
He thinks hickeys are teenager accessories." 


"I'll
tell Horatio."  He went to do that.  "Tim said hickeys are
for teenagers." 


"I'll
go check on them," he agreed, going down there.  He found Xander
curled up in a little ball. He patted him on the head. 
"Xander?"  He got a quiet hum.  "Xander?" he
asked again.  Xander blinked at him.  "Who nibbled on you?"



"Parking
lot." 


"I
see.  Demonic?"  Xander nodded.  "Did you get
it?"  He shook his head slowly, staring at him.  He smiled
back.  "Do you know what it was?" 


"Sucker
fishie." 


"Okay. 
Will it hurt you?" 


"Nope,
just donated.  Got someone else.  Walked in on it.  Drove it off
because I'm a tasty snack, made it full." 


"That's
good.  Can I look at the spots?"  Xander took off his shirt and
curled up facing the back of the couch.  "Thank you, Xander. 
Alexx?"  She came in.  "This happened outside, not at the
house." 


"Hmm. 
Looks like an octopus got him." 


"He
said a sucker fish." 


"Sucker
fishie," Xander agreed quietly, nearly asleep again. 
"Shh?" 


"Sure,
sugar, we'll be quiet and let you nap."  She took his pulse then
carefully took his blood pressure.  "It looks like they took a few
pints off him," she said finally.  Horatio smiled and nodded. 
"He'll be fine.  Can we find this thing?" 


"I'm
going to do that right now."  He walked off, going to see who else
had been attacked.  He found them outside and looked at Ryan since he was
out there.  "Sucker fish?" 


"I
brought it to the side of the building and made it run away after telling it I
was going to burn it.  Xander all right?  I sent him to Alexx." 


"She
said it took a few pints." 


"That's
fine."  He grabbed the building.  "I'm going to get a candy
bar and then go to work." 


"Lift
your shirt please, Mr. Wolfe?"  Ryan groaned but did that. 
"I see.  To the morgue, Ryan.  You can rest too."  He
got the patrol supervisor and let them have the officers.  "Something
that sucked some blood out," he said quietly. 


"We've
had it here a few times before, Lieutenant.  Your boys okay?" 


"Fine. 
They need some rest.  They apparently went missing a few pints of blood." 
That got a nod.  "I'll have Xander deal with it later.  Let us
know the next time it's spotted."  He walked Ryan inside, letting him
go down there to curl up with Xander.  "There, you two rest, boys." 
Xander snuffled him then patted Ryan on the head, mumbling at him.  Ryan
grinned and let Xander curl up around him.  It was comfortable for
him.  Horatio looked at Alexx.  "It's appeared a few
times." 


"Uh-huh. 
We'll see if Xander can kill or drive it off again."  She closed her
office door, letting Horatio go back to work while she kept a remote eye on the
boys.  They were cute.  Like a small litter of puppies. 


***



Xander
came in two months later and Calleigh looked at him.  "Go
change," she ordered in a hiss.  "Mac Taylor's down on a
crossover case.  Go change really fast."  He nodded, going to
the locker room to change.  She smiled when Horatio came down. 
"Xander needed to change his shirt." 


"That's
fine," he agreed, smiling at her.  "Let him be himself,
Calleigh.  Mac's got to deal with his personality."  She gave
him a look.  "Yes, even the strange parts."  Xander came
out in a better set of dress pants and shirt.  Court clothes. 
"You're a bit wrinkled." 


"Feel
lucky I had this in my locker, Horatio." 


"I
am.  Come up to the office?" 


"Sure." 
He followed him up there.  "Detective Taylor, nice to see you
again." 


"You
too, Xander."  He shook his hand with a smile.  "Horatio
told me the budget's looking bad for keeping you." 


"I
want him back, Mac.  You won't get to keep him for good." 


"I'll
keep that in mind and make Stella not get too attached.  Can we borrow
your office?" 


"Of
course."  He gave Xander a look, getting a smirk back.  "I
did not pull out your file."  He left, going down to hover in
ballistics. 


Xander
got into the desk and pulled out the thick file.  Mac gave it an odd
look.  "I temped in the ballistics center for the LAPD before
graduation and did some extra hours here with night shift," he
explained.  "Plus the two specialties." 


"Two?"
he asked, giving him a look. 


"I'd
like to stay retired from the strange stuff for good.  I'm too old for
hunting vampires anymore."  He handed it over and settled across from
him, trying to look comfortable. 


"Relax,
Xander.  Horatio bragged about you for weeks."  Xander relaxed
with a grin.  "So, roommate?" 


"Is
doing very well but he's trying to figure out what he wants to do now." 


"Interesting. 
What did he do before?" 


"To
be honest, he was my White Lighter." 


Mac
looked at him.  "You're kidding."  Xander shook his
head.   "Do I know him?" 


"He
used to work here," he said quietly. 


"Interesting." 
He went through the references first, then the hour and case reports.  He
smiled at one note saying that Xander was a cocky little bastard. 
"It appears you've made quite an impression." 


"I
got a written offer from the LAPD to go to their lab.  I've gotten an
offer from San Diego, one department in Mexico, and if the strange sh...stuff
doesn't stop I was thinking about Canada to get away from it.  Not too
many strange things in the snow." 


Mac
smiled.  "We have a few strange things but you wouldn't be fully
responsible for them." 


"I'd
like to ignore them unless they attack me or my team." 


"I'd
like that too."  He went back over the hour reports.  "How
were you doing this?" 


"Full
time here then half a shift for night shift when they got stuck.  I was
doing a lot of field hours with them.  It led to some stress on this
shift.  I ended up having a small 'I'm not an idiot, quit treating me like
I'm retarded' fit one day on Horatio because he wouldn't let me do anything but
ballistics.  We worked that out and he found out about those hours. 
No one had told him and I thought he knew." 


"That
can happen.  How often do you want in the field?" 


"Overflow
situations, sick days.  Two, three cases a month so I don't get cold on
that skill but not every time or even every week." 


"That's
reasonable.  Anything that's not in here?" 


"Horatio
keeps forgetting that I have construction, explosives, and artillery
experience."  Mac looked at him.  He shrugged. "It came in
handy." 


"I
bet it did.  Combat?  He mentioned it." 


"I
fought with the slayer since tenth grade until the year I started school, then
I was in LA working with their protection group.  Hence me wanting to
retire." 


"I
can understand that, Xander."  He closed the folder.  "What
I can offer you is a ballistics job in my lab, on my shift.  You could
have times in trace when we needed it.  You'd basically be free to go
there when you were clear." 


Xander
nodded at that.  "That's what I do most of the time here." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "Now, our pay scale is fairly top of the US, and you
would be eligible for it, but I would understand if a spot opened and you came
back down here."  Xander grinned.  He pulled out an envelope and
handed it over.  "This is our offer, standard for lab techs." 


Xander
took it to look over, smiling at the high pay scale.  He grabbed the phone
and put it on speaker.  "Timmy.  Mac's down." 


"I
hope you changed," he said dryly. 


"Yes,
Calleigh warned me.  Oh, how do you feel about t-shirts, Mac?" 


"As
long as you're not in the field, no one objects, and I've heard, Xander. 
Horatio warned me." 


"Good
idea," Speed said.  "What's their offer?" 


Xander
looked at it.  "Fifty-six."  Mac came over to look and
pointed at something.  "Sorry, fifty-four this year, fifty-six in
three years then standard pay raises by time in.  Basically what I'm doing
now for Horatio.  I showed him the full review file." 


"I
heard about the problem IAB has with you down here, Xander.  That's a
clear case of bias and I know it won't happen in New York.  I tend to get
upset and they don't like that."  Xander nodded.  "So you
and ...Tim are more than welcome to be open together in the lab." 


"I
like that," Tim admitted.  "Down here I spend a lot of time
hiding the fact I'm alive."   He groaned and sighed. 
"Sorry, someone sucks in his sleep." 


"I
apologized!" 


"Boys,"
Mac said, shaking his head but he was smiling.  "Behave.  At
least for now." 


"How
many hours a week, Mac?  Xander likes overtime." 


"I
don't think he should have any unless it's for a field case.  How much
artillery are you guys bringing?" 


"Don't
ask," Speed told him.  "Really." 


"As
long as I don't see it and if it's something that requires using it I hear
*first* and they don't know it's Xander." 


"Works
for me," Tim agreed.  "How's the signing bonus?" 


"What's
a signing bonus?" Xander asked. 


"It's
the stuff they pay you to move up there, Xander.  When you sign you get a
nice check, you use it to pay for the move and the new apartment." 


"Oh. 
That's kinda neat." 


Speed
smiled.  "Mac, did they tell you about the sports stuff?" 


"Don't
tell him that!  I want a good job," Xander complained. 


"Fair
warning and all that, Xander.  That way he can warn the guys in the lab
before you start talking about football." 


"I
already heard that from Eric, boys.  Don't worry about it, Xander. 
We don't mind some quirks.  Really.  You can't be any stranger than
our ME Sid."  Xander nodded and went back to the offer. 
"How about I give you two a few minutes to read it over and
talk?"  Xander smiled and nodded.  "I'll go steal some
coffee." 


"Get
the pot in the fridge and warm it up.  It's always the better
stuff."  Mac smiled and left them alone.  "Fifty-four
thousand?  Wow." 


"Very
wow.  When I went I was making nearly fifty-eight and I started at the
starting offer you have." 


"No
wonder the budget doesn't want to stretch." 


"True,"
Speed said, sounding like he was smiling.  "Take it, Xander. 
We'll come back to Miami." 


"You're
sure?  I know you spent time there too." 


"Yup
and I'll keep you out of trouble too.  Take it." 


"Yes,
sir."  He hung up and signed it then went to hand it to Mac. 
"Here."  He hugged him.  "I'll be up in a few
months." 


"We
can use you as soon as you're done with your hours, Xander." 


"He'll
be done within four months, Mac." 


"Good. 
I can handle that.  Thank you, boys.  Xander, I'll send your signing
bonus to Horatio when I get back, all right?"  He beamed and
nodded.  "Good boy.  It'll have an office for you to call to
talk about housing options as well.  We have someone in HR who helps with
that." 


"Good. 
I could use the help.  Tim found our present place." 


Mac
smiled. "It'll be okay."  He smiled at Horatio.  "I'll
make sure he's fine while we have him, Horatio.  Your boy is going to be
fine until you can have him back."  He walked off with his
coffee.  He was a very happy boy. 


Horatio
smiled at Xander. "Good choice.  I did not tell him about your eye."



"Okay." 
Xander bounced down to the lab to get to work. 


***



Mac
walked into his office in New York, smiling at the woman who leaned in a minute
later.  "I hired us a world class ballistics tech with a minor in
trace and field experience." 


"Should
I clap?" 


"Yes." 
He waved her inside and handed over the copies Horatio had sent him to entice
him down to Miami.  "He's a bit bouncy." 


"How
old?" 


"Twenty-eight
in a few weeks." 


"Really? 
Late starter." 


"He
was working construction before he went to school." 


"Hmm. 
More experience we could use.  What's he like?" 


"A
bit bouncy.  Likes to joke some.  Wears t-shirts that can give
headaches."  She rolled her eyes so he handed over the picture Ryan
had slipped him in warning.  "That's one of them."  She
looked, then blinked and read slower.  He smirked at her.  "He
also got forced to take the certificate program out of San Francisco. 
Apparently his former town was a haven of strange things but he wants to retire
from that.  He's bisexual but with a partner at the moment.  A very
nice young man.  His hours are out of the ballpark.  He was pulling
full time, not intern hours, but sixty hour weeks for Horatio and then doing a
half shift when their nightshift got hung up.  Then he got the flu and
Horatio started to count hours on him." 


She
looked at him.  "Wow.  I'm impressed.  Anything else I
should know?" 


"You'll
want to mother him.  He's Calleigh's prize intern.  He only wants to
do field hours when it's a case of overflow, sick days, that sort of
thing.  Two or three a month to keep his skills fresh.  One weakness,
he's very bad at taking pictures so he takes videos instead."  She
smiled at that.  "Also, he's poisonous in the kitchen. 
Literally from what I'm told." 


"I'll
help his partner make food if he wants."  She smiled. 
"When?" 


"Few
months.  Speaking of, I need to send him his signing bonus and ...."
She snatched the other file.   "IAB down there was harassing him
because he was raised by some girls who warped him badly," he said
gently.  "Someone filed a complaint against Horatio because Xander
hugs when he's excited."  She gave him a look.  "Also, he
has a club problem.  People like to come up and tip him even when he
hasn't done anything to deserve it.  A few have taken him as well." 


"Interesting. 
Can't be worse than Lindsay."  She handed it back.  "I'll
give him a month before I nag." 


"Thank
you, Stella.  Tell the others?" 


"Sure." 
She went to do that.  "Guys," she said, walking into the
breakroom since it was lunch for the later shift.  Danny and Sheldon were
in there eating and watching the news.  "We have a new ballistics
tech coming in a few months." 


"Hallelujah,"
Danny said happily.  "He any good?" 


"World
class.  Came out of UCLA's program.  Has a minor in Trace and field
experience.  Wants to go into the field a few times a month to keep his
hand in.  He can't cook, he's poisonous.  He wears t-shirts that can
give headaches.  He tells jokes.  He's with a nice partner at the
moment.  He's been doubling up on hours, he temped in for the LAPD before
graduation by the files.  Mac's *impressed*," she offered with a
grin.   "He's one of those guys who you hear rumors about, the
type that gets tips in the clubs for no reason.  Also, he's from somewhere
strange stuff happens so he can handle it but he wants to stay retired." 


Don
Flack strolled in.  "Congratulate me, I am a genius," he
announced with a bright smile.  "I have found someone who actually
told me what went on and told me the truth." 


Stella
smiled.  "Mac just hired us a new ballistics tech." 


"Cool! 
They any good?" 


"They're
very good.  They're world class.  They're in Miami at the
moment.  Be here in a few months." 


"He's
got some field experience too," Danny told him with a grin. 
"Now and then you'll see him.  What's his name?" 


"Xander. 
Xander Harris.  Formerly of Sunnydale." 


"That
town I know of," Don said dryly. 


"He
wants to stay retired from it," she told him firmly. 


"I'm
good with that, but if he'll answer questions I'll love him forever and
ever," Don assured her. 


"Mac
said he's got a nice guy already." 


Don
grinned.  "Even better.  He'll look but not touch." 


She
grinned.  "You'll like Xander.  Mac came in smiling and
happy.  He pulls his own weight.  He's Calleigh's pet intern at the
moment." 


"Whoa,
I heard about him," Danny said happily.  "She's been bragging in
the tech's chatroom now and then." 


Mac
walked in.  "Horatio said he's going back once he can hire a new lab
tech.  Sheldon, I'll put him with you and Danny the first time he goes
into the field.  Danny, he has one issue.  His pictures turn out less
than perfect so he tapes instead." 


"Fine
with me.  Could use it later probably.  Doc?" 


"That's
fine with me," he agreed, smiling at them. "He sounds
nice."  He saw Lindsay.  "Are they going to have
problems?" he asked quietly. 


"Xander
was raised by some very warping young women," Mac said with a small
smile.  "He doesn't understand most sports.  He calls football
gay sex in teams.  I was told to warn you guys about that and some of his
t-shirts."  He looked at Don.  "Yes, he'll answer questions
about those sort of cases that make us all have headaches but he wants to stay
retired.  That's how he met his boyfriend, but other than that it's all good
with him.  He's a hard worker, he knows artillery as well."  Don
snickered at that. 


"That
can help too," Stella agreed. 


"Plus
he's got construction and explosives experience," Mac offered. 


"He
coming up to meet us?" Danny asked. 


"Sometime
soon.  I'll have to bring him up for the paperwork and so they can look at
apartments.  Just remember, Horatio wants him back some day." 


"Sure,"
Danny said dryly.  "Most people don't want to leave once we've got
'em." 


"We'll
see," Mac agreed.  "I'll arrange for him to come up in a few
weeks."  He went to talk to Lindsay.  "We've found a new
ballistics and part time trace and field tech," he announced since he was
in chem.  His tech Adam cheered.  He smiled at him.  "He's
in Miami." 


"You
got us Xander?" he breathed.  "I love you, Mac!"  He
hugged him, patting him on the back.  "Thank you, man!  I love
you!"  He danced off to hug someone else.  "We're getting
UCLA's top tech!" 


"He
sounds nice," Lindsay said. 


Mac
smiled.  "He's been a bit warped by some girls in the past." 


"He's
turned two into serial killers," Adam told him. 


"Thankfully
he's dating a very nice man now," Mac told them.  They all smiled at
that.  "It'll be fine and he'll be up in a few months." 


"He
got done early?" Adam breathed.  "How?" 


"He
temped in a few times.  You done worshiping him, Adam?" 


"Oh,
yeah, I'll do it in person when he shows up."  He grinned at
her.  "You'll do fine, Lindsay." 


"I
hope so.  Part time field?" 


"He's
got the training but he only wants to do overflow, sick days, those
times." 


"Oh. 
Okay."  She nodded, going back to work.  "We'll throw him a
party when he gets here." 


"Sure,
we can do that," Mac agreed.  He went to write Xander and tell him
the entire lab wanted to meet him and one of them wanted to hug him.  He
got back an answer from Tim saying that lots of people wanted a Xander of their
own, that's why the clubbing problem happened but they'd be up in about two
months to do the ID paperwork and find an apartment.  He also asked how much
the signing bonus was.  He sent that to him and the local real estate
listing's page plus the phone number for the person in HR who helped with the
housing issues. 


***



Xander
came off the plane in New York to start his first day.  "Maxine
didn't want to let me go and Alexx didn't want to let Timmy go." 


"I
can understand why.  Remember you can go back to visit and you'll be back
there someday." 


"I
know.  So do they but they didn't want to give him up." 


"Or
you, Xander," Mac reminded him.  "Tim?" 


"Driving
the stuff up."  He shrugged.  "He did this on the move from
LA too." 


"That's
reasonable."  He led him out to the car. 
"Bags?"  Xander patted the one he carried. 
"Okay."  He got him into the official SUV, taking him to his
chosen apartment.  "Did you guys have to do a lot of work to make
your old landlord happy?" 


"No,
he sold the house within a week of us announcing we were coming up.  They
liked all the work we had done and that he had to put on a new roof
recently.  I gave them a list of what else we had thought might need
updating and they took it to their home improvement guy, who came in and
admired our work, and agreed with us."  He grinned.  "So
it's all good.  I've got more than enough to hold us over until I get my
first check and Tim's decided he's going to school for a bit." 


"That's
a good idea and he'll probably be able to afford it.  There is a program
to pay tuition reimbursement for partners." 


Xander
gave him a shy grin.  "You really don't mind?" 


"I
really don't mind and since I know who Tim is I have no problem with it,
Xander.  I promise.  It'll be fine."  Xander nodded. 
"Anything else happen since the last time we talked?  I know that one
incident where you had to pounce the officers trying to shoot the crowd was
bad." 


"Did
you tell the hiring board?" 


"I
did.  They said it showed you did what it took no matter who it was
committing the crime.  They were impressed.  Even though you did jump
in front of someone shooting to save someone."  He smiled at
him.  "It'll be fine, Xander.  Remember, you met and liked
everyone but Lindsay and she's promised she'll try to get along better this
time.  She was having a bad day the last time; she had to move
suddenly." 


"I've
had to do that too," he agreed.  "New York is really huge."



"It
is," Mac agreed.  "Thankfully we only have to deal with part of
it."  He patted him on the hand.  "It'll be fine. 
You'll do great, and even we need maps."  Xander nodded. 
"Good boy."  He finally made it to their apartment, letting
Xander get them inside.  The landlord came out to look at them. 
"I'm sure you remember Xander." 


"I
do.  When are the movers getting here?" 


"Tim
left Miami this morning," he admitted.  "So three days I
think?" 


"That'll
work.  I'll keep an eye out for him."  He smiled. 
"You go get settled in.  The stuff you two ordered already showed
up." 


Xander
beamed and headed up there, opening the door on their apartment.   He
looked around.  "Wow, I need to move stuff around." 


Mac
looked and nodded.  "Probably wouldn't hurt." 


Xander
grinned and put down his bag, going to do that.  At least the new bed was
in the right room.  So was the desk.  He moved the couch and chairs
around, then flopped down.  "Good." 


"That'll
work until Tim gets here," Mac teased. 


"His
first day up I'll help him decorate." 


"You
don't start for a week, Xander.  Take the time to get settled in. 
Find the good take out places.  Danny and Stella have been saving you
menus for weeks now."  Xander grinned shyly at that. 
"It'll be fine.  Your first day you'll be great and perfect, like
usual." 


"I
hope so.  Horatio's going to miss me." 


"I'm
sure he'll call all the time.  Or at least email."  He patted
him on the head.  "There's a good restaurant up the
street.   You have my number if you get lost somewhere. 
Remember Tim's lessons about cabs."  Xander grinned and nodded.
"Good.  Now, let me out so you can flop down and remind yourself
you'll be back."  Xander let him out and came back to flop down again. 
Mac went back to the office, smiling at his anxious techs.  "He's at
his place moping.  Tim'll be up in a few days with their stuff." 


"It'll
be fine," Danny agreed.  "We'll pop around the day before he
starts.  That way he knows who to fear."  Stella hit him on the
arm.  "Should we bring Lindsay?" 


"I
think Tim would be mean to her," Mac said gently. 


"Maybe. 
He sounds snarky." 


"He
can be sarcastic," Stella agreed.  "He and I talked a few
times." 


"It'll
be fine," Mac reminded them.  "Give him a few days to settle in
before popping around." 


Don
walked over.  "Wonder boy in?" 


"He
is and his boyfriend will be up in a few days with their stuff," Mac told
him.  "We'll pop around in a few days." 


"Sure,
I could like that.  Maybe get him straightened out on sports." 
Don gave them a look.  "His boyfriend, do we know him?" 


"That's
part of the strange stuff, Don," Mac said quietly.  "He got
given to Xander to help him when he needs it." 


"Sure,
I can get with that.  Bet Miami's pissed he had ta go." 


"Pouting,"
Mac agreed, smiling at him.  "Both sides can visit and I'm sure
Horatio reminded them that they're going to come back soon."  They
all nodded.  "Guys, I did promise that you were saving Xander
menus." 


"We
still are," Danny agreed.  "Especially since Lindsay decided to
throw the old pile out." 


"I
talked with her, Danny.  She didn't understand." 


"Yeah,
well, let's let her eat some of Xander's cooking," Stella said with a mean
grin.  She walked off.  "Come on, Don.  I've got someone
for you." 


"Cool. 
I could use a good pounce." 


"Talk
ta Xander.  He likes ta hug and pounce," Danny called after
him.  Don chuckled all the way up the hall.  He looked at Mac. 
"They're gonna clash," he said quietly. 


"They're
adults." 


"They
are but Xander's been raised by mean girls and then Tim." 


"Point. 
I'm sure it'll be fine, Danny.  If not, I'll mediate." 


"Can
you spank her this time?" 


"If
I must."  He walked off, going back to his office to get some work
done. 


***



Xander
walked in his first day wearing one of his favorite t-shirts: 'All right! I
know I'm in there! If I don't come out with my hands up, I'm coming in after
me!'  He grinned at Mac, who only shook his head at the saying. 
"Sometimes it's true." 


"Sometimes
you can go out of your mind," he agreed.  "This way,
Xander.  Your lab is waiting on you."  Xander bounced behind
him.  "You need to wear your ID badge."  Xander clipped it
on his beltloop.  "That'll work.  You have your lab coats and
things?"  Xander pointed at his backpack. 
"Good."  He let him see his lab, watching him 'ooh' over things.



"Can
I expand my exemplar cabinet?" 


"Sure.
We'll figure out how to do that."  Xander walked out with him. 
"This is the trace lab you'll be using," he said, pointing at
it.  Xander waved at Danny and they kept going.  "Here's the
locker room," he said, letting him inside.  Xander found his locker
with his name on it and unpacked his backpack.  "Where's your
kits?" 


"Home. 
I didn't think I'd need them today and I took the subway in."  He
looked at him. "I'll bring them tomorrow and keep a separate hunting pack
at home in case it becomes necessary." 


"I
can agree to that.  The car?" 


"Stayed
in Miami." 


"Probably
a good idea.  Parking around here is terrible."  He watched
Xander unpack.  "Sterile scrubs?" 


"We
had someone making uranium bullets back in LA.  I've had a set packed
since that day." 


"That
works."  Xander handed him the spare key to his locker, put on his
lab coat, his glasses, then closed and locked his locker.  "Thank
you.  Now, what injury?" 


Xander
grinned.  "It doesn't matter." 


"I
still need to know." 


"You
promise you won't treat me like I'm handicapped?"  Mac nodded. 
He moved closer.  "I'm missing an eye, Mac." 


"Hence
the depth perception problems," he said.  Xander nodded. 
"I'm sure you've got it compensated for.  I won't send you out
alone." 


"I
wouldn't expect you to anyway." 


"Good. 
Then we're realistic and if I treat you like that you can scream at me like you
did Horatio that day." 


"That'll
work.  Back to work?" 


"Back
to work," he agreed, leading him that way.  "Lindsay, did you
have something for ballistics?" 


"Yeah,
I left it in there," she called from where she was working. 


Xander
found the box and looked then frowned.  "A squirt gun?" 


Mac
looked then snickered.  "I don't think that could've killed
anyone."  Xander went over it then shook his head.  "How
are you on fingerprints?" 


"My
weakest subject." 


"That's
reasonable.  You can't be great at everything, Xander." 


"I
can only work the machines in DNA." 


"Again,
reasonable."  He patted him on the back.  "I'll tell
her."  He went to do that.  "Lindsay, did you realize that
was a squirt gun?" he asked.  Danny burst out laughing. 
"Tell me that was a joke?" 


"It
was dark and gun shaped," she defended.  "I collected it after
dark from a sewer tunnel." 


"It
definitely was.  He'll try for fingerprints on it." 


"Fine." 
She went to take it back.  "I can do that," she said, sounding
cheerful. 


He
looked at her.  "Not like I'm busy yet, Lindsay."  He went
back to lifting them. "You can go get me some lift sheets if you wouldn't
mind." 


"You
sure?" 


"I
am."  She nodded, going to do that.   She came back with
the wrong size and he looked at her.  He put down the brush and turned to
look at her.  "Lindsay, to stop this attitude thing you've got going
for not being the baby of the lab, I'm as well trained as you are.  I've
probably worked about as many hours as you have, and I'm a damn good
tech.  I don't care if you don't like me for whatever reason but I will
expect to stay socially and professionally polite even if you don't like me
personally.  Okay?"  She growled.  "I do that better
too, dear.  So let's not play 'push the Xander'.  I've had enough of
that.  That's why I'm primarily a lab tech.  Now, can you please go
get me lift sheets for fingerprints since I don't know where they
are?"  She stomped off and he put those others away.  They might
come in handy.  Danny came in with a box.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
What'd you tell her?" 


"I
don't care if she doesn't like me, I'll expect her to be professionally and
socially polite.  I also pointed out she was acting like I was taking her
'baby of the lab' spot.  He looked at him.  "Plus that I'm as
well trained as she is and probably have just about as many hours." 


"Possibly." 
He shrugged.  "You get any?  Fingerprints is my second
area." 


"I've
got two I think."  He let him see.  "One's kinda
smudgy.  One's a bit better."  He lifted them both so he could
see.  He found another one and grimaced.  "Trigger guard. 
Wonderful." 


Danny
laughed.  "Let me get the tiny ones.  I heard you've got a depth
perception problem." 


"Yup,
mostly on my left side."  Danny made him look at him.  "I'm
fine in the field," he promised. 


"I
heard.  I talked to Calleigh and Eric to get the real story." 
He shrugged.  "As long as you keep being able to handle it." 


"I
usually do.  I only hate handling the strange crap." 


"I
heard."  He lifted that print and took all three with him. 
"Rebox that for her." 


"Sure." 
He did that, signing off once he had it sealed.  Then he put it aside and
wrote a quick report on it.  He printed it and put it on top of the box,
then went to check out the storage areas of his lab.  He found the storage
cabinet for gun cases.  He found the bullet storage.  He turned and
found Mac standing there.  "I laid out a rule." 


"I
heard.  I was lurking.  I like that.  She should be able
to."  He looked at the report.  "I still like
those."  He took it with him.  "We've got another one
coming in.  You might want to ask the morgue about going down to collect
them." 


"Morgues
don't bother me.  I had a friend who was working his way through school
putting med school cadaver parts back in."  He headed down there, going
to lurk in plain sight until an older man looked over.  "Hi, Xander,
from ballistics.  Mac said you might have one for me?" 


"Six
or seven actually.  Someone hasn't picked them up yet."  He
pointed at the plastic tray by the phone.  "So, where are you from?"



"Sunnydale
originally then LA, via Miami for an internship."  The older man's
scalpel paused above the body, him staring at him.  "I know, but I
don't like to deal with it.  I'm a nice guy until you piss me off by
trying to hurt an innocent or what's mine." 


"I'll
remember that.  Anything else I should know?" 


"I
took the cert out of 'Frisco so I've got a good book of markings at home if you
need it for things." 


"I'll
remember that."  He smiled.  "Take those and go,
Xander."  He nodded, taking the envelopes with him.  He smiled
down at the body.  "He's going to be very fun to work with," he
told her, going back to his cutting.  "Let's hope the others like him
too." 


Xander
walked back into his lab, finding a gun had mysteriously appeared.  He
looked at it.  Not tagged.  He checked it over.  Loaded. 
He pulled out a tag and did that for whoever, putting his initials on it in the
'tech' slot.  Then he got to work on the bullets, glancing at the gun. 
Danny came back in a few minutes later.  "That appeared." 


"Yeah,
it appeared at the desk." 


"That's
fine.  I put my initials on it." 


"That
works for us."  He noted the origin on the tag for him and put it
back.  "You see Sid yet?" 


"Was
he the nice older guy in the morgue?" 


"Yup. 
Tells stories too.  Some kinda creepy but interesting." 


"That's
fine.  I don't mind stories."  He held up a bullet. 
"You guys mind if I clean them up?" 


"Nah,
we do all the time.  Anything foreign you note and take samples." 


"I
know, just making sure.  Every lab has different protocols." 
Danny nodded at that.  He got to work on the first bullet, logging,
notating in the system, trying to find a match, doing the report while the
match ran.  No match but that was fine.  He sealed the bullet and
finished his report, putting it aside.  Danny took it to look over. 
"I use that same style no matter what.  With cases I'll give name and
number on matches." 


"Good. 
I like that.  It'll work."  He walked out reading it. 
"Stella, Xander went to pick up in the morgue," he called. 
"He's starting now." 


"Good. 
Thank you." 


He
handed the report to Sheldon.  "First one done." 


"Thanks,
Danny."  He looked at it.  "No match so we need the
gun," he said, frowning.  "It's easy to understand." 


"It
is.  He said it's always going to be like that." 


"That's
fine with me."  He looked at it.  "That's not a type of gun
I've seen."  Danny looked then pulled up a picture. 
"Hmm.  Revolver.  Old school." 


"Very
old school.  They don't even make these anymore," Danny told
him.  "Xander's probably going to be expanding his exemplar. 
It's kinda pitiful." 


Mac
walked in.  "We have anything?" 


"I
need an ancient gun," Sheldon admitted.  He let Mac have the report. 


"I
haven't seen one of those in years."  He saw Xander walking around
with files and smiled.  "He's quick." 


"He
probably found a match for someone."  Danny looked in the system to
find a stolen one listed, nothing.  So he looked for registered
ones.  "We're in luck, there's ten registered in this borough that
aren't former police issue from back in the day." 


"We
can start there."  He took the printed out list and looked it
over.  "One's a few blocks from the scene.  Let's start with
that one and work out."  Danny nodded so they left. 


Mac
watched Xander walk back to the lab with his new soda and smiled.  He'd go
check over his shoulder in an hour. 


***



Xander
came in from his first day and looked at Speed.  "My first day and I
got to stake the vampire trying to eat an ME, got to handle the demonic slime
Lindsay found, and then I got to deal with Don Flack coming in to ask me about
some of the strange crap." 


"Poor
baby.  I made pudding," Speed said from the couch.  Xander
walked over and curled against his side, getting petted.  "It'll be
fine.  It'll slow down."  He got given a kiss and smiled at
him.  "Welcome." 


"Thank
you.  Pudding for supper?" 


"Pork
chops for supper, pudding for dessert." 


"How
about pudding for supper and you for dessert?" 


Speed
looked at him.  "Fine, we'll have the pork chops later." 
Xander beamed and went to get the pudding, bringing it back to eat beside him,
feeding him bites now and then.  "Dog?" 


"Hmmmmmmmm." 
Xander moaned.  He took another kiss and put the pudding down, pouncing
Speed, making his book go away too.  Speed ended up on his back with a
chestful of Xander and a horny boyfriend that was begging to be played
with.  "Mine?" he growled. 


"Yours,"
he promised.  "Want top?" 


"Nope."



Speed
laughed.  "Then let's go to that big, metal, mediaeval monstrosity
you picked out." 


"You
don't like the bed?" 


"It's
very comfortable but the headboard's a bit odd." 


"But
cheap." 


"It
was.  I can live with cheap.  Handcuffs work well."  Xander
moaned.  "Come on.  If you want bottom, show me how
much."  Xander got up and stripped for him, letting him watch, then
letting him watch him walk into the bedroom naked.  "I can definitely
live with that," he said, getting up to follow him.  He pounced
Xander onto the bed, holding him down while he worked on his back. 
Xander's back had more hot spots than his chest and Xander loved his
backrubs.  He was such a sensualist.  They were interrupted by the
phone and since he was on top it was his duty to get it.  "It had better
be a damn big emergency," he said in greeting.  "Yes, one of
those, Mac.  No, I've got Xander held down and naked.  What did you
need?"  He winced.  "Mac, Xander's retired from that."



Xander
grabbed the phone.  "Tell me what it looks like."  He
winced.  "Stab it in the lower right hip area on the back, like where
we'd have the curve off our pelvic bone.  Yeah, there. Stab.  Two
inches deep.  Mac, unless you're right outside, how long would it take me
to get there?" he asked.  He nodded.  "I'll give you guys a
sword."  He wiggled free and went to find his 'loaner' sword,
magicing it at Mac.  "Catch," he said once it was sent.  It
landed, he heard it land on the pavement.  "Simple thrust, Mac. 
Who's with you?"  He nodded.  "Yeah, simple lunge. 
Should sound like it's dying, not like it's in pain.  There. That's the
right sound.  Now, once it's gone, hydrochloric acid will dissolve it and
make it into goo that's safe to be washed down the sewer.  That's fine,
keep it in your SUV or whatever, Mac.  That's my loaner. 
Welcome."  He hung up and went to cuddle his mate.  "I sent
him a sword." 


"That's
the right thing to do.  If they're that far away, you still can't
teleport." 


"True." 
He took a kiss. 


Speed
flipped him back over, going to work on his back some more.  At least
until someone knocked.  "I'm going to kill," Speed decided,
going to answer it.  "Hi, Stella.  Bad timing." 


She
smiled and handed over the pot.  "Stew?  Homemade." 


He
grinned.  "Thanks for that.  I cook for him when I have the
energy." 


"I
know."  She beamed.  "Is he around?" 


"Naked."



"Oooh! 
That sort of bad timing.  Okay, feed your boy, I'll see him
tomorrow.  Sorry."  She grinned and left.  He smiled and
put the stew on the stove, then went back to making Xander forget that there
were other human beings. 


***



Xander
walked in the next morning with both his cases and magazine-sized book under
one arm.  He dropped both cases in his lab and went to find Mac.  He
put the book down in front of him.  "Because I'm not God, I can't be
in two places at once.  That's a minimized ID manual.  The short and
sweet of it.  The longer stuff, you call."  He walked off, going
back to his lab, finding Lindsay going through his other one. 
"Lindsay, that's to deal with things so you don't.  Get out of it
unless you have the four grand handy to restock it." 


"Why
is there a dried iguana head?" 


"From
a cult I stopped in Mexico during my education."  He looked then held
out a hand.  "Holy water and smoke."  She snorted but
handed it over.  "Thank you.  Go away unless you have something." 
He put that one in a cabinet and locked it then put the other one on the
counter so he could check it over.  Since it was full he put what needed
to into the sterilizer.  He turned and found Mac.  "In my other
kit." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  Iguana head?" 


"I
stopped a cult to a demonic one in Mexico with Tim's help.  It's a
souvenir of their idol." 


"That's...odd."



"Very." 
He grinned.  "Then again..." 


"Point. 
That is all odd stuff you deal with.  Sid okay?" 


"Haven't
talked to Sid.  Let her talk to Sid.  Or go down there." 


"I'll
talk with her." 


"Send
her on one?" he asked with a sweet grin. 


"That's
mean." 


"And?"



"I
try not to be that mean.  Holy smoke?" 


"Blessed
dry ice." 


Mac
smiled.  "I guess that'll work."  He pointed at the
piles.  "Night got backed up." 


"Good." 
He beamed and got to work, only coming over to remove his things from the
sterilizer when it went off.    Mac left and he worked along
like normal until Don came in.  "I don't have anything with your name
on it, Don." 


"You
really deal with the strange stuff?" 


"Unfortunately,"
he admitted while he typed.  "Why?" 


"Lindsay
said you got a whole kit for it." 


"I
do.  Because different things kill different things."  He
glanced at him then went back to typing.  "It's like my former life,
Don.  I wanted to retire from that stuff." 


"Yeah,
well, helpful of you last night, kid." 


"Welcome."



"You
have a few swords?" 


"Yup,
six or seven, a battle axe too." 


"Wow. 
You should show those off." 


"Then
I have to put the artillery and hand grenades in the open too.  Tim
doesn't like that decorating scheme too much."  Don laughed and came
closer.  "Gloves."  He put on a pair of gloves. 
"Thanks.  Now, what did you really want to know?" 


"Last
night, we ran into someone else who went there.  Him and his partner, who
had this sudden splitting headache." 


Xander
saved his report and looked at him.  "Ever seen the show with the
witches?" 


"Yeah,
one's pretty hot." 


"Remember
the guy on the show?"  Don nodded slowly.  "In the odd program,
if you pass high enough, you get one of those.  That was his.  Mine's
a bit less active and doesn't get the headache problem because I don't have to
work that way most of the time." 


"So,
Tim...." 


"Tim,"
he agreed with a small grin.  "We suit each other." 


"I'd
say.  Does that mean he's not fully back?" 


"He
gave up the job to be with me, Don," he said quietly.  "Like I
said, I'm mostly retired from that stuff." 


"Sure,
that'll work.  Of course, Stella's got a case with a coven at the
moment." 


"Stella's
a big girl and can come to me for research.  Or Tim." 


"Good. 
I'll let her know.  Thanks, Xander." 


"Welcome. 
I'm a nice guy.  I'm easy to get along with, Don.  Even for the nosy
one." 


Don
smirked.  "You have no idea.  She and Danny fought for
months." 


Xander
smirked.  "I don't have that sort of patience."  Don walked
off laughing.  Xander got back to work on his next one, at least until
Stella peeked in.  "What sort of coven?" 


"Satanists?"



"Self
interest, promotion of the self over that of the group.  Not all are
evil," he repeated by rote.  "Often greedy, feel
disenfranchised, and want things that they can only dream of." 


"Good
to know.  We had one killed in a drug deal." 


"That's
one way to promote self growth and wealth," he pointed out as he
typed.  He backed up a word and retyped it then went on.  "Was
she using as well to open up her inner eye or anything?" 


"Not
that I've seen.  One of the coven was." 


"That
can happen.  Depending on what she had it could help or hinder that
process. There's a fantastic book that I don't have that deals with the
biochemical responses and how it helps with the psychic faculties." 


"Wow. 
They actually study that?" 


"I
think that was someone's doctoral thesis, but yeah.  Some do.  The
main group of them are now in Cleveland since the rest got blown up for
it."  He shrugged.  "That was right before Sunnydale fell
in and we had eighteen girls in one house with one vampire named Spike, one guy
my age named Andrew, and one bathroom." 


Stella
shuddered.  "That's a good reason for homicide." 


"No,
we made them have *some* order," he said blandly, glancing at her. 
"Needed anything else?" 


"Library?"



"Ask
Tim.  That's his thing.  I do hands-on better than I do lecture."



"Iguana?"



"Souvenir
from a cult in Mexico Tim and I stopped during my special certification." 


She
grinned and patted him on the back.  "I think you're wonderful,
Xander.  Don't let her get to you." 


"I
won't.  But if she keeps it up can I call one of my exes to come eat
her?" 


"Not
nice." 


"I
know, but now and then...." 


"Not
a good night?" she teased. 


"You
notice I'm not sitting?" he countered, making her giggle and blush but
leave him alone.  He finished that report and put it aside, going back to
his next sample once that one was sealed and put away. 


***



Two
days later Xander looked up from his lunch at the screaming, grabbing his gun
on the way out the door.  He found everyone being faced down by two things
that looked like fantasy orcs with battle axes.  "Mac!" he
called.  "Sword!"  Mac ducked to get it from his office and
Xander took aim, firing at their foreheads.  It'd slow them down but not
much else.  They staggered, giving him time to get his sword, the gun
going back into the holster once he had it so he could jump in. 
"Stella, back!" he ordered.  "Back them up!" 


"You
heard him, move!" Mac ordered.  Most everyone but Lindsay
moved.  Stella had to pull her out of the way.  He guarded them while
Xander fought with the creatures.  One got his hand cut off and went down
wailing.  Xander got the other across the chest before being batted at by
the side of the axe he was holding.  Xander jumped the next blow and hit
him again, this time getting him in the neck.  He stabbed the other one and
panted, using a foot to brace against the beast so he could get his sword
back.  He walked back to Mac, still panting.  "Corrosive." 


"I'll
have it cleaned.  Are you okay? You got hit in the head, Xander." 


"Not
the first time.  Going back to lunch now."  He wobbled that way,
getting himself an extra soda and candy bar.  He deserved it. 


Lindsay
stormed in.  "What were those!" she demanded. 


"You
ask like I can pronounce their names," he shot back, glaring at her. 
"I'm trying to eat.  Do you mind?"  She backed off. 
"Thank you!  Go look them up.  Mac's got a manual." 
He took a bite of his sandwich and went back to the important, mind clearing of
the day.  After his next bite he called his former fellow student. 
"Can you tell Dumbass that I just had to remove two of the orc thingies
from life inside my station?  Yeah, I'm here in the city.  Lower
Manhattan.  Felony crime lab.  Could still be in the halls for all I
care," he noted, eating another bite.  "Yup," he mumbled
while he chewed.  "Thanks, man."  He hung up and went back
to it.  How his fellow student had gone through at least one White Lighter
he wasn't sure but that wasn't the same voice as his first one. 


Sheldon
walked in.  "Xander, Mac wanted me to check your head." 


"I'm
fine." 



"I'm
sure you think you are, but head injuries are tricky." 


"Had
a few, Sheldon."  He looked at him.  "I'm fine." 


"Let
me check, Xander. Or else he's calling Tim."  Xander moaned but let
him check while he sipped his soda and had his candy bar.  "Well, you
look okay.  Want to take the rest of the day off?" 


Xander
gave him a strange look. "For two orc thingies?"  He
snorted.  "Not hardly.  I'll go lock myself in my lab so I don't
have to hear the whispers but I'm good to work."  He finished up and
put his trash away before going back to his lab.  He locked himself in,
opened the delivery chute, and turned up the music. 


***



Tim
hung up and called Cleveland.  "Giles, Tim, Xander's former White
Lighter.  Well, no.  He needed me in a different way and the Powers
decided it was counter-productive so now I'm just the boyfriend.  Can we
get a slayer up here in New York?  One of the stations was just attacked,
that's why.  Xander calls them orc thingies.  Yeah, them. 
That's why he's better at hands-on stuff and I'm better at lecture stuff, but
he still doesn't want to handle it most of the time, Giles. 
Exactly.  That would help, yes.  Thank you."  He hung up
and shook his head, going to the station to check on his boy.  He found them
being cleaned up and looked at the mess.  "Rubbing alcohol. 
Straight onto the blood mess.  Then use lysol, then bleach.  It'll
all be better then.  You might wanna strip the wax too."  He
walked around the mess, heading for Xander's lab.  He had drawn him a
map.  The receptionist gave him an odd look.  "I'm Xander's
Tim." 


"Oh! 
Should I call?" 


"I'm
coming to check on him." 


"Sure. 
He's in his lab.  Locked in from what I heard."  She leaned
closer.  "He looked very impressive with that sword." 


"He
usually does but the last woman he dated turned into a serial
killer."   She giggled and handed him a pass, letting him go
check on his boyfriend.  He tapped on the lab's door, then frowned when no
one answered.  He sighed and pulled his ID badge off, using it to get past
the lock and walk inside, closing and locking it again. 
"Hey."  Xander jumped.  "I made the good call to Giles
to get one of the girls up here." 


"That'd
be nice.  Remember the guy who got one of you at the same time I got
you?"  Tim nodded slowly.  "Apparently his white lighter
changed too." 


"Yeah,
he's went through two who couldn't stand him after a few days."  He
walked over to give him a hug.  "You good?" 


"Small
headache."  He grinned at him.  "Good thing I let him have
the sword, huh?" 


"Very." 
He took a kiss.  "Come home tonight, Xander." 


"Ooh,
I plan on it," he said, leering a little bit. 


"If
it wouldn't get you in trouble I'd bang you here," he said, smirking back,
"but it would." 


"We
need a car." 


"We
don't have anywhere to park it." 


"But
how can we have energetic quickie car sex without a car?" 


Tim
looked at him.  "It's that sort of question that'll get you in
trouble with someone sometime soon."  He took another kiss. 
"Fully okay?" 


"Headache. 
One batted me with his axe." 


"Pity." 
He took another kiss but stepped back when someone rattled the door more
effectively. 


"Use
the chute, I'm not taking company at the moment," Xander called. 


"Fat
chance," Stella ordered.  Tim went to open the door, making her
smirk.  "Aha." 


"Not
like that.  It was locked when I came in too.  I'm simply smart
enough to use a badge." 


"Not
like we care.  I went to check Mac over because he was in the way and
nearly got hit."  She walked in.  "Who is Crowly?" 


"Bad
news," Xander said simply.  "Your coven?" 


"One
of them said I'd make a fantastic practitioner." 


"Think
sadists for power raising," Tim told her. 


She
grimaced.  "Ewww.  Okay.  So that wasn't a
compliment." 


"Actually,
coming from a Satanist, it might be," Xander offered.  "Though
Crowly-ites do tend to scare the rest of us.  They're mostly all very
strong willed." 


"So
maybe a compliment or maybe she called me a bitch.  Okay, I can deal with
that.  Did you do my bullets yet?" 


"I
have bullets?" 


"Sid
had them backlogged." 


"Sweetie,
I did those the first day," he said, looking confused.  "Unless
I'm horribly backlogged, I do everything the same day I get them.  Have
you checked your desk yet?"  She smiled and went to do that.  He
looked at Tim.  "Someone was inefficient." 


"Sometimes
that happens around a lab," he reminded him.  Danny came up the hall
so he stole a kiss from Xander.  "Want anything special for
dinner?" 


"You? 
Chocolate sauce?" 


"I
don't need to be put into traction," he said patiently.  Xander just
gave him his best good boy grin.  "I'll see if I can work that in
later.  For food, Xander?" 


"I
had lunch." 


Tim
closed the door and walked over.  "Quit stressing."  He
kissed him again.  "You don't need to stress out over this
stuff.  Really.  I promise."  He took another kiss. 
"Steaks?" 


"Less
heavy?  Steak bits on pasta?" 


"I
can do that."  He gave him a cuddle and his boy relaxed. 
"That's my boy.  It'll be okay," he promised.  Someone
knocked.  "Use the chute." 


"Uh-huh. 
We're all nosy."  He walked in and looked at them, smiling at the
cuteness.  "Don't worry about anyone but Montana, Xander." 


"Isn't
that a show on the Disney channel?" Xander asked.  Speed snickered
and gave him an extra squeeze.  "Thanks, Tim." 


"Welcome. 
I'll make us a good dinner. You come home on time."  He took another
kiss then looked at Danny.  "You need one too?" 


"Nah,
I'm good on those.  Shoo.  Let us coopt him for a few more
hours." 


"Sure. 
Soon, Xander."  He walked out, handing back his ID badge on his way
with a smirk.  Quickie car sex didn't sound so bad.  Too bad having a
car in the city was horrible. 


Danny
looked at Xander.  "So, Sid had three bullets of mine?" 


"Danny,
I tend to do things the same day I got them.  I've already cleared
nightshift's backlog and you guys have only brought me four bullets so far
today." 


"Reports?"



"Desk?"
he suggested. 


"That
could work.  I haven't seen it in a few days," he admitted, going to
check.  Sure enough, right in the center. A few didn't make him happy but
the rest were okay.  Xander really had done everything they'd sent
him.   He looked over and found Lindsay at her desk, trying to
work.  "You okay?" 


"No." 
She looked at him.  "I'm not sure I can be around those things."



Danny
snorted.  "It happens everywhere now and then, Lindsay.  That's
why they make so many paranormal movies in New York.  That and cop
shows."  She frowned.  "Listen, they're everywhere. 
Before none of them attacked you.  There's probably a pretty small percentage
that would attack people, especially at a police station.  We all know it
happens now and then.  Mostly you get someone who looks a bit funny and
sometimes can't speak English.  The two worlds hardly ever collide." 


"Did
Xander draw them here?" 


He
snorted and shook his head.  "Hell no.  Those ones were probably
hungry, figured we'd be easier snacks 'cause we're geeks."  He called
Xander on speaker.  "Why would those things have come here?" 


"The
orc thingies are usually either very fierce guards or warriors for a demonic
ruler's army.  I'm guessing they were forward scouts and the idiot in
charge wanted this area for himself.  Not a clue why though.  It
definitely wasn't peaceful.  They're smart enough to not have brandished
weapons if they had a peaceful intent, even if everyone had screamed and pulled
guns." 


"Thanks,
man."  He hung up.  "There, see?" 


She
nodded, but still didn't look convinced.  "Why here?" 


"Who
knows?  Maybe the station's got some sort of significance to it.  I'm
sure he and Mac can figure that out and stop it." 


"Fine." 
She went back to her paperwork.  "How do you learn to deal with that
stuff?" 


"There's
a program out in San Francisco that can teach you that.  It's a two year
thing, but I heard Xander got through it in one somehow.  It's where he
got the extra kit.  Tim said they have special chemistry classes and all
sorts of stuff.  That's where those two met." 


"Interesting."



"Few
days back Mac and Don ran into another graduate out hunting things when they
got attacked.  There's probably a few graduates around here." 


"So
just anyone can take it?" 


"It's
like college I'm sure." 


"Oh." 
She considered it.  "Do they teach forensics?" 


"Maybe
a bit for the hunting stuff," he offered.  "Then again, Xander
went in while he was in his forensics program from what he said.  Got
railroaded by his teachers."  She nodded and slumped down
again.  "If you wanna go, you could probably get him to give you
their number so you could call, maybe even get a recommendation." 


"No
thanks.  I don't want to deal with that." 


"Most
of the time it's a suspect that looks a little funny," he assured her
patiently.  "I'm surprised you haven't had one yet." 


"She
did," Stella called.  "The case in Chinatown."  She
walked in.  "Xander is a very hard worker."  He smiled at
her.  She handed over a report.  "From last night's
backlog.  He asked me to please deliver so we actually found ours this
time.  He's done and on his way to trace." 


"Why?"
Lindsay asked. 


"Because
he's got a major in ballistics and a minor in trace and field work,"
Stella told her.  "Xander was one of UCLA's prize students. 
That's why he got the internship in Miami." 


"How
did he get out of his sooner than everyone else?" 


"Easy,
Xander jumps in," Danny told her.  "He was filling in some on
night shift when they caught him, plus he was pulling normal full time hours
for Caine." 


"Mac
heard he temped in his last semester for LAPD too," Stella told
them.  "All he had was a chem and an english class so they let him
when someone went on maternity leave."  Lindsay gaped.  She
nodded.  "Yeah.  Xander may be a bit of a goofball now and then,
but he knows his stuff.   Mac said he could hit the field with us
this week, Danny." 


"Sure,
I'll take him on my next one." 


"Good." 
She smiled.  "Remember his picture thing." 


"I
can do that too."   He looked over his reports, sitting up
suddenly.  "Hold on.  Tell me that's a typo." 


She
looked then shook her head.  "He said to tell you to tell the one
that'll scream he checked three times but he didn't talk to the person in
question because he didn't know him well enough yet." 


"I
can handle that."  He got up and went to the detective's side,
getting a happy Don.  "Hey, you have a thirty-eight at home?" 


"Filed
a missing gun case last year.  Why?"  Danny handed it
over.  "It's not listed?" 


"Not
that he found."  Don growled and got into the system, shaking his
head.  "Anything?" 


"Nope. 
I've got the paperwork at home." 


"Good. 
He said he didn't know you well enough to come tell you himself." 


"I
can handle that.   He did it quietly?" 


"He
didn't tell Stella which report it was, just to tell me that he had checked it
three times to make sure." 


"Good. 
I like that about the kid.  I'll get the paperwork for you tonight,
Danny." 


"Thanks,
Don.  Sorry." 


"Hey,
it happens.  I knew that when it came up missing.  It was a pretty
standard 'someone broke in and stole all my stuff' moment." 


"That's
good.  Maybe we can get the guy who did it."  He smiled at
Xander as he walked in.  "Something good?" 


"Something
problematic.  We found out a while back that Chicago had a gun leak in the
department.  I just got one that came from here, got used out there,
supposedly got destroyed, then managed to end up back here in another person in
the same family's hand.  What are the odds of that?" 


"Really
long shot," Don said, taking the report.  He looked it over. 
"I like this report.  Easy to read.  Thank you." 


"I
do them all like that, even in Trace."  He looked at Danny. 
"Does the nightshift guy not handle cases on the same day they come
in?" 


"Now
and then he gets pretty backed up.  We were down to him for the last
month." 


"That's
reasonable then.  Anyway, we've told the gun database admins about the
leak out there.  Calleigh did because we found one in Miami.  They
were supposedly fixed but I'm starting to doubt a 'not' moment." 


"We
can talk to them too," Don promised.  "Thanks, Xander." 


"Welcome." 
He looked at him.  Then he grinned.  "The system took out a few
reports of missing guns around that time, Detective Flack.  It had a
notice in the system."  He walked off. 


"Huh." 
He nodded and went to talk to his boss, handing it to her.  "The
mythical gun.  Started here, went to Chicago, got destroyed, ended up back
here in the hands of someone in the same family." 


"How
did it get destroyed?" 


"Harris,
the new ballistics guy, said that they had a gun leak in their
department." 


"Call
out there to see if it's a current gun leak." 


"Yes,
ma'am."  He went to do that, getting a very nice detective.  He
wasn't going to call the lab itself, he'd call someone who worked with the
labs.  Calling the lab was Mac's job or Xander's job. 


***



Xander
called Horatio later that weekend.  "Can I come home yet?" 
He smiled at the sigh.  "My first field case and it's a strange
one.  I walk in and there's strange stuff waiting on me.  Strange
stuff came to attack the station too, Horatio."  He listened to the
calming voice and nodded.  "I know it'll settle down but can I come
home soon?"  He smiled.  "Thanks, boss.  Want
Tim?"  He smiled and handed the phone over, cuddling into him, at
least until his phone went off.  He snuck a kiss and got ready, heading to
the address on the text message.  He walked in with his case, signing in
with a sigh.  "Hi, all."  Everyone stared at him. 
"Who're you guys?" 


"Stabler,
SVU.  You?" 


"Harris,
CSI.  Feel like you're playing an alphabet game on Sesame Street?" 


Elliot
cracked a small smile.  "Now and then.  Why'd they call
you?" 


"Either
it's something strange, which I get, or it was my turn on the roster.  I'm
Mac's backup field guy."  That got nods so they let him at the
body.  "I know you," he said, frowning some.  "I don't
know from where.  Do we have a name?" 


"One
Buffy Summers." 


Xander
snatched the ID then snickered.  "Um, this is a fake, the real one is
one of the girls who warped me so badly."  He stared at her. 
"I think this is Magnolia, but she's from the same group in
Cleveland.  She probably wanted to not be found so she's borrowing Buffy's
ID.  Let me tape this." 


"You
tape instead of taking photos?" the ME asked. 


"Yeah,
I take crappy photos," Xander admitted, taping the scene.  "Back
up please?"  The detectives got out of his way so he could get
measuring shots.  He finished and came closer again, camera on the strap
around his neck.  "Let me guess, I got called in for the strange
people eating marks?  Because I haven't seen a cannibal in nearly five
months."  He looked at the ME, getting a nod, so he put the flaps of
skin together for a better view, taking another bit of film. 
"Interesting bite pattern.  Doc, there's some bite tread on her
organs, can you cast it?" 


She
looked.  "Maybe."  She went over the body while he
helped.  He plucked off a hair.  "What's that?" 


"Not
a clue yet."  He bagged it then moved to do more. 
"Hmm.  Tuft of fur," he said, plucking it out of the wound and
bagging it too.  He got the rest and put it in there as well.  He
sealed it and wrote on it, then kept going.  "Let me know, Doc?"



"Sure. 
Where should I call?" 


"Ballistics. 
Taylor's lab."  She nodded, making a note of that.  They moved
the body and he got to work on the bed and surrounding areas.  "I'll
do the front door last since it's the most contaminated." 


"That's
fine," Stabler agreed.  "So, this is your backup thing?" 


"I've
got a major in ballistics, a minor in trace and a minor in field work," he
admitted while he worked.  "Plus I handle the strange shit cases
because that's where I'm from and that's where you might be going on this
because she's one who handles it too." 


"Charming,"
he said grimly.  "Do you know anything about her?" 


"I
only knew her for a few weeks about six years ago.  I remember she got
called to the duty, her mother didn't like that idea however.  She ended
up running away to protect her family after she got called." 


"Okay,
let's start there.  Called?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "She's a slayer, Detective."  A guy in the
hall groaned.  "I think he knows what that means."  An
older guy walked in.  "Hey, Harris, CSI." 


"Well,
at least they called the expert on it." 


"Not
hardly.  Do I look like a Watcher?" he asked dryly, going back to
work.  "If I'm right, that was Magnolia.  I haven't seen her in
years.  She's one of the junior slayers." 


"Where
are they now, kid?" 


"Cleveland
leaving me the hell alone before I kill them all," Xander said dryly. 


"Why?"
Elliot asked. 


Xander
looked at them.  "According to one I was about as useful as dryer
lint after fighting with them for six years."  He gaped.  He
nodded.  "Yeah.  So I went to work on LA's protection and went
to school because I annoyed the crap out of the head guardian in LA. 
Brooding vampire, not a fun boss most of the time until it was time to prank
him."  He went back to work. "More of the fur.  Either he
as wearing something furry or he had a dense undercoat.  This is
underfur."  He bagged it as well and moved onto the restraints. 
"Huh.  Play quality," he said, undoing them and bagging
them.  "Okay, let's track back to the doorway.  Did we follow a
path, guys?"  Elliot nodded so he did a circuit of the room and came
up without much.  One other fingerprint, then the outer room and finally
the doorway.  "There we go.  Give me three days before you call,
that gives me time to run everything."  They nodded. 
"Good."  He dug out a card and handed it over once everything
was in the evidence box.  He checked, he had everything.  "Okay,
I'm off, no comments please, and I'll see you guys in three days.  If you
haven't called, I'll pop around with the report."  They nodded. 
"Do you need the number down there to call them?  I'm not sure of the
protocol about them versus her parents." 


"I'll
do down there, I've got the number," the older guy said. 


Xander
grinned.  "Good, cause I'd have to look it up.  Tata for
now."  He walked off, going  back to the lab.  Mac gave him
an odd look so he shook his head.  "Field call for SVU. 
Cleveland," he said briefly, going to work in Trace.  He found Danny
working late and put down his box, getting an odd look.  "Got a call
for SVU." 


"Interesting. 
They're kinda uptight." 


"It
was a slayer," he complained.  "Someone called since she'd been
nibbled on."  He got down to work once he had on clean gloves and his
coat, finding his glasses were still in there from earlier.   He
started with the restraints, sorting things so all his fingerprints were
together in one pile waiting for more.  Then the hairs in another. 
The few swabs went together, then he got down to fingerprint the bigger
stuff.  Danny watched him and he gave him a look.  "It's my
weaker area." 


"It
happens to the best of us.  Ask if you need help." 


"I
always do.  I'm like that.  I know I'm not a God yet.  When I am
some future ballistics tech will come up and bow to me like I once did to
Calleigh and Bobby from Las Vegas." 


"Uh-huh."



"Teacher
made us." 


"Okay,
that's reasonable.  Tops in their field," he decided, moving to
help.  "I'd use the other one on that surface, Xander."  He
took it to do the prints.  "Slept through fingerprinting?" 


"No. 
Had a concussion through fingerprinting but I didn't get to sleep through
it.  I'm good at the baseline stuff in there and DNA." 


"That's
good though, you know where you belong."  He found a print. 
"Pretty one right there."  He lifted it and took the others to
run for him.   Xander opened his mouth.  "I'm waiting on
mine to run, I can start fingerprints for you." 


"Okay. 
I'm used to doing my own cases all by myself." 


"We're
not greedy around here.  That's why we get to borrow you." 
Xander grinned and got back to work on the rest of everything, ending up with
the hairs last.  Danny brought over reports.  "Only one
registered in the system." 


"Thanks. 
Bunny fur."  He let Danny see.  Danny grinned at him. 
"Found inside the wound so either someone was wearing bunny or someone was
a bunny and shed." 


"Let's
hope they were wearing bunny instead of were a bunny."  He nudged him
with a grin.  "Report?" 


"Going
to start it now."  He got to work on that, not having fun with
it.  There wasn't much he could conclude. The single fingerprint that
matched was the victim's.  He finished up the report and looked at it,
then sighed.  "That's not a lot." 


"You've
still got the three swabs to run," he reminded him. 


Xander
hit himself on the head and moved to run them. 


"Go
home," Danny ordered.  "You've already pulled a full one plus a
few hours." 


"I
need to..." 


"They'll
either be run by night shift or you can do it in the morning, Xander.  Go
cuddle Tim."  He turned the boy around and gave him a light
shove.  "Now."  Xander nodded, packing everything back
together with his report in there, plus the swabs.  He tucked it into the
work cabinet then left, going home. Danny shook his head, finishing up his own
case so he could take his advice.  Mac came in a while later. 
"Why're you still here?" 


"Paperwork. 
I thought I'd check Xander's case for him." 


"I
made him go home already.  He was starting to yawn and he forgot he had
swabs." 


"He
got here at nine and it's nearly... ten," he said after checking his
watch.  "It's time for him to go.  He only had an hour before he
was called out." 


"You
too, Mac.  That's when you got here too." 


"Point." 
He smiled.  "You staying?" 


"Nope. 
I'm finishing up this one test then heading." 


"Thanks,
Danny."  He walked out, going to his car to go home.  He was
even nice enough to give Xander a ride.  It was only a block out of his
way.  Being that tired on the subway would mean he'd get pickpocketed. 


***



Xander
walked late the next afternoon, smiling at the chaos of SVU.  "I'm
magnificent but it's mostly going to be footwork," he said, handing the
two reports to Stabler.  "The swabs took longer so they're
separate." 


"What
can you tell me?" 


"The
fur I found was bunny so either someone was wearing it or was it.  It was
the dense undercoat part of the fur."  He yawned. "Sorry, subway
knocks me out.  Two prints were no match in the system.  Bring me a
suspect and we can match them fairly quickly.  The restraints were bought
at one of the local porn stores but I didn't track down which one yet since I
don't know where they all are.  Only been in town for a few weeks,"
he said at the curious look.  "They weren't high end, they weren't
customed in any way, so probably hundreds sold in the last year.  That'll
be a long-shot search.  I do know that Magnolia did fight back.  One
of the swabs was spit from another person and it had minute amounts of blood in
it.  The others were KY Jelly lube."  He yawned again. 
"Sorry.  Let's see.  The only thing that could help you the most
is the DNA on the blood, still waiting on that.  Jane's backed up by about
a day at the moment.  I gave her your name to call you."  Elliot
nodded.  "Other than that, your ME should probably have a field day
to see if she had anything under her nails or in her mouth.  If I remember
right she was kinda a biter.  She bit Dawn for trying to get into the bathroom
ahead of her." 


"Our
killer female or male?" 


"Have
to wait on Jane for that."  He called over there.  "Jane,
do you have even a gender on mine?" he asked.  "Yeah, I
am."  He grinned.  "I'll tell him that. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "She said it'd be tomorrow morning
and you could make her day by coming down if you needed to.  She got sent
the fingernail scrapings by the ME."  That got a smile.  
"So, yes. She'll have that tomorrow.  Right now, look for someone
wearing dense bunny fur.  Get us fingerprints.  They're in the system
so you should be able to pull and process them from closer if you need
to." 


"That'll
work.  Nothing else?" 


"From
practical experience I'd say you're looking for someone smaller.  Someone
bigger could've held her down until he had her knocked out.  She probably
wasn't *awake* when he took bites out of her," he said dryly. 
"Everyone would've heard the screams.  I'd expect a sedative of some
sort or another.  Maybe a physical blow to keep her down.  Having her
handcuffed was redundant unless it was a power move or they had to so they
could administer whatever knock out agent.  Maybe they felt it was
necessary in case she woke up.  Wish I could do more for you,
Detective.   This is a legwork case and I'll help if you want." 


"No,
I've got a good idea from this, Harris.  Thanks." 


He
grinned.  "Welcome.  I'm off to play with my guns again if you
need me, and remember, I'm supposedly retired from the strange shit that floats
around now and then.  Good luck."  He walked off, going back to
the subway so he could go back to work. 


Elliot
looked over the report, blinking at it.  "Why doesn't our usual tech
write like this?" he complained. 


John
Munch came over to look then smiled.  "Easily understood.  I
want to work with Taylor's team if they all write like this."  He
took it to look over.  "Huh.  Looks like we should hit the
ME." 


"We
can do that.  He said she sent fingernail scrapings to their DNA
tech." 


"So
she's got to have at least some idea."  They took the reports with
them, heading down to the ME's domain.  "Hey, doc?"  She
smiled.  "Got the reports from Harris." 


"Everything
but DNA.  We'll have that tomorrow.  He said Jane's backed up." 


"She
usually is," she agreed.  "We are too." 


"Did
we find a sedative?" 


"We
found two.  I also took his advice to see if we could cast the bite
marks.  We could and did, plus I had someone do a drawing from the tears
around her abdomen.  They were ripped, not cut open."  They both
looked sick.  "She was a strong girl.  Her muscle mass was
extremely high." 


"He
thought the attacker might've been smaller," Elliot told her. 
"Used the handcuffs to subdue her until he could knock her out." 


"Probably." 
She took the report to look over, blinking.  "Not as technical as
usual.  Taylor must be upset." 


"Not
hardly," Mac said as he walked in with his newest body.  "We
have an officer, Doc." 


"Why
not take them to Sid?" 


"Because
it's a relative to someone in my morgue.  Besides, I wanted to come down
to look over Xander's shoulder, make sure he's settling in okay." 


"He's
new?" 


"Just
out of his internship in Miami," he said with a smirk.  "He's
from the UCLA program." 


"Good. 
They're good people."   She frowned.  "Is he normally
a field tech?" 


"Nope,
ballistics," Elliot told her. 


"He's
my backup tech, doc." 


"Wow. 
You like his reports?" 


"We
do.  They're easy to understand for the detectives and technical enough
for us.   He does good work."  He let her have the
clipboard, exchanging it for the report.  "Rabbit fur." 


"He
said they were either wearing very dense rabbit fur or they were a bunny
because that was undercoat fur," Elliot said with a smirk. 


Mac
nodded.  "I've had this recently.  Come down in a while, give me
enough time to find it.  It might be nothing."  He handed it
back and took the clipboard once she had checked the body and signed. 
"Thanks, doc." 


"Welcome,
Mac.  You know we love to help."  He smiled and left.  She
looked at them.  "A bit odd." 


"That's
okay, she's part of the strange stuff patrol," Elliot told her.  "John
had the pleasure of calling Cleveland." 


"Her
mother's from Maine.  We notified her." 


"We
called her sponsoring group," John told her. 


"Okay." 
She went back to her report.  "See this mark?"  They looked
and she turned on the lights for him.  "Someone got happy after
biting into her.  I sent that swab to Jane as well.  I figured it was
the same person."  They nodded.  "What was she doing in New
York?" 


"Handling
some of the strange stuff," John said dryly. "It's her appointed
job." 


"One
of those," she said grimly.  He nodded.  "Okay.  Let's
hope her attacker is normal then." 


"Should
be," Elliot offered.  "That looks like normal semen." 


"It
does.  Let me know if you find anything."  They nodded, taking
the report with them.  That and DNA were their best hope.  She put
the body into the cooler and got to work on her newest one.  A fallen
officer was not happy for anyone and they wanted those solved quickly. 


***



Mac
and Stabler walked two other folders into ballistics but Xander held up a
hand.  "I'll lose my train of thought."  He had to back up
and retype the sentence he was working on.  A few minutes later and his
report was done and saved.  "Sorry, had to get it all
out."  He turned to look at theirs.  "Hmm, not eaten but
bitten," he said, looking at one folder.  The other one was
similar.  "Practice or not worthy?" he asked, looking at Mac. 


"You
tell us, you've got more experience in serials than most techs, I want your
thoughts, Xander."  Mac watched him work. 


Xander
leaned on the table to get closer, taking off his glasses.  He studied
each picture, eventually pushing aside the third.  "Not this guy or
for a different reason.  This one has the same marks, the same
style.  That one's lesser, not worthy or something.  Maybe a trainee
thing?"  He went back over the two, frowning.  "Did I swab
the cuffs for skin cells?"  He moved to open his report, finding that
he did.  "Did Jane get that to you?" 


"Not
yet.  She said another two hours," Elliot said. 


Xander
nodded, coming back.  "Hmm."  Ran a finger over the results
list, tapping one.   "Chaptstick on the body.  Could get
DNA from that to compare maybe."  Elliot pulled out his phone to call
the ME.  He looked at Mac.  "I don't know a ritual significance
of eating someone like that.  It's definitely nothing in my old sphere of
problems.  I do remember the cannibal case in Miami.  The guy
testified that he microwaved some parts because that was his preference. 
Some guys cooked and ate, some guys microwaved, some guys ate raw, it led them
back to their carnivorous roots.  Those guys do it to feel like the animal
spirit that they embody.  Sort of like they think that they're possessed,
or could be possessed by an animal spirit; it could be urging them.  I've
only seen one of those since it happened to me back in high school though,
that's pretty rare, takes a ritual, plus access to the animals for a good
month."  He got back down closer to the pictures.  "But if
it's that, why Bunny fur?"  He hit himself on the head. 
"If they're going with their innate animal nature, they'd have to have a
costume.  The more realistic the better.  What did the castings look
like?"  He looked at Elliot. 


"He
wanted to know what the teeth castings looked like, Doc.  Yeah.  That's
what he's thinking.  She said they're a bit distorted." 


"Maybe
it's how he's had his fixed or a dental implant," Xander offered.  He
nodded and held out his phone when the picture got sent.  He looked at it
then smiled.  "Wolf.  Those are wolf teeth."  He
handed it back.  "So he's probably enacting his hunting
instincts.  Then why go after Magnolia?  She was a hunter
herself." 


"It's
part sexual," Elliot said, hanging up.  "He got off on both
bodies.  You're right, she did find chapstick."  He came back. 
"So, you think this guy dresses up in a wolf costume?" 


"At
least a headdress.  He's trying to pull the spirit that he feels is within
him, like his ancestor or who had blessed his line, into him while he
hunts.  If he's going after strong women it's to prove he's vital, strong
enough for the pack, strong enough to get a mate, etc and so forth." 
Elliot smirked and nodded.  "I know, that's more your area,
right?" 


"Yup. 
So the costume is where the rabbit fur is?" 


"Probably
couldn't find a pure wolf hide.  Had to make some of it.  Used rabbit
since it's close in texture to gray wolves.  With the white undercoat we
found I'd guess that's the sort, that or arctic wolf."  He handed
them back with a grin.  "Not too bright either.  His ancestor
would be *pissed* to have their lesser, weaker, food source as part of the
costume.  As for psychology of the person?  Got a shrink?" 


"I
do and I can tell him what you said, let him finish it.  Thanks,
kid." 


"Welcome. 
Don't forget Jane." 


"Oh,
I'm not.  I'm hoping he's in the system." 


"If
not, check his hunting patterns and see if the last one might've been a
training hunt, an early hunt, or even a brother or son hunting.  It's
lesser, like a cub." 


"I
can do that too.  Thanks."  He walked off. 


Mac
smiled at him.  "I appreciate you, Xander.  A lot." 


"Then
can I have less strange crap cases?" 


Mac
chuckled and nodded. "Definitely.  Though you'll have one last
one.  I heard that another precinct got your former student?" 


"Fellow
student, please.  I only taught him by putting him on his back
repeatedly.  He thought he was Batman, always jumping in.  Claimed he
was just as good as Blade but he lacked the sense of style and the moves."



Mac
nodded. "I'll see if it's true.  If so, do you want it?" 


"If
he was killed by something you'll need me to handle, maybe.  It might be
in the book.  See what happened to his White Lighter." 


"I
will.  Maybe we can talk to him?" 


"I'll
see."  He shrugged.  "Best I can do.  I don't make the
rules for the Powers.  If I did, no one else like me would be created so
they couldn't be warped by girls." 


"Sure. 
I'll check into that for you."  He walked off, going to check with
Jane since one of them was on his case as well.  Now he saw why Horatio
wanted the boy back so desperately. 


***



Xander
looked at Tim later that night after dinner.  "Why do cannibal cases
come for me?" 


"Latent
hyena instincts?" he suggested. 


"Crap."



"Basically. 
Another one?" 


"Magnolia's
case." 


"Pity. 
Hold on, rabid bunnies?  You had rabbit fur." 


"Wolf.  
Costume probably." 


"A
wolf sprit would be pissed.   Or I would be if I was."  He
shrugged and gave him a cuddle.  "They find him?" 


"DNA
matched someone.  Mac and Stabler are working it since it was two cases
with a possible third." 


"Ehh. 
Charming.  Okay, now what?" 


"Now.... 
I'm wondering if we're getting another one." 


"Yup. 
I called to make sure they knew.  We are getting Rona." 


"I
like Rona.  She had some common sense.  She's also about four years
younger than me.  That means I won't have to smack around a teenage
girl." 


"Decent. 
What about the other guy you graduated with?"  Xander sighed. 
"That stupid this week?" 


"Yup
and it got him dead."  Speed looked down at him.  He
nodded.  "Yuppers.  I had to do a summoning to see if we could
get him or his white lighter.  Got his first white lighter, who was
sniffling.  She was watching over him.  He went through three." 


"They
sacrificed their existence to protect him and he went through *three* in two
years?"  Xander nodded.  "Damn." 


"Nothing
that hard either, he had lack of planning.  Never the right weapon
sort."  He snuggled in again.  "How's Miami?" 


"Okay. 
Wolfe's having a bad week." 


"Hoof
disease again?" 


"Little
bit.  She goaded him into it this time, with H standing there. 
Horatio arrested her on the spot for it too." 


"Goodie." 
He grinned then nuzzled.  "Are we getting visitors soon?" 


"Next
month.  Which means we've got to finish fixing up the guest
room/office." 


"Futon?"



"Uncomfortable,"
Speed reminded him. 


"Daybed?"



"Better. 
We'll see what we can find." 


"Sure." 
He ran a hand over Tim's stomach.  "First payday's tomorrow.  Am
I getting take out?" 


"Yup. 
Or we could go out."  Xander looked at him.  "You're on
call?" 


"I
have the feeling I am," he said, nodding at the spot of light in the
kitchen.  It expanded then solidified into a body.  "Hey,
Detective Hagen." 


Speed
looked then groaned.  "Call Mac, we'll go down for the
funeral."  Xander called, walking away.  "Hey, Hagen."



"Hey,
Speed.  This is really odd.  I don't want to be here." 


"You
and Xander both." 


"Yeah,
now I know why."  He looked up.  "Can't I just be
dead?" he called quietly.  He got a sudden headache. 
"Apparently not."  He looked over.  "No wonder he's so
warped." 


"Yeah,
that's about what I said too," he agreed, going back to his reading. 
"When is it?" 


"Two
days," Xander called. 


"That's
fine, you've got a bug thing invasion tonight," Hagen offered. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Charming.  Flame thrower?"  Hagen
nodded.  "Good.  Tim?" 


"Back
closet.  Blue case.  Bring a sword too, just in case, dear." 


"Not
coming?" 


Tim
looked at him.  "Bring Lindsay." 


Xander
beamed.  "Sure."  He snickered and went to call Mac. 
"Mac, Xander.  Bad things.  I need help tonight with an invasion
of bug things and ...  Flame thrower actually.  I've got one.  I
could probably improvise another with a trip to a hardware store.  Yeah,
we're needed in Miami for a funeral.  One of the detectives I worked with. 
Calleigh's boyfriend, Mac.  Two days.  So I'll handle that, fly out
sometime late tomorrow, and be back the day after?  That'll work. 
Sure, come on over.  I'll send Tim to the hardware store. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "Okay, gotta go improvise
one."  He grabbed his wallet and looked at Tim, who sighed.  He
made out a list and gave him a kiss before he left so he could deal with
John.  "Are you going to stay tangible most of the time?" 


"I
hope not.  I need to be in Miami at least once.  I've got to warn
someone."  He grabbed his head again.  "Or maybe not."



"About...."



"Ray."



"Junior?" 
Hagen looked at him.  "Ah.  Never made it?" 


"No
cause to yet." 


"I'll
lt him know quietly.  Thanks."  He went to pack a small bag for
each of them, including suits and Tim's sunglasses.  He came out when
someone knocked, opening the door.  "Hey, Mac.  Tim's at the
hardware store.  John, where are we heading?" 


"Docks. 
They're coming off a ship." 


Mac
walked in and closed the door.  "I called Lindsay.  I figured
it'd stop problems." 


"It
would."  He looked at John. "Tell him where so he can figure out
what we're doing and how we're deploying.  I don't know the area that
well." 


"Sure,
kid."  He walked over to help Mac plan that, getting the door when
Lindsay walked in.  "Hey."  He smiled at Speed, letting
Xander help carry.  "At least I don't have to do that." 


"His
new White Lighter?" Mac asked quietly.  John nodded.  "So
the funeral..."  That got another nod.  "I'm sorry." 


"I
ran out of options, Mac.  It's not anyone's fault but my own." 


"I'm
still sorry." 


"Yeah,
I realize now how bad I was.  And in punishment, I get to help the
kid." 


Mac
smiled.  "He's very dynamic." 


"I
got to see first hand how those stupid brats warped him.  Speaking of,
Buffy's in town."  Tim dropped his wrench to stare at him. 
"Yup." 


"Aw,
shit.  Xander, Buffy's in town." 


"Am
I making another one for her?" 


"No,"
John said.  "Not like she'd get *dirty* since she's went
administrative, kid." 


"Ehh,
then I'll be mean when I see her."  He finished putting the first one
together and tested it, turning it off and going to the next one.  He
finished that one and it was better.  "There.  Done.  Where
are we going?"  Mac let them see.  "Can we do it from the
shadows?  Will we have to watch out for the guards?" 


"No
guards on that dock," John told him. 


"How
do you know and who are you?" Lindsay asked. 


"John
Hagen."  He shook her hand.  "I'm assigned to help Xander
with the strange crap issues." 


"Then
what are we doing?" 


"We
are going to stop a harmful invasion coming off a ship, Lindsay," Xander
told her.  "It'll be like burning roaches only these eat
people."  He got his own, smiling at the extra fuel tank. 
"Thanks, Tim." 


"I'll
make you cocoa when you come back," he promised, giving him another
kiss.  Lindsay gagged and looked away.  "Be safe, don't get
bitten.  Remember, they can carry rabies."  Xander nodded and
headed out with John and the others, Mac carrying the flame throwers for him
and Lindsay.  He shook his head.  "That poor, deluded
girl."  He went to clean up the parts and then called Calleigh. 
"I heard, sweetie.  We're coming down tomorrow."  He
smiled, letting her cry and talk to him while he made flight reservations
online.  "Of course.  No, he's out handling a bug infestation. 
Eats people, carries rabies.  Exactly.  That's my girl.  You can
have all the cuddles you need tomorrow.  Well...." he said at her
question about seeing him.  He smirked and nodded at her guess. 
"That's what makes you such a good CSI.  Yeah, we'll watch out for
him, sweetie, I promise.  Just hold on and we'll be down
tomorrow."  She sniffled and hung up, he finished the reservations. 


***



Mac
looked at the small scurrying thing.  "Will they eat rats?" 


"And
dogs, cats, people, cows.  They're from the African plains and they'll
pretty much eat anything with a pulse."  He burned the rat then
looked at her.  "Okay, that's the ship John got told about. 
Watch out for a dark, scuttling cloud."  They watched the ship dock,
ropes were tied down, people got checked off as they came off.  Mac nudged
him, pointing.  "Yup, that's them.  John, can you go tell them
to hold the cargo?"  John nodded, phasing out to do that. 


"What..."
she started. 


Xander
popped her on the forehead.  "Yes, he can do that.  That's why
he got assigned to me for things like this.  Which are for emergencies
only," he said dryly.  He turned back around.  "Ah, there's
the swarm.  Mac, take left, that's their most likely exit.  Lindsay,
take center.  I'll herd toward Mac and you do the same.  Aim for the
heads.  That's the least amount of armor."  They headed out to
do that, charring bugs on the way.  Mac stomped one.  "Doesn't
work and they bite back."  Lindsay burned that one for him and they
got down to circling the swarm and destroying it.  By the time they got
the last one, someone was standing there waiting.  Xander looked over at
him.  "Customs?"  He nodded once. "They're
carnivorous." 


"I
saw the bite one of your people got.  You are?" 


"Harris,
from Sunnydale." 


"I
used to work LA," he moaned. 


Xander
grinned.  "Me too!  I worked with Angel.  Small world,
huh?" 


"That
ship?" 


"Yuppers. 
African plains demon ants." 


"That'll
work for me.  Burn 'em where?" 


"Head,
less armor.  They do bite, they can carry rabies.  Go for anything
with a pulse." 


"I'll
have a sweep done starting tomorrow.  Thank you.  Go
away."  He walked off. 


"Okay." 
They walked back to Mac's car.  "Who got bit?" 


"I
got one small one," Mac admitted. 


Lindsay
looked down.  "I'm wearing cowboy boots.  It got most of
them." 


"Check
and have the ER tend to it if not," Xander instructed. 
"Remember, they can carry rabies." 


"Sure. 
I'll do that."  She handed over her flame thrower and got into the
front.  "Do you do that every night?" 


"Hell
no."  Xander got into the back.  "Mac, can you drop me
off?" 


"Sure,
you're on the way home.  Lindsay, I'll get as close as I can to
yours." 


"Thanks,
Mac." 


"Welcome." 
He looked back at Xander.  "Can they get them all?" 


"They
can even do it in the daylight," he said dryly. 


"Even
better.  When are you two leaving tomorrow?" 


Xander
pulled out his phone.  "Sweetie, when are we heading down for the
funeral?"  He nodded.  "Be there soon.  Leaving
now.  No, no bites.  Mac might have one.  Lindsay had boots
on."  He smiled.  "Sure."  He hung up. 
"Drop me at the corner so I can get him the good ice cream?" 


"Sure."  
He started the car and headed that way. 


"We're
leaving at seven so I shouldn't need to leave that early." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  Things like that are important."  He turned on
the radio.  "Tim doesn't like these things?" 


"He
kinda got put into that against his will.  They put him with me because of
my training and his training basically.  He wasn't on the list.  The
other guy I graduated with, well, he went through a few thanks to lack of
planning.  That's why he died." 


"You
can die doing this?" Lindsay asked. 


"Do
you think the things came into the station couldn't and wouldn't have killed
someone, Lindsay?" he countered.  "There's plenty of them, even
some of the more gentle ones, if only so they're left alone.  The world is
a lot wider than you think." 


"Oh." 
She settled down to think about it.  "Does Don Flack go with you
guys?  And Danny?" 


"Never
invited either of them," Xander admitted.  "I think Don was with
Mac when something attacked them."  Mac nodded.  "That's
why I gave him the ID manual.  Just in case." 


"I
guess that's good.  Who died?" 


"A
detective we worked with in Miami," he said quietly.  "Things
got overwhelming and he ended up killing himself." 


"Oh." 
She nodded.  "I'm sorry you lost him." 


"He
wasn't a *close* friend but the boyfriend of someone who was and I did work
with him a few times."  He undid his seatbelt.  "Here's
good, Mac.  Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He watched Xander get out, rolling down the window.  "Xander,
flamethrower?" 


"I'll
get it in a few days, Mac." 


"Sure." 
He rolled back up the window and dropped Lindsay a few blocks from her place,
then headed home.  He needed to treat his leg wounds.  When he got
there he found Stella waiting on him and her not looking happy. 
"Something happen?" 


"You
got bitten by a carnivorous demon and you're *home*?" she demanded,
turning him around and walking him off.  "Do not make me cuff you,
Mac Taylor, because I will!  You have got to take better care of
yourself!" 


"Who
called?" he groaned. 


"Tim."



He
shook his head, surrendering his keys.  Stella in this mood meant he was
doomed if he complained.  She'd start hitting soon if he didn't do what
she said.  She even stayed at the ER with him so he couldn't escape. 
"You know, Lindsay may've been bitten too." 


"I
called her.  She's fine.  They all got her boots.  She needs new
ones." 


"Good. 
That's good."  The nurse came back to tend to the injuries. 
"We were told they might be carrying rabies but we burned them all." 


"We
called the docks and got a sample, Detective.  So far the indicators are
negative but it'll be a while longer." 


"Does
he have to stay?" 


"No,
we can treat them and then call him when we have it.  It shouldn't be much
past dawn.  At which time he'll have to rush back and start treatments if
it is positive.  Sound fair enough?" she asked with a smile. 


"Call
me," Stella ordered, handing over her card.  "I'll make sure of
it, ma'am." 


"Good." 
She got to work fussing over his bite marks. 


***



Xander
walked into Calleigh's apartment and hugged her.  "I'm here. 
Let it go," he whispered, walking her off.  She let go, letting him
handle it for now. 


Tim
walked Horatio off since he was there.  "John said something,"
he said quietly.  "About Ray."  Horatio stiffened. 
"That there was no cause for him to make it to the other side." 


Horatio
swallowed.  "No cause?" 


"No
cause." 


"That
means..." 


"He
may be alive," he agreed quietly. 


Horatio
patted him on the arm.  "Thank you, Tim." 


"If
I had thought I would've asked."  That got a nod.  "I'm
sorry, H." 


"It's
not your fault.  How is John?" 


"Much
more ghostly than I was.  He doesn't tend to stick around."  He
looked around, nodding in the corner.  "He's been watching over
her." 


"That
should comfort her," he agreed, walking over to whisper in Xander's ear,
getting a nod.  "Calleigh, I've got to go to the office for a few
minutes.  Can I leave you with them?" 


"Thank
you."  She wiped her eyes off.  "I know you've got other
things to do than baby me." 


He
smiled.  "I'll be back in a little while.  You need us right
now.  That's all that matters."  He stroked over her hair. 
"Try to rest."  He left, going to check out that lead. 
Something was very wrong if his brother was still alive. 


Tim
sat on her other side, letting her hug him.  "How is he?" she
asked. 


"Good. 
He spends a lot of time gone.  A lot more than I did." 


"Xander
needed you," she reminded him. 


"True,
if only to make him quit wearing the t-shirts that induce headaches." 


"Mac
said that he happy with them." 


"That's
because every time he works himself into a headache, you show up wearing one of
those and he had to take a nap," Tim said dryly. 


"Exactly,"
Xander said happily.  "I get to wear my favorite shirts *and* do good
for the department." 


"Read
him a story next time.  You keep giving Danny headaches too, Xan." 


"I
missed you two." 


Tim
smiled.  "He can read you a story too." 


"That's
okay.  I can't sleep." 


Xander
pulled her up and carried her into the bedroom, laying her down and taking off
her shoes, then curling up around her to murmur a story into her ear, making
her relax and eventually fall asleep against his chest. 


***



Xander
walked in his first day back, looking at Mac.   "Hi." 


"Hi. 
How was Miami?" 


"Kinda
depressing.  Calleigh is doing a bit better.  She's sleeping on her
own now."  Mac nodded at that.  "Did you get the wolf
guy?" 


"Arctic
wolf costume that he wore while feasting," he said, handing over the
file.  Xander grinned.  "How are you going to explain this if
the defense asks?" 


"Mac,
what cannibal isn't going to ask for mental help?" 


"He
isn't yet." 


"Then
I'll point out that I did have to do some profiler training as part of my
training and a bit more thanks to an ex-girlfriend with that issue.  That
I've handled another cannibal case in Miami and talked to that guy.  Plus
I like animals.  Speaking of, we're going to get a dog tonight. 
Wanna come?" 


"No,
I'll let you two visit the pound alone. I might come back with one
myself."  He patted him on the shoulder.  "I hope we can
work that out in a logical manner?" 


"I
have before."  He handed it back.  "I can dissemble with
the best when necessary, Mac." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "You have a backlog.  Chad was out last night."



"Charming." 
He went to his lab, finding his glasses in there and his lab coat still hanging
up.  "I'm back!" he called.  "Anyone have anything
else for me?" 


Sheldon
leaned in.  "I've got a gun in fingerprint and trace." 


"That'll
work.  Any others?" 


"Stella's
scraping a bullet for trace.  Sid's got four." 


"I
like Sid, he can walk." 


"I'll
let him know."  He smiled.  "Welcome back."  He
walked off. 


"Thanks." 
He looked at his samples, starting oldest first.  That way some ADA
somewhere could quit fussing.  His phone rang. 
"Ballistics," he answered.  He looked at it then at the
packages.  "DA Smith, I'm just back from a funeral.  It's about
ten down on my list so I'll get to it today, barring unforeseen things. 
Lab assaults, those sort of things.  You'll have it by the end of my
shift, ma'am.  No, I'm not.  Because protocol is first come first
served unless there's a temporal reason.  A gun doesn't have those. 
Then you tell the judge the ballistics tech just got back from a funeral for a
fellow officer and friend in Miami and I'll have it for you at the end of my
shift, which is seven tonight.  I'll have it nicely reported and all
that.  Then put him on."  He waited.  "Sir, CSI
Harris, Ballistics.  No, sir, a fellow officer's funeral in Miami. 
Because I just transferred up from Miami, sir.  Apparently the night shift
person didn't get to it.  I will have it by the end of my shift
today.  Sir, I'm not breaking *federal* protocol for your convenience.
*Federal* protocol says first come first served unless there's a temporal
issue, like a degrading sample.   You don't have those on guns and
there's ten in front of hers.  You'll have it by seven, sooner if
possible. 


"I'm
not that slow but I do have to do it.  You do realize that arguing with me
is not only futile but wasting time that could be used to get that gun
sooner?  I'm aware of that.  Actually, whoever marked the tag put
that he shot a child.  In front of it are another six homicides and the
rest are robberies.  I want this guy to go away just as much as you do,
sir.  I'm sure you do, sir.  Then let me get back to work and I'll
have it for you by seven.  Sir, I am one of the original stubborn bastards
about protocol.  You've already lost this argument.  Now you're
keeping me from doing my work and getting you that report sooner.  Your
choice," he said firmly.  "Now, are there any other cases you
want to see by tonight?"  He made a note.  "If they're
here.  I don't see one of those names.  Were they sent to Manhattan
Felony?  I'd have someone check, sir.  I only work in this
lab."  He hung up and got back to work.  Stella came in a few
later.  "I do not break protocol for you either, Stella.  First come,
first served unless there's a degrading sample." 


"I
know.  I wasn't going to ask, just going to warn you not to piss off the
judge.  They'll go harder on the rest of us." 


"I
told him twice it was federal protocol. Which it is.  Got something for
me?" 


"One
bullet," she agreed, putting it where he pointed.  "You
okay?" 


"I
hate politicians." 


She
smiled.  "It happens now and then."    She
watched him work for a minute.  "How's Tim?" 


"Good. 
Happy.  Why?" 


"Just
asking."  He stared her down until she shivered and looked
away.  "Lindsay said something." 


"What's
the rule on spanking?" 


"Only
Mac can." 


"Pity." 
He got back to work.  "He needs these by seven." 


"Sure. 
I'll let you work."  She left him alone, going back to her lab. 
She ran into Danny.  "Xander's back." 


"I
heard."  He grinned.  "He hear about what she said?" 


"I
mentioned she said something.  He asked about the rules for
spanking." 


"You
tell him only Mac could?" 


"Yup."



"Think
he'll listen?" he asked. 


"Nope." 
She walked off much happier.  Lindsay was about to be taught a few things.



Danny
walked off smiling.  It was a good day.  He popped into
ballistics.  "Hey, when you get mine done, page me.  Don't leave
things on my desk.  I don't see it for days." 


"Sure." 
He was comparing with the microscope.  "She said what?" 


"That
Tim and you were together, that you were wrong in the head, that there was
something wrong with him.  Said something about you and dead
bodies....." 


"Well,
technically Tim was my White Lighter." 


"Was
he dead?" 


"For
a while." 


"Is
he now?" 


"No."



"Good. 
Then can I watch when you spank her?" 


"Maybe,"
he agreed, still working.  "We'll see."  Danny walked off
chuckling.  Xander went back to work. Someone would come in and tell him
all of it soon.  That's the way gossip worked.  When he heard from
Adam, he went to find her on his break, dragging her into Mac's office. 
He closed all the shades, then spanked the hell out of her, handing her to Mac
with a sweet smile.  "Fix her.  Please.  I don't want to have
to."  He walked off again, going back to work once he had a soda. 


Mac
looked at her.  "What did you say?"  She glared and rubbed
her butt.  "Lindsay?" 


"Just
what I heard." 


"First
of all, Tim is not dead." 


"He
was!" 


"He's
not."  She wilted. "What else did you say?"  She mumbled
something.  "Excuse me?"  She mumbled it a bit
louder.  "Sit!  We will be talking!" 


"I
can file a complaint against him," she said. 


"You
do and I'll make *sure* what you said makes it into the record," Danny
said from the doorway.  "Mac, Judge on line three.  Said
Xander's a smartass." 


"He
is," he said dryly.  "What did he do?" 


"Won't
hurry samples, told them it was federal protocol, and said that a few of the
samples he was backlogged and impatiently waiting on weren't his job." 


"They
might not be."  He made shooing motions.  Danny left and he
answered the phone.  "Detective Mac Taylor."  He listened
to the rant.  "No, sir, that is federal protocol."  He
typed into the computer.  "That's non-felony, sir, not our lab, nor
his job to process.  That one as well," he said after checking the
name.  "Yes, that would be their lab supervisor but I'm not sure if
it's a case of someone being on vacation or not, sir.  Actually, that is
appropriate.  I would've said tomorrow just in case, but ..." 
He was cut off.  "Actually, sir, he just returned this morning from
the funeral of an officer he served with in Miami.  I would have said
tomorrow, but if he thinks he can get it done that's fine.  Usually within
a day of him getting it, sir, but this time night shift was off for an
emergency and he was out for the funeral.  Thank you, sir.  Sir, he
doesn't play politics.  He doesn't understand it and he doesn't
care.  He's more than happy being a lab tech for life, that's all he
wants, and you pressuring him makes him more stubborn so the rest of us have
problems.  With all due respect, yes, sir.  Thank you, Your
Honor.  I'll have it couriered over since Xander doesn't have a car at the
moment.  Thank you, sir."  He hung up and called Xander's
lab.  "Try for more polite next time, Xander.  That's all I have
issue with.  Try for more polite and the rest was fine."  He
hung up and looked at her.  "You and I are going to talk,
Lindsay." 


"Fine. 
Just make him apologize." 


"If
it had been myself or Stella, we would have done the same thing." 


She
pouted.  "But..." 


"What
you said was highly inappropriate, a very good way for him to not be trusted in
the field, and could ruin his reputation, Lindsay.  He has every reason to
sue you for ruining his reputation and he can include this department. 
Thankfully he decided to settle it in other ways.  Not that I approve of
him paddling you, but apparently he thought it was the only way to get through
to you."  He leaned forward.  "I have no idea what to do
with you at this moment, Lindsay.  Trying to intentionally ruin his career
is not good for yours." 


"I...."



"I
don't care!" he said cooly.  "You will recant it.  You will
apologize, and you will never do it again." 


"Yes,
Mac," she said, looking down. 


"You
are also off shift for the next three days and I expect better behavior from
you, Lindsay.  Am I clear?"  She nodded silently. 
"Then do that then go home."  She stomped out.  He went to
talk to Xander.  "She's very sorry." 


"Yes,
she will be," Xander said bluntly.  "Next time, I'm not going to
stop at spanking, Mac.  I would've done that to any of the Slayers. 
I will kick her ass if she does it again." 


"I
agree.  Next time, come to me first." 


Xander
looked at him.  "It looks really bad for you to stick up for the new
guy over one of your field team." 


"I
stick up for what's right, Xander.  Not what's easy."  He walked
away, finding her telling Adam what had happened.  Her lie that Tim had
'disappeared and was presumed dead in the past' wasn't that great but it would
do.  He went back to his office and found Stabler and a DA in there. 
"Let me guess, the lies she told got to you?" 


"Dead
guy?" Stabler asked. 


"If
you'll excuse us, Councilor, this is a private matter." 


"If
it's his style...." 


"It's
not," Stabler told her.  "But I have a feeling it's classified,
like that file you found on him."  She left.  "So?" 


"When
Xander went through that program in San Francisco, they assigned him a
partner.  A White Lighter to use the phrase he uses." 


"My
daughter likes that show." 


Mac
smiled.  "Tim used to be part of Miami's lab." 


"Ah. 
Okay.  That explains that.  You can prove he's tangible?" 
Mac nodded.  "That's fine.  Does he have a current one?" 


"He
just got back from his funeral," Mac said quietly.   "His
name's John Hagen." 


"Interesting. 
I heard what happened." 


"It's
a shame but he's seen a lot of error in that." 


"Good." 
He looked around.  "Is he here?" 


"Probably. 
John?"  He phased in, looking amused.  "You heard?" 


"I'm
the reason she tripped down the stairs last night," he admitted. 
"I'm going to help him kill her.  No one deserves that rep.  By
the way, Tim's on his way in." 


"Thank
you."  Elliot waved her inside and she stared at John, or through
John.  "Close the door."  She did that, leaning on
it.  "You found that he went to San Francisco?" Mac asked. 


"He
said forced," Elliot said. 


"Oh,
he was.  Someone in LAPD and his teachers forced him," John told
them.  "I saw." 


"You're..."



"Technically
dead but assigned to help Xander when things happen." 


"So,
Tim..." 


"Used
to have my job but they're perpetually cute and gag making if you don't like
gay boys going at it," John said bluntly.  "Which is Lindsay's
problem.  That's why she said he likes dead guys." 


"Tim's
fully alive?" 


"Yeah,
has been.  He gave up on this to be with Xander.  Xander had to pull
major magical sacrifice to get him free.  Blood bound them and
everything.  He pissed off the Powers so much he got me." 


"Okay,
so I can counter that it's the rantings of a jealous coworker who doesn't like
gay men.  I can do that," she decided. 


"She
laid a lie saying that Tim had been presumed dead once," Mac offered. 


"That'll
work too."  She looked at Elliot.  "Can we meet with
him?" 


"He
has to get some cases done for Judge Stevens." 


"Ah,
those.  I heard that your night shift was out." 


"Emergency
situation.  His mother fell and broke her hip," he said. 
"Xander was at Detective Hagen's funeral.  He told him he'd have it
by seven tonight." 


"Can
we have him for lunch?" 


"If
you want, or after shift," Mac agreed.  She nodded that was
reasonable.  "He did say he did know how to dissemble about those
issues if he had to." 


"Good. 
That's a good thing."  She walked off, going to find
ballistics.  "CSI Harris?"  He waved a hand then went back
to typing.  "I'm....." 


"I
know.  You can have me at lunch." 


"That's
fine.  Your statement?  We'll need to depose you." 


"In
a few days if you have the time please.  I need to get caught up. 
I'll be done within two days to clear the backlog then I'll have free time out
the butt." 


"Sure. 
I can do that.  We do have a few days leeway." 


"That'll
work." 


"I
did some background on you.  Sealed federal file?" 


"A
military group came to my former town to do some mind control work. 
Unfortunately, they picked on the wrong group.  It made my friends and I
stop them."  He glanced over. "They didn't like that.  In
it's a rating to not come near me because I'm a vindictive bitch." 


She
smiled.  "Okay, I can deal with that.  Are you going to go with
the presumed dead lie?"  He shrugged and got back to work. 
"Is the Karakov case in yours?"  He looked then waved it. 
"Thank you." 


"When
I get there, counselor.  I don't rush evidence for anyone.  First
come first served unless there's a degrading sample or other temporal
issue." 


"That's
fine and reasonable.  He's trying to take a deal." 


He
counted.  "Stall until tomorrow night." 


"I
can do that.  I'll see you in a few days."  She walked off,
going to tell her boss that. 


Elliot
leaned in.  "You okay?" 


He
grinned at him.  "I beat the hell out of her ass for it," he
said just loud enough to be heard.  Elliot laughed.  "By the
way, got warned Buffy's in town." 


"We've
seen her.  She and Magnolia's mother got into it in the morgue.  John
pulled her aside and asked politely that she assign someone else since the last
one died and we only had a retired former one.  She wants to see
you." 


"I'll
run.  I hear Alaska is nice." 


"John
didn't tell her you worked here, Xander.  Thanks for the help." 


"Any
time.  I'm like that." 


"Good
to know."  He walked off, going back to his unit.  Where Buffy
was waiting.   "I checked on Xander, he's backed up with work
today." 


"Where
is he?" 


"He's
an officer," John told her. 


She
burst out laughing.  "A one-eyed officer?" 


Elliot
frowned.  "He only has one?  You can't tell."  She
went pale.  "I asked, he said he didn't want to see you. 
Ever.  Something about Alaska would be better." 


She
pouted.  "But he's my friend." 


"Friends
don't treat each other like that," John said blandly.  "Grow
up." 


His
partner looked over.  "I don't think she knows what that is." 


Buffy
glared at him.  "No one asked you." 


He
snorted.  "She'll never grow up."  He went back to
work.  "You're keeping us from finding people who hurt women and
children.  You mind going back to Cleveland and sending someone
reasonable?" 


"Rona's
here," she pouted, looking at John again.  "I'm nice to
him.  He's my friend." 


Tim
walked in and pulled her up.  "Excuse us.  I'm going to reenact
something."  He walked off with her, taking her to an interrogation
room.  Where he sat down, pulled her over his lap even though she
struggled, and spanked the hell out of her until she cried.  He stood her
up and stood up, making her look at him.  "I saw *everything* in
Xander's past when I started as his White Lighter," he said quietly. 
"Every single thing, Buffy.  So did his current one.  If you
come near Xander again, I will make this spanking look like
playtime."  He let her go and walked out.  "Sorry about
that, guys.  You need me to do a statement saying I am indeed alive so
they leave Xander alone?" 


"Lindsay
said she heard you were presumed dead," Elliot said. 


"Good. 
That'll work. I'm bringing my boy lunch.  Need him?" 


"Not
yet," Finn said, looking at him.  "You look familiar." 
Tim grinned and walked out, heading down to the lab.  "Who was
he?" 


"Harris'
boyfriend.  The one who was supposedly dead," John Munch said. 
"We should go retrieve her." 


"Let
her cry," Finn said.  "It'll do her good.  Did when my
momma beat me." 


"Mine
too," Elliot agreed.  He stayed where he was, letting her come out in
her own time.  It'd save some of her modesty and them later headaches
dealing with her.  "Do we know this Rona girl?" 


"She's
got sense, she's smart, she's from LA so she's a city girl, and she's about
four years younger than the boy himself," John said happily. 
"No more jumping knights." 


"Good. 
Like that even better," Finn agreed.  "Think she'd watch out for
us too?" 


"I
already talked to her.  She said if she sees it, she's going to kick an
ass then drag them to us once the victim has help." 


"Even
better," Elliot agreed.  Buffy came out and he held up the tissue box
without looking.  She took one and blew her nose.  "You
okay?" 


"Yes." 
She winced when she sat down.  "Are you guys allowed to do that to
me?" 


"You're
not a suspect, Buffy, we can't stop Tim from spanking you," John said
dryly.  "Next time, don't hurt his boyfriend." 


"Boy...
what?" 


"He's
Xander's boyfriend." 


"I
thought he worked with Xander." 


"No,
not anymore," John said.  "Boyfriend now." 


"Oh. 
So Xander's gay?  Is that why he makes women go evil?"  Everyone
in the unit looked at her.  "He turned one serial killer.  Angel
told me, and that he went with a pro," she said with a shudder, "and
she went stalker trying to get him back.  She threatened to blow up Angel
and the San Diego lab people thingies to get him back." 


"That's
a skill," Finn said, nodding and smirking.  "John?" 


"Yeah,
he did.  He has that same club problem that Finderson downstairs has too,
guys." 


"We'll
put him on the watch list to make sure he's not kidnaped," their Captain
said from his doorway.  "Are we done with Miss Summers?" 


"We
are as long as the victim's mother doesn't want to charge her with
kidnaping," John said, looking back at him.  "Is she?" 


"She's
still deciding.  What happened to you?" 


"CSI
Harris' boyfriend showed up to talk to her since they were old friends." 


"He
spanked me," she said with a pout. 


"Uh-huh." 
He walked back into his office and shut the door, thinking he needed to send
the guy a card for that. 


***



Tim
walked a take out bag into Xander's office, putting it on his desk out of the
way.  "I got you the good stuff." 


Xander
grinned at him.  "Have I mentioned that I love you?" 


"Even
though I spanked Buffy?" 


"If
Willow has an oops I'll bear babies." 


Tim
kissed him.  "No babies, Xander.  Kids scare me and Willow
having that sort of oops scares me even worse."   He took
another kiss.  "Come home when you get done."  Xander
smiled.  "Good.  I'm going to talk to Mac.  You be a good
boy." 


"I
try so hard." 


"Uh-huh." 
He walked off, going to find Mac, who was with Don in a lab.  He tapped
before walking in.  "Hey." 


"Hey,"
Don said, smiling at him.  "Brought Xander lunch?"  He
nodded.  "Give him extra?" he begged. 


"Sorry.
I'm only obligated to cook for the one I'm sleeping with at that time," he
quipped back.  "Mac, can we find a way to deal with me?" 


Mac
looked at him.  "Go back to school, Tim." 


He
frowned.  "That's expensive since he makes so much." 


"They
can't count that," Don pointed out. "The government hates you guys
for being cute and cuddly.  I don't know why, because hey, more for
me."  He shrugged but smirked. 


"Small
problem, I went to Columbia." 


"Then
go to NYU this time," Mac said.  "Go as a DNA tech." 


Tim
nodded.  "I could do that.  Thanks, guys." 


"Welcome,"
Don agreed.  "Does that mean you make cookies?" 


"I
can make cookies so he can bring you some," he agreed dryly, walking
out.  "I spanked Buffy.  She still wants to see him." 
He strolled off, going to talk to the local schools and get
information.   He didn't want to be a *lab* tech but maybe he could
find some way to be a field tech again.  Once he got home he started the
cookies and called Horatio.  "It's me.  Got a few?" 
He smiled and put him on speaker.  "I'm bored." 


"I
can understand why.  What are you doing now?" 


"Making
cookies for Don Flack and Taylor.  They suggested I go back to
school." 


"You
liked school," he agreed.  "What else were you thinking?" 


"I
was thinking that I don't have an ID." 


"Perhaps
we could fix that for you," he admitted.  "The best way would be
for you to be your brother." 


"I
have one of those.  He might not be amused." 


"Another
one, Tim." 


"I'm
still giddy from spanking Buffy." 


"You
did?" 


"I
did and then I told her to leave my boy alone."  Horatio
laughed.  "Exactly.  Then again, Xander had to get
Lindsay.  She was saying he slept with dead bodies." 


"Charming. 
Did Mac handle it?" 


"Yup. 
He's got a small backlog at the moment so he'll be late."  He got up
to take the cookies out.  "So, you think I could?" 


"I
think you'd do wonderfully at it, Tim." 


"Thanks,
H.  Think we could get to work on the ID thing?" 


"I'll
talk to Mac and see what contacts we have." 


"Thanks,
man.  Any idea when we can come back?  I feel like I'm in
exile." 


You
could almost hear the smile. "I'm working on it.  As soon as I can,
Tim.  As soon as I can.  I'll give everyone your love.  Be
safe."  He hung up. 


Tim
went to make more cookies while deciding what area he wanted to major in this
time.  He'd minor in trace so it wouldn't look odd when he broke out in
skills but he needed a new field. 


***



Elliot
looked up as Xander strolled in wearing jeans and a t-shirt.  He read
it:  In space, no one can hear your teddy bear scream. 
"Uh-huh." 


Xander
grinned.  "It's actually one of my warning t-shirts.  I got
woken up this morning at six with a case that you guys should've been sent from
homicide."  He handed it over.  "Not making for a happy
me."  John looked over and read his shirt, then snorted. 
"I'll wear a better one next time but Mac made me change from my one that
said _Give a man a match and he'll be warm for an hour... Set him on fire and
he'll be warm for the rest of his life_.  He was not a happy Mac this
morning either."  He looked at Elliot again. 
"Anyway," he sighed.  "I needed to see if you guys had him
in your system already, if you guys wanted him for anything, and Don said if
you did he'd share half the paperwork with you." 


"Let
me check," Elliot agreed, typing the name in.  Of course, when
something happened outside, Xander was still standing so he was the first out
there and he managed to get the screaming man with the knife onto the floor and
held down before the others made it out of the squad room.  "Xander,
need handcuffs?" 


"Please. 
As a tech I don't usually carry them.  Only guns."  He pulled a
pair of gloves out of his back pocket and used them to move the knife out of
the way.  "Aww, you used a tiny little dagger.  Isn't that so
cute," he cooed, pinching him on the cheek.  "You chose
something the same size as your underdeveloped penis.  That's so nice of
you.  Most guys would've went for compensation.  Unless that
is?"  The guy tried to struggle.  He snickered.  "Keep
going, little man.  My boyfriend will *love* this story
tonight."  He went still.  "Not like I like underdeveloped
men.  Did you have to take hormones to get it that small or was it a birth
defect?"  The man started to cry.  "Good boy." 
He finished cuffing him and let them have him, using the gloves to bag the
knife for them.  "Sorry, I've always had this problem with jumping
in.  That's how I met Buffy."  He shrugged.  "He in or
out or just Don's?" he asked Elliot once he walked back in there. 


"Looks
like we've had him for three perv priors, all peeping."  He
looked.  "Homicide?" 


"Waiting
on the cause, but yeah.  Sid did say there was semen.  I found his
DNA and fingerprints on her and around her place." 


"So
maybe it was his girlfriend," Olivia offered.  "Nice pounce,
kid." 


He
looked at her. "I'm not that young, thank you, but thanks for the
compliment."  He looked at him again.  "He's shaking in
interrogation.  Don's giving him a break while I'm here." 


He
shrugged.  "All we've got is peeping, Xander.  Not a
clue."  He handed the folder back.  "There's a five year
gap in the crimes though." 


"That's
something he can use.  Thanks, guys."  He walked out, calling
Don on the way.  "Two facts.  He's a peeper, three priors for
it, Don.  Also, five year gap since the last complaint.  Yeah, that's
what he said.  Sorry, got interrupted by a guy with a tiny knife screaming
in the halls.  Yeah, as soon as I can," he agreed.  He hung up,
going down to the patrol desk.  "Is anyone heading toward Manhattan
Felony CSI?" he asked, showing his ID.  "I didn't check out a
car." 


"Sure,
CSI Harris.  We can do that for you." 


"Thanks.
I don't want to make anyone detour." 


"That's
fine.  It's only a few blocks."  He paged someone and they came
out of the break room.  "Your route goes nearest Taylor's
people?"  She nodded.  "This is Harris." 


"Hey,"
he said, smiling and shaking her hand.  "Can I catch a ride?" 


"Sure. 
I'm nearly done with lunch."  She went back to finish her lunch
quickly and watched him get a soda.  "I thought you guys lived on
coffee, like us," she teased. 


He
grinned.  "I just came up from Miami.  Too hot for coffee and no
closing lids that're safe for the lab."  He sat down. 
"Field's my secondary thing.  I'm the ballistics tech." 


She
smiled. "So you get paid to play with guns all day?"  He nodded,
smirking a bit.  "That's a sweet job." 


"Four
years of college and you can do it too.  We could use another one." 


She
smiled.  "I'll think about it." 


"Good. 
We could use more women in the lab.  The one I interned under is and she's
one of the best in the country."  She laughed and nodded, finishing
up so she could take him back to his home precinct.  "Thank you for this."



"Not
a problem.  Four years?" 


"Yeah,
I did mine at UCLA.  Forensics degree with a major and a minor.  Lots
of hard classes but yeah." 


"Huh. 
I'll have to think about that." 


"You
start out about double what you make now.  Plus the PD might pay for it if
you go." 


"Then
I'm *definitely* thinking about it."  She dropped him off. 
"There you go, CSI Harris.  Have a good day." 


He
grinned.  "You too.  Thanks."  He waved and jogged up
the stairs, going to help Don.  He found the guy being booked. 
"Sorry, had to catch a ride." 


"We
sign out cars for that, Xander," he said blandly. 


"How?"



"That's
something we'll have to tell you.  Mac should've."  He walked
him that way to show him how to do that.  "Don't you sign one out for
cases?" 


"Yeah
but I thought they were only for cases.  Usually someone else does but the
last time I got handed the paperwork in the parking lot by the
receptionist." 


"You
can use them to go finding information too.  Danny used one to move the
last time.  We're pretty lax about that."  Xander nodded. 
"Good boy."  He walked him into Mac's office.  "You
never told him he could use a SUV to go to other precincts for
information?" 


"No,
I didn't think about it.  Yes, you can, Xander.  I was wondering
where you were." 


"SVU
helping Don." 


"Hmm. 
So you pounced the guy?"  Xander nodded.  "Good work from
what I heard, even if you did pick on him about how small his knife and penis
were."  Don gave Xander an odd look.  "We woke him up
*very* early this morning for your case, Don." 


"No
wonder you're wearing a threat shirt."  He walked off, leaving it
there. 


Mac
looked at him, then nodded. "If you're doing lab business you can use one
of the SUV's as long as there's enough for field calls." 


"They
were all out anyway." 


"Really?"



"Yeah,
Auto Detail towed two earlier."  Mac moaned and called someone. 
"Going back to the lab since he's done." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  He watched him walk away.  "This is
Detective Taylor, CSI.  You have two of our SUV's for some reason that I
wasn't told?"  He listened to him.  "Uh-huh.  No, I
wasn't told.  How long will it take?  Because we only have
three?" he said grimly.  "Thank you.  As soon as possible,
yes."  He hung up and shook his head. That was going to cause more
headaches.  He sent a page out to the lab about the SUV's being gone for
winter servicing, to use patrol to get rides.  Then he put his head
down.  Xander's shirt was still giving him a headache. 


***



Tim
looked over as John Hagen reappeared suddenly.  "Problems coming
up?" 


"I
can't get into the station," he said quietly. 


"Here
or there?" 


"Here. 
There's this... fog sorta stuff.  I don't know what it is but I know it
burns."  He held up a hand to show the burns.  "I tried to
push through it." 


"That
is evil stink," Speed said.  "Thankfully we have a way around
that."  He called him.  "Xander, it's me.  John's
here.  He can't get into the station for the evil stink fog around
it."  He listened.  "No, strong enough that it burned him,
Xander.  Exactly.  You've got major action your way."  He
nodded.  "Be there."  He hung up.  "Gotta
go.  Did it smell like anything?" 


"Sulfur
and dead, wet leaves.  The cloud had orange hints through it." 


"Okay." 
He went to get something from the back room, coming out putting it around his
neck. "Be back, join us when you can."  He hurried out, catching
a cab to the station. 


***



Xander
hung up and pulled out something, putting it onto the desk.  It pointed in
a direction so he walked off with it, carrying it flat in the palm of his
hand.  He ran into Stella.  "Walk with me," he
ordered.  She gave him an odd look.  "Now."  He walked
on, letting the little stone needle point the way. 


"Where
are we going?" 


"We
are following this to the person that is keeping my White Lighter from getting
in here by creating a negative power surge."  He shook his
head.  "Now I sound like Horatio."  He found where it was
pointing.  "Stella, go get into my other kit.  It's under the
microscope.  I need the medium opaque bottle and some cloths like I'm
cleaning."  She still looked confused so he turned her around and
gave her a nudge.  "Now."  She went to get that for him
while he watched the interrogation.  Danny was in there with a detective
he hadn't worked with yet.  She brought it back and he smiled, tapping
before walking in.  "Sorry, but the last group in here had someone
with a skin infection so I'm going to need to clean the table and hands that've
touched it just in case, okay?" he asked with a sweet, kind smile. 
"Don't want it to spread if it's possible." 


"Sure,"
Danny agreed, moving the folder and letting him clean his section.  The
mother did the same.  The daughter moved her hands when he got to her
section and then he cleaned hands.  Both detectives then the mother,
watching her not react.   He cleaned the girl's hands and she
flinched and blew on them like they were burning.  "Sorry.  A
bit of sterilized water.  Are you allergic to holy water usually?" 


Danny
got up and pulled him out of the room.  "What the fuck?" 


"There's
a miasma coming from in here," he said quietly.  "It's from
her.  I cleaned the table with holy water." 


"She
was nearly attacked last night.  She's a witness." 


"She's
also drawing it to her," he said quietly.  "When I first got out
of Sunnydale it stuck to me too."  Danny moaned.  "I'm
sorry but she sent Tim and John into a snit fit because it's so strong John
can't float in." 


"Crap,"
he muttered.  "Probably not relevant this time, right?" 


"Hope
not." 


"Good." 
He walked inside.  "Sorry.  Your hands okay?" 


"Mostly." 
She showed the redness.  "Why did that happen?"  She looked
at her mother.  "Yours didn't." 


"No,
it didn't," she said, staring out the window at Xander.  "Let me
go talk to him." 


"Sure,
Mom."  She watched her go.  "You clean with holy
water?" 


"The
last guy was spraying around blood and things.  He was reblessing as well
as cleaning.  It had a sterlizer as well to kill the germs, just in case
so no one else gets it." 


"Oh. 
That's good then," she said with a smile. 


Xander
looked at the mother then back inside.  "Is she yours
naturally?" 


"Who
are you?" 


He
looked at her.  "I'm from Sunnydale," he said honestly. 
"I'm trained to handle this."  He stared at her. 
"Adopted?"  She nodded.  "Does she know?" 
She shook her head.  "Any birthmarks?" 


"Two.  
I know what they mean." 


"Can
they be removed?" 


"I
can't get her near a church." 


"Then
call a coven," he said quietly.  He wrote down a name and
number.  "Call her.  She's one of the truest and purest in the
city.  There's every chance we can save her if you do." 


She
pocketed it.  "Thank you." 


"CSI
Harris." 


She
blinked.  "You worked with Rupert." 


"I
did."  He smiled slightly.  "That's another option for
you." 


She
nodded.  "I used to be married to a Watcher.  He swore about
Rupert a lot." 


"So
do I," he agreed, then he grinned.  "All I know is that I was
told the emanations were so bad that it was blocking the whole precinct
building."  Mac joined them.  "Sorry, Mac.  Her
daughter's very tainted.  John called because he couldn't get in." 


"Tim's
in my office.  He thinks there's more than one." 


"Possibly. 
She's a born sacrifice," Xander said quietly, staring at the mother. 


"I'll
call Rupert tonight."  Xander smiled.  "Is there
another?" 


"Could
be.  I have a tell and it registered her."  She nodded, going
back in there.  He pulled out the bottle again and marked the door and
window then walked off, going to pick up the small case he had put down
earlier.  He walked it off again, finding a new source by the reception
desk.  He followed it, finding Tim pacing.  He nodded, handing him
the bottle.  "Get the full kit?  It's changing colors. 
We've got a major problem."   Tim hurried to get it for him,
letting him follow the little needle to the detective's side.  He found
what he was looking for, it had frozen everyone and was trying to snack on
someone.  He put down the small tell and coughed.  "Yeah,
right," he said when it growled at him.  "Poor little
demon.  Can't get enough willingly you have to steal 'em?"  The
demon dropped the officer.  "Let 'em go.  I'm worth more. 
I'm even on hell's hit list," he said with a smug look, crossing his arms
over his chest.  "You don't want them." 


"I
do," he assured him, sniffing.  "The tainted one."  He
sneered.  "You'll be mine soon." 


"Only
if you challenge me and you let them go.  Otherwise I kick your ass and
then kill you without the challenge.  It means you go down in
standing."  The demon released them, making everyone stare in
horror.  "Get the guy off the floor.  Get him treated, get him
to a priest, a real one, and leave us," Xander ordered coolly. 
"Now!" he said when no one moved.  They hurried out, clearing
the room.  The officer was drug out.  One suspect was left hitched to
a chair but Tim got him undone and walked him out to hand him off.  Then
he came back with the sword from Mac's office.  "I told him to clean
that," he complained. "Whatever."  He held a hand and
chanted, bringing his from home.  "Challenge me," he purred,
moving closer.  The demon blacked out the room, making it look like they
were in blank space.  Fortunately he knew the room very well.  The
demon lunged and he parried, knocking him back and followed.  Back and
forth, fighting sword and claw.  "Eww," he said when the demon
breathed on him.  "Gross, buy mouthwash!  No one would ever want
to be eaten by that."  He saw a bright light appear.  "No,
John." 


"Oh,
whine, kid," John Munch said. 


"No,
you out.  Me, my White Lighter, that's it." 


"Fine. 
You know everyone can see you." 


Xander
chanted something and they both reappeared, even the demon.  The cops
watching gasped and backed off.  "I could've *sworn* I said to clear
the fucking room!" he shouted.  They ran off again, taking Munch with
them.  He shrugged.  "They're nice guys, very sweet to risk
their lives to be eaten by your stinky breath."  The demon
chuckled.  "Yeah, yeah, I know, you're so big and bad. 
Yay." 


"You
are nothing. You are merely a tag-along. You helped but you did not cure."



"Actually
I did cure.  I brought Buffy back.  I hunted on my own.  I've
cured since then.  Not my fault the bitches thought I was
useless."  He lunged again and the demon went immaterial. 
"Cute.  Really," he said blandly.  He heard someone come
in.  "Out, Tim." 


"Holy
smoke," he said, releasing it and tossing it over.  The demon howled. 
"Good!  Bastard!  This means he won't be happy tonight and I'm
going to be working for hours to make him feel better." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Not really."  He grinned and blew a kiss
then dove back in, chanting something while he worked on the demon. It finally
screamed and he stabbed it in the eye.  He was knocked down by a wild paw
swing but that was normal.  He saw John Hagen appear with the girl. 
"No!" he growled, shoving her back.  He grabbed a vial of holy
water and doused her, making her scream, then he laid a hand on her and chanted
until she was down to whimpers.  Then he dove at the demon again. 
"No wonder you showed up!  Stupid fucking thing!  How dumb are
you!"  He went after his throat this time, beheading it
finally.  It fell down and he panted, leaning on the desk. 
"Damn I hate the higher courts."  He dropped the sword and
looked at the scared girl.  "You were born different, child." 


She
sniffled.  "The dreams." 


He
nodded. "Most likely."  He wrote out an address. "I need
you to go here tonight.  As soon as humanly possible.  They will
protect you and fix this problem.  It'll make the holy water quit
burning."  She took it and nodded.  "Go now.  Right
now."  She hurried off.  He looked at the body, then spit on
it.  "Bastard.  I did not need this tonight."  He got
the spray bottle of holy water and began watering the neck area then moving
down.  The demon's head still whimpered.  "Good."  A
priest walked in and he waved with his free hand.  "Hi, Father."



"What
are you doing, son?" 


"I'm
pouring holy water on the demon, father." 


"I
see the creature." 


Xander
looked at him.  Then he said something in Latin, making him nod once and
come over to help.  "He'll thrash if you bless him but it'll
help." 


"I
can do that.  His head?" 


"That'd
be safer for you. You can only banish these, not destroy them.  Hell calls
them back if you try to destroy them."  He got out the rest of his
holy water stash and got to work with that as well.  Plus dropping the dry
ice on it.  The priest gave him an odd look.  He grinned. 
"Holy smoke." 


"Ah,
a fan of Batman.  You are a rare one, my son." 


"Xander. 
I'm borderline pagan, Father." 


"That's
fine.  You're still a child of God." 


"And
a warrior of man," he said blandly.  He held his side.  "A
very sore one.  My man's going to baby my ass later for this." 
The priest gave him an odd look so he smirked. "Yeah, I'm gay. 
Tough."   He went back to it.  He even stuck some down the
demon's pants, making him howl and thrash.  He finally faded out with a
pop and Xander helped the priest up.  "Thank you for your help,
Father.  Can I get you to bless more water and ice in a few days?" 


"Of
course."  He looked at him.  "Which one are you?" 


"Ballistics
and trace," he said with a shy grin.  "Harris." 


"Ah. 
I've heard of you."  He blessed him, watching him wince. 
"Head hurt?" 


"Yeah,
I hit a desk with it," he sighed.  He let him finish then packed up
his stuff.  "Thanks, Padre.  Have a better night." 


"You
as well, my son.  Go in peace." 


"Have
a good drink, Father."  He walked off with both swords and his case,
handing his good sword to Tim.   "Thank you."  He
kissed him, earning a few coughs.  "I deserve it. Get over it. 
If I date women they turn into serial killers."  He kissed him again
and handed him the case.  "Thanks, babe.  Let me go log
out?  Can you start a bath?" 


"I'm
going with you," he promised, walking him back there.  Mac took back
the loaner sword.  "Hey, Mac." 


"Hi. 
What was that?" 


"The
girl from earlier was a born sacrifice.  It came to collect, and got the
nibbles."  He walked back to ballistics. "Let me put things up,
Mac, then I'm going to go take a hot bath." 


"I
want a report, Xander!" he called after him. 


"Sure,
I'll make him do it tonight, Mac," Speed promised. "Night." 


He
growled and went to stop the priest.  "What was that?" 


"That
was a very bad creature come for the officers and a young lady you had here,
Detective.  It's good that your boy knew what to do."  He patted
him on the cheek.  "It'll be fine.  I'll rebless it tonight,
I'll work on the officer who nearly got eaten as well.  It'll be
fine.  It's gone and staying gone."  He walked off again, going
to visit the young officer in the hospital first.  He'd need him
more.  Then he and another priest he knew could bless the squad room. 


Mac
walked off, going to find the others to see what had happened.  He found
Don still shaking and walked up to him. "Don?" 


Don
looked at him.  "It was going to eat Peter," he said
quietly.  He looked at his hands then at him.  "I wanted to move
and I couldn't, Mac."  Mac moved closer.  "I wanted so bad
to draw my gun and hit it." 


"Us
too, Taylor," another of the detective said.  "We
couldn't.  Then your boy came in and he made it let us go.  We ran
when he said to.  Then they disappeared.  He reappeared, they both
reappeared.  Then the boy got knocked around some then nearly killed after
he stabbed it in the eye.  He got back up and went to grab it.  It
got beheaded then he started with holy water.  I know I'm going to church
tonight.  Anyone need a ride?" 


"I'm
not fit to drive but I could use one," Don agreed.  "Xander
good?" 


"Sore,"
Mac told him. 


"Good. 
Damn I'm glad he knew what to do.  What's with that girl?" 


"He
said she was a born sacrifice," Danny said as he walked over. 
"He gave her an address and sent her off for her own
protection."  He tipped Don's face up.  "After church, come
over for dinner?" 


Don
nodded.  "I can do that.  Thanks, man." 


"Didn't
figure you'd want to be alone.  We'll put in something stupid and let it
run."  Don grinned and nodded.  "Go to church,
guys."  They walked off, going to the church of their choice. 


Mac
stared around then at Danny.  "I want to know from minute one,
Danny." 


"Ask
Xander!  All I know is that he showed up in my statement taking, claiming
he needed to clean the table.  He did that, all our hands, and she reacted
to it.  Then the mother talked to him and he walked off when she came back
in." 


"All
right."  He went to call Xander's house.  "Tim, what
happened?"  He hung up and started to reload his inbox until it
showed up.  The short message of 'the bad stink kept John out so we had
Xander investigate then kill the demon' did not amuse him.  He called back
but got the answering machine and the message of 'Xander has bruises. It's
going to be a while'."   He was still not amused.  He
called Horatio. "You never told me Xander was the jumpiest knight on the
planet," he said grimly.  "Killed a huge demon in the squad room
that was trying to eat a detective, Horatio.  Bruised.  I don't
know.  They won't talk to me yet.  All I've gotten is a partial
story.  Please.  Sure, come on up.  I could use the
humanity."  He hung up and put his head down, then calmed himself
down.  He called them back.  "Tim, it's Mac.  I need a
comprehensive report on what happened.  Moment by moment if
possible.  I know you can do that and he can do that in the bathtub if
necessary.  Am I clear?"  He hung up and went back to his
rest.  He needed a rest. 


***



Horatio
knocked on the boy's door the next morning, giving Tim a look over the top of
his sunglasses.  "Is Xander all right?" 


"Nope. 
Won't get out of bed.  Horrified because everyone saw him doing
it."  He let him in.  "I sent Mac the report.  Xander,
Horatio's here."  He heard the bedroom door slam and sighed, shaking
his head.  "He's hiding under the duvet." 


"Thank
you."  He walked that way, tapping on the door. 
"Xander?  Can I come in?"  The quiet 'please don't' made
him smile.  "Well, I do think you need to talk to someone,
Xander."  He opened the door, closing it most of the way once he was
inside.  He sat on the bed beside the lump.  "What
happened?" 


"Can
I run away?  If you guys had seen me doing that I'd run." 


"I
know you would but right now isn't the time for that yet."  He patted
him on the arm.  "Tell me what happened?" 


"John
came in to try to visit.  He couldn't get in because of the evil fog
around the station.  He told Tim, Tim called me, I went looking.  I
found a born sacrifice first.  I talked to her mother when she came
out.  I went to search the other one.  I found him trying to eat a
detective.  I challenged him and got them out of the way but he made them
see me and not him so they saw me fighting air.  That didn't quite work so
I made us both visible.  Some had come back so I made them go away and
then I went after him.  I got him in the eye and got knocked over a desk
then I beheaded him and got to work on the holy water.  Then a priest came
in and helped." 


"Well,
it sounds like you were responsible for saving that detective's life,"
Horatio said quietly.  Xander handed him something off the bedside table.
"What's this?" 


"Got
up for ice cream at three.  Found it under the door."  Now he
sounded like he was pouting. 


Horatio
looked at the note, grimacing. "How about....how about I take this to
Mac?" 


"Mac's
gonna hate me.  I'll never be hired in Miami." 


"That's
not true, Xander.  We want you in Miami."  He patted him
again.  "We all miss you."  Xander moved the blanket to
look at him.  "We do.  We all miss you."  Xander gave
him a pitiful look.  "It won't be too much longer, Xander.  I'm
working on it."  He gave him another pat.  "Did you get any
others?" 


"Tim
found one and wouldn't let me see it." 


"Then
I'll take both of them to Mac," he promised, getting off the bed and going
out to take the threat from Tim.  He showed him the other one and Tim
sighed, nodding.  "I think it'd be a good thing if he called off
today.  I'm going to tell Mac that."  He patted him on the shoulder. 
"It'll be all right, Tim.  I promise it will be." 


"He's
right, there's every chance he can't work up here anymore, H." 


"I
know.  We'll figure it out, Speed."  He walked out, finding a
patrol car outside.  "Officer.  Is there a problem?" 


"Detective
Taylor asked me to watch the building, sir.  He said that there might be a
problem later." 


"Indeed
there might.  Thank you."  He caught a cab to the station,
walking into the CSI portion.  He signed in and went to find Mac. 
"Taylor?"  Mac turned and gave him a grateful look. 
"I agree, they should be there." 


"I
heard someone was going to try to run him off.  That's why I set the
guard."  Horatio handed over the letters.  He sighed and
nodded.  "I can see why."  He looked at him.  "Is
he all right?" 


"He
found the longer one earlier.  He's under his comforter.  Tim's
worried." 


"I
know why."  He walked him off to his office, calling Don. 
"Can you go over to Xander's?  Try to draw him out of his
bedroom?  I don't want him in today, he's been getting threats, Don. 
Thank you."  He hung up and looked at Horatio.  "I don't
know what to do.  I want to tell him to come in.  I want him to
ignore it.  I can't send him into the field with this hanging over him
however.  Not to mention what happens if they decide to act against him
and he has to protect himself." 


"True,
so what do we do?"  Horatio asked. 


"Any
chance you've got room for him?" 


"Not
yet.  New budget year starts in four months."  He sat down,
smiling and waving Stella inside.  "Stella." 


"Horatio. 
Are you up here to help Xander?" 


"I
am.  He's presently hiding under the blanket feeling miserable." 


"I
can't say as I'm not freaked out, Horatio, but I'm more thankful Xander was
here to save them." 


"Yes,
but some don't see it that way," he said, handing over the notes. 


She
looked then stomped off.  "We'll be settling this," she assured
Danny when he gave her an odd look. 


"Okay. 
I'm going to be out here."   He went to talk to Mac. 
"She okay?" 


"I
can ask Xander to check her for possession if you want," Horatio said with
a small smile. 


"No,
I think it's better Xander stay at home today.  I've already reminded
people that he didn't draw them here, they were already here and he came to
help solve it.  Most everyone's still jumpy.  Can we get the Father
back?" 


"That's
already been suggested," Mac admitted.  "He'll be here at
lunch." 


"Good. 
That could help."  He grinned.  "You taking him back
home?" 


"I
wish I could.  Half the lab is pouting about not having him.  Miss
Valera is having empty next syndrome because he's the first boy she ever
mothered." 


Mac
smiled.  "I'll miss him when you do finally bring him back,
Horatio.  Xander does liven things up.  I wasn't so sure I wasn't
going to come in to find him in here in a really mean t-shirt, rocking out to
some music while doing test fires." 


"He's
done that in the past, usually when IAB came in to persecute him for being with
Tim." 


"Did
he get fired?" Danny asked. 


"Moved
laterally to a terrorism task force." 


"Well,
he does make terroristic threats," Mac agreed. 


"Indeed,
and they all know why.  Xander went to the Chief to make complaints,"
Horatio assured him. "He knows *exactly* what went on and why." 


"Good. 
I don't care about Tim.  He's a nice guy.  He brought me and Don
cookies last week," Mac said with a smile.  "Did we get the ID
thing worked out?"  Horatio pulled out an envelope to wave it a bit
then put it back.  "That'll help a lot.  Anything else we need
to know?" 


"Hopefully
Xander will bounce back quickly.  Right now he's horrified about how
others see him." 


"I'm
hoping that we can convince the others to leave him alone," Danny offered.



Stella
stomped in, handing over two sheets. "Their fingerprints were on the
notes.  They're on their way down.  Did you want to talk to them
too?"  She walked off again, going to wait on the officers. 
When they got there she grabbed them by their ears and led them to an office to
scream at them.  "How dare you threaten Xander for saving a
detective's life!  He's a nice little boy who ended up being *forced* to
train to do that!  He did not bring them here!  He did not make them
show up at the station!  He SAVED THAT DETECTIVE'S LIFE and you're trying
to make him leave?"  One started to splutter so she slapped
him.  "Shut up!"  He shrank down.  "How dare you
send a member of this crime lab a threatening letter for saving lives! 
You stupid fucking morons!" 


Sheldon
walked in.  "Stella, Mac wants you to calm down please.  He can
hear you in his office." 


"I
don't care." 


"Good. 
Then you go tell him that and I'll talk to them about the notes."  He
walked her out and slammed the door, locking it behind her.  "There,
that's better." 


"Um...."



"Shut
up," Sheldon ordered, moving to face them.  "In case you didn't know
I'm an ME as well.  I was for years.  I saw so many strange things
it's not funny.  I had to stake vampires who were rising.  I've had
to examine bodies that were configured or colored in ways that no human ever
was," he said calmly.  "I have seen creatures and half
creatures, peaceful and not.  I have seen them help us, hurt us, and hurt
others.  Xander was *forced* by his teachers during his forensic program
to learn how to deal with those.  They sent him to a special school for
it. The fact he was able to beat that unkillable thing last night means we
should be thanking him, even if we are scared." 


"It
wasn't ..." one asked.  Sheldon shook his head.  "How could
it not be killed?" 


"Even
the priest said it wasn't killed.  They discomfited it until it
disappeared.  You can ask him later, when he comes in to talk to everyone
at lunch.  Xander kept it from eating a lot of people, including a young
girl who was here giving a statement about a fight she witnessed.  Because
it wanted her, not us.  We were convenient snacks to it while it
waited." 


"He's
still freaky," the other complained.  "He doesn't like
sports.  He doesn't do guy things." 


Sheldon
smirked.  "He was raised by two very girly young girls his own
age," he assured them.  "Yes, he's not the average guy.  He
calls football gay sex in teams.  He's still a very nice young man. 
He's very good at what he does.  He's a credit to this department and
Miami wants him back as soon as they get the budget.  Until then, he's
here to help protect you guys and us, and the regular citizens of this
city.  Can you handle that?" 


"Can
we duck out of working with him in the field?" the second guy asked. 


"That's
between you and your supervisor if you keep your badge," Sheldon told
him.  "Because you making those threats means that we have to turn it
over.  Mac's very uptight about those things.  You'd better go beg
for him to not turn those in if he hasn't yet.  Am I clear,
gentlemen?" 


"The
priest can answer questions?" the first one asked quietly, looking down. 


"I'm
sure he can.  Right now I'm more concerned that you guys have hurt Xander
so much he doesn't feel safe coming to work.  He's so miserable right now
his boyfriend is trying to talk him out of the bed." 


"He's
gay?" the first one asked, looking at him. 


Sheldon
gave him a disapproving look.  "His last girlfriend went serial
killer and killed fourteen people before she was caught.  She was a
stripper."  They gaped.  He nodded.  "Xander doesn't
date women for a very good reason.  Any other questions?"  They
shook their head.  "Then you go talk to Mac to see if he'll be nice
and only report you to your bosses."  He unlocked the door and
pointed.  "That way, officers."  They trudged that way and
he went back to work.  He looked at Lindsay.  "Are we going to have
to have the same talk with you?" he asked quietly. 


"No. 
I'm over it.  Xander's very gay and he's very happy with Tim, who is
strange, just as strange as Xander, and I don't want to work with him in the
field." 


"You
don't get to make that decision," he reminded her.  "Xander is
an excellent tech." 


"Things
weren't...." 


He
held up a hand.  "I asked Xander.  It was after the girl Danny
was taking a statement from.  Something had happened to taint her and it
came for her.  Again, Xander saved us all.  If you have any doubts,
go talk to Mac now, Lindsay.  If we let this fester, someone's going to
get hurt and it'll probably be him when he's not backed up.  Unless you
want Stella to scream at you too?"  She shook her head, going to talk
to Mac.  Sheldon sighed and went to talk to Sid.  "Sid?" 


He
got a smile.  "Xander will be fine, Sheldon.  It'll blow
over." 


"I
hope." 


"It
will."  He patted him on the arm.  "I thought I heard
screaming.  Do I have a body upstairs?" 


"A
few patrol officers decided to slip threatening notes under Xander's
door." 


"Ah,
yes, the beauteous goddess did correct her humble servants." 


"A
lot," he agreed dryly.  "Plus I had to talk to Lindsay." 


"She'll
get over this not being Montana eventually as well.  Did I ever tell you
about the first vampire I staked?  Quite a handsome woman...." 
Sheldon patted him and walked off smiling, letting Sid do the same. 
"Good.  Things will go back to normal and I'll play more go fish with
Xander." 


***



Horatio
knocked on the boys' door after lunch, getting John.  "Good to see
you again." 


"I'm
sorry I overreacted and got the kid shunned." 


"It'll
be fine.  A lot of talking has gone on since then." 


"Yeah,
we heard," Xander said from the kitchen.  "One came here to threaten
me to leave the city before more of them came for me."  He came out
with a mug of cocoa.  "Can we move back and not work for a
while?" 


"I'm
working on the chief, Xander." 


"I
know.  It sucks." 


Horatio
tipped his face up.  "You said that about Miami too," he
reminded him gently.  Xander nodded, flopping down to sip his cocoa. 
"I do have something for Tim.  Is he hiding?" 


"Groceries,"
Xander admitted.  "He thought he'd be safe."  He took
another drink and looked at John.  "Is he?" 


"So
far.  One of the patrol guys gave him an odd look and a lot of room on the
sidewalk." 


Xander
nodded.  "Thanks, John." 


"Welcome,
kid."  He looked at Horatio.  "What does Taylor want to
do?" 


"Right
now he's willing to give it another day then he wants Xander to come in and
hide in ballistics to see what happens."  Xander looked at him. 
"He thinks it'll be okay." 


"I
don't." 


"I
know, which is why he wanted you to come in and hide in ballistics for a
day." 


"Can
I lock Lindsay out?" 


"You
can," Horatio agreed.  "She and Mac have had another
talk."  He reached over to brush his hair back down.  "I
heard you had to spank her." 


"She
put around that I was sleeping with dead people!" he complained. 
"I should've kicked her ass." 


"Probably,"
he agreed, smiling some.  "It'll be okay." 


"It's
not okay, Horatio." 


"It
will be okay, Xander."  He stared him down until he looked at his
cocoa again.  "Believe me.  We're going to make it okay." 


"You
can't prove that." 


"We
can't *prove* it but I know it will be true.  We will be fine and they'll
all calm down in a few days.  Then you can come down on vacation next time
and spank Ryan for us." 


"He
needs someone to guide him, Horatio." 


"I
know that, but it's not been us recently." 


Xander
shrugged.  "John can pop down some more." 


"He
has a few times."  He smiled at him.  "Let us handle it,
Xander.  You know we will." 


"I
know you will," he agreed. 


"Good
boy."  He smiled at Tim when he came in with a few bags, pulling out
the envelope to look at then hold up.  "This is yours, Timothy."



"Bless
you."  He put things down and took it to look inside, giving him a
hug.  "You're second in my affection behind Xander, man, I swear
it."  He gave him a pat then hugged Xander.  "It'll be
good, Xander.  All good."  Xander looked at him. 
"Really.  One of the patrol officers stopped me on the way back to
tell me it was okay again, they understood now."  He stroked through
his hair.  "You still need another haircut."  He took a
kiss and went to put up groceries.  "The only problem I can see is
ATF is in town.  I saw one across the street.  I think he recognized
me since he spit his soda all over the window." 


"Swords
haven't been weapons of mass destruction since the fourteen hundreds,"
Xander said, looking confused.  Speed gave him a look.  "It's
fine." 


"Good." 
He looked at John.  "How are you?" 


"I'm
fine.  Want me to check on anyone?" 


"No,
I'm good," Xander promised.  "I can hide." 


"Good." 
Tim looked at the documents again then at Horatio.  "So if they come
up here?" 


"It
was probably your landlord," he said dryly.  "It was probably
from the bug incident." 


"I
had to," Xander complained. 


"I
know you did.  Did you have fun?"  Xander wobbled then grinned
slightly and nodded.  "Good.  It's probably a harmless issue for
you."  He smiled at Tim when he brought him a bottle of water. 
"Thank you." 


"Welcome."



"Incoming,"
John noted, fading out. 


Tim
listened at the door then opened it before the people paused outside could
knock.  "What?" 


"Timothy
Speedle?" he asked. 


"No. 
Darren Speedle.  Younger brother." 


"Oh. 
No wonder you look like him.  May we come in?" the agent in the lead
asked.  "ATF, sir." 


Tim
let them inside.  "I'm sure you know Lieutenant Caine.  The
other is my boyfriend, CSI Harris." 


"He's
the reason I'm here.  Sir, we got a report from someone in Cleveland and
someone in LA that you have weapons you've moved across state
lines?"  Xander pointed at the wall and he gave him a confused
look.  He went to look anyway and went pale.  "You went to the
program in San Francisco?" 


"Yup
and I'm from Sunnydale too," Xander said dryly.  "It's necessary
sometimes.  Which brat in Cleveland called?" 


"A
Miss Summers, sir." 


"Ah,
loyalty from my friends," he said dryly, finishing his cocoa and putting
it down.  "Did you also find the file?" 


"I
found it and unlocked it, sir.  I wanted to know why." 


"Initiative."



"I
found that file as well.  Didn't like it, got very sick." 


"They
had a friend," he said bluntly.  "They were torturing others and
trying to break our group up so they could kill us or use us." 


The
agents both nodded.  "Sounds reasonable," the second one
noted.  "Um, graduation, sir?" 


"Did
you see the remains?" 


"Pictures
of and the files that said it was reasonable." 


Xander
nodded.  "It fixed it when we couldn't before then.  Am I in
trouble for that?" 


"That's
what we're looking at, sir," the lead agent said.  He looked at
him.  "Do you still have artillery?" 


"Last
night he ended up having to save lives by taking on a very bad creature trying
to kill detectives," Tim told him. 


"Damn." 
The lead agent came over.  "Okay.  You're a ballistics tech,
right?" 


"And
gun collector," he agreed dryly.  "Yes, I do have some
artillery.  I have moved it.  LA was too unstable most of the time to
leave it." 


"It'll
work for us.  I'm sure you're careful?" 


"I
do an inventory every week," Xander assured him.  "The same as I
do with my swords, my guns, all the other stuff." 


"That's
fine, sir.  Why didn't you apply with our lab?" 


"Because
I've got a minor in trace and a minor in field work," Xander said with a
small grin.  "Otherwise I might've.  Originally all I wanted was
a small department I could raise dogs in." 


"I
can understand that, sir," the secondary agent agreed.  "So
you're content to do what you do?"  Xander nodded.  "How
did you get the weapons?" 


"Demon
underground.  Them and the hunters have their own conduits." 


"Can
you point them out to us?" 


"And
cripple the others?  Can I just give you the links to Cleveland and my
former friends?" he asked with a sweet grin. 


"I
can see you doing that.  We had to strong-arm the people in LA, Mr.
Harris," the lead agent said.  He smirked at him.  "They
liked you." 


"Yeah,
because they actually tried to see me.  Unlike the people in Cleveland who
told me I'm like dryer lint.  Angel and them were annoyed by my
hyperactivity and other things but I was a useful tool to them.  That's
why Angel sent me to college.  So he'd have his hunter nearby but
contained and out of his hair.  He told my boyfriend to watch me for
violent urges even though I don't have any." 


"Not
until you have to protect others," Tim agreed causally.  "They
all treated him like he was a toy," he told them. 


"Even
better for us to shut them down," the secondary agent said. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Have you ever been in combat, kid?"  He
shook his head.  "I have.  Eleven years of combat.  Since
tenth grade," he said quietly.  "I wanted to retire but they
made me go through the program and get him."  He smiled at Tim. 
"You're probably keeping me from going to Cleveland to kill them." 


"That's
a joint fun," he reminded him.  He looked at the agents. 
"Have you ever talked to Hamid Johansen?  South African guy in
LA?" 


"We
have him on a watch list," the lead agent admitted.  "Is he a
major link?" 


"No,
but if you ask the right questions he's got the good stuff in the secondary
back room.  He makes good stakes too." 


"I'm
sure he does," he agreed.  He sat down across from him. "I know
that you need it.  I was in combat for two years, kid."  Xander
grinned at him.  "Granted, mine wasn't a nightly thing with people or
creatures who could have been my best friends the day before." 
Xander gave him a look.  "We're trying to make sure no terrorist can
crossover." 


"That'd
mean they'd have to know.  Hamid makes us recite what he is." 


"So
he could know who would be willing to crossover?" 


"I
busted three before I left LA," Xander told him quietly.  Tim stared
at him.  "That last case, dear."  He looked at him
again.  "I knew there were loopholes and I used what I had to close
them.  Hence the FBI coming in and making me go home early one
night." 


That
got a smile.  "I can check on that and ask them."  Xander
tipped his head.  "Can we see your collection?  Just in case?"



"It's
in a binder," Speed said, getting up to get it.  He tossed it
over.  "Want water, guys?" 


"No
thank you, sir," the secondary agent said.  Someone knocked and Tim
went to get it.  "Anything we were looking for?" 


"Nothing
that new." 


"The
older stuff is easier to get, cheaper to get, and sometimes easier to
use," Xander pointed out.   "No one looks for grenade
launchers, they all look for LANS these days." 


"True,"
the lead agent agreed, smiling at him. 


Tim
came back from talking to the landlord.  "He did ask about the
flamethrowers. I told him it was to help on that case, Xander.  Explained
that it was to help burn some bugs that had been brought in from
overseas." 


"Very
true.  Did Customs have fun finding the rest?" he asked the secondary
agent.  He nodded and grimaced.  "Mac got bitten." 


The
agents both smiled at that.  "It can happen.  One of the Customs
agents nearly got mauled by a swarm," the secondary agent admitted. 
"Things like that we're more than happy to have you help with." 
John reappeared and he blinked.  "Wow." 


"Partner,"
Speed said.  "What's wrong?" 


"Monroe's
odd." 


"Monroe's
partially possessed but she thought she fought it off," Xander said
blandly.  "It's integrated by now."  He smiled and pulled
Tim into his lap.  "Can I have a cuddle?"  He nodded and
let him cuddle.  "I know I'm not the usual gun nutjob that you guys
see, even though my teachers have called me it a few times." 


The
lead agent smiled.  "Ballistics techs are all strange,
Xander."  He went back to it.  He finally handed it back.
"Thank you for cooperating." 


"As
long as I don't end up in a cell," he said quietly. 


"I
see no reason to.  You're doing things we don't want to do yet are
necessary.  You're not selling them.  You're not endangering lives
with it.  You're damn good at keeping them from everyone.  Until
someone in Cleveland ratted you out we had no idea you existed."  He
stood up.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Let me know if I can help.  I don't like the other gun runners. 
They're scary bastards who make me work harder to protect others." 


They
smiled.  "That's a good reason, sir.  You'll find most
ballistics techs of prominence have good collections as well." 


"Does
that mean I can go to you guys to up my exemplar at work?" 


"Sure. 
I think we could do that."  He winked then walked out with his
second, going down to talk to Mac.  He walked into his office a few
minutes later.  "I love your ballistics tech.  I really
do."  Mac smiled at that.  "He said your exemplar is
pitiful, not in so many words?" 


"It
could use expanded.  We've had to check things out of the Property office
a few times over the years." 


"We'll
see what we can do," he agreed.  "One of the brats in Cleveland
gave him up for his artillery collection.  We've cleared him.  It's
all good with us." 


"Good. 
I like Xander.  Even if something happens." 


"He
said you got bitten," the second agent said. 


Mac
nodded.  "I did."  He leaned back.  "No other
problems?" 


"No,
he told us were to start looking to close down some wider loopholes in the
hunter's weapon pipeline.  Apparently he busted a few before he left
LA," the secondary agent said.  "Has anyone ever tried to
profile him?  He seems a bit...young mentally." 


Mac
nodded.  "Did you ever meet Miss Rosenburg?"  They both
grimaced but nodded.  "They've known each other since the first day
of school and Willow basically raised him.  He's a bit on the warped side
because of that and it makes him odd.  We appreciate the oddness however.
It makes him have great insights into other people.  That and all the
experience hunting that stunted some of that.  We're hoping Tim helps
that." 


"Tim?"



"His
boyfriend?" Mac asked. 


"He
said his name was Darren." 


"Then
again, a deceased detective did show up out of thin air and did look
spectral," the lead agent decided.  "That's fine with us. 
I'm sure his former boss has that part covered too since he was
there."  He scratched his forehead.  "Do you know what a gift
you have in him?" 


Mac
nodded.  "I'm slowly learning why Horatio's adamant he's getting him
back as soon as he has room in the budget." 


"Good. 
We'll up your exemplar. I'm sure he's got a wish list." 


"Or
four," Don said from behind him.  "He faxed it over." 
He handed it to him.  "How is Xander?" 


"Fine,"
the second agent said with a small smile.  "Very cuddlesome." 


"Good. 
That's how we like Xander."  He grinned.  "Anything else
you guys need?" 


"No,
we're perfectly fine.  He didn't seem too surprised his former friends
told us about that." 


"They're
so screwed up," Don complained.  "They did it to him.  They
were his only friends." 


The
second agent looked at him.  "He's very lucky.  He could have
very easily become a serial killer." 


"I
know," Mac agreed, smiling some.  "We're very lucky." 
They nodded and took the wish list with them.  Mac smiled at Don. 
"We're good." 


"Good. 
Can we convince Xander to come out of his apartment?  I couldn't
earlier." 


"I
think he'll be in the day after tomorrow.  That's what Horatio and I
agreed on.  It should be fine, Don." 


"Good. 
Let's hope so."  He walked off again.  "Hey, Adam, call
Xander tomorrow to let him know how backed up he'll be," he called into
Trace as he walked past. 


"Sure,
Detective."  He called Xander's house.  "Are you
okay?"  He smiled.  "That'll work.  A bit backed up
but not horribly so.  Chad'll be back tonight.  I've already talked
to him and he said it'd be okay.  Also, Stabler was looking for you
earlier?"  He grinned. It turned into a gape.  "Aren't they
your *friends*?" he complained.  "Damn, boy.  Remember,
some friends are better than those friends.  I'm not like that. 
Neither is Danny.  Good.  No, you get cuddles.  Well, Detective
Flack said to call you tomorrow.  Sure.  See you then."  He
hung up and grinned at Danny.  "He'll be back the day after
tomorrow.  Mac and Horatio said so." 


"That
works.  It'll give people time ta think and see sense."  He went
back to work.  "Anything else going on?" 


"He's
cuddling Tim."  Danny grinned but nodded.  "Feds were
there." 


"I
saw the ATF guys.  They dress just worse than FBI guys or are in jeans
most times."  He smiled and went back to work at his amazed
look.  "How's Chad's mom?" 


"She's
okay.  They've got it fixed. They've got her a homecare nurse. He said he
was going to come in tonight anyway." 


"Good. 
It's good she's good and that he can come do guns for us.  Then again, I
like Xander's reports." 


"I
like Xander's reports," Adam grumbled, going back to his own work. 
Maybe he'd work on changing his report style to something less wordy. 


***



Xander
peeked around the doorway but the receptionist nodded him inside. "You
sure?" 


"I'm
sure.  Go run and hide."  He nodded, sneaking down to
ballistics.  She signed him in and noted the time since he was about ten
minutes late. "Probably too much nookie." 


Xander
slid into his jacket and closed the lab door, looking at his night
counterpart.  "Hi." 


"Hi. 
You okay?" 


"I
don't want to be beaten up today." 


"That's
a reason I can appreciate." 


"How's
your mom?" 


"Better. 
They fixed her hip.  She's back home with a caretaker there to do the
little things and be nagged by my mom."  He grinned.  "How
are you?" 


"Jumpy." 
Chad grinned at that.  "How backed up am I?" 


"Only
three left.  Stabler's left about ten messages." 


"I
talked to him two days ago," he said, sighing.  "Thanks,
Chad." 


"Welcome,
Xander.  By the way, the wish list for our exemplar?  You've got some
odd taste." 


"Only
in a few quirky choices, the rest were pretty standard." 


"True. 
Very pretty too."  He pointed and Xander went to look, squealing
happily.  "They showed up late last night."  Xander hugged
him and went back to looking at them.  Chad smiled and finished up for the
day.  "I'll head home, Xander.  Be safe and hide in there when
you can." 


"Sure. 
Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He left, closing the door behind him. 


Xander
pulled out his cellphone to call him.  "Why didn't you call the
house?" he asked.  "Yeah, and I was hiding my stupid ass. 
Oh, please.  I know very well John was here."  He nodded.
"Exactly.  No, I'm cooing over my new exemplar samples.  I'm at
work but hiding.  Sure, bring me a regular coke please," he offered
with a grin.  Then he hung up and went back to his rearranging. 
Someone knocked and leaned in.  "Look, pretties," he said with a
bright grin. 


"Good,
you got your new toys."  Mac came in to look.  "Is
that..."  Xander handed that one over when he pointed.  "It
is.  I'll be damned." 


Xander
grinned at him.  "They're great guns."  He put it back into
its new spot and walked out to the main lab.  "What's up?  Chad
said he left me three." 


"He
did and I've got a bullet."  He handed it over. "What did
Stabler want?" 


"An
opinion.  I don't know why he didn't come or call the house.  Ooh,
Tim said we're going to the pound tonight instead.  He said last time they
had a small fire so they had to move all the dogs and weren't doing
anything." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  Are you okay?" 


"Hiding. 
I don't want to be beaten up." 


"It'll
be fine." 


"I
hope you're right or I'm taking Tim and we're going on a trip so I can charm
European women and tempt them." 


"Stay
in New York and hit the UN, Xander."  He patted him on the
back.  "It'll be fine." 


"I
hope so." 


"Good. 
Get those to me when you can."  Xander nodded, getting to work. 
He watched him for a minute then left, closing the lab door behind him. 
He saw Stella watching.  "Leave him alone." 


"I
was going to give him a hug."  She went in to do that then came back
out, the door closed behind her.  She went to work on her own case,
smiling when Elliot came in.  "Aww, you brought him presents." 


"He
probably won't go out for a few hours."  He tapped then leaned in,
letting Xander have the soda.  "We need to do the deposition?" 


"Crap. 
Why didn't you come over?" 


"I
heard what John said."  He came in.  "You okay?" 


"Worried
about having to protect myself from thugs." 


"There's
not too many of those here."  He watched him work.  "She'll
be down in a few." 


"That's
fine.  I'll get this done as soon as I can.  Chad managed to get us
caught up and I got a new exemplar cabinet." 


"Congrats. 
How?" 


"My
former friends turned me into the ATF for having artillery.  Apparently
Buffy called them about my unhealthy gun and artillery habits." 


Stabler
groaned, shaking his head.  "Can't you have something eat them?"



"There's
innocent people who've been warped by them."  John appeared, shaking
his head.  "Problems in Miami?" 


"Nope."



"Tim?"



"Nope."



"ATF?"
Xander guessed. 


"No,
they haven't come back yet.   No, it's Buffy.  Tim just slammed
the door in her face and then ended up pulling a gun on her to get her to go
away when she kicked the door in."  Xander glared at him. 
"I told her where you are so she can come here." 


"Thank
you for protecting Tim." 


"Not
a problem.  I like to protect Tim.  You two are very cute,
kid."  He faded back out. 


Stabler
looked at him.  "I should call Finn.   He hates her about
as much as you do." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I don't care enough to hate.  I haven't in
years.  Now, hiding, I'll do that.  Can you tell Mac?" 


"Sure." 
He went to do that.  "Taylor?"  He looked up. 
"Buffy's on her way over." 


"Charming,"
Stella said with an evil smile. 


"John
just showed up to say she kicked in their door and he had to pull a gun to
protect himself.  John told her where he is." 


"Even
better," Stella promised.  "Did you need him on another
case?" 


"Deposition."



"Ah." 
She nodded. "Did he tell you about the nice visit?" 


"Yup." 
He grinned back.  "Remember, she's tiny and blonde.  We've seen
her recently."  He walked back to the lab, meeting the ADA down
there.  "Hey, Alex." 


"Hi,
Elliot.  Thanks for joining us." 


"Not
a problem.  By the way, we may get interrupted by a small blonde
woman." 


"Why?"



"Remember
seeing Buffy?" Elliot asked. 


"Unfortunately."



"She
just broke in my door looking for me," Xander said.  "She's one
of my former friends.  Let me finish this report first?"  She
nodded, setting up to take it there.  "Thank you."  He got
back to work.  "Sorry.  Small backlog and you guys get
fussy." 


"That's
fine," Elliot agreed.  He caught the door when it bounced inward
toward him.  "Whoa!" he ordered the patrol officer. 
"What are you doing?" 


"That
freak!" he said, pointing.  "He brought them!" 


"I
did not," Xander complained.  "It was here long before I was
born.  I was trained to fight it!" 


The
officer pouted.  "But they like you." 


"That's
because I was born on the mouth of hell!" he shouted back.  "Of
course they like me!  I'm on their fucking hitlist, man!  I fought
them for eleven years and all I wanted to do was retire and they showed back
up!"  He whimpered.  "Now, sit your ass down!" he commanded,
pointing.  The officer sat in the corner, holding his knees. 
"Good, stay there!"  He got back to work, shaking his
head.  "Whatever," he mumbled. 


Elliot
leaned out, finding Danny looking confused.  He motioned him closer and
pointed.  "Oh, that's why there was screaming and no breaking
glass."  He walked in and looked at the officer.  "Come
on." 


"He
said to sit here."  He gave him a sullen look.  "He's
mean." 


"Sure
he is.  Xander, can I have him?" 


"Sure."



"See,
you can move now.  Come on, we'll go talk to Mac, tell him why he's so
mean and so bad."  The officer let him help him up and walk him out. 


Elliot
closed the door.  "Not the explosion I was waiting on." 


"I
hope she gets lost," Xander told him. He finished his report and spell
checked it then turned around and sat on a stool.  "What can I do for
you, ADA Cross?" 


She
smiled.  "We need to depose you, CSI Harris." 


"Not
the first time," he admitted.   "I will warn you, I
babble.  I have ADHD." 


"Okay. 
I'll take that into account."  She sat across from him, letting
Elliot run interference if necessary.  The expected problem came about
halfway through and Xander growled when she barged in.  She said
something, he said something back.  Elliot walked her off by her
hair.   Stella saw her and came out to grab her, taking her to talk
in Mac's office.  They went on with the deposition.  She'd have it
transcribed later without the interruptions. 


***



Horatio
walked into his boss's office that weekend.  "You called, sir?" 


"I
did."  He looked at him.  "How much do you want Harris
back?" 


"Quite
a lot." 


"We
can work something out?" 


"There
would be another one coming after a few years," he admitted. 
"His boyfriend is starting his own training."  That got a
smirk.  "He had been in biochem but quit when his brother died. 
He's the youngest Speedle," he said quietly. 


"Interesting. 
Three or four?" 


"Probably
four years." 


"That
might work.  I won't guarantee it."  He picked up a
folder.  "You're getting a grant in a year to update the
hummers."  He tossed it over, smiling when he caught it. 
"You let his boyfriend write it?" 


"He
needed something to do and I needed it written."  He read it over
then looked at him. "You're serious?" 


"Next
year, Horatio.  A few months after the budget starts over is when it's
supposed to start.  You can use it to put Harris on.  In the future,
it would a bit iffy but budgets go up every year." 


"We
also did have some excess with that one tech being fired," he said
quietly. 


"I
remember.  Why?" 


"She
was our mole.  She had also taken part of the grant as a fee, as well as
monthly payments that the source could not be identified."  That got
a nod.  "What about the problem with Stetler?" 


"He's
not in IAB and he's not to go near Harris, Horatio." 


"Thank
you, sir." 


"Good. 
When you get it, you can bring him down and have him back." 


"Thank
you." 


"You
need the help anyway.  It can ease some of the overtime budget.  Even
if you do only put him on three-quarter's time.  I noticed it was part of
that."  Horatio nodded. "Good.  Shoo." 


"Thank
you, Chief."  He walked out, going to call Tim.  "Good
news."  He smiled.  "The grant you wrote for us came
through."  He chuckled.  "Exactly.  A few months after
next year's budget comes in.  Good.  Thank you, Tim."  He
hung up and went to tell the others.  Maybe Xander would spank Ryan for
him. 


***



Tim
walked into Mac's office, dragging Xander.  He turned to look at him and
smiled, getting a squeal and hug.  "Horatio's grant came
through.  It'll be next budget year, after the budget starts." 
Xander hugged him then hugged Mac.  "Sorry, Mac." 


"That's
fine," he agreed, patting Xander on the back. "So we have you two for
another year and a bit?"  Tim nodded.  "Excellent. What
about yours?" 


"I'm
going to enjoy doing some classes to update myself.  I can go through the
same program Wolfe did."  Xander pulled him over and kissed him,
making him moan and grab his hips.  "Not in the office, Xander,"
he complained. 


"Please,"
Mac agreed. 


Sheldon
leaned in.  "I take it a position came open in Miami?" 


"In
a year and a bit," Mac told him with a small grin. 


"Fine,
rob us of Xander.  Can he train an intern so we have one like him?" 


"I
wouldn't care," Xander said, looking at him. "Do we have a potential
one?" 


"I
do," Mac agreed, handing that application over.  "I know you're
just out but you could do good at it." 


"I
can do that."  He looked it over with Tim, getting a nod. 
"Good.  I can mentor him."  He grinned and handed it
back.  "Thanks, Mac.  He's taking me to lunch." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  Go.  Shoo."  They walked out together,
making him shake his head.  Xander's t-shirt of the day was one of the
ones that makes everyone's head hurt.  _'Bother!' said Pooh, as he
uncovered a hive of Smurfs_ is not what he'd expect from his ballistics tech. 


Danny
came in, pointing.  "They were saying they needed a car to have
quickie lunchtime sex?  Are we all celebrating?" 


"I'm
sure.  A position is going to come open in Miami in just over a
year." 


"Wow. 
That's preplanning." 


"Indeed,"
Mac agreed, but he was happy.  "He's agreed to take in an
intern." 


"Good! 
Maybe we'll keep that one." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed.  "Do you want one?" 


Danny
snorted.  "Hell no." 


"Okay."



"Ask
Doc yet?" 


"He
said he'd think about it." 


"They're
some work."  He shrugged.  "Anyway," he said,
grimacing for a moment.  "My case, ended up being a suicide by
accident." 


"Interesting. 
How?" 


"The
gunshot?  He was cleaning it.  Idiot didn't check the chamber." 


"The
distance?" 


"Between
his knees.  We found the GSR there." 


Mac
shook his head.  "Interesting.  Wrap it up then." 


"Do
I rule it suicide or accidental death due to stupidity?" 


"Put
it as accidental death, leave off the obvious case of stupidity." 


"Sure." 
He handed it over. "There ya go.  Check the box for me please?" 
He walked off, going to clear his name off the board. 


Mac
looked it over and checked the box for him, signing off on it so it could go to
a different desk. 


Epilogue:



Xander
looked at his newest intern, shaking his head.  "You're my tenth
intern so I've got this speech down pat by now.  Welcome to Miami, it's
always hot and humid here.  You will have spoiled rich brats in about half
your cases.  Don't roll your eyes in front of them.  Half of them
won't understand and they'll think it's a sign of interest.  The other
half will instantly lawyer up, even if they don't need one, or they'll call
daddy.  Second thing you should know, I have multiple fields.  Put up
with it, deal with it, move on now," he said blandly.  "Like my
boyfriend, you can't do anything about it and if you try I'll probably mourn
you horribly while someone is searching for your body futilely in the
Everglades.  Also I'm trained to deal with strange shit."  His
intern nodded her head slowly.  "You don't have to but if you want to
I can train you.  That is why there are artillery and ancient weapon
examples lying around the lab complex, especially in here. Also, do not touch
the easy button.  It may be big, red, and tempting but if you do that the
redheaded witch of babbling shows up.  She won't like you.  She'll
think you're trying to take me from my boy.  She'll be wrong but she'll
never be convinced of it before you've been turned into something by her."



"Do
you use it?" 


"She
likes me now and then.  Plus I have coffee.  I need coffee when I'm
dealing with her.  Trust me, it helps.  Fourthly, if a book starts to
smoke, CALL ME," he said firmly.  "Books do not naturally
smoke.  CSI Delko found that out when he got possessed a few years
back.  That's sorta like how sometimes the morgue calls because the dead
don't always stay dead.  Again, if you want to deal with that, call me,
and carry silver.  It's a good idea around me anyway."  She
nodded, making notes on that.  "I'd suggest a pocket knife, dear." 
He moved around the lab.  "I was raised by the redheaded babble
patrol. That means I was warped heavily by girls.  No matter how much the
others try it's still here.  Again, nothing you can do about it. 
Survive.  Leave me alone about it.  I'm not usually violent
but...."  He grinned sweetly. 


"Okay,
one last thing.  Horatio has recently lost his family.  You bother
him and the whole lab will spank you.  Delko recently lost his
sister.  He might like hugs but he doesn't like mine.  So offer if
you're a hugger but don't sleep with him.  Calleigh's the other tech in
here.  She's the blonde spitfire up the hall in chem right now. 
She'll try to correct you.  She tried on me.  I did my internship
with her.  Again, hasn't worked yet, don't even try."  She nodded
at that.  "Good.  Now, I'm here for you for the next month, then
we're slowly going to get me back into the field.  You can work with Cal
whenever she's in here and the others whenever they come in.  I'm not
greedy, I'm here, trace, or in the field.  You can call."  She
nodded and he handed over his card.  "On the back is the home
phone.  If one of us grunts at you ask another question.  If it's a
bad time we'll hang  up.  Give it ten and call back unless it's an
emergency." 


"Do
we all get this speech?" 


"Yup
and I've trained the last three great ones personally.   If you are
is up to you."  He stared her down.  "Agreed?" 
She nodded. "Good.  Anything you want to know?" 


"Dress
code?" 


"Semi-professional. 
Nothing that you wouldn't want to be accidentally shown on the evening news
in.  Nothing slutty please.  Won't impress anyone around
here."  She nodded then waved a hand.  "A bit uptight,
especially if you want to be in the field as well.  Remember, field work
involves getting dirty and crawling around sometimes.  Ask Calleigh if you
have problems.  She tried to get rid of my t-shirts.  Didn't
work," he offered with a wicked grin.  "She's good if you've got
questions about that or how to handle female issues in the field.  My last
female intern had that one.  I refer those questions to her.  I
already know plenty about that issue but I'm gay so I can ignore it for the
rest of my very long life.  Any other questions?" 


"Personal
firearm?" 


"Are
you licensed to carry?" 


"Um,
not yet." 


"Get
one. You're a ballistics tech." 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Xander,"
he said slowly and clearly.  "Say it with me.  Xander." 


"Xander,"
she said with a small smile.  Someone screamed and he leaned out of the
lab then pulled out a bootknife and threw it at them, making the screaming
stop.  "Um....." 


"Delko's
heading that way and it's his ex."  He shrugged.  "It'll
come back to me in a few." 


"Xander!"
Eric yelled. 


"What!"



"You
pinned her to the wall again." 


"Next
time tell her to shut up!" he yelled back.  He grinned at his
intern.  "Remember, we are a family here.  If you have problems,
even personal problems, come to me.  If I'm the problem, come to me. 
I can't guarantee it'll help but it might."  She nodded at
that.  "If not, go to Calleigh.  All right?"  She
nodded.  "Good.  Then take your notebook, go into the exemplar
cabinet, write down the make and model of every gun in there, the condition,
and the serial number if it has one."  She reached for the manual and
he shook his head.  "Without the books.  By the time you
graduate I want you able to do that.  For right now, do what you can,
we'll use it as a before and after test."  She sighed but went to do
that.   "Call me when you're done, I'm going to see
Horatio."  He walked out, going to take his knife back from Eric. "Next
time, don't scream like something's eating you.  I'm trained to kill
things that make people scream like that."  She nodded, looking
scared.  "Good."  He walked up to Horatio's office,
interrupting his newest brood.  He closed the door and leaned against
it.  "They're alive, boss." 


"I
know."  He looked at his t-shirt of the day... _2nd Law of
Thermodynamics: Chaos will Reign._   "Speed buy that one?" 


Xander
grinned and nodded.  "He said it's fair warning for the
interns."  He walked closer.  "You know, you're not
alone.  We're a family there too, Horatio, and we miss you
horribly."  Horatio looked confused.  "You haven't been
yourself in a really long time.  Like nearly forever.  Remember,
Calleigh is like a pesky little sister.  Eric and Speed are like your
brothers.  You can consider me a nephew if you want."  Horatio
got up and gave him a hug.  "I know it's hard." 


"Thank
you, Xander," he said quietly. 


"I
just want you better, Horatio.  Don't make me pull out the nap-inducing
t-shirts.  Maxine said she'd spank me this time."  Horatio
laughed at that and ruffled his hair.  "Now, I've thoroughly scared
my intern and told her to go to Calleigh for sanity.  You need to come out
and hover and lurk.  I need to go be more scary so Eric's girlfriend
doesn't come in shrieking again." 


"I
told you not to throw daggers at her." 


"Then
she should quit yelling."  He grinned wickedly. 


"If
I treat you like my nephew, I should spank." 


"No
you shouldn't.  You should go pick on Eric for his taste in women. 
He's clearly gotten my skills rubbed off on him."  Horatio cracked
another smile.  "Now, do I have to get mean?" 


"No,
Xander.  You're a good boy.  Don't be mean."  He kissed him
on the temple.  "Thank you."  He walked out, feeling a bit
better.  Sometimes he knew just the right thing to say.  Sometimes,
he put his foot in his mouth.  Then again, that was just being a Xander.
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Speed
picked up his cellphone, calling a long-liked number.  "It's
me.  The new t-shirt is *not* a threat, even if it looks like one. 
He's very happy and bouncy that he's going to go out with bomb squad today with
you.  So don't let anyone panic, H."  He hung up, getting back
to his studying.  DNA was a lot different than he thought. 


Horatio
Caine hung up his phone, looking at it oddly for a minute, then around at the
rest of the people on the scene with him.  "Tim said Xander's new
shirt is not a threat," he announced.  "He's apparently got a
new one and he's happy." 


"Uh-huh,"
Eric said grimly.  "I'm sure it is a threat but not to
us."  He picked up a piece of tissue.  "Someone had a
bloody nose, H." 


"Hopefully
it's the killer, Eric.  I would like to catch this one."  He
looked over at the ME and Calleigh gathering the pieces of the body.  This
was not going to make Miami happy. 


***



Xander
bounced into the station, taking off his headphones when he saw Frank, beaming
at him.  "Hi!" 


"Why
are you wearing a threat t-shirt when you're happy?" he asked, looking a
bit confused.  "We barely got used to the regular t-shirt code,
kid." 


Xander
looked down at his shirt, then at him.  'Explosives are cool, especially
when people go boom too'.  He looked at Frank.  "It's not a
threat.  Horatio and I are going to play with the bomb squad guys today
for the cross-training stuff.  I have another one that is the threat
t-shirt but it says 'fire pretty, especially when you add people to it'. 
I'm being a good boy." 


"I
doubt it."  He walked off shaking his head.  Xander was strange,
that was a given with his other field of expertise, but this was just off the
charts for him.  He called Horatio.  "He's wearing a threat
t-shirt but he's bouncy and happy, Horatio.  Yeah, a new one." 
He listened to him.  "Explosives are cool, especially when people go
boom too.  He said the threat t-shirt was his roasting humans
one."  He shuddered.  "Fine.  Whatever.  He's
bouncy and happy.  Thank you."  He hung up, looking around but
Xander was gone.  He called the lab.  "Wolfe, tell bouncy boy
that Horatio needs him on the scene, they'll leave from there.  Don't
check out a hummer, just have a cruiser drive him."  He hung up,
putting his head down for a rest. 


Ryan
hung up and looked around.  "Xander?" he called, walking out of
the lab.  "Xander?"  He came out of AV, letting him see his
t-shirt.  "Why are you having a bad day?" he asked
cautiously.  "Because if it's a relationship thing, you know you can
talk to me, right?  I make a really good wall for you to talk about that
stuff with." 


"I'm
happy, Ryan.  Chill.  It's cross-training day." 


"Uh-huh. 
That's still a threat t-shirt and you're trying to confuse us.  That's not
nice to do to your friends, Xander.  It's really not.  You're being
mean and evil to us." 


Xander
grimaced.  "I try very hard not to." 


"Try
harder.  H said to grab a ride to his scene with a cruiser and he'd drive
you both over.  I might change though.  They won't like that
one."  Xander sighed, going to get one of his ballistics t-shirts
from his locker.  'My sanity and your sanity are from different realities,
go rejoin yours before mine has an allergic reaction.'  "NO!  Go
change that!" Ryan ordered, pointing and tapping a foot.  Xander gave
him an odd look.  "Now!  Right now!"  Xander huffed,
but went back to change, making Ryan shake his head.  He knew Xander only
kept three or four t-shirts in his locker.  The next one wasn't any
better.  'Chaos. Disorder. Anarchy. *contented sigh* My work here is
done.'  "Absolutely not!  They'll start to think we're all like
that."  Xander gave him a heated look.  "I do not want to
have bomb squad look at me funny.  They might decide a preemptive strike
was in order to cure us."  Xander walked off, coming out in the
original one.  "NO!  No way in hell I'm letting you wear
that.  Eric, do you have a spare shirt?" he called. 


"He's
out with Horatio already," Valera called back.  She came out and
winced.  "No, Xander.  They'll be insulted, dear." 
She came over to ruffle his hair.  "Don't you have a good button-up
shirt in there?" 


"Itchy,
tight court clothes," he complained.  "I'm not wearing that to
disarm bombs.  Sorry!"  He started to walk off but Ryan caught
his wrist and drug him into the locker room, getting into his own locker. 
He handed Xander his t-shirt, taking that one off him and walking off once his
locker was closed again.  "But this is yours!" 


"So? 
Wear it anyway!"  He walked back into the lab he had been working in,
putting Xander's t-shirt off to the side so nothing would get on it and ruin
it.  Not that it wasn't a good idea...but Xander spanked very hard. 
Xander came out of the locker room in his t- shirt, making Ryan look. 
"That's a lot less tight on me," he called.  "But
acceptable.  Now go find H." 


"Yes,
mother!"  He walked off shaking his head.  He went to the patrol
desk.  "Hi, Horatio hath summoned.  Can I hitch a ride with the
next guy going that way?" 


"Aren't
you supposed to be cross-training today?" the shift supervisor asked. 


"Yeah
but he said he'd drive me over so I didn't scare anyone." 


The
supervisor looked at him.  "We'll give you a ride to the exercise and
then tell him."  Xander beamed so he checked his shirt. 
"Caine put his foot down?" 


"Ryan
fusses like a teenage girl before the prom," he said dryly.  The guy
snickered, waving someone over to give him a ride.  "Hi, going to
cross-train with bomb squad and the boss is worried we won't have enough
hummers." 


"Sure,
Harris.  Come on."  He walked him out to his cruiser, taking him
over there.  "Bomb squad, right?" 


"Yeah,
not the one on the docks with ATF.  I went to their last one and nearly
made the guy pass  out because he was dumb.  He thought an RPG rocket
and a smart bomb could be the same device." 


"Well,
at least bomb squad could come in handy with the way you guys get into
trouble." 


Xander
grinned. "I've already got a lot of explosives knowledge.  I used to
work construction."  The guy gave him an odd look.  "I
did.  Plus my mentor in high school taught me so we could blow up things
in the desert.  He hunted vampires." 


"Okay
then," he decided, speeding up some.  "Is that your shirt? 
If so, you need to get a new one.  It's tight and getting a bit worn
around the collar." 


"Wolfe's. 
He fussed like a teenage girl over my shirt today." 


"Yeah,
I'm guessing OCD can be like that sometimes."  Xander gave him an odd
look.  "Sayings?" 


"Yes! 
I even got a new one and he wouldn't let me wear it." 


"Maybe
someday soon," he offered, changing lanes and speeding up a bit
more.  He finally got him to where the exercise was taking place, letting
the person checking them in get Xander.  "CSI Harris.  I'm
dropping him off." 


"I've
got him on the list.  Where is Lieutenant Caine?" 


Xander
leaned forward.  "Crime scene.  I can call." 


"Sure,
we don't want to hold it up."  He pointed.  "In there, CSI
Harris." 


"Thanks. 
Thanks, Murphy, kiss the wifey for me."  He got out, heading
inside.  The guy facing off with everyone gave him an odd look. 
"Cross-training?" 


"It
is.  Are you Screwmans?" 


"No,
I'm Harris.  Ballistics under Caine."  He looked down the
line.  "I'm guessing it's the guy on the end or the lady I don't know." 
He looked at him again then down the other side.  "Hey, Peter, can
you yell at Ryan?  He wouldn't let me wear the shirt you said I
could." 


"I
can do that.  Where is H?" 


"Scene. 
Calleigh and Eric are there." 


"As
interesting as this is," the trainer sneered.  "We can get the
lieutenant caught up.  He knows what he's doing.  I know I have at
least one newbie."  The female raised her hand.  "How
new?" 


"Fairly,
this is my first training exercise, sir.  I just signed on last
week." 


"You
are?" 


"Screwmans."



"Uh-huh." 
He looked at Harris.  "You're not a newbie?"  Xander shook
his head.  "What's your best time?" 


"I
don't keep track of that shit.  My goal is to get it disarmed before the
clock's done and I get blown up.  I'm in the really good but not really
fast category."  The guy blinked.  "I am.  Ask
Peter."  He pointed at him. 


"You
ever blown anything up?" 


"I
refuse to comment on that due to the fact that the statute of limitations has
not run out yet," he said coolly, staring him down.  "Want that
in another language?" 


The
guy sneered at him.  "You're a smartass."  Xander nodded,
smirking back.  "Where, on the table in front of me, have you
disarmed up to?"  Xander looked then pointed.  "Excuse
me?" 


"What? 
It was in an airport.  I had to get some help.  The green and blue
wires on that model were twisted and I couldn't be sure where they went because
there was an additional opaque housing over their destination point. 
Since it only had three minutes there was no time to get gear there.  By
myself, about three back.  I have missed the blue one in front of
you.  Is that the new Helix design?" 


The
guy blinked.  "Are you from the Midwest?" 


"Three
hours outside LA." 


"Ganger?"
he sneered. 


"Hell
no.  Want me to take off the t-shirt so you can search for tattoos among
the scars?  I'm from near the desert.  My mentor taught me C-4 by
helping blow up snakes and things."  The man gave him a horrified
look.  "He hunted vampires," he said with a grin. 


"What
did you blow up, boy?" 


"I
am not going to answer that question due to the statute of limitations still
being in effect."  A hand covered his mouth so he looked back. 
"It is."  He uncovered his mouth.  "Ask me in five
years." 


"I
may be dead by then," he said bluntly. 


"Then
that's a reason not to get dead, huh?" Xander shot back.  "Now,
the last guy's here, can we get on with it?  Please?"  He
grinned sweetly.  "I'm only scary if you piss me off." 


"You're
in what field?" 


Xander
gave him this innocent little smile.  "Ballistics." 


The
guy shuddered.  "At least you brought your boss so he can leash
you." 


"No,
he used to be bomb squad." 


The
guy moaned.  "Fine.  You know so much,  you work with the
rookies for a few minutes.  Prove it." 


"Sure. 
Come on, kids.  Then I'll get the new Helix bomb and that blue one if
that's not it.  Ooooh, and are we going over the multiplex bomb that they
had to disarm?  It was an odd design." 


"It
was a Tomahawk inserted sideways," one of the guys said.  "They
put the timer in the back and laid it on the capacitor." 


"Oh. 
It looked different." 


He
shrugged.  "We thought so too until we dismantled it." 
Xander nodded, leading the kids off to the side to start with the easiest
things:  things with fuses.  He looked at Horatio.  "Man,
you have *quite* the boy there, H." 


"I
know.  He's a credit to the lab and the department.  I see someone
made him change?" 


"Wolfe
fussed," Peter told him with a grin.  "He said that's his shirt
too.  He's a lot tougher than he looks, Agent Brennan." 


"If
you say so.  Most of those sort think too much." 


"No,
he's very action oriented," Horatio assured him.  "That chase
last month, that was him."  He picked up the blue example. 
"Is this the new Helix design?"  It got snatched and the agent
shook his head.  "He and I would both like to look at that one."



"We'll
get there."  He looked around.  "Since we're all here,
let's start with the review of what we do know, make sure everyone's up to
date."  He looked at Horatio, getting stared at back. 


"Horatio
was one of us for three years," another guy said patiently. 
"He's does the work and now when they like to try to blow him up." 


"That's
why we had a magnetized mine on one of the hummers the other day," Xander
called.  "It made a pretty discus." 


"Are
you gay?" Screwmans asked. 


Xander
looked at her.  "It doesn't really matter, I wouldn't hit on you
anyway.  You don't like guns."  She gave him a horrified
look.  "Now, can we get back to work or is your paranoia going to
make you do stupid shit?"  He stared her down and she sneered. 
So he did something and handed it over.  "Fix it."  She
looked at the bomb then at him. "Now.  Right now. You've only got
another minute."  She fumbled but got the switches out. 
"Good.  Now, can you do the same thing?" he asked the other guy,
who made his own.  "Good.  Let's move on."  He got
them moving into the next harder group.  He looked at the trainer. 
"Got any wires and cutters?"  He gave him a horrified
look.  "How else am I supposed to teach them?  That's how I was
taught.  You make and then you unmake."  Horatio nodded that was
how he had learned too. 


"That
is not how we do things." 


"Then 
you teach them so I can learn nifty new things," Xander said dryly. 
"Because I already know this part very well."  He walked back
over, taking the demonstration model the others were working with, leaning on
the table.  "If I threw this against the wall, aiming to hit the blue
button, what would happen?" he asked Horatio. 


"It
would probably explode.  It's got a mercury trigger." 


"That's
connected to the blue button," he said, pointing it out to him. 
"What else does the blue button go to?" he asked the trainer. 


Peter
leaned over, pointing at something.  "It goes to that and it'd make
the mercury switch break, which may or may not set it off since it's a level
switch.  So you'd have to throw it perfectly level." 


"Okay." 
He went back over it.  "Do I cut the green wire?" 


"The
cut ones are always red with him," Peter told him.  Xander frowned so
he showed him.  "There, Xander." 


"That
makes no sense.  Why cut that one when it leads nowhere?"  He
showed him.  It led to the ground.  "It's the ground wire. 
Wouldn't that make it go boom?" 


Peter
took it to look at, nodding.  "You've got a point."  He
looked at the trainer.  "Miswired this one, Agent Brennan." 


"I
did not." 


"Cutting
the ground wouldn't interrupt the circuit.  It'd get us shocked,"
Xander told him simply.  "Before you ask, yes I can rewire my stereo
as well," he said blandly when he opened his mouth.  "Had to,
Giles couldn't do his own."  He took it back.  "Was it
supposed to be the battery, to the mercury switch, or to the timer?" 


Horatio
took it to look at.  "To the switch, Xander."  He showed
him.  "That one." 


Xander
nodded.  "I can do that."  He looked it over, then at the
parts.  "Just keep stripping until you find it?"  They all
nodded. "I can do that too but I need a new screwdriver.  I ran mine
into the wall the other day when something popped up that needed to be
stabbed."  He took the next one, then put it aside.  "Done
that one recently.  Horatio, can you hand me the red one two down that
way?"  It was handed over. "Thanks."  He looked at it,
starting the taking apart process.  "Hmm.  Another red ground wire." 
Peter looked then nodded.  He looked at the agent.  "Are you
sure you know what you're doing?"  He stomped off, nearly smoking in
his anger.  "Okay then.  Sorry!" he called, absently waving
a hand while he got back to work.  "This one?" he suggested. 


Peter
looked.  "Secondary.  Look at the mass.  Get the charge
wire then that one, Xander."  Xander frowned, finding it, then
nodded.  "That is a new design."  Someone else walked in
and slammed the building's door.  "Hey, Agent Tipps." 


Xander
looked back and waved.  "Hey, Bob.  He kept coding the ground
wire red."  He got back to work.  "Cut or pull?" 


"Cut
to be safe and make sure it can't get back together again." 


"Okay,
so cut and duct tape," he agreed, letting Horatio have that one. 
Agent Bob grabbed him by the shoulder, making him kick back at him. 
"Get off!  You're not my roommate!"  He glared. 
"Are you possessed?"  Horatio coughed.  "He looks
possessed." 


"He's
not possessed, I think he's mad, Xander," Horatio offered calmly. 


Xander
looked at Bob.  "Are you sure you're not possessed?"  The
man grunted and drug him off to yell at him.  "What!  Peter said
the cut wires were red.  He was coding the ground wires red instead. 
Of course I pointed it out!" 


"You
can't tell us what you blew up?" he asked. 


"Not
for five more years." 


"What?"
he asked impatiently. 


"It
was necessary." 


"I
know your other speciality, Harris.  What?" 


"Grad."



"Figures." 
He walked back to the table shaking his head.  "At least it was
solved." 


"With
a low death rate that had nothing to do with the explosion," Xander
agreed, following him back.  He showed him the design. 
"See?" 


"He
did color code them wrong.  Go help the newbies." 


"He
didn't like that I was teaching them to make the bombs first." 


He
looked over then at him.  "I don't blame him, you're dangerous and
odd.  Go help the new kids.  I'll get you the manuals so you can go
over them with Horatio.  That way you don't warp the bomb squad
guys."  They all laughed and shook their heads.  "Yes, he
will.  Exposure does that to others.  Look at Wolfe." 


"Not
fair," Xander complained, going over there.  He looked at the table,
then at the sheepish guy.  "Okay, when I said to make them so you
could take them apart, that meant you should be able to take them apart before they
go off.  I would do that right this second."  The guy moaned,
getting down to undo what he had done.  Xander took the clippers and
clipped it, then walked him over to Horatio.  "Here, you have
patience.  This is why I'll never have kids for Willow to warp." 
He went back to teaching her.  "Okay, let's go to the next
one."  He built something slowly, letting her see it. 
"Undo it."  She looked then snipped a wire.  He shook his
head, pointing at the counter.  Still going.  She whimpered and
looked around.  "Boom.  Battery."  She moaned, finding
it and cutting it.  "Good.  Much better.  Now you do
it.  From scratch."  She nodded, settling in on her stool to
build her own and then disarm it.  He was a demanding teacher but she had
wanted to be on bomb squad and he was teaching her what she needed to know. 


***



Xander
walked into the house that night.  "Agent Bob said I'm an
asshole.  If I ever have kids he's telling CPS I have no patience and
should not have them." 


"If
you have kids, Willow's in trouble," Speed called from the kitchen.
"I'll kill her myself."  He leaned out of the kitchen, looking
at him.  "What happened?" 


"The
trainer was coding the wires we're to cut wrong.  A few of us pointed it
out but I'm not one of the guys."  He grimaced.  "So I
ended up mostly teaching the new kids things.  Though I did get to see a
few new designs.  We'll see if they stick in my head or not." 
He sat down at their table, looking at the man cooking.  "How was
class?" 


"Boring. 
Very boring.  I swear the teacher has sleeping pills in her
sweat."  He shook his head, going back to browning the
hamburger.  "We're having a casserole." 


"Like
I care." 


"Point. 
It won't be poisonous, so you won't care."  He looked at him. 
"That is not your t- shirt." 


"Ryan
wouldn't let me change back." 


"I
knew I liked the substitute for a reason."  Xander growled. 
"Don't even think about it. Your t-shirt earlier could have insulted
someone." 


"One
of them helped me pick it out." 


"Even
then it could have insulted someone." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Yay.  I could've worn one of the others but he
wouldn't let me do that either.  So instead I got hit on all day at my
later crime scene." 


"That
is a bit tight." 


"Not
like he's built like me." 


"Also
true.  Then again, you're not as cut as he is."  Xander glared
at him.  "You're not. You're the one who doesn't do all the
situps." 


"Bite
me." 


Speed
smirked at him.  "Ah, an uncomfortable truth."  Xander took
off his shirt, showing off his very well-built chest muscles. 
"You've gained weight in the last year or so, Xander.  Since you had
that flu." 


"It's
your fault.  You're the cook."  He got up, heading upstairs to
change and put on comfortable clothing.  He came back down when someone
knocked, letting Horatio in.  "What's up?" 


"Manuals?" 
He handed them over.  "Bob did apologize to me, Xander." 


"I'm
glad he did because I'm still not sorry I kicked his ass." 


Horatio
gave him a gentle smile.  "Me either.  Are you all right?" 


"Just
tired."  He got his forehead tested.  "It's not a return of
the flu I get every two years." 


"As
long as you're sure."  He gave him a look.  "Ryan was also
talked to about his fit this morning on your t-shirt.  He's sticking to
his complaints on this one.  He thinks it's a threat too." 
Xander shook his head.  "I know.  Peter told the rest of us it
was supposed to be a joke shirt."  He got a smirk from Speed. 
"Though he did warn me this morning that you were wearing it." 


"Then
someone's getting thumped all night with nightmares." 


"Don't
be too mean to him," Horatio offered.  "He was trying to
help." 


"He
just called me fat too."  He put the manuals in the living room and
came back.  "Staying for dinner?  He said he's making some sort
of casserole stuff." 


Horatio
gave him a look.  "No, I think I'll let you pounce him for the fat
comment."  Xander shook his head.  "You will." 


"I
won't be.  I know I'm better built than Wolfe is." 


"You
are both very well built.  The differences could be
biological."  Xander shook his head.  "Fine.  You two
can have a tiff tonight.  Call and tell me if things get out of
hand." 


"I
won't hurt him." 


"I
know that, but that doesn't mean you haven't ended up on my doorstep at two in
the morning before," he reminded him gently.  Xander grimaced but
nodded.  "Good boy.  I'll let you to have that fight.  I'll
see you tomorrow, Xander."  He gave him a pat on the arm then left,
going home. 


"See,
even he said you're wrong." 


"No,
he said it was a different biology that made Wolfe more cut," Speed shot
back. 


"It's
not like he's demonic." 


"Thankfully. 
Hate to see him scared of you."  Xander glared and went back
upstairs.  "I'll call when it's dinner time." 


"No
need, thanks."  He slammed the bedroom door, making Speed wince. 


"Yup,
I'm getting thumped all night with nightmares," he sighed, going back to
work.  He was still hungry and Xander would need lunch. 


***



Xander
looked at Maxine the next morning.  "Can you beat the shit out of Tim
for me?  He said I'm fat." 


She
nodded slowly.  "Sure.  I can do that."  He beamed and
went to work.  She went to call Tim.  "You called my boy
fat?"  He muttered something and hung up.  So she called
back.  "You called Xander fat?"  She listened to the complaining
teacher.  "Who in the hell are you to get in the middle of this
personal disagreement?  Good!  Then get off your ass, I can teach him
better and I *am* a DNA Goddess, buddy."  The man on the other end
shuddered and hung up on her.  She smirked.  She'd get Tim back for
her poor boy later.  She went to talk to Alexx.  "I'm going to
have to thump Tim for Xander.  So you can fuss if you want." 


"What
did my boy do this time?" she sighed, shaking her head. 


"Called
Xander fat." 


Alexx
shook her head.  "The boy's not." 


"Probably
complaining about the t-shirt yesterday," she admitted.  Horatio
walked in.  "I'll go thump Tim at lunch." 


"They
had a disagreement because Tim thought that Mr. Wolfe was a bit more cut."



She
giggled, shaking her head, Alexx doing the same.  "Nope, sorry. 
Ryan's built but Xander's stacked.  Tim needs his eyes
checked."  Alexx nodded at that.  "So, I'll thump him,
Alexx can baby him later on, and then Xander will quit pouting.  All
around lunch."  She walked out, going back to work. 


Horatio
shook his head.  "I don't want to know," he decided. 
"Alexx, do you have anything yet?" 


"I
may have magic fingers, but she's my second body today, Horatio.  Not
yet." 


"I'll
come back later then.  Page me if you get done before then."  He
walked off, going to take a tylenol and tell Xander to turn his music back
down.  He found the music going in ballistics but no Xander. 
"Xander?" he called, moving back into the hallway. 
"Valera?"  She leaned out of DNA.  "Have you seen
Xander?" 


"No. 
His music went up a minute ago but I don't know where he went, Horatio." 
Xander appeared behind him, smoking around the edges and looking
discontent.  "Sudden call?" 


"Willow,"
he agreed, looking at Horatio.  "She's very sorry she summoned me
like I'm the remote and so is the demon.  Next time she'll know how to
handle the simple thing."  He walked into his lab, turning down the
music again. 


Horatio
went to take that tylenol.  He didn't want to know what had happened or
why Xander was smoking.  He looked down there, he was still smoking. 
He walked down there.  "Xander, you're going to set off the smoke
detectors." 


"It's
holy smoke, Horatio.  Dry ice."  He took off his t-shirt,
flicking off a piece so it could smoke on the floor.  "Give me ten
more?" 


"Go
ahead." 


Xander
nodded, walking outside to shake his shirt off.  It was hotter outside so
it evaporated more quickly.  One of the patrol officers gave him an odd
look.  "Dry ice." 


"Why?"



He
looked at him.  "Another one of those things you don't usually want
to hear about, Charles." 


"Oh,
good!  I like those when I don't have to hear about them."  He
walked inside much happier with that.  Though he did notice a lot of women
were staring outside.  He leaned next to one.  "He's still
gay." 


"He's
eye candy, what do I care?" she shot back.  "You never see how
good he looks under those loose t-shirts of his."  He turned around,
pulling on his shirt.  "Shoot." 


"He
could use some more definition." 


"He
has bloating and his Tim baby cooks too much," she told him.  She
smirked at him.  "Give him two midols and in a few hours he'll look
very good."  She went to conspire with her fellow females on the male
appreciation society.  One did give Xander some water with the explanation
that he looked a bit dehydrated.  He smiled and went back to work, letting
them all turn to look at his ass.  Wolfe and Delko came in later and Wolfe
got a few looks.  His t-shirt was a bit tight today.  It hinted at
how he was built.  Delko gave them all smirks.  They didn't
care.  Caine had good taste in his boys. 


***



Xander
walked in that night, weathering the glare.  "Someone asked me to
wear clubbing clothes in again.  She thinks I've got a bit of bloat."



"You
do."  Tim moved the ice pack to the other side of his bruised
arm.  "I should spank you for making Maxine hit me." 


"Next
time don't call me fat."  He went upstairs to try on his favorite
leathers.  They were a bit tight but not around the waist. They were
looser around the waist.  They were tighter across his butt and
thighs.  He came back down, holding out the waist.  "It moved to
my ass." 


Speed
looked, then shook his head.  "No, not in the least, Xander.  I
can see muscle mass from here."  Xander blushed at that. 
"Try on the other ones."  Xander nodded, going to do that. 
He came down with them buttoned, the first time in a year for that, and very
stretched over his thighs.  "Someone gained muscle in other
areas." 


"That
means I have to go shopping again," Xander complained. 


"Yup,
sure will," Speed agreed, staring at the ass of doom.  "Then why
aren't your abs showing up properly?" 


"One
of them thought that's where I'm bloated." 


"Not
really."  He shrugged then got up to run a hand over his
property.  "Can you even dance in those?"  Xander nodded,
moving for him.  "Hmmm."  Xander grinned, backing
off.  "Meany." 


Xander
winked.  "Of course I am.  I did get dared to wear clubbing
clothes to work." 


"Horatio
would make you change." 


"I'm
not due in the field." 


"No,
Xander.  He would scream at you for letting the perverts at the station
get their fill of the eye candy." 


"Damn."



"I
know.  But it'd still happen.  C'mere?"  Xander moved
closer again, letting him run another hand over the firm ass, giving it a
squeeze.  "Not as squeezable as usual."  Xander
pouted.  "It's harder.  What are you doing for
exercise?"  Xander shrugged, going to take them off and then go down
to the gym they had in this building.  That's why they had come to this
apartment after two weeks of looking.  It had a gym for the residents and it
had security if something was going to happen.  Tim put his ice pack back
into the freezer, going down to watch him.  "Do more of the crunch
stuff, Xander." 


"I
think they're right and it's too much water weight." 


"It
could be.  Do them anyway."  Xander went to do those.  Speed
leaned against a wall to watch him, appreciating the view very much.  His
cellphone rang, making him pat himself down until he found it. 
"Yeah?"  He listened.  "We're in the gym, Eric. 
Yeah, there.  Thanks."  He hung up but he was still
watching.  "Eric's on his way down." 


"Okay." 
He got back to work.  "You could join me." 


"Are
you saying I'm fat?" 


"No,
just that you'll have to pass that physical next month, dear."  He
grinned at him.  "Can you?" 


"Yeah,
the same as you can."  He came over, getting to work on the arm
pulls. They were his weaker area at the moment.  Eric walked in. 
"Hey." 


"Hey." 
He stared at Xander, then shook his head quickly.  "No wonder the
women stare." 


"He
got dared to wear clubbing clothes in tomorrow." 


"I
bet.  I know someone taunted Wolfe that his current clothes were going to
make them all pout."  He came over, not staring at Xander's ass
anymore.  Speed was possessive.  "Horatio said that you're not
to wear anything too tight.  The underground got back to him and he's
upset that they're treating us like eye candy." 


"Is
he jealous?" Speed asked. 


"H? 
Probably not.  Though if he comes in wearing that one blue suit
tomorrow...."  He grinned, patting Xander on the back. 
"You can't erase months of not doing them in one night." 


Xander
gave him a confused look.  "I always do two hundred crunches,
Eric."  He went back to them.  "Are you taking Tim
again?" 


"I
am.  There's a basketball game on and I wanted to know if he wanted to
watch it with me." 


"I
can do that," Tim agreed, grinning at Xander.  "Don't wait
up." 


"I
never do.  I snuggle when you get in."  Tim smiled, walking out
with Eric while Xander got back to his crunches.  He had forgotten them
for nearly a week. 


***



Eric
looked at the book on the table at his newest scene a few days later, picking
it up to look at the title.  He put it back down after noting it on his
notepad.  Then he moved on.  He wasn't aware he had picked up a
contagion.  He felt perfectly normal, until the dreams started that night.



Two
days later he looked like hell.  He knew he looked like hell.  That's
why he went to Horatio.  "Do I look as bad as I feel?" 


"You
look like you haven't slept in a week," he said, giving him a
once-over.  His clothes were less than immaculate.  He looked
tired.  "Nightmares?"  Eric nodded, flopping down into the
chair across from him.  "About a case?" 


"No,
I wish.  Roman times." 


Horatio
blinked.  "Excuse me?" 


"That's
what's keeping me up.  I keep waking up screaming and I don't know why,
H.  All I know is I'm in a really short toga looking thing.  My
hair's kinda long and a bit curly.  I'm serving wine to a group of
men.  I turn when I feel a touch to my shoulder and I wake up screaming
every single time.  Four and five times a night.  Once so loud the
neighbors called the cops."  He scrubbed his face.  "I
don't know what this is." 


"Should
you maybe talk to  a psychologist?" he offered. 


"I'm
wondering if I shouldn't talk to the family priest." 


"I'll
call Tim." 


"He'll
laugh, H.  You know he will." 


"It's
work related, he'll laugh afterward." 


"No,
he'll snicker while he works." 


"Fine,
I'll call Xander."  He called down to ballistics.  "Can I
have Xander in my office for a few, Calleigh?  Thank you."  He
hung up and Xander came trotting up a few minutes later.  "Tell
him." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Nightmares?"  He closed the door. 
"I make a hell of a therapist, Eric." 


"Dreams. 
Roman slaveboy dreams." 


Xander
blinked, then just nodded.  "Okay.  Are you waking up because of
something you're doing in the dreams, something someone else is doing in the
dreams, and do you know if this sort of past-life overflow has happened
before?  Or are you thinking possession?" 


"I
don't know.  I don't care," he told him.  "Just make it
stop?" he pleaded. 


"The
easiest way is usually to let the dream play through," Xander admitted. 


"Someone
touches my shoulder in it and I wake up screaming," Eric told him. 
"Like got the cops called on me screaming." 


"Hey,
John?" Xander called.  He phased in, looking confused. 
"Can you see if Eric's carrying a passenger?" 


"If
he's pregnant, someone's in trouble." 


"Not
that sort," he complained.  John shrugged, floating over to look at
Eric, then pointing.  Xander came over to cast a small tell. 
"Yeah, you're possessed.  How does it feel to suck in spirits like I
do, Eric?"   The poor guy moaned, leaning forward to put his
head on the desk. 


"Can
we cure this, Xander?" Horatio asked. 


"Sure,
but I need to know what he got it from." 


"I
haven't done anything out of the ordinary except for scenes," Eric said,
lifting his head to look at him.  "I've had three scenes.  You
can go through the evidence." 


"I
can do that.  Go to my house.  It's shielded.  John, can you
make sure he makes it there?" 


"Sure,
kid.  C'mon, Delko.  Let's head home.  The shields could help
some.  Or at least make you quit waking up."  Eric nodded,
heading out with him, John phasing back out of sight so no one would wonder. 


Xander
looked at Horatio.  "Has anyone else felt anything odd?" 


"No. 
One case he worked with me, one with Calleigh, and one with Ryan." 


"Okay. 
Let me figure out where it came from.  I need my other case." 
He went to grab it from Trace, it had the bigger locking cabinet.  He saw
Maxine's terrified look.  "Nothing attacking.  Something odd I
need to check from a few scenes," he soothed.  She smiled at that and
nodded.  "Just ignore me."  He headed into the evidence
locker, finding Ryan in there.  "I need all the evidence from Eric's
last three cases.  Do you know which one they are?" 


Ryan
gave him an odd look.  "Please tell me it's not another slime in the
machine test?" he begged. 


"No,
I think something was tainted.  You'd be surprised how many tainted and
demon- containing things the average home has in it."  He found
things sealed in Eric's name with the right date.  "Yours with
him?  We can start there so I can weed it out first." 


"Um,
here," he said, shoving over his.  He put two of the boxes back,
getting another two.  One was in the layout room being worked on so he
shrugged at the tech.  "Xander said something at one of Delko's last
three cases was tainted.  He needs to check it over." 


The
tech stepped away, holding up his hands.  "I'm not touching it until
he clears it.  That's worse than radiation to me, Wolfe." 


"Thanks. 
Xander?"  He came in, shaking a small aerosol can.  "Will
that damage evidence?" 


"No,
it's a new holy water application Willow is trying out.  If not, I might
have to holy smoke it to make sure."  The tech nodded at that, getting
out of the way.  "Holy water is water with salt and a blessing on it,
guys.  Really.  She made it from purified water."  He
started on one end, moving down the table.  He found a few things and put
them aside.  He put on the special glasses Willow had sent for his
birthday.  "Telling spells on them," he explained.  One
other thing shone at him.  He held it up.  "Was this person
doing magic?  These are working clothes.  That's a robe." 


"It
looks like a long tunic," Ryan said. 


"Most
working clothes aren't that fancy, Ryan.  Just all natural and hand-made
if possible."  He put it aside.  "You need to see if she
was a Wiccan." 


"Um,
she didn't have a cat or a lot of candles," Ryan said. 


Xander
glared at him.  "Bad stereotypes, Ryan." 


"Sorry. 
I'll go ask her girlfriend." 


"Please. 
And ask her if her working attire was near her when she died?" 


"These
aren't from the victim, they're from the person doing the killing," Ryan
said. 


"Yeah,
I was fuming for blood," the tech admitted. 


Xander
looked at it then grabbed the blacklight to look at the robe, handing it over.
"That's probably animal blood.  You'll need to check."  He
went back to the other stuff.  He sniffed one.  "Working
attire."  He looked at the next one, sniffing it.  Then he
turned and sneezed.  "Cleaning ritual," he said, coughing a
bit.  "She smudged herself."  He handed that over.  He
got into the last one, shaking his head.  "Just nasty on this
one.  Check it for blood."  He handed it over, going back to
evidence.  He found Calleigh in there fussing things.  "Do not
touch!"  She backed off.  "Eric may have gotten hit with
something."  She backed away farther.  "Thank you. 
Your case with him?" 


"Yeah. 
That's mine."  He misted the spray over it.  "What is
that?" 


"Holy
spray."  He grinned.  "Willow before you ask." 
He got back to work, finding something.  He held up the small
pendant.  Then he pulled out a small jar from his other case, dipping the
necklace inside it.  It screamed and smoked but the demon died. 
"It had something in it.  Did Eric touch this one?" 


"No. 
No, I gathered that.  I remember gathering it." 


He
looked at her, then misted the spray over her.  "You're fine. 
It couldn't get through the gloves."  He went back to looking,
letting her seal back up the pendant.  He came to the last case, looking
it over.  He frowned, picking up something.  He misted it. 
Nothing.  Nothing from his glasses.  "Crap."  He
walked it to fingerprints.  "Can I borrow the spare fumer?" 


"Will
it turn everything purple for the next week again?" she demanded.  He
nodded. "Then go find a box, Xander.  Make your own." 


He
grabbed an empty box from the corner and a little tin to put the superglue
fuming solution into, heading outside with the thing.  He came back and
grabbed the book, getting frowns.  "Have we swabbed these for DNA and
trace?  Gotten fingerprints?"  Calleigh nodded. 
"Good."  He headed back outside, noticing one of the patrol guys
was standing there.  "Fuming it specially but it can turn things
purple." 


"Won't
it damage the book?" 


"No,
not unless it was holding something before."  He stuck them both into
the box, then lit the herbs he put in the fuming tin, sliding it into the top
of the box.  He stepped back, watching as the purpley/green smoke floated
out, coming back a minute later to look.  "Oh, shit," he
said.  The officer backed away in a hurry. "No, you.  Not
dangerous to you."  He lifted the box, letting the herb tin fall onto
the pavement.  "Let it burn out, it won't hurt anything." 
That got a nod and Xander walked the box inside, right up to Horatio's
office.  "Your case with him?" he said.  Horatio looked
then nodded quickly.  "Good.  Wonderful.  The book held a
soul.  The dress in there held a different soul."  He looked at
him, then went to get his case, bringing it back up there, using the misting
can to go over Horatio's head, making him flinch and moan when it hit
him.  "Huh.  You react to holy water, boss." 


Horatio
moaned.  "How bad?" 


"Very
in your case.  Head to my house.  I'll need to go herb shopping on
the way home this afternoon.  If Tim's there, tell him to lock you two
away from each other.  If you're in the same room I don't know if those
two want to hurt each other or not.  Take the box.  John?" 
He phased back in. "Another one to bring home." 


"You
sure?" 


"He
flinched at holy water." 


"Okay
then.  We know he's not demonic."  He followed Horatio down to
his hummer with the box, phasing back in once he was inside. 
"Interesting.  I'm wondering which one of you got which." 


"I
don't care at the moment as long as it doesn't make me crash or hurt
Eric," Horatio told him, backing out of his space.  He felt a pull
and groaned.  John settled into his body, taking him over to drive them
home.  He even got him inside the house, where Horatio went limp as the
other thing quit trying to take him over.  "Thank you, John." 


"Not
an issue.  Hit the working room, Caine.  Eric's in their
room."  He nodded, bringing the box that way.  Speed rushed in a
half-hour later.  "Hey, Eric's napping on your bed fighting to stay
asleep from his dream.  I had to possess Horatio to get him here. 
The holy smoke in a can works well too." 


"Good!" 
He went to check on Eric first, stroking over his hair.  It worked with
Xander when he had nightmares.  Eric suddenly sat up, panting and
screaming.  "Hey, noisy."  Eric looked at him. 
"Let's go over the dream first, Eric.  Let's get all the details you
can remember, okay?  If we have to, we can move to hypnosis to get
them."  Eric hugged him.  "I know but we'll handle
it." 


"I
hope so.  I want to sleep." 


John
floated in.  "Bright boy found two things in one of your cases. 
Horatio's in the work area," he told Speed. 


"It's
more heavily shielded.  It's a good place for H," he agreed, getting
back to it.  "Now, let's start in detail." 


Eric
sighed but nodded, settling in to tell him everything, even if he did giggle
about him waking up before the gay stuff started. 


***



Xander
walked up to the house, frowning at the broken tape.  He rang the bell,
looking at the woman who answered. "CSI Harris, ma'am, secondary CSI on
this case.  I need to look at a few things to compare them to the
photos."   He stepped inside.  "I wasn't aware the
house had been released." 


"Our
lawyer told us that it was once the body was released." 


"No,
ma'am, not while there's an evidence sticker on the door.  Breaking that
sticker could put you in jail and make you pay a fairy hefty fine for messing
with a crime scene," he said, taking off his sunglasses, hanging them on
his t-shirt's collar.  "I'll need you and whoever else is in here to
step outside please?" 


"This
is our house now," a man said. 


"Sir,
it's still an open crime scene since the sticker's on the door.  You're
not supposed to be in here." 


"I
want you to leave." 


"Officers?"
Xander called.  One stepped in.  "Please call to see if this
house was indeed released?"  He nodded, using his shoulder radio to
do that.  "Until then, I need to compare some spots to some of the
crime scene photos."  He walked past him, glancing into the various
rooms.  He walked into the sitting room, looking at the table, taking out
his little can to spray over it.  His glasses showed a slight residue and
he used the special digital camera and filter system to take pictures of
it.  He moved on.  "That old book, he had it simply sitting out
on that table all the time?" 


"He
had recently bought it.  He was a bit...odd, claiming it had something
stuffed inside it." 


Xander
looked at her.  "I know the provenance of that book,
ma'am."  She gaped.  "I used to work with the organization
the former owner worked with.  I'm well aware of what he had in his
private library and why.  That's why I got put onto this case.  He
didn't keep things like that in a special locking system, in a special
bookcase?  Nothing like that?  Most owners of those type of materials
do so."  They both shook their heads, gaping in horror. 
"Ah."  He walked on, going to look for others.  He found
the matching spirit in another one.  "We found a wedding dress, circa
1880, near the body.  Do you know when he got that?" 


"Do
you think it's related to those sort of buys?" the male said. 


Xander
looked at him.  "It wouldn't be the first time, sir.  How much
did he pay for the book?" 


"About
sixty thousand dollars thrown away on a mediocre story because of it supposedly
being possessed," he said grimly. 


"It
was originally valued at over half a million because of the spirit supposedly
trapped in the book.  The dress, do we know anything about it?  A
family heirloom perhaps?"  The female shook her head slowly
again.  "Do you know where he kept his file of artifacts he
bought?  That could help some." 


"In
his office," she said, leading him that way. 


The
officer stepped in.  "The house was not released," he reported. 


"Thank
you.  Please get the name of the lawyer who told them it was because he
got them into trouble.  You can have as much fun threatening him as you
want, Officer."  That got a smirk.  "Thank you." 
He walked into the office, looking around.  He saw a small urn encased in
a solid plastic box, smiling.  "Probably the best place for that;
most of the people who do those sort of things would've used silver so it
couldn't ever be gotten free."  He hummed, heading over to get the
buy file.  He found the wedding dress and grimaced.  "Not
good." 


"Do
you think they did it?" 


"No,
but the same organization keeps track of people who dabble for lack of a better
word in these sort of artifacts and this dress has a history as well. 
See, that's a link to the specialized database we helped set up one
year."  He looked over it again, bagging the folder. 
"Okay.  The house is still supposed to be sealed.  I can let you
pack an outfit for his funeral, get some specific things for few nights stay,
or any vital paperwork, like wills, but I will have to check it before you take
it out and I will have to seal the house again since it was not released,
ma'am." 


"We
don't live here," the man said from the doorway, sounding scoffing. 
"We would never live here.  We came to find his dog Muffy." 


Xander
whistled.  "Muffy!" he bellowed.  The dog trotted out,
looking very bad for a zombie.  "Huh."  They looked and she
screamed, passing out.  He looked down at her.  "There's worse
than that in this room alone," he said blandly.  He looked at the
husband.  "Did you want to pick out something for him to wear at the
funeral as well?"  He put down the evidence bag and his case, picking
her up to hand her over.  "Sit, Muffy."  She sat, barking
at him.  "Good zombie dog."  He smiled. 
"Stay."  He looked at the stunned man.  "He
dabbled.  I worked with ones who were *much* worse.  Do you need to
grab anything like his will?  I'll have to check anything you bring
out." 


"Um,
please," he agreed, going to find it in his desk.  The important
papers folder was checked and Xander took out two things.  "That's
part of his will." 


"No,
that's who to call to take care of the house.  I'll make the call myself
so they know what's going on."  That got a smirk. 
"Really.  Unless you want to explain Muffy to him?" 


"No,
I'd rather not," he admitted, gathering his wife and heading out. 
"Can you, um, have someone deal with that?" 


"I
can.  Do you want her buried here?" 


"Not
if she'll come back like some bad Stephen King book." 


He
considered it, leaning against the doorframe.  "No, shouldn't
happen." 


"Then
please.  That can't be normal." 


"Got
it."  He handed over his card.  "You can call me personally
and I'll put you in touch with the people who are going to be cleaning up the
mess he left lying around. All right?"  They nodded, her being awake
enough to get down and scramble into the car.  He followed.  Xander
called Calleigh.  "It's me, boss.  Pull out my blue phone book
and call the entry for Gunn please?"  He waited while she did that,
patching him through. "It's Xander.  Do you guys have Ty and them out
there?  I've got a whole house full of artifacts and a zombie dog. 
Newly dead guy and he wanted Ty's former boss Eric to deal with it. Two
possessed coworkers, Gunn.  Yeah, call me when they get to Miami. 
I'm having the house sealed."  He hung up, looking at the
officer.  "This house is to be sealed. The next person in here had
better be me or someone I bring."  The officer nodded, going to call
his boss to have someone sit on the house.  Xander found a sword, testing
it before picking it up.  It didn't react to the holy water spray. 
He walked back to the study.  "Hate to do this to you, girl, but
better now than later, right?  That way you're at peace.  Hold
still."  She barked, growling at him.  He stared her down. 
She lunged and he cut off her head.  The dust floated down and he
sighed.  "At least she was easy."  He went to finish
searching the desk for what he needed.  He held up the key. 
"Oh, damn it, to the London building's vaults.  I'll have to deal
with Giles again," he complained, bagging that as well.  Someone
would break in here to get that.  He walked out the new evidence, coming
back to double seal the door this time.  He signed it 'CSI Harris' and
looked at the officer.  "Someone may try to sneak in.  If you
catch them, refer them to me." 


"What
about the dog?  I heard the bark."  Xander dusted his shirt off
and he gaped.  "It was a what?" 


"Bad
Stephen King remake.  Zombie.  Just stay out of the house, keep
everyone else out of the house, I'll be at the office and then at home if you
need me.  I've got my cell."  That got a quick nod. 
"Now you know why I brought you.  You have sense.  One of the
other guys tried to go in after I told him not to." 


"He
dead?" 


"Nearly. 
Fortunately I look good with a sword so I stay in practice."  He
walked the evidence out to his hummer, getting in to head back to the
office.  Once there he called from ballistics.  "It's me,"
he announced.  "I double sealed the house with my personal name on
it, Horatio.  Because he had enough Watchery stuff in there to draw them
to raid the house.  Actually, I did confiscate something they'd be
searching for.  Just in case.  I ran the family off by calling the
dog.  It was a zombie."  He heard the splutter.  "I
dusted it.  We're all good there.  His papers had who he wanted to
clean things up for him.  It'll stay sealed until I bring them over
there.  The family fled.  They thought he was a crackpot but he was a
dabbler."  He hung up, heading down to the morgue.  "Hey,
Alexx, do we have Horatio and Eric's case?  The old guy who dabbled in the
Watchery stuff?"  The kids in there on the anti-drunk driving tour
gave him an odd look.  "Sorry.  Point?"  She pointed
and he opened the door, looking at the body.  He found the marks on his
arms.  "Hmm.  Mason."  He found a few more than got
the blacklight and the special glasses, looking for blacklight tattoos. 
They were newer but he knew a good grouping of paranormal people were using
them now for ID.  He had his old Sunnydale driver's license, it was enough. 
He found the one he was looking for on the guy's foot, grimacing. 
"Crap."  He took a picture of it and closed the drawer, grabbing
one of the tags.  "I need to special process this one, Alexx." 


"I'll
have him pulled out tonight.  He leaves tomorrow, sugar." 


"Good
to know.  Scared his family to death when I found them in his
house."  He walked off, going to bring up the picture and call up the
information on that book and the dress.  Calleigh and Ryan both walked
into the lab he was in.  "Hey." 


"What's
that?" 


"The
new Watcher's database.  When the original group got blown to hell and a
bunch of them were killed before Sunnydale fell it let a lot of strange crap
into the hands of dabblers, like this guy.  We've got a database of things
we knew had gotten into the wrong hands in case they came up."  He
called with one hand while he typed with the other.  "Willow, I need
the password please.  No, I had a Frederick J. Marsh down here in Miami
who died.  Houseful.  He said to let Ty's people clean it.  Two
possessions," he admitted.  "Dusted the zombie dog.  Yeah,
that one."  He waited while she added him.  "Thank
you.  Tell Giles not to let them come.  His vault key to the London
Vault is in police custody and if they raid the station we'll kill them. 
His family is freaked out.  Muffy was a clear zombie when she bounced out
to greet them."  He hung up, finding the entries.  He printed
off the information files on both and one other thing, then made another note
into that file.  Sealed in solid plastic made it pretty to look at but if
it could be cracked they were all in trouble when that demon got free.  He
added notes about where the other two had been found and he had other artifacts
awaiting cleaning by Ty, though he put his full name, and then logged off,
taking them off with him.  He grabbed his old case, waving. 
"Heading home, boss.  Call me, I've got my cell.  I sealed the
house personally," he called as he walked past ballistics. 


"I
want a report," she called. 


"Yell
it at Tim.  I'm going to be exhausted when I come in tomorrow," he
called back, getting onto the elevator with Frank, who shuddered at the sight
of his demon ballistics case.  "Yeah, one of those things." 


"Is
that where Horatio is?" 


"Yuppers. 
My work room." 


"Great. 
I'll follow you home." 


Xander
looked at him, turning off the elevator before the doors opened. 
"He's possessed right now, Frank," he said quietly.  "He
would've crashed the hummer if John hadn't stepped in." 


"Never
mind, I'll get with him tomorrow sometime," he decided, turning back on
the elevator.  The doors opened and Xander waved before hiking out to his
car with his case.  Frank shuddered, getting off to go stand in the sun
until he felt warm again. 


***



Xander
made it home an hour later, finding a vampire in his house.  "Hey,
Spike."  He nodded, walking around him.  "How's death
going?" 


"Pretty
fair. Ty's people got attacked earlier." 


"Pity. 
He said them or Grungy Boys." 


"They've
been gone now for over a year." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Does Giles want me to do it?"  Spike
nodded.  "Does everyone else want me to deal with it?" 
That got a smirk and a nod.  "Great.  Go home."  Spike
nodded, touching the thing at his neck, telling Willow he needed to come
home.  He walked into his work area, finding them together. 
"Hey, looks like we may have to clean the crime scene.  He was a
dabbler.  A wannabe Watcher.  Though he did have access to the
vault.  He was a FreeMason as well."  He set down his case,
laying out the new purchases.  "Eric?" he called.  He came
jogging down the stairs.  "It'll be a while, we will have to go
through the entire dream.  The book had a soul trapped and it's showing
you what happened.  Since there's a mystery about what happened to him,
you'll have to relive it under hypnosis.  Tim can do that or I can do
that, but he'll have to drop you for me.  I'm no good at it." 


"I'll
let him." 


"Okay." 
He handed over the sheet to him.  "Hand that to Tim."  He
handed over a bag.  "That was waiting on him at the usual
store.  Tell him Ty's group got attacked and apparently we're cleaning the
house."  He nodded, going to pass on that message.  He closed
the door, looking at Horatio.  He sighed.  "Yours... well, there
was a bit of an issue."  He let him read the information sheet. 
"I took the time to look it up in the artifact guide the Watchers put out
a few decades back.  The girl was not going to marry him.  She was
being made to marry.  She had her lover.  Her very feminine lady's
maid.  They were going to run away but her mother caught them and had the
priest drug her until the marriage.  She woke up beforehand and killed
herself in the wedding dress you touched.  Have you had odd dreams? 
Odd feelings?  The desire to go dance with Calleigh because that was one
of her favorite things to do.  Sneak into the garden to dance with her
girlfriend." 


Horatio
sat down, frowning.  "I have wanted to dance with Calleigh," he
admitted.  "How did you know?" 


"Her
lover was blonde."  He moved closer.  "We have two choices. 
You're more fully possessed than Eric.  She tried to crash the car on you
out of panic."  He could see his hands balling up into fists and put
his hands over them.  "Merry, it's Xander.  I'm here to help
you.  You staying in him will only hurt Horatio.  Can you talk to
me?"  He saw Horatio's eyes change.  Not the color or the size,
just the expression in them.  "Merry?  I'm a Watcher,
sweetie.  I'm here to *help*.  I'm not going to force you to marry
anyone.  All I want to do is to get you out of Horatio."  He
nodded.  "You can talk to me.  My white lighter is
upstairs.  I'm not trying to gang up on you, I don't want to hurt you or
harm you.  I'm not here to do what your mother did either.
Okay?"  She nodded.  "Good girl.  Now, what do you
need to move on?" 


"Her,"
she said in a tiny voice. 


"Just
a dance?" 


"I
miss her." 


"I
know you do."  He stroked Horatio's forehead.  "The problem
is that you're in a guy's body."  She nodded, biting her lip. 
"So, we need to get you out of there.  Before it hurts him.  I
like Horatio, he puts up with me."  She giggled and smiled. 
"Okay, so if I can arrange a dance, would you come out?"  She
nodded.  "No harming Horatio at all?" 


"No,
I won't hurt him," she promised. "I panicked earlier.  We were
in a cage." 


"That's
a horseless carriage," Xander told her.  "It's the twenty-first
century."  She gaped then started to cry.  "Shhh, we have
someone here who looks kinda like your girlfriend and if we can we'll let her
come down to dance with you.  If not, maybe she'll be enough for you to
call her back to you?" 


"Do
you think you can?" 


"It
depends on if she's moved on or not, sweetie.  Okay, let's try this and if
it doesn't work I'll have you move to something better to inhabit than that
dress."  He heard Eric yell.  "Quit!" he
bellowed.  He looked at her again. "Sorry, he got possessed by a
book." 


She
smiled. "I saw the book.  The poor boy."  She stroked his
cheek.  "Can I dance with the pretty blonde one?" 


"You
can dance with the pretty blonde one if you want," he promised, smiling at
her.  "Do you know who killed the person who bought and stored the
dress?" 


She
nodded.  "He had the tattoo."  She touched his arm. 
"Here.  He stripped down to clean up the mess." 


"I'll
look into that."  He smiled. "Okay, you can wander around but
leave Eric alone, okay?"  She smiled and nodded, walking Horatio out
to look around the kitchen and then outside.  Xander jogged up the stairs,
tapping before walking in.  "Problems?" 


"Yeah,
he had an extreme aversion to the gay stuff that went on before he died,"
Speed told him. 


"Ah. 
One of those.  Remind him it's not him it's being done to, it's the one in
him.  I've got Merry set up to do one last dance with Calleigh later
on.  I've got to call and tell her that.  We should be fine
there."  He closed the door and headed downstairs, answering the
knock at the door.  "Hi, Officer.  Helping CSI Delko with his
nightmare problem.  I'm a good therapist as well as all my other
callings.  It'll probably be a bit loud tonight.  A few comings and
goings as well."  That got a nod and he looked back at Horatio since
s/he was hovering. "Waiting to make sure Delko's fine." 


"That's
fine, Harris.  Try to keep the yelling down." 


"He
had strange dreams about being eaten by a dog." 


"I've
had that one.  Does it have a meaning?" 


"I
always took it as a stress overtaking your life.  You have to fight it off
to break the stress point." 


"No
wonder I got it right before I got married.  Okay, I'll tell your
neighbors you're doing some dream interpretation stuff under
hypnosis."  He walked off to do that. 


Xander
closed the door, leaning against it.  She laughed and he smiled.
"Yeah.  Basically.  Long day already."  He went to
call Calleigh.  "'Tis me.  I need your help. You won't get slimy
but you will get to dance in the moonlight in a formal dress to help
Horatio."  He hung up and went to the kitchen, finding something to
drink.  "You can do whatever you want in here, I'm literally
poisonous so if you're hungry or he's hungry, scrounge."  She
nodded.  "Thanks.  I've got to help with Eric and find some
decent music for tonight."  She smiled, smoothing down his
hair.  "I know, I'm stressed."  Spike reappeared. 
"Get out of Miami!"  He eeped and disappeared again. 
"I hate Spike."  He walked upstairs, going to help Speed. 
"Hey."  He settled in next to the bed, getting the notes he was
making.  He wrote an idea and Speed nodded that he was working toward
it.  He wrote out another one, getting another nod.  "Book's
downstairs if he needs it to feel comforted or anything."  He got up,
heading down to answer the door.  His neighbor gave him an odd look. 
"What?  It's from where I worked in LA." 


"Dream
interpretation?" 


"Yeah,
he keeps being eaten by a dog." 


"Oh." 
She grimaced.  "I do wish you were more quiet usually, Xander." 


"When
am I home to be noisy?"  She stomped off in a huff.  "Sorry
but I'm never home.  I'll tell Tim though, thank you."  He
closed the door, going to stare out at his car for a few minutes, trying to
remember where they had stored all the music in the house.  Tim had hidden
it on him a few times over the years they'd been together.  John appeared
with a CD case.  "What's this?" 


"The
only classical stuff you have around here." 


He
looked then nodded.  "Okay.  It'll have to do."  He
grabbed his portable CD player, listening to it.  He found a few songs he
liked and that could probably be danced to.  He put the headphones on
Horatio's ears.  "Pick something on there."  He went to let
his landlord in when he stomped up.  "What?" he demanded. 
"When am I noisy?" 


"You
have nightmares?" 


"I'm
a combat veteran.  She's lucky I only have nightmares that I thump Tim
during."  He went pale.  "Yeah, exactly.  So sorry I
have nightmares, can't really help them.  Why is she listening that
closely to my walls?  I can't hear her." 


"I
don't know."  He heard the bellow.  "Who's that?" 


"One
of my coworkers is having odd dreams of a dog eating him so Tim and I are going
at the nightmares through hypnosis." 


"No
one else can hear you but her." 


"Then
maybe she should quit listening so hard." 


"She
said you have a third guy living here?"  John phased in and waved,
making him go pale.  "A ghost?"  Xander nodded. 
"Did he come from LA too?" 


"No,
former coworker but I work with his girlfriend."  That just got a
nod.  "Sorry." 


"Have
you ever thought about buying a house?" 


"Yeah
but call-in distance means I can't be that far out.  Do you know how
expensive houses are near the station?"  He just nodded at that,
walking off.  "Sorry.  Tell her to quit spying."  He
closed the door, looking at John.  "If we get evicted, you're helping
haul and tote, John."  Merry giggled at that.  "He
is."  Someone else knocked so he opened it, smiling at
Calleigh.  "Come on in."  He let her in, closing the door
again.  "This is Merry.  She was in the wedding dress they
found." 


"Hi,"
she said, holding out a hand.  "What can I do to help?" 
Merry pulled her over to the couch to giggle and talk to her.  "Sure,
I'd be honored to dance with you, Merry.  I hope she comes down for you." 
She patted her on the hand.   "When?" 


"Under
the moonlight," Xander called as he walked past the doorway.  Eric
yelped again, making him moan.  He looked at John.  "Let me
guess, it's a good dream until he dies?" 


John
looked up then sighed and nodded.  "Yeah.  Lots and lots of good
dreams for the wine boy."  He floated off to talk to Merry and
Calleigh.  "I won't hurt you.  I'll be helping guard you two
tonight.  Calleigh used to be mine before I got stupid."  Merry
took his hand to hold, making him smile.  "Thank you." 


Xander
heard his cellphone go off so he went to answer it. 
"Harris."  He listened to the fuming lawyer.  "You had
no right to release a crime scene, sir.  It was still sealed.  Then
they could have asked us and we would have gotten in there with them to get the
dog and his will.  No, I don't have his will, they do.  I have the
forms for who he wanted to clean the house out.  So I could contact
them.  Because I'm a Watcher," he said bluntly.  The man
spluttered.  "Okay?  Any other questions?  No, one team's
dead and the other we're seeing if anyone survived whatever happened to them
earlier today.  If not, I'll be doing it personally.  Because that is
my training, sir.  I did go to the school in San Francisco after working
at Wolfram and Hart in LA for four years.  That was after ten in
Sunnydale."  The man moaned and whimpered.  "Giles said so,
basically," he agreed.  "Now, I do have some questions for
you.  He was a FreeMason.  We will need to talk to some of
them."  He was hung up on.  "Huh."  He shrugged
and sighed, going to grab something from his closet and change.  The sun
was starting to go down and he was going to have a long night.  He waved
at Tim.  "Be back very late."  He walked downstairs,
letting Merry and Calleigh both stand up.  "Get pretty?  We'll
go watch the sunset."  She nodded, going to do that with the dress
she had stored in her trunk earlier.  He looked at Merry.  "Go
freshen up.  If you need help, ask John."  She nodded, walking
her borrowed body off.  He looked at John.  "The dabbler was a
FreeMason." 


"Crap,"
he muttered.  "You know where they hang." 


"I
do."  They came out together and he waved a hand.  "Down to
the horseless carriage, ladies.  We'll go to the park and watch the sunset
for a while."  He grabbed his CD player and some external speakers,
heading out to drive them.  They were in the back chatting and it was
nice.  Calleigh was happy.  The spirit was happier.  Hopefully
they'd be able to solve this.  Xander pulled into a section of the park,
nodding at the patrol officer.  "We're having a CSI meeting in the
grotto," he told him.  "Unless it's God in person..." 


"We'll
leave you guys alone," the patrol officer agreed, leaning his bike for a
few minutes.  "Bad things?" 


"Yeah,
one of those cases.  Hence the outer air meeting."  He walked
them off, nodding at them to follow.  Both ladies smiled at the
grotto.  It was a favorite trysting place for couples.  He settled
down with them to watch the sun set, letting them sit farther away and Merry tell
Calleigh what her life had been like.  The sky darkened slowly and Xander
turned on the music, not looking or watching. This was between them.  He
watched the moon come up, the stars come out, then he heard Horatio
sobbing.  He looked over, smiling at the new spirit.  "She was hoping
you waited for her," he said gently.  "She's free." 


"The
dress stands," the new spirit told him. 


"Not
if I have my way about it," he agreed.  "If at all possible
since it's evidence in the death.  If not, no one will ever have it again
and it'll be locked in a box until it's destroyed."  They both nodded
and Merry walked out of Horatio, taking her girlfriend's hand to hold. 
She waved shyly at Calleigh, who waved back.  Then they disappeared. 
Xander stood up, dusting himself off.  "Stay out here, calm down, do
whatever you need to do to feel like yourself again.  We'll talk about the
rest tomorrow, Horatio."  He left the music on, heading to his
car.  They could cab.  Calleigh was a smart woman so she had money on
her.  If not, they'd cab back and Tim would pay for it then she'd drive
him home.  He heard a kiss and smiled, glancing back.  They did look
fantastic together.  He headed off at a faster walk.  It was getting
late and his next stop would be shut down soon.  They were mostly older
guys down here.  He got in and drove to the local FreeMason temple,
getting out with a sigh.  He pulled on a pendant, walking up to the
door.  "Let me in," he told the guardian.  "I come
with news and questions." 


"You
are not one of us." 


Xander
held up his pendant.  "I'm a Watcher.  One of you recently died
and it's my case."  That got him in the door.  He nodded at the
robed man who came out of the inner sanctuary.  "Sir." 


"Why
are you here, son?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "Mr. Marsh is now my case.  He was one of you
and dabbled as one of us."  That got a solemn nod.  "You
have heard he was killed?" 


"I
have.  He had no relatives." 


"There
was a man and a woman there earlier.  Not close to him." 


"His
nephew and his wife.  They were mean to him," he said quietly. 


Xander
nodded, holding out a hand.  "Walk with me, Senior; one of the
spirits noticed a problem when I talked with her earlier." 


"You
can talk to spirits?" the door guardian asked, looking confused. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Yes, I can."  He walked the senior out of
hearing.  "One of the spirits said that the one who cleaned up the
spilled blood had the marks on his shoulder."  He stiffened. 
"If they did, I must know.  I do not want to go on a witch
hunt.  I do not want to ruin the temple here.  I do need to know why
he was killed.  I do need to know who.  I also need to know if he had
a third choice to clean out his collection since the last two were attacked and
mostly killed from what I was told earlier.  Can and will you help
me?  Before I have to make it official?" 


"There
are two it could be," he admitted. 


"I
have no need to be let into your mysteries.  I get plenty working as a
CSI."  That got a small grin.  "I'm CSI Harris if it ever
comes up." 


"You
come from where?" 


"Sunnydale,
under Giles.  Then LA for my training, a short stint in San Francisco,
where I learned of you and the deeper connection between the Watchers and your
holy laws, then here." 


"You
were in New York." 


"I
was.  I had to transfer out for a while because there was no job open here
at the time.  I remember the fallen one up there.  I was happy it was
solved quickly." 


That
got a nod.  "You did what you could to keep the officers out of the
temple."  He looked at him.  "I will have them brought to a
room so we may speak in private." 


"That
would be most agreeable.  I thank you."  He bowed and let him
lead him to a room.  He snapped his fingers and the candles lit. 
That let him sit down, waiting on him to bring in the two members.  The
senior looked at the candles so he smiled.  "I couldn't find the
light switch." 


"Who
are you?" one demanded.  "You had us summoned?" 


"I'm
CSI Xander Harris, Watcher and demon ballistics tech."  He stood
up.  "I'm the CSI over Senior Marsh's death, now.  After two
others got possessed...."  He let it trail off, seeing who
shuddered.  "We have reason to suspect that someone in this
organization did at the very least try to cover up the death." 


"We
both knew Marsh," the second man stuttered.  "But, kill?" 


Xander
stared at him then the other man.  "Your ego does not speak well of
your skills as a builder," he said quietly to the first man. 
"Would you swear on all your oaths, all that you hold sacred and holy
here, that you did not kill him or help cover up his death?" 


"I
would." 


The
other man nodded.  "I would also."  Xander stepped out of
the way, watching as something hit the second guy on the head. 


The
senior sighed.  He looked at the first one, who was shaking. 
"Are you sure you wish to make that oath?  If they find out otherwise
you will be removed with prejudice.  All brothers will shun you.  You
will get no aid.  None of your offspring would be welcome for killing
another brother." 


He
nodded, looking scared.  "I have no fear from an inquest," he
agreed. 


The
senior looked at Xander.  "We will be conducting our own." 


Xander
handed over one of his cards.  "Whoever did it, I need to know within
three days please.  I'll be there, that's my cell number.  Or you can
reach me at the lab."  He helped the man on the ground up. 
"Do you wish to talk to him first?" 


"We
will.  Within three days, CSI Harris." 


Xander
bowed. "I thank you for your indulgence, Senior.  May your plans
always come out square."  That got a smile.  "I did
carpentry for about three years.  Things always went off  plumb on
the site.  I respect all masons."  That got a laugh. 
"Good humors, gentlemen."  He walked out, letting the door guard
walk him out to his car.  "I thank you." 


"Thank
you for coming in respectful of our ways." 


Xander
looked at him. "I know the history of the organization and the ones they
work with.  I would never trash a history that diverse and
beneficial."  He got into his car, heading back to the house. 
He walked in and found Spike there.  "What now?" he demanded. 


"Dru's
gone batty, thinks she's preggers." 


"Congrats,
I hope it's a girl and doesn't turn out like Buffy."  Spike
shuddered.  "Go hide somewhere other than my house, Spike.  I
don't like you that much.  Unless there's another message from
Giles?"  He shook his head, trotting out.  He closed the door,
leaning against it.  John smiled from the kitchen.  "They still
having fun?"  He nodded.  "Well, they'll figure it out
tomorrow.  It's probably comforting."  He walked that way,
finding him making a sandwich.  "Thanks.  How's Eric
doing?" 


"He's
going over every single incident in the kid's life since he was sold at
fourteen.  But he has quit yelping at the sex scenes." 


"Mental
porn can be nice.  Any idea who killed him?" 


"Nope,
not yet."  He made another one, handing it over too. 
"Masons?" 


"Yeah,
Marsh was one of theirs."  He called out to LA, sitting down to
nibble while he listened to the babbling going on.  "Don't be so
happy to hear from me, Wes.  Any idea if anyone in the containment fields
are still alive out there?"  He ate another bite while he
listened.  "PB&J, Wes.  John made it for me.  My white
lighter.  No, Tim descended.  He's better boyfriend material. 
He swore a lot at the various types of slime we got into."  He
smiled.  "Yeah, that reason.  I did.  Um, put in that the dress
is going to be destroyed.  The soul has moved on.  The book we're
working on upstairs."  He ate another bite, smiling at his complaint
that it was rude to eat on the phone.  "I haven't had food since
seven this morning, Wes.  Bite me.  Oh, tell Deadboy that Spike was
here.  He said Dru said she's preggers."  He ate another bite
while he spluttered and screamed that at Angel.  "I told him to go
away.  He's somewhere in Miami again."  He finished that one,
taking the soda John got for him with a smile.  "Thanks, John." 


"Not
an issue.  I like you with caffeine, kid."  He went to check on
Speed and Eric, finding Eric was kissing Speed.  "No wonder he's not
yelping."  He phased out, heading off before he got in the middle of
that fight.  He went to check on Horatio and Calleigh.  They were
cuddled up, post sex cuddled up, and he was gently stroking her hair where it
was on his shoulder.  He phased in, nodding at him.  "Not like I
mind, Horatio.  Keep track of her though?  She gets into  a lot
of trouble."  He phased back out. 


"Can
you beat a ghost to death?" Calleigh asked quietly. 


"You'd
have to ask Xander.  I don't know."  She laughed while giving
him a squeeze around the chest.  "We'll figure it out, Cal." 


"We
will," she agreed.  "I wonder how Eric's doing with the gay
Roman wine boy stuff." 


"I'm
not sure I want to know," he admitted.  She laughed again, pinching
him this time.  "We'll find out tomorrow.  Hopefully he'll get
some sleep.  Xander will get some sleep."  He saw the blond thug
walk into their grotto smoking.  "We don't need smoke
inhalation.  Go away." 


"Bugger
off, mate.  This is my town now." 


Horatio
sat up, looking at him.  "I work with Xander.  He has told us
how to stake things."  The vampire backed off slowly and
carefully.  "Keep going, Spike."  He pouted. 
"Yes, he told us.  John was already here."  He turned and
ran off.  Horatio let himself be pulled back down, looking at her. 
"Needed more hugging?" 


"Hugging
is nice but I was wondering if you'd like to hug on your or my couch instead of
out here where any old vampire can wander up on us."  She
smiled.  "Either's good with me." 


"We
can cuddle on my couch."  He stood up, helping her up.  "I
do like you in that dress."  She smiled.  He was thoughtful
enough to grab the CD player and speakers, and even hail the cab, but she paid
this time since his wallet was back in his desk at work. 


Xander
walked up the stairs later, looking at the two guilty looking men in his bed.
"Re- enactment?"  Speed nodded.  "It help?" 


"He's
still in there." 


Xander
looked at Eric, then sighed, coming over to get onto his other side. 
"Wine boy?" he whispered in his ear.  Eric shuddered, waking
up.  He looked at himself then glared.  "You were acting out
what you were dreaming, Eric.  Not our fault you jumped Speed." 
He curled up on his shoulder.  "How close to his death did you
get?" 


"Within
hours." 


"Do
you know who did it?" 


"There's
at least three possibles.  What about the Marsh death?" 


"He
had a zombie dog, Eric." 


"If
I had known that I would've called you immediately."  He looked at
them. "I should go." 


"No
you shouldn't," Xander told him.  "There's every chance we'll
free the spirit when you have the rest of the dream tonight." 


"Um,
no, he was mostly a sex slave," he admitted. 


"Duh,
Eric.  You were squealing every time he had sex earlier on.  The
neighbor called the cops.  I told Henrick that I was doing dream
interpretation under hypnosis and you were being chased by a big dog before
being eaten."  Eric relaxed again.  "Now, let's go back
down," he whispered in his ear.  Tim sat up to help him drag Eric
back into his mind, letting him take control for now.  "It's the last
night, Eric.  Who are you with?" 


"Desdimona,"
he moaned, arching up.  "The head lady of the Emperor's palace. She
wanted me as a present and was granted it by her husband, who won me in a poker
game."  He arched up again, feeling the hands going over his chest
and stomach. 


"Go
forward, Eric, see yourself serving again.  Where are you?" 


"The
Emperor's room.  I'm serving his personal thinkers."  He jerked
but Xander was stroking his stomach.  "No, I will not do that to my
mistress or master," he complained.  Then he jerked upright gasping
for air. He rubbed his throat.  "I...he turned down the wrong
person." 


"Emperor?"
Speed asked. 


"His
head guard.  The emperor told him to take me out and have fun with
me."  He kept rubbing his throat.  Xander moved his hand, making
him look at it.  "No blood."  He flopped backward. 
"Is he still in there?" 


"Silen,"
Speed whispered.  "Come here please?"  Eric
stiffened.  "Don't fight him, Eric.  Let it happen.  We're
trying to get you free, remember?"  Eric relaxed under Xander's
stomach stroking.  "Silen?"  He heard a quiet hum. 
"Silen?"  He nodded, humming again.  "You're in the
wrong body." 


"The
book is foul," he whispered.  "People who do not care for their
masters."  He stretched, looking at Xander.  "You care for
your slaves, I can tell." 


"I
don't have slaves, Silen.  No one has in generations," he said
gently.  "Roma has long fallen from an empire to a mere
city."  The boy shook his head, starting to cry.  Xander hugged
him. "Shh, we're trying to get you where you need to go, to help you pass
on.  What sticks you here?" 


"The
book!" he sobbed.  "The witch trapped me in there when I would
not agree to be her husband's." 


"The
guard's wife or Desdimona?" Speed asked gently. 


"Her."



"Then
we'll cure it.  If we destroy the book?"  His hand was grabbed
and the boy shook his head.  "What about transferring you to
something else then?  Something more comfortable?" 


"I
would serve my Masters faithfully, as I always have," he begged. 
"Please?" 


"The
only problem is that there are no masters," Xander said gently. 
"Otherwise we would gladly try to find you a loaner body.  The one
you're in right now is rather important.  He's a guardian of the
masses.  An officer that finds who hurts others."  Silen looked
at him.  "That's the problem.  You're in a friend's body and we
need him back so we need to move you somewhere you would be better off." 


He
swallowed, nodding.  "I understand.  I do not like the
dark.  I do not want to go into the dark.  Not alone." 


"I
think I can help you there," Xander said with a gentle smile. 
"If I can get someone to walk with you?  Someone with a light? 
Would that help?"  He nodded.  "Okay, come with me to the
living room, Silen.  We'll see if we can get you a guardian for the
dark."  He got up, heading down to his work area.  He grabbed a few
things and a candle, walking out into the living room.  He settled in to
call back a spirit, hoping for someone like Tara.  Silen whimpered when he
saw who it was and Xander smiled gently.  "Joyce." 


"Xander. 
And a new one who's scared of the dark?"  He nodded.  She
floated over to him, kneeling in front of him.  "You have no need to
fear with me, dear.  I've raised two beautiful, strong girls.  I can
protect you from the dark.  Nothing in there will harm you." 


"Bad
slaves are confined to it for eternity," he whispered. 


She
smiled gently.  "But you weren't bad, Silen.  Here, hop out of
his body.  You can float with me for a while.  If we still can't
cross you over, Xander, that one, will help you find something better to live
in than a dirty book."  He gave her a shy smile and a nod, taking her
hand, floating out of Eric until Eric collapsed.  "All of you,"
she chided.  He finished coming out, looking around.  "Now, is
it dark?  Because I can see plenty of light." 


"Some
of it may be his perceptions," Speed said quietly. "Silen, it's only
dark for a moment.  As long as you know you've been good you have nothing
to fear and the light will come in a few minutes."  He clutched to
Joyce's arm, looking around.  "Relax, let it happen. It should be
calling to you." 


Xander
lowered the protections he had on the house and Silen squeaked, hiding behind
her.  "Joyce?" 


"I
think he needs an intermediary step." 


Xander
got up, nodding for the ghosts to follow him around the house.  "Find
something that's better for your, Silen.  We'll house you until you're
ready."  He got a spectral hug and the boy dove into a small
urn.  He came back out shaking his head, moving on. 


Speed
got up, handing him something.  "This was ancient but
Egyptian."  Silen shied away from it.  "Hmm.  True,
they didn't treat their slaves the same way."  He walked
around.  "Xander?" 


"Use
the green glass urn," Xander said quietly, looking at Joyce, who smiled.
"I'm sorry I did that." 


"I
understand, Xander.  It's better not to be left alone.  All the
destruction was giving me a headache anyway."  She looked at the urn,
then at the boy next to her.  "That's my mortal remains.  You
can keep them company until you're ready to join me.  All you have to do
is call and I'll be back for you.  All right?"  He nodded,
giving her a gentle hug before slipping inside the urn.  "Thank you,
boys." 


"Welcome,
Joyce."  Xander grinned.  "So, what do you think of my
boy?" 


"I
like you and Tim, Xander.  Much better than you and Anya or Cordy or any
of the others.  Give my daughters a hug?" 


"Dawn's
hiding from her sister and I'm about to kill your other one," he
admitted.  "Otherwise I might.  I'll send them your love." 


"That'll
do.  Let me go haunt my elder one until she sees sense. 
Again."  She faded out once Tim had blown out the candle, heading to
scare someone in Cleveland. 


Speed
hugged Xander.  "He wasn't ready." 


"Hopefully
he'll be ready sometime soon."  He snuck a kiss, smiling at
him.  "I need to destroy the dress." 


"Let
Horatio do it.  It was his body she was using."  He walked off,
leading him by the hand.  "Eric, bed," he called.  He
hauled him off the floor, walking him up there as well.  "Sorry,
Xander." 


"It
wasn't your fault.  He probably yearned for the feel of contact
again," Xander said patiently.  "It had better never happen
again or I'm calling Doug." 


"I
won't cheat on you.  You know that.  You don't have to call the guy
over scorned boyfriends."  Xander nodded, stripping down to his
boxers and climbing in on one side of Eric.  Speed got the other
side.  Eric, still naked, got the center and laid there snoring no matter
how many times Xander used him as pillow or tried to fluff him into being less
bulky. 


***



Eric
woke up, looking at the ceiling.  It wasn't his.  He knew it but it
wasn't coming to him yet.  He looked down at the feeling of someone
snoring into his chest, frowning when he saw the dark hair.  He lifted the
blanket, noticing three things.  Speed was really well built.  Xander
wore ugly boxers, and he was naked.  "Why am I naked?"  He
poked Xander until he woke up and blinked at him.  "Why am I
naked?" 


"You
re-enacted something with Speed last night."  He put his head back
down.  "Hours still.  Shh." 


Eric
looked at the alarm behind Speed, shaking his head. 
"Uh-uh."  He yawned.  "Why am I still tired?" 


"Because
you can't make up for half a week of sleep in one night, Eric," Speed
said, glaring at him.  "Go back to sleep."  He put his head
back down, closing his eyes again.  "Your butt was too heavy to lift
down to the couch." 


"Oh,
okay."  He closed his eyes, smiling when the alarm went off.  It
was floated up then slammed against a wall.  He snickered. 


"You're
buying a new one," Xander said firmly. 


"Yes,
dear," Speed complained, glaring at the remains of the clock. 
"That was my alarm, guys.  We missed Xander's.  You're going to
be late." 


Xander
groaned but got up, heading for the shower.  "Eric, the only bathroom
is this way.  I won't scrub your back for you." 


"Good
to know."  He looked at Speed, who had rolled over to sit on the side
of the bed.  "Um..." 


"We're
fine, I'm not some clingy girl, and it was the ghost inside you, Eric. 
He's down in the green urn if you wanted to talk to him yourself." 


"I
think I need to process."  He got up, heading for the bathroom when
he heard Xander yelp.  "You okay?" 


"Not
shaving today.  It's going to be a bad day."  He got out of the
shower dripping, letting him have it.  He was even nice enough to get Eric
a spare towel. He trudged downstairs, finding the mess in the living room from
last night.  "Crap." 


"I've
got it," John called.  He phased in.  "Horatio's dragging
butt this morning too.  Calleigh's cheerful." 


"I
can growl," Xander promised, heading to put on clothes.  He came back
down, wincing as he stretched.  "Eric, hurry up!" 


"I
need to go home, I don't have any clean ....  Never mind.  Thanks,
Tim."  He came down ten minutes later in some of Tim's pants and one
of the button-up shirts Xander never wore.  "Thanks, Xander." 


"It's
scratchy.  Have fun with that one."  He grabbed his keys and
everything he needed, heading down to the car.  He was even nice enough to
go through a drive-thru for breakfast so they could eat on the way in.  He
trudged into the office, signing in and waving at the receptionist, who handed
him a memo.  He looked then snickered.  "I will kill someone
today," he told her.  "You can pass on that message that half of
us are grumpy and the other half is Calleigh."  He walked up to
Horatio, holding up the message. 


He
took it back, shaking his head.  "This is not good." 


"Really? 
Couldn't have guessed."  He walked down to his lab, finding the Chief
in there.  "We had a really long night, please excuse me while I bite
someone." 


The
Chief gave him an odd look.  "Why?" 


"Two
possessed people and talking to the people who're doing their own investigation
into the Marsh case.  Plus yelling at someone on the West coast so I don't
have to do artifact removal on my next weekend off." 


"Do
I need to get involved?  IAB perhaps?" 


Xander
gave him a look for a minute.  "FreeMason and it looked like one of
them had something to do with it.  He dabbled in my *other* areas as
well." 


"Oh,"
he said flatly, grimacing.  "No wonder you had a long night. 
When will you know?" 


"I
gave them three days or else I'm going to have to get mean and investigate it
myself.  They're doing their own inquest then handing over by then." 


"That's
fine.  Such organizations often have their reasons."  Xander
nodded, pulling out his stool to sit on.  "You do have work to
do." 


Xander
looked in his in-box, then at the basket by one of the scopes.  "Is
there anything after the purple separator?"  The Chief looked then
shook his head.  "Then no I don't.  Calleigh's marked the rest
for her to do.  She's got to reup her certifications and wanted some time
to do some.  She said she'd spank." 


"Oh." 
He smiled a bit.  "I did want to talk to you." 


"I
gave Horatio your memo with the warning I would probably be biting later."



The
Chief laughed, walking over to close the door.  "You really did have
a long night." 


"I
did.  What's wrong?" 


"The
budget," he sighed. 


Xander
gave him an odd look.  "You guys hired me at under the US average pay
rate," he pointed out.  "I was making ten grand more a year in
New York, plus overtime." 


"While
that's true...." 


Xander
glared at him.  "Spit it out.  I don't have the patience this
morning, boss.  I got up a half hour ago.  I've had fast food. 
I'm exhausted.  I'm going to react badly no matter what you say unless
it's really great news like I'm going to be paid like the tech I am." 


The
Chief gave him a long look.  "Maybe we should have waited on some of
that?" 


"The
two possessed people got possessed on the Marsh case." 


"Oh."



"Eric's
a lumpy pillow and he doesn't cuddle.  I had nightmares most of last
night." 


"I
see.  I thought you were...."  Xander nodded. 
"Couldn't move him?" 


"No. 
He hasn't slept in a few days either." 


"That's
reasonable I guess.  I can hold off this talk." 


"Maybe
we should have it with Horatio?" 


"We
probably should.  With his recent ...issues with a city employee...."



"How
could he afford ten grand a hooker?" 


The
Chief blinked.  "I don't know." 


"Neither
did Horatio." 


"I'll
look into that.  It might help.  Until then, he's threatening budget
cuts." 


"I'm
in the mood today to have someone eaten and then laugh.  Because I'm the
only hunter down here if something happens." 


"Oh,
dear," he sighed.  "He's insisting we're going to be cutting the
lab's budget." 


Xander
snorted, shaking his head.  "No, he's mad and we can be much more
public in some of our investigations.  Like Horatio, I don't play politics
unless I *really* have to.  I've pissed off judges being myself. 
I've pissed off senators and congressmen being myself.  I can piss off a
council member or a supervisor being myself.  I can even have fun doing
it." 


The
Chief smiled.  "I'll take that under advisement, Xander. 
Perhaps you should take the day off?" 


He
snorted.  "Yeah, right." 


"You
do have to be at that hearing this afternoon." 


"Why?"



"He's
claiming...."  He smiled.  "Let's go talk to Horatio."



"Sure. 
Fair warning, he's not in any better of a mood." 


"That'll
make for a charming meeting I'm sure."  He walked up there. 
"Get a soda and join us, Harris." 


"Yes,
sir."  He saw the curious look.  "The first political
ploy," he told Calleigh, finding a phone number very fast on his way to
the soda machine.  He even called from the breakroom.  "It's
Harris in CSI.  I need everything you did for the Chief on that asshole
supervisor.  Yeah, him.  Even the stuff you didn't give him or
use.  Please.  Because he's decided he's going to try *me*
now.   I wasn't on that case.  I'm the ballistics tech but I'm
going to be in a very bad mood at a Council meeting later."  He
grinned.  "No, plain English is good.  I had to have  a
Blood tutor me in Econ back in my undergrad.  Thanks, man."  He
hung up and got himself a soda. 


The
Chief walked into Horatio's office.  "Long night?" 


"Very." 
He looked at him.  "He's made his move?"  He nodded. 
"Who?" 


"Your
prized tech, the one you begged for." 


"That
would cause some pain." 


"Did
you have to partake of Harris' other skills last night?" he asked
bluntly.  Horatio nodded.  "Did you spend it at his house
too?" 


"No,
mine."  Xander came in.  "I do need an update." 


"He's
a FreeMason and one of the spirits I pulled out last night said that the person
cleaning up the blood had the same tatoo on his arm.  They're doing their
own inquest and they'll hand me someone within three days."  He sat
down, opening his soda.  "Eric's spirit is in an urn at my
place.  He wasn't ready to move on yet.  He's a bit scared of the
dark.  He was told that's where bad slaves were sent for
eternity."  Horatio nodded once at that.  "Yours moved on
with her girlfriend.  I need both of you to take communion but Eric's got
enough sensitivity to be able to see Silen again if he shows up to talk to
him.  Might freak him out but it'll happen."  Horatio nodded
again, more slowly this time.  "We do need to destroy the
dress.  It's not pertinent to the investigation but someone can use it to
pull yours back and that means you can be in danger." 


"I
can have that done." 


"It's
still in my workroom, Horatio." 


"I'll
have that done," he promised. 


"Thanks. 
We weren't sure if you'd want to or not." 


"I
do.  She seemed...nice while she had me." 


"She
was a gentle young woman with a shrew for a mother," Xander agreed. 
He looked at the Chief.  "Oh, and I've got the bullets and the blood
from the case I got called out on early yesterday.  I'm waiting on reports
from DNA, sir."  He reached over, calling down there.  "Did
you get my blood evidence from the callgirl murder?"  He
blinked.  "Really?  Huh.  Can you send that to Chem? 
Have them see if it's a large enough sample to pull any drugs from?  He
pays money for hookers, a lot of money for hookers, Max.  He doesn't have
that sort of money so it's not a rich guy thing.  That means he's either
very kinky or he's hiding something.  Yeah, tell him that.  It's guy
code, he'll be proud I used it.  Thanks."  He hung up. 
Then he smirked evilly.  "We have an issue now."  He took
another sip. 


"Tell
me that same blood...." Horatio started.  Xander cackled and
nodded.  "It matched to him?" 


"To
his very recent DNA swab that was taken as part of the poor man's
intake."  He looked at the Chief, who looked clueless. 
"The subject of our discontent left blood evidence at my earlier scene
yesterday, a call girl murder." 


"Oh,
damn," he said.  Xander smirked and nodded.  The Chief sat
down.  "Well...."  He considered it.  "That could
help." 


"It
could," Horatio agreed.  "What is he trying to do?" 


"Trying
to say that the City has to approve of all people who were hired at a
substantial income.  Anyone over forty thousand." 


"Did
we approve of his new secretary?" Xander asked.  He finished his soda
and put the can onto the front of the desk.  "I'll recycle that in a
few."  Horatio threw it into his trash can, earning a frown. 
"Horatio." 


"I
know, but you'll forget."  He looked at his amused boss. 
"He will."  He leaned back some.  "This is probably
more than enough to get him out of office.  Being suspected in a murder
usually does." 


"It's
a year until elections, Horatio." 


"It
was at a higher class hotel.  One where they actually *clean*," Xander
told him.  "They wouldn't have left blood evidence lying around
there. They didn't leave fingerprints from the last occupant.  Unless he
cleaned?" 


"I
don't know if he's like that or not," the Chief admitted.  "Can
you check?"  Xander texted that to someone for them to check. 
"Now what do we do?  We need you both at that meeting." 


"If
at all humanly possible," Horatio agreed. 


"If
I'm here and stuck, I'll call," Xander promised.  "Horatio,
laptop?"  He got given an odd look.  "Please?" 
It was pulled out and handed over.  "Thank you."  He
plugged it in and got to work on the poor City Supervisor's background
check.  "Interesting."  He kept going, following the
threads.  He walked it back down to ballistics so he could work in peace,
smiling meanly when Calleigh came in.  "My call girl murder yesterday
just got mean." 


"Oh,
no.  Please tell me not another politician?" she pleaded. 


"Same
politician.  Who is trying to get the city to fire me today by the
way."  He got back to work, printing out some things.  He
started to draw out connections, then snickered and sent it all to the forensic
accounting department, calling them.  "It's Harris again, in my
investigation I ran across stuff that's clearly in your area and the Chief was
looking for.  I'm not sure if it's the same as you've found or not but I
sent it to the Cummin's email address on the page?"  He
grinned.  "Thanks.  Sure, I'll hold."  He got back to
typing, letting the phone rest between his ear and shoulder while he
read.  He cackled.  "Good.  Glad I could help.  Yeah,
flow chart's good for me.  There's a council meeting later this afternoon
where we've got to present some of this so whatever the Chief wants, man. 
Thank you so much.  Have a good day.  Be a bit evil and mean.  I
am."  He hung up and snickered, going back to work, sending them more
things.  Within ten minutes he had the Supervisor's full background -
physical, employment, and monetary - sent to them.  But he did keep a copy
just in case.  There were a few other names included.  He got to work
running them down as well.  "Interesting.... his attorney." 


***



Xander
sat down across from the Supervisor and his lawyer.  "Good
afternoon." 


"This
is a weak ploy, Harris," the supervisor sneered.  "Having me
brought here?" 


"No
ploy.  Your blood was found at the scene of a homicide."  The
Supervisor gaped.  He laid out a paper.  "We have a sworn
statement from the head of the cleaning staff at the hotel that you,
personally, asked for cleaning supplies when you checked in.  She
delivered them to you and asked if you wanted the room recleaned and you said
no,  you'd do it."  He put down another form, sliding it
over.  "We also have your blood, your DNA, on said call girl's body
and in a few other droplets around the room."  He leaned on the
table, hands clasped lightly together.  "You know, I have to wonder
why someone would pay so much money for a call girl.  I mean, when I was
dating women and I picked up a few during my college years, if I had to pay
over sixty bucks I was doing something strange."  The man
gaped.  "Yes, I did.  My last one wanted me back so much she
threatened to blow up the San Diego PD to get me back."  He
shrugged.  "What can I say, I'm good."  He stared him
down.  "So, I did some checking.  We know you don't have rich
boy syndrome.  Rich kids wouldn't care about dropping that much on an
escort but they tend to go through the really great brothels and the discreet
services.  They wouldn't dare risk the exposure of going to a normal strip
club and hiring the girls in there.  That's a musician stunt." 
He grinned.  "So, we had the blood checked." 


"I
want my lawyer," he ground out. 


"He's
sitting next to you, or did you mean you wanted another one since he's involved
in some of your other less than savory deals?"  The lawyer
gaped.  The phone in the room rang.  "Harris," he
answered.  "Hey, boss.  No, I'm here with the
Supervisor."  He put him on speaker.  "I'm sorry I can't be
there in person at the moment but the victims did call and I'm presently tied
up with a murder suspect, ladies and gentlemen."  He looked at
him.  "And his embezzlement partner." 


"Are
you sure?" the Chief asked.  "Very, very sure, Harris?" 


"I
am, Chief.  I talked to the forensic accounting people.  They laid a
bunch of stuff out for me.  So not only do I have the Supervisor on
homicide charges...." 


"I
did not confess," he sneered. 


"I
have enough to arrest you right now," Xander promised.  "I've
got a warrant coming as we speak.  I've also got a warrant coming for
embezzlement charges but some of that may end up coming back on a Federal
warrant.  See, I only looked for two hours with the forensic accountant
guys.  They found your three hidden trust accounts that you've been
feeding into.  They found your temporary expense account that's way over
budget.  They found the links between a whole host of budget problems and
your office.  What *I* found was a house in Jamaica that was purchased
with the funds you stole from the homeless and children's shelter. 
Directly I might add.  A direct withdrawal to the realtor."  He
put a copy of that sale's paperwork down and a copy of the check from the
realtor. 


"Some
of us bought into that with him," one of the other Supervisors said. 
"He said it was legitimate." 


"Talk
to your own lawyers, sir," Xander told him.  "If you didn't
know, you may not be liable.  I can't be sure.  That'd be one of the
unfortunate federal matters since he moved it out of the US."  He
turned over another paper.  "On this one I have a record of where all
your expenses have went for the last four years.  It was wise of you to
pay taxes on what you embezzled.  Keeps you out of trouble with the
IRS.  I do like that account in Hawaii. The one with your lawyer's name on
it.  Unless he has a very young son named Junior?" 


"He
told me it was for the Council's vacation," he said quietly. 


"Robert,
is that you?" a female voice demanded.  "If it is you are fired
from my service.  I want my yearly retainer back and you had *better* hope
that I don't find you first." 


"Oh,
don't worry, ma'am, he'll be in jail as a conspirator to defraud the
city," Xander told her, flipping over another one.  "Here I have
how you routed all your funds....  No, this is the chem workup on your
blood that you left lying around in that hotel room.  Sorry, searching for
the reason that you paid ten grand for the hooker, not that hard when you leave
nearly half a pint in droplets lying around.  I guess it's nice that you
weren't too kinky with the girls.  Just needing the little blue
pill."  He looked at it.  "Sorry, the knockoff of the
little blue pill.  Does it really work better?"  The supervisor
started to make squeaky noises.  "Awww, you're already making noises
that they'll love in prison.  I'm so proud," he said facetiously. 


"I
won't lay down for this!" he shouted. 


"I
think you'll find laying down might make it worse," he said dryly. 
He flipped over the last one.  "Ah, here's my last card in my full
house.  Where you've siphoned all the money over the years so the city can
confiscate it.  That warrant was put in at the same time."  He
looked around, then dialed his cellphone.  "'Tis me.  Where for
art thou?"  He smiled. "That'll work.  Thanks.  Come
right up, baby."  He hung up.  "Your warrants are presently
parking themselves in the parking lot.  You'll have one and about a half a
minute to make a statement before we publically arrest you and charge you with
the murder of a call girl.  With embezzlement from city funds earmarked
for the homeless and abused children.  For embezzlement that went out of
the country.  And for conspiracy to commit fraud.  Further charges
may be pending.  Go ahead and talk, sir.  Please."  He
leaned back, giving him a smug look. 


"You'll
be fired." 


"Then
I'll move again.  New York wants me back." 


"I
have friends up there, they'll never hire you," the supervisor sneered. 


"Yes
they will.  I solved who killed two of their city's council members with
the head of the lab.  I found three serial killers in just about two
years.  I helped solve over a hundred homicides by ballistics and trace
evidence alone in those same two years.  My record speaks for
itself.  Yes, I wanted to come back very badly, Supervisor.  I took a
hell of a pay cut doing that.  Then again, my boyfriend has family down
here.  The lab down here is like family to both of us.  Even with
Stetler trying his shit because I'm bi, doesn't matter."  The
supervisor turned red, opening his mouth.  "Yeah, I'm very bi. 
See, firing me would be a very bad thing," he said bluntly.  He leaned
forward again.  "I'm very dangerous to those who fuck with me. 
Just think, I only had two hours to dig into your past today.  Think about
what I can do if I focus *all* of my anger on someone.  The way I do with
most murders. 


"There's
a reason mine confess at a higher rate, Supervisor, it's because they know I
like the look on their faces when they realize I've just destroyed every single
thing they've ever built, they've ever had, and ever will have.  That same
look both of you have.  I'm a damn big credit to this department. 
You were easy.  You should try searching out gang money sometime.  By
the way, your money structure?  The forensic guys said to tell you it was
so easy to track it wasn't funny.  One of them said your money management
skills sucked too by the way.  Pity but maybe you can write a book in
prison."  He waved Ryan in.  "Anything else you want to add
before you're publically arrested?  I have to get down to that
meeting."   He made more squeaky noises.  "Sure, you
practice those for your cell mate.  I'm sure he'll be *very* pleased with
them when you see him later."  He stood up, handing it to Ryan. 
"I've got head down there.  Chief, give me ten please?" 


"Twenty,
Causeway's slow," Ryan told him. 


"Okay,
twenty," he said, hanging up.  "Pity you ruined your family's
lives, gentlemen."  He walked out, heading down there.  He got
there fifteen minutes later, smiling a bit.  "Sorry, had to run the
sirens."  He sat down beside Horatio, grinning at him. 
"Very pretty look on his face." 


"Thank
you, Xander." 


"Eeh,
not enough sleep recently.  I'm in a bad mood," Xander said, looking
at the others.  "Sorry, I hate it when people fuck with
me."  That got a few smiles and a nod.  "Plus lack of sleep
so I was cranky."  He leaned on the table.  "What can I
help you with?" 


"That
house in Jamaica?" one asked. 


Xander
shrugged.  "That's up to a federal prosecutor.  I know the one
locally was going to start hovering.  ADA West, who still has her job for
some reason, was threatening to hand some of it over by what Ryan said when he
called a few minutes ago.  I did tell him that some of you had not known
and he passed that onto her.  That's not a Miami case, sir.  I can
only advise you to seek the counsel of a lawyer." 


"I
certainly will," the female member agreed.  "Thank you for doing
that for us." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I hate murderers.  People who prey on call girls
just make me sicker.  They're already having a craptastic incarnation, why
make their lives worse."  Horatio patted him on the back. 
"They are." 


"They
can be but that's not polite." 


"Sorry,
Willow never taught me polite."  He shrugged a bit, giving them a
sheepish grin. "I was raised by girls."  He pointed at
Stetler.  "You can ask him." 


"He
was," he agreed grimly.  He glared at him.  "I'm still
watching you." 


"Oooh. 
Yay," he said flatly, shrugging.  "If that's what does it for
you, Stetler.  Just don't make it because of who I'm sleeping with this
time."  He looked at them again.  "Sorry, past
history." 


"He's
like this most of the time when you threaten him," the Chief said. 
"He did take a very heavy pay cut to come down to us." 


"How
much?" the female Supervisor asked. 


"I
was making fifty-four thou a year plus overtime in New York," Xander
said.  "Now I'm making just about forty-five without any option for
overtime.  Even if I work it I can't get paid for it.  But the people
down here are like family to my boyfriend and myself.  Horatio came up to
help me when I had to take on something drastic in New York that nearly got me
shunned by most of the department up there.  He did the same for my boy a
few times." 


"We
looked at all of your qualifications," one said, giving him an odd look. 


"San
Francisco?" he asked.  That got a nod.  "Yeah, my teachers
made me go.  Thought it'd make me look better.  Thankfully I don't
have to do as much of that down here as I did in New York, or even LA." 


"I
see.  Have you?" 


"Something
that was eating a tea room at a local hotel.  A few other things. 
Nothing major.   Sometimes it comes up on a case.  I've had a
few supposedly enriched artifacts on one recently that I'm trying to find
someone to handle so I don't have to take my next weekend off to clean it
up." 


"Interesting. 
Would that be the Marsh case?" he asked.  Xander grinned and
nodded.  "I heard." 


"How
is the inquest coming, sir?" 


"You'll
have them within your three days." 


"Thank
you.  That's all I asked for."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "For future reference, because I know this'll be
sealed?"  Everyone nodded.  "Sergeant Stetler can verify
some things for you if you need to.  The reason I got forced into that
specialized program is because I had ten years of combat experience in the same
field before then."  They gaped.  "I was on the front lines
of that battle.  I wanted to retire.  They wanted me able to teach
the next few generations.  So they made me go.  It took a year out of
my undergrad to go there.  So I do have combat experience, just not from
the traditional methods.  That's also where I got my artillery and
explosives experience.  That and some construction work I did.  It refined
what I knew about smaller bombs since we had only used larger ones.  It's
also why I've got a very broad knowledge of some ancient weapons and there's
some lying around in ballistics at this moment in time.  That and I'm
teaching one of the DNA techs how to use a sword." 


"So
you're pretty close to a full lab?" one asked. 


"I'm
at the baseline acceptable level in DNA and fingerprints," Xander
admitted.  "Some of the tests in chem I still have to look up. 
I'm a ballistics tech first and foremost, with a minor emphasis in trace and
field work.  That's about like you saying you have a college major in
business?  Or I'd guess anyway with your other businesses?"  He
nodded.  "And you probably took a minor in college too." 


"Accounting. 
I can understand it when you put it that way.  Do you want to stay, lower
pay and all?" 


"Eventually
I'll get up to the point where I'm supposed to be paid," he said dryly,
making them all laugh.  "I would like my step raise. 
Please?  Having to do some dream interpretation recently meant that I had
someone shouting about their nightmares and pissed off my neighbors.  They
want me to move.  My landlord suggested I buy something more
permanent.  Housing is really expensive down here." 


They
all nodded.  "Comparable to New York," the female member said. 


Xander
shook his head.  "Our apartment in New York was bigger and higher in
the building.  It was three hundred less and only one utility.  Here
I'm paying more for less room and all my utilities for having a gym and a
parking lot view."  They all winced.  "Yeah, it's
expensive.  I don't know how people making minimum wage do it.  We're
struggling with my boy going to college right now.  He wants to join us in
the lab," he said proudly. 


"Who
are you dating?" Stetler demanded. 


"Speed's
youngest brother," Horatio said, giving him a look.  He looked
stunned.  "He wants to come in for field and DNA in a few years,
Xander?" 


"He's
got two years left, plus an internship," he agreed.  "Maxine
Valera is already planning how to get him in there for that."  He
looked at the Council.  "I'm going to be blunt.  People who know
me know I'm blunt.  And that I have very little tact," he
admitted.  "The lab solves most of the bad cases in this city. 
We do things so that the normal cops know who to question and who to
arrest.  Anytime the crime rate goes down, it's us.  They're scared
of us.  Mostly of Horatio, but the rest of us too.  I've seen a gang
kid back away from Calleigh before."  Horatio patted him on the
back.  "Sorry, not enough caffeine either today.  When the crime
rate goes up, like it did last year, we're forced to pull a lot of overtime
hours.  We're sorry about that, but if you want the homicides, the rapes,
the assaults, the robberies, all those solved, we've got to work. 


"I
love this lab.  I love most of Miami.  There's parts I can do
without, like my landlord and spying neighbor, but every city has those. 
I do want to stay in Miami.  My boy wants to stay in Miami.  I've
been a credit to this lab since I was pulling unpaid overtime as an
intern.  I've solved cases, I've protected the city and the city's
personnel.  I definitely want to stay if the other Supervisor's petty crap
is ended.   It's not *our* fault we caught him with his panties
down.  Even if he doesn't like it, some of us don't play politics. 
It gets messy when you start selecting who's going to get charged.  If
Horatio hadn't charged him, then someone else would've used that as their
defense.  That would've looked bad on him, on the lab, and on the rest of
us.  We don't get to play favorites." 


"If
a detective you worked with was charged with a felony what would you do?" 


"I'd
give them the chance to explain it first," Xander told him.  "I
don't care if it's my boyfriend charged.  I'd expect him not to be. 
I'd support him if he didn't do it and it's a false charge.  If he did it,
he's in deep shit," he said bluntly.  That got a smile. 
"If you're a friend, a coworker, anything like that, I'd expect them to
either come to me to have me prove it false before I had to ask.  Or I'd
expect for them to not lie to me so I can see what's really going on.  I
do the same thing for my enemies.  If Stetler was charged I'm sure I can
handle it just as objectively as if Horatio were charged, or if my boy were charged. 
I don't get to play favorites either.  I give everything I have to every
single case.  Period.  End of sentence." 


"When
we first got Xander as an intern, all the departments he had temped in with,
all the places he had done his internships, told us if we couldn't keep him
they wanted him back," Horatio told them. 


"I'm
still getting offers from some of them," Xander admitted.  "LA
offered me sixty a year to go work for them.  I'd get drawn back into the
strange crap and I don't want that.  San Diego wants me back for that
trial, Horatio.  She's finally coming up." 


"They
can subpoena you so we can give you leave time," he assured him.
"I've talked to Griffold recently."  Xander smiled at
that.  "New York has offered to take him back at his former
salary.  No questions asked. We do want to keep Xander.  He's a
bright light in our department and the reason we get a lot of intern
candidates."  He smiled at him.  "Wish granted." 


"Thanks,
that's the nicest time I've heard that."  That got a few
snickers.  "I'm getting a new intern."  They all smiled at
him for that.  "I like getting them off to a good start.  I
scare the hell out of them but oh well."  That got a few more
snickers. 


"I
heard you were tutored in Econ?" the Chief said, looking down at him. 


"By
a Blood, yeah.  He was taking it to figure out what he was doing. 
Theory drives me nuts.  I'm a hands-on guy, Chief.   I had
tutors in Chemistry too because the teacher was a theory person and going way
over my head.  The Crypt who tutored me put it into terms I could
get.  Ballistics.  Explosives.  That sort of stuff.  It
worked, I passed.  Even the one I took with food poisoning so bad I
should've been hospitalized during the final I passed.  Barely but I
did." 


"Everyone
learns differently and the things that he wasn't sure on his internship people
went over and we went over with him until he knew it cold," Horatio told
them.  "I will note here that Xander is my only hire that did not get
a signing bonus because we couldn't." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Yes we did.  Alexx spoiled us for months with
cookies.  So did Max." 


He
smiled at him.  "I meant a monetary one, Xander."  He
patted him again to keep him calm.  "Xander has helped a lot of us
through some very bad things.  He was in New York when Detective Hagen
died and came back down to comfort us.  He's been injured for us. 
Sick for us.  He's been bouncy for us and is today.  He's lost
sleep.  He's protected us all.  We want to keep him." 


"It's
not like I'm going to be pushing to be paid what I should.  Just my step
raise I was supposed to get last month," Xander offered.  "I'm
presently on a three-year contract with the lab.  It runs out next
year." 


"Can
we renegotiate now?" the Chief asked.  Xander shrugged. 
"Then we'll look that over next month, Harris." 


"Okay." 
He looked at them.  "I'm sorry he dragged you guys into his personal
trauma.  A real man can be caught with his panties down and just shrug and
say 'I'm a guy' and walk off after paying the fine.  He didn't even do
that." 


"I
don't see a problem with Horatio hiring  you," one said. 
"The budget is very tight however." 


"Then
go after guys like him who didn't pay their court-ordered fines," Xander
told him.  "Get the guys with the multi-billion parking tickets to
pay up too.  They're mostly rich guys from what I can tell.  They've
got the cash but they're stingy."  That got some smiles. "Put a
luxury tax on some expensive things, like polo matches.  Or
champagne.  Do it on something that won't hurt the average guy who can barely
afford to live here.  Don't put it on gas or anything, but something that
people pay out the butt for.  If they can afford five hundred for a bottle
of champagne, they can afford a ten percent luxury tax on top of the sales
tax." 


"Those
are the people who get us elected," one noted. 


Xander
leaned more forward.  "Then point out the city's going to have to go
without services and they're going to be robbed without a police
department.  Which would they rather have?  A ten percent luxury tax
on gaudy crap that no one wants or needs, but they  buy because it's
fashionable, or no police department and having their cars smell like the dump
because they have to take out their own trash.  You can add a luxury tax
to cars over fifty grand.  That'll rule out all the reasonable cars that
people buy because they're good to the environment.  Sorry, Horatio. 
I know the hummers are really expensive and necessary.  Love them by the
way," he said with a sweet grin, getting a snort.  "Tax the
purchase of a new house if it's over a million dollars.  Not that it won't
hit the middle class, because it will.  It might even drive some of the
outrageous housing prices down."  That got a few smiles. "That
way I can afford something nice with my boy and our future dogs." 


"What
did happen to Barney?" Horatio asked. 


"He
got stolen by one of the other techs," he said dryly.  "He was a
New York dog and should stay in New York was the reasoning they had." 


"Hmm." 
He looked at the rest of the room.  "Those are ideas that could have
a lot of money for the city.  I wouldn't even ask for a huge increase in
our budget.  The one we had two years ago was probably the best yet. 
It let us afford everything and didn't make me hire trustees to clean the
halls." 


The
Chief looked at him.  "Hummer.  Upgrade." 


"They're
being done next week thanks to that grant, sir." he reminded him. 
That got a sigh.  The grant had come in late so they'd had to afford
Xander on their own for a year.  He looked at them again.  "Yes,
the lab is one of the most expensive departments in the PD.  The machines
we use are thousands of times more expensive than garbage trucks or brooms and
mops."  Xander laid a hand on his arm, whispering in his ear, getting
a look.  "You know...."  Xander gave him a long look. 
"You're right, we can work around that somehow."  He looked at
them.  "Xander did remind me we have a testing agreement that's about
to run out for one of our more expensive labs.  We may be able to work
something out so we can pay for that over a few years instead of up
front.  I do everything I can to help with that.  Costs go up because
crime goes up." 


"Crime
goes up because the regular force is forced to have budget cuts too," the
Chief agreed. "If we took back the money that was embezzled, made his
family pay back the rest of it, we could probably fix the current crisis. 
Correct?"  Xander handed down his PDA, letting him see the forms he
had stored earlier.  He looked at him.  "You weren't
kidding." 


"Nope,
I wasn't.  Oh, did you hear?  The IRS is going to use Miami to test
out a new income generation method, sir.  Their idea to tax pimps and make
prostitutes pay taxes and file W-2's reached the wrong ears.  They liked
it." 


He
whimpered. "How?" 


"I
don't know," Xander admitted. "But hey, if it works, maybe we can add
on a city tax.  We've got plenty of them."  The female
supervisor laughed.  "We do.  It's the least harmless of our
sins locally, ma'am.  I'd rather have working girls and call girls than I
would drugs or bombers." 


"I
would as well," she admitted.  "We had a shelter in place to
help them and get them medical tests through the health department." 


"It
went to Hawaii along with the second embezzlement from the children's
shelter." 


She
shook her head.  "I do want to make a motion that we work on getting
those moneys back." 


"I
second," another agreed.  "How much was there?"  The
Chief passed down the PDA and his own forms, making him gasp.  "How
did we not see this?" 


"He
filed for reimbursement for part of it.  Some of it he diverted in a
sloppy manner," the Chief told him.  "The forensic accounting
department's boys and girls agreed with Xander.  The way he did it was
sloppy and slipshod." 


"They
told me it sucked," Xander agreed. 


"How
did you get the figures on his personal income for them?" the Chief asked.



He
grinned.  "A Willow-given gift." 


"Who?"



"Remember
the redhead?" Horatio asked.  He shuddered but nodded. 
"Something she created that Xander has in his possession." 


"At
least it's going to legal means," he decided. 


"There's
both my family's attorneys," the female supervisor complained. 
"Looks I'm getting a refund before they go to jail." 


"I'd
do it today, ma'am, they're going today," Xander told her. 
"We're not giving them a chance to move it around or change it. 
People are watching their accounts to make sure it doesn't suddenly
disappear." 


She
smiled at him.  "Thank you, Xander." 


"Welcome,
ma'am.  I hope the council can get it all back.  I really do. 
It sucked that he robbed the social services that the city needs the
most.  Why he didn't rob the rental Ferrari fund I don't know." 
That got a few gapes.  "It was mentioned to me," he
admitted.  "The same forensic accounting people." 


"You
definitely don't play politics, son," one of the male members said dryly. 


"I
never have and hopefully I never will have to.  Unless I lose my mind and
run for office."  That got some laughs.  "I have plenty of
headaches.  I don't want the ones you guys have too.  That would
drive me more nuts than Quantum Mechanics did." 


"I
still have nightmares about that class," one of the people taking notes
said. 


Xander
grinned at her.  "Are you being attacked by the little whorl thingies
too?"  She smiled and nodded.  "Yeah, I nearly kicked my
boy out of bed the other night during one of those.  He was not
amused." 


"None
of us are that amused when you're tired, Xander," Horatio said, giving him
another pat.  "I believe there's a vote open?" 


"All
those in favor of burning our missing compatriot until we get the money back
say aye."  Everyone said aye.  "Looks like it passed
unanimously."  The note takers wrote that down.  "All those
in favor of keeping CSI Harris and reexamining the budget, especially the
police department budget, say aye."  They all said aye. 
"Looks like you got your wish, Chief." 


"I
hope it's a good one," he said.  "Thank you all." 


"Thanks,"
Xander said with a small grin.  "Is there a good section of the city
that's cheaper?" 


"I'll
help you look, Xander," Horatio promised, standing up.  He put on his
sunglasses.  "Thank you for letting us help you with that problem
member, ladies and gentlemen.  Please excuse us, but we do have work to
do."  He smiled and walked out. 


Xander
grinned and waved.  "Thanks, guys.  If you need more vengeance,
call.  We all have our mean days."  He followed Horatio out, putting
on his sunglasses as he walked. 


The
Chief waited until they were out of hearing.  "Yes, I know, he's a
lot like the Son of Caine some days.  All he needs to do is dye his
hair."  That got some snickers.  "Let me know when you want
to go over it.  I'll bring in my budget person so she can explain it to
all of us." 


"Meeting
next Tuesday morning?" the female member suggested.  He nodded at
that, making a note as he walked off.  She tossed him Xander's PDA. 
"Make sure he gets that back when you hand him caffeine, Chief." 


"Oh,
I'm sure Horatio's already ordered him to on the way back to the lab," he
said dryly, heading out.  He found an officer stationed outside. 
"Send this to the lab.  It's Harris'."  The officer didn't
want to touch it.  "It's a normal thing, son.  Just his
PDA.  He had crime stats on it."  He nodded, taking it
delicately between two fingers, carrying it to his car.  It went into the
trunk and he drove off with it.  He shook his head.  "At least
they know who to go to when those things happen."  He went to his
office to take some tums and something for his headache.  A good four
fingers of scotch and half a roll of tums later and he felt better. 


***



Xander
walked in that night, flopping down on top of Tim, sneaking a bite of his dinner
before closing his eyes and sighing in pleasure.  "We might get to
move after all." 


"I
hate moving." 


"I
pleaded for my step raise." 


"Good!" 
He patted him on the head.  "It's very hard to eat while you're
laying on top of me." 


"Eric's
been giving me odd looks all day.  Wolfe has too.  Max too." 


"Define
odd." 


"Odder
than normal."  He snuck another bite, eating it before he yawned.
"I busted the supervisor guy." 


"Huh?"



Xander
grinned, cuddling him.  "He killed a hooker." 


"Who
exactly did you beg for your step raise?" 


"Get
the transcripts," he complained.  "Too snuggly."  He
yawned again, falling asleep right there. 


Speed
looked down at his chest, grimacing.  "Damn it," he muttered,
finishing his dinner quickly.  He had found out last week that he could
kind of, almost float things magically now and then.  Hence him having
bought four alarm clocks in the last two weeks.  He concentrated on the
phone, sighing when it went farther away.  "Quit that, John." 


John
phased in, smirking at him.  "Awww, you're so adorable," he
cooed.  He knew Speed hated that. 


"Yeah,
whatever.  Give me the damn phone." 


"Why?"



"What
happened earlier?" 


"The
supervisor H caught diddling the hooker went after your boy.  Your boy
with the help of a forensic accountant and with the Chief's blessing decided to
ruin him.  Federal and state charges, and one of them was killing the call
girl.  He had him in interrogation when the meeting was called to see if
they could support Horatio hiring him."  Xander let out a purr and
shifted, making John catch the plate before it broke and woke him. 
"He laid it out, and yes he did beg for the step raise.  Offered a
few money making suggestions.  Taxing Cristal champagne, cars over fifty
G's, houses over a mil."  He snickered at the shocked look. 
"He did complain that no one can afford to live in Miami.  He did use
that as part of his reason to beg for his step raise." 


"So,
are we being run out of town?" 


"Nope." 
He looked at the door.  "It's Max." 


"Get
your butt in here," he called.  She walked in, looking
confused.  Then she giggled.  "Yeah, yuck it up.  Why have
you been staring at him oddly all day?" 


"He's
been in destructo-boy mood all day.  We're making sure he's not carrying
around explosives while he hums." 


"Hums?"
he asked, looking pained. 


"Hummed
while he gathered evidence.  Hummed while he used Willow's laptop. 
Hummed while he walked to interrogation to destroy a few lives and had Wolfe
getting the arrest warrants for him." 


"Ooh. 
No caffeine?" 


"Yeah,
he had caffeine most of the day, though he was a bit bouncy after the council
meeting."  She opened the door when it was knocked on. 
"Hey, Horatio." 


"Miss
Valera.  Checking on your young?" 


"Yup,
making sure he didn't turn feral after eating a human."  Xander
blinked at her.  "Hi." 


"No. 
Drug test next week.  Pissed off Stetler."  He put his head
down, waving.  "Night." 


"Xander,
bed," Speed said firmly. 


Xander
blinked at him.  "Comfy."  He put his head back down,
closing his eyes.  "Raise?" 


"Yes,
Xander, you got your step raise," Horatio said, shaking his head. 
Maxine giggled at that.  "He did ask very nicely and did point out
what a costly city Miami is to live in."  He took off his
sunglasses.  "He also made at least three lawyers, one City Supervisor,
and one accountant go to jail.  He suggested a few go see a different
lawyer before the feds came to see them."  Speed gaped. 
"Then he was on the speaker with us while he destroyed the City
Supervisor's life." 


"While
he hummed," Maxine added. 


"True,
he was humming.  Even Mr. Wolfe was making sure he didn't have plastic
explosives this time.  He was very bouncy all day as well." 


Speed
looked down then at them.  "So, does he have tomorrow off?" 


Horatio
smiled and nodded.  "The Chief did suggest he come down off his
destruction high." 


"Yeah,
might be a good idea.  Get the door?  I can hear the landlord." 


Horatio
turned and opened the door, looking at the landlord.  "Yes,
sir?" 


"Tim
or Xander in trouble?" 


"Telling
Tim what went on today," he admitted, letting him inside. 
"Xander had to go before the hiring review board." 


"Oh,
okay.  Was it bad?" 


"No,
he got his step raise," Maxine said with a smile.  "What's
wrong?  Are they being noisy?" 


"Well,
last night they were. Then their neighbor told everyone in the building that
they do those sort of dream interpretation things.  They're not
amused."  He looked at Tim.  "I have nothing against you
two but she's going to get pushy." 


"She
does know that Xander is a member of police department?" John asked. 
"If they do things like damage their property he can have them
arrested?" 


The
landlord looked at him.  "I looked you up." 


"Used
to work with Xander.  Love the little guy.  Still trying to straighten
out what those girls did to him though." 


"I
guess that's a good enough reason to hang around." 


"You
ever hear what he calls football?" John countered. 


"Yeah,
I have.  Good luck, Detective."  He looked at Tim again. 
"They're going to get mean and nasty.  She's got friends all over the
city according to her.  I'm really sorry, boys." 


Tim
waved a hand.  "I've heard worse.  Thanks for giving us some
warning." 


"I
can maybe give you guys next month.  Not like you guys have torn up stuff
or anything so I can use the deposit you guys paid."  He
grinned.  "I hope you find somewhere just as nice."  He
left, leaving them alone. 


Tim
poked Xander on the side, getting an irritated grunt.  The phone floated
over toward them.  "No, not being called in, Xander.  We've got
to move." 


Xander
blinked at him.  "You do that better than I do." 


"I
know I do.  Do you want to rent or buy?" 


"Buy
somewhere, it'll save on the problems," Horatio ordered.  "Plus
probably be cheaper than your rent here, boys." 


Xander
blinked at him.  "How much is a step raise?" 


"Five
percent," Maxine told him.  Xander snorted, putting his head back
down.  The phone quit floating when he started to snore.  "I'll
help him look, Tim." 


"Thanks. 
I've got a test tomorrow and then papers due all next week.  I hate your
field."  She smiled and left them alone with a giggle.  He
looked at Horatio.  "Only five percent?" 


"Of
his gross, not take home." 


"So,
that'll maybe cover some of the taxes," he said, shaking his head. 


"I
looked something up.  Did you know he was claiming two exemptions?"
Horatio asked.  Speed rolled his eyes.  "Take him to a good tax
place this year, Speed.  Remind him he can't claim you or
John."  He put back on his sunglasses.  "He might even be
getting a refund from last year if he did it then."  He left, leaving
them to talk about it. 


"Condo,
townhouse, or house?" John asked.  "I can ask Calleigh's and
Delko's opinions." 


"I
don't know.  I'd like some more room than here. At least the size of the
place in New York?  Two bedrooms and a study." 


"I'll
see if they know anywhere."  He phased out, heading to Calleigh's
first.  Eric was with his family and they freaked him out.  He phased
in, finding Stetler at her door and her shooing him off, or trying to.  He
floated over, looking over her shoulder with a grin. 


"John,
I can feel you doing that, stop it!" she snarled. 


"Sorry. 
Came to check on you." 


Stetler
blinked at him.  "Aaaaaah." 


"Real
intelligent," Hagen sneered.  "I got sent to help the boy."



"Speedle,"
he groaned.  Hagen only smirked  "His boyfriend?" 


"Ask
him yourself but he'll shoot you tonight.  Boy didn't get any last
night."  He waved.  "Shoo.  Gotta talk to my
lady."  Stetler stomped off.  "You might wanna warn
H," he said in her ear.  "Oh, and the boys have to move. 
Their neighbor got pissy about stuff."  She slammed the door, glaring
at him.  "What?" 


"Don't
do that!" 


"Whine. 
This way you can do something more pleasurable tonight, like shop." 


She
rolled her eyes, walking off.  "Not with my personal budget being so
tight." 


"Does
that mean you're moving too?" he asked, floating after her. 


"The
condo market just went bust in town.  They're going fairly cheap, for
Miami, and I was thinking about it."  He beamed at her. 
"What happened with their neighbor?" 


"Delko
yelped while they were working through that dream.  Xander explained they
were doing dream interpretation under hypnosis because he was having nightmares
about this dog chasing and eating him." 


She
shook her head, lighting the candle on her countertop.  "Go away,
I'll send Tim the page I've been scanning."  He pouted. 
"Out!" 


"Fine,
be that way.  I won't help you shop to replace your pretty white
shirt." 


"You
only want to see me naked." 


"Doesn't
seem to do as much for me anymore," he complained, giving her a sheepish
look.  She pulled out the packet she had gotten from the herb store Xander
recommended and he phased out.  "Fine, make me go be traumatized by
Delko's family."  He disappeared. 


She
called Eric.  "Incoming John."  She hung up and called
Horatio.  "You might be getting a visit tonight.  John just
appeared to Stetler.  He hissed Speed's name.  Yup.  Yeah, I've
been thinking about getting a condo," she admitted.  "He went to
bother Eric since I'm being mean and won't let him see me naked
again."  She smiled.  "I'd love dinner tomorrow night,
Horatio.  Thank you."  She hung up, going to pick out clothes
for the dinner.  Then she decided she did need to replace that one white shirt. 
The mustard had never come out of it. 


***



John
phased into Eric's house, making his mother shriek.  "God,
woman!"  She held her chest, panting.  "Do you often scream
that loud?  No wonder Delko's so loud when he has nightmares." 
He looked at Eric.  "The boys are going to be forced out of their
place.  The landlord said the neighbor who tried to get them last night is
calling around." 


"Wonderful. 
I'll help them look.  I know Tim didn't like the housing market when they
moved back." 


"He
said at least two bedrooms and a study," he offered. 


"I
can look," he agreed.  "They good?" 


"Xander
walked in and collapsed on Tim's chest, he's still there."  That got
a smirk from Eric.  "Anyway, Calleigh was about to banish me and
watching those two snuggle is really boring.  You doin' anything tonight
since she won't even let me help her shop?" 


"I
was going to go jogging." 


"Any
cute girls to leer at?" 


"He
needs to not scare them off," Eric's father said. 


"I
can be invisible," John said, grinning at him.  "Hi, Mr.
Delko." 


"Hi,
John." 


Marisol
looked back at him.  "You can help me.  I've got to shop. 
I could use an opinion.  As long as no one saw me talking to someone who
wasn't there." 


"I
can do that.  Whenever you're ready call.  I'm going to check on
Horatio.  Stetler's throwing a hissy at him."  He phased out,
going over there.  "You yelled?" he asked Horatio. 


"This
is going to be incredibly difficult on Speed, John." 


"Maybe
Stetler will have a heart attack, then he can go be Buffy's white lighter or
something." 


"Don't
do that to her.  She's never been that evil."  He opened the
door at the pounding, looking at the man standing there, getting rudely shoved
out of the way.  "Yes, you can come in, Rick," he said dryly,
shutting the door. 


Rick
glared at Hagen.  "When did you come back?" 


"The
same day I died.  They assigned me to Xander as his white lighter.  I
told them myself I had died.  Oh, Horatio, two bedrooms and at least a
study for what Tim wants." 


"I
can help them search," he agreed.  "Rick, want a
beer?"  He headed into the kitchen.  He needed a drink
tonight.  For some reason he really wanted a drink tonight.  He
wasn't sure which cause was the final one though. 


"So
you do what for the kid?" 


"Help
him if there's a paranormal fight.  Do his research if he can't get to
it.  Point out troubled areas.  Back him up.  That
stuff."  He shrugged.  "It's not hard.  The kid's
mostly retired and the demonic overlord takes care of his own people most of
the time." 


"We
have a what?" 


"There's
only about fifty demons, they appointed and voted in an overlord to deal with
them if they got out of hand," John told him.  "He knows
Xander's in town.  He introduced himself as was proper, and told him when
he got back. That way they know who to call when it's something doomsday
again.  Or something annoying he can't get to but Xander can." 


"Like
the Marsh murder?" 


"No,
he's a bit strange.  A dabbler.  Oh, that's the other thing.  H,
tell Speed that yes, he'll have to clean out the house.  The others in the
containment industry are all dead.  Attacked and dead." 


"I
can do that," he agreed, going to email that to him.  It was safer
than calling Tim and waking up Xander again.  Or else they'd have another
destruction day tomorrow.  He came out.  "Rick, we need to put
Xander on this time's gun destruction run."  He went back to his
office. 


Stetler
frowned after him.  "Fat chance.  He's not an
officer."  He looked at John again.  "Speedle?" 


"His
original one.  He got brought back more fully.  I usually end up this
way."  He smiled, looking up.  "Gotta go.  Sorry. See
ya later."  He faded out, going to help Marisol shop.  Not that
he'd look at Delko's sister.  Delko would find a way to kill him further
if he did. 


Stetler
stomped into the office.  "You knew." 


"We
found out after Xander had the flu, Rick."  He looked up from his
scanning of emails.  "Yelina sends her greetings."  He went
back to it.  "Since he was brought back we had to arrange it so he's
got a new identity." 


"The
youngest Speedle son," he sneered. 


"Exactly." 
He smirked at him.  "That'll cause less problems and less
confusion.  He is going back through his training." 


"His
gun?" 


"He
was cleaning it once a month.  We're not sure how it got that jammed that
time.  I could let Xander look it over if you wanted." 


"No,"
he ground out.  "How many are out there?" 


Horatio
shrugged.  "Xander got given Speed when he went through that special
certification program, Rick.  I'm not sure how many have been assigned, I
don't know how they're matched or assigned, nor do I want to know." 
He smiled at him.  "Ray Junior is doing a lot better now." 


"Good
to know."  He stepped closer.  "You had someone falsify
documents?" 


"No,
I explained it to someone in the government who had an idea.  He arranged
for it.  He said he wasn't the first." 


"I
see."  He grimaced.  "You will be keeping better track of
him?" 


"I
have been.  Alexx has been.  Maxine Valera has been since she's
mothering Xander horribly.  She is really overprotective of her boy
too."  He smiled, sending a response to Yelina's email.  "I
told her you sent your love back." 


"Thank
you."  He glared at him. "You're too calm." 


"We
figured you'd find out sometime," he said, looking at him. 
"After all, you do like to stalk the boy, Rick."  He
huffed.  "We were surprised you didn't find out first and tell
us." 


"I'm
not that cruel."  He stared at him.  "His present
gun?" 


"He's
still in college.  Xander said he didn't need one.  Xander does all
the gun cleaning in their house." 


"I'm
not happy." 


"That's
not my duty to make it so," Horatio said dryly. 


"The
Chief knows?" 


"Probably." 
He looked at him.  "Xander does usually call him Tim.  He has
probably made the connection.  Remember, he was an officer for a very long
time." 


"I
want nothing to go on that would damage the lab, Horatio.  Nothing at
all.  Am I clear?" 


"Are
the Feds coming back?" he asked grimly. 


"Yes,
they are. Your boy...." 


"ATF
knows about him, Rick.  They talked with him in New York about closing
some of the loopholes in the hunter's network Xander gets his guns from." 


"These
are FBI." 


"They
hate him," Horatio admitted.  "He doesn't play well with
them."  He smirked at him.  "I would suggest you warn them
he's down here instead of New York.  Mac Taylor had a lab evaluation team
in and Xander blatantly walked someone out of his lab and handcuffed him in
Mac's office for not putting on gloves and a lab coat.  The next two
joined him until one already in a lab coat was sent and she got left
alone.  She wisely stayed out of his way as well.  Though I heard Mac
had to ask what they had done."  He went back to his emails. 
"It'll be fine." 


"If
you think so.  If not, I want to know *before* they come down with a
warrant." 


"Whatever." 
Rick stomped out, making him wince when the door slammed.  "I need to
get Xander to fix that hinge," he said, writing him an email.  
He did note about the eval team coming in soon, that way Xander would be warned
and hopefully be on his better behavior.  Hopefully. 


***



Xander
walked in the next day but Horatio and Frank stopped him, making him turn
around and walk off.  "What?  Was I suspended?" 


"You
were given the day off to go find a realtor," Frank reminded him. 


"I
need my pay stubs and they're in my desk," he complained.  Horatio
and Frank backed off.  "Geez, uptight much?"  He headed
inside. 


"Xander,
leave the agents alone," Horatio called after him. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Not if they're being dumbasses in my
lab."  He headed up to his desk, finding the person in there did have
proper coat, gloves, and had her hair back.  "At least you're smarter
than the ones in New York," he told her. 


"Aren't
you late?" Calleigh asked. 


"Horatio
told me to take today off to find a realtor." 


She
nodded, handing over a card. "I'm going through her.  She's got a
good hand with condos and they're in a bottomed out market so cheaper." 


"Are
we talking affordable cheaper?" 


"Getting
there." 


"That's
better." 


"Remember,
over ten or twenty years it's easier," she pointed out. 


He
nodded, sitting down to dig through his desk.  "Tim said I needed my
pay stubs.  Where have I been putting them?" 


"The
trash," she said. 


He
pouted then got into the HR website to print them out.  "Hey, it's
listing my step raise of six percent." 


"Wow,
so now you're making what?" 


"Forty-seven-two-fifty
before taxes," he said dryly.  The federal tech looked stunned. 
"I took a pay cut to move back here.  The budget was
tight."  He finished printing what he needed, looking over as Stetler
came in. "What's up this time?"  He gathered what he needed,
sorting them by month.  Then he logged off and checked his inter-office
mail.  "Remind me to buy glue later when I call in frustration? 
Horatio's doorframe is cracking again." 


"Sure,"
Calleigh agreed. 


Xander
looked at Settler.  "What?  I've got to find a realtor.  My
neighbor's a brat who's trying to get me evicted.  Horatio gave me the day
off to spare the budget just a bit more." 


"You
took a nine thousand dollar pay cut to come down here?" 


"No,
I took a nine thousand dollar plus overtime pay cut to come back down here,
Rick."  He closed his drawers and stood up.  "It's
family."  He grabbed something.  "I'll be in tomorrow at
the usual time, Calleigh." 


"Of
course you will.  Make sure your cell is on and charged in case we need
you." 


"Of
course.  It always is."  He looked at Rick.  "Anything
else?  I've got to find a decent place to live so I can get a new
dog.  That way I don't have to have my fixing reversed and talk someone
into giving me kids to fuss over." 


Stetler
gave him a horrified look.  Xander grinned and walked out. 
"Relax," Calleigh said.  "Tim's scared to death of
kids."  She smiled at him.  "But can't you see his little
clones following him around in their versions of his t-shirts?"  He
walked out shaking his head.  "He had a problem with Xander's
personal relationship." 


"Is
that why he left New York?" 


"No,
Horatio got to open a spot for him," she said.  "Tim's got
family down here.  Valera's like Xander's mother.  They came back to
family.  Taylor threatened to kidnap him from what I heard." 
She got back to work.  Her phone rang.  "Duquesne." 
She listened, making a note.  "I'm there.  Thanks." 
She hung up.  "I've got a field case."  She resealed the
one she was working on and took off her jacket to hang up, grabbing her case
before taking off her gloves.  She took them off at the door. 
"Come on, you can't stay in here.  He'll handcuff you in Horatio's
office if he heard."  She walked out shaking her head.  "He
did that in New York." 


"I
heard.  I was in DNA." 


"Were
they really that stupid that it took three of them before someone got a
clue?" 


She
nodded.  "Stubborn." 


"Yeah,
Xander's the king of that land."  She closed and locked the door,
heading out to grab one of the hummers and hit the scene with Ryan.  She
smiled at him.  "Aww, didn't lose yours?" she teased. 


"He
thinks I'm Xander for some reason." 


"No,
he's got today off to find a realtor.  He came in to print paystubs."



He
snickered.  "That'll help." 


"He
got a whole six percent for his step raise." 


"I'm
impressed."  He pointed.  "I've got the new detective
wandering around looking for cameras and witnesses so he quit trampling my
scene." 


"That's
fine."  She came over to help, watching where he walked. 
"Paramedics?"  He nodded.  "That works for
me."  She pulled on a new set of gloves and got to work.  Alexx
came over.  "Hi, Alexx.  Got another one." 


She
looked then nodded.  "I can tell.  At least he's my first
today."  She came over to check him, looking at everything.  She
frowned.  "I'm not so sure this isn't a suicide, kids." 


Calleigh
looked at him.  "Is he one of the guys Xander destroyed yesterday in
the council meeting?"  Alexx looked at her oddly.  "You
didn't hear?"  She shook her head.  "That Supervisor
Horatio caught with his panties down, to use a Xander-ism, killed that one
call- girl." 


"We
all checked for plastic explosives since he was humming while he worked to
destroy the guy's life," Ryan agreed.  "It was really scary,
Alexx." 


"No
wonder his boy complained about being a pillow last night on the couch." 


She
smiled, shaking her head.  "I got told he walked in, cuddled up, and
fell asleep there.  Horatio gave him today off to find a
realtor."  John phased in with messy hair, making the fed pass
out.  "What's wrong?" 


"Buffy's
back."  He sat down.  "I'm not going anywhere near
her.  She tried to stab me with a capturing stone made into a knife."



"Where?"
Ryan asked, pulling out his phone. 


"His
place.  Willow gave her the address.  She wants to talk to him."



Ryan
called Xander. "It's us.  Buffy's at your place."  He heard
the slam of brakes.  "Please don't wreck.  She just tried to
destroy John.  Sure, we'll be on our scene.  Feel free to dump her
out here if you kill her so we can have an easier trek."  He hung
up.  "He's swearing in Russian," he said quietly.  They all
shuddered.  Latin was bad.  Greek was worse.  Hebrew was worse
than that.  Russian, the one he was learning, meant he was going to
snap.  He called Horatio.  "Head's up.  Buffy tried to kill
John.  I told him.  He's swearing in Russian.  His place,
Horatio.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "He's heading that
way instead of here." 


Calleigh
looked around.  "Depending on where Xander was, Horatio might make it
first." 


"I
hope so," John said.  "I'm not going near that woman.  Last
time Tim spanked the hell out of her." 


"I
want video of that," Ryan muttered, getting back to work, making Alexx
give him an odd look.  "The blonde one who warped Xander." 


"Oh,
I definitely want tape of that," she agreed, making Calleigh laugh. 


***



Xander
walked into his house, slamming the door.  "Buffy?"  He
heard her upstairs going 'here white lighter, here white lighter' and headed up
there.  She turned and raised the dagger, making him stop her
thrust.  "Not nice, Buffy."  She gaped at him. 
"Let go," he growled.  She stepped back but he kept the
knife.  "What are you doing?" 


"I
need your white lighter." 


"Then
ask someone to assign you one."  He walked off, going to find his
clamps in the toolbox in the kitchen.  The stone dagger got clamped to the
table and Xander found his battle axe, coming in to break it. 


"Hey! 
Willow made that for me!" she complained.  He gave her a shove and
swung, cracking it.  A second swing and it broke.  "Willow made
that." 


"Yay!" 
He glared at her, axe still in his hand. "My white lighter is
*mine*.  He was assigned to me." 


"You
have two!" 


"No,
I have one.  My other one descended.  He's my boyfriend
now."  She grimaced.  "Again, yay.  Don't care if you
don't like it.  Anything else?" 


"You're
mean." 


"You
were trying to hurt my white lighter.  Hell yes I'm going to be
mean!"  She flinched away from him.  "Ask them to assign
you one, Buffy." 


"They
don't like me and they aren't listening." 


"Then
ask the LA crew to get you an appointment to talk about why you might not need
one." 


"But
I do!  I'm getting old." 


"Then. 
Let. The.  Younger.  Girls.  Do.  It," he said slowly
and clearly, making her pout.  "Out of my house, Buffy." 


"No! 
We're friends." 


"Not
now we're not."  She glared at him.  "You tried to kill
him.  Hell no." 


"Just
capture him.  I need one." 


"Then
ask!" he shouted. 


"I
tried!" 


"Them
maybe that's a sign you don't need one!  You've got everyone in the world
around you.  Why do you need one?" 


"It
makes you stronger." 


"No,
he backs me up so I don't have to do things alone anymore."  She
glared at him.  "Seriously.  I'm the only Knight in the
city." 


She
stamped a foot.  "You're being meaner.  You need to come back to
Cleveland." 


"When
was I in Cleveland the first time?" he countered.  "If I
remember right, you guys left me in LA with Angel.  He saw that I had
worth.  It's amazing what I'd do for people who actually didn't see me as
helpless." 


"You
were injured!" 


"So?" 
He shrugged.  "I was in the battle injured.  I managed to
survive it."  She backed up a step and he heard someone open the
door.  "We're in the kitchen."  He looked at her. 
"Your best chance is to either go through the program in San Francisco or
to go to LA and see if they can get you an appointment with the Oracles,
Buffy.  Not to try to take mine."  Stetler walked in with his
gun drawn.  "You too?  What, now I have a double threat?" 


"Horatio
sent me.  Said you needed backup." 


"Only
for my temper."  He glared at her. 


"We're
friends, you have more than your fair share." 


"I
need mine and you're not taking Tim either.  You know, with the way you
were acting, you could've killed him." 


"Na-ah."



"Yeah,
he descended."  She frowned at him.  "Really.  He's
the same one who paddled you the last time, Buffy." 


"She's
one of the two who warped you?" Stetler asked.  Xander nodded. 
"You want her arrested for B&E?" 


"I'd
rather she went back to Cleveland so I don't have to run and hide." 
He stared her down.  "You threw me away, Buffy.  You can regret
that all you want.  I found a lot of great things because of it.  I
even get to play with guns all day long and get paid very well for it." 


She
pouted.  "You were injured.  You were going to slow us down when
we cleaned up the new hellmouth.  You could barely stand upright with the
way your eye socket was throbbing after the last battle." 


"Yet,
that night I went to help stake an enclave."  She glared at
him.  "Angel saw my worth immediately.  Enough that he pulled me
out of classes, out of sleeping, out of writing papers to help him.  Too
bad you didn't." 


"You
were missing an eye!" 


"Yay. 
Doesn't seem to bother anyone else," he said dryly.  Stetler gave him
an odd look.  "Yes, one's glass.  I've fully compensated for it
over the years.  It was popped before I begun my training.  Horatio
does know."  He looked at her again.  "Feel
better?"  She glared, crossing her arms.  "I don't care,
Buffy.  Go home.  Either that or I can have you arrested.  You
broke into my house.  You nearly stabbed me with the capturing
dagger.  That wouldn't have worked the way you wanted on me or Tim. 
Or probably John.  Now, go.  Please." 


"You
need to come home." 


"I
am home," he said coolly.  "I'm staying home.  With my Tim
and my adopto-mom Maxine and all them.  Now, get out of my house before I
have you arrested.  Now.  Right now."  She stomped
off.  He leaned down, clutching the table. "If she comes back, you
can have her," he said, looking at him. 


"Are
you fit for field work?" 


"I
trained without it and learned how to compensate.  Has anything ever
suggested I wasn't able to do my job, Stetler?" 


He
shook his head.  "When did Horatio know?" 


"When
he hired me.  He found out during the same convention he hired me
during."  He stood upright again.  "We had a fight about
that.  He kept seeing the injury and not the skills.  It hasn't
mattered in five years of fighting at least weekly.  It hasn't mattered in
all the hunting I've done.  It hasn't mattered in any of the field work
I've done.  I took crappy pictures before I lost it.  I have good
compensation skills for the depth perception stuff.  The only thing it
routinely hampers is non-solid-surface fingerprint lifting - if I have to hold
it while I lift it.  He knows that.  Everyone on the team knows
that.  They knew that after you attacked me that first time as an
intern."  He nodded, backing off, putting his gun up. 
"I've handled drive-bys, I've handled walk-ups and shoots, I've had an
officer being shot at next to me and handled it.  You cleared me
then.  That was on my blind side.  That's why I have the guy facing
that way." 


"Fine. 
I want clearance from Caine today." 


Xander
pointed. "He's coming up the stairs.  I can see his hair." 


"Horatio,
you knew about his eye?" 


"I
did.  From the time I hired him.  I nearly tried to keep him out of
the field because of it, Rick.  Are you all right, Xander?" 


"She
wanted to steal John so she had her own white lighter.  Nearly stabbed me
doing it." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Calm down." 


"I
so want to throw a fit." 


"Then
go into the Everglades away from people and scream," he ordered. 


"She'll
follow." 


Horatio
nodded.  "That could be." 


"He
wouldn't let me arrest her," Stetler said. 


Xander
looked at him.  "She used to be like my family, Stetler.  I've
known her since tenth grade.  I hunted with her for seven years. 
Then she threw me away because of an injury.  Decided I was
helpless.  I prove her wrong every single day." 


He
looked at him.  "Thinking about therapy?" 


"I
have Tim." 


"Whatever." 
He looked at Horatio.  "You're sure he's fit?" 


"He
has been.  Even during his training he was fit.  Most of them said
they couldn't tell.  The one time they could he was running a high
fever." 


"Good. 
Then I'll leave this in your hands.  Unless it becomes pertinent." 


"Don't
spread this one around, okay?" Xander asked dryly.  "I still
have to beat an officer now and then who asks me how much I go for." 
Stetler glared then stomped off.  "Why is that my fault?  He
glared at me for his mistake?" 


"He
hates to be proven wrong," Horatio said.  He came closer. 
"Are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine, or I will be fine."  He unclamped the dagger, handing over the
pieces.  "Willow made it for her." 


"How
very kind of her," he said, putting it into his pocket.  "Come
on.   I'll walk you back downstairs."  Xander nodded,
following him out, letting him handle the neighbor.  "One of his
former friends broke in.  She's gone now."  Xander locked his
door.  "She didn't kick it in?" 


"No. 
It's possible Willow helped there too."  He waved at his
neighbor.  "Leave me alone.  I'm already stressed enough and I'm
going to start screaming."  He headed down to his car, looking at his
boss.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
I wasn't there to help though." 


"Having
another enemy there kept from hurting the first one."  He got into
the car, heading back to his new realtor's office. 


Horatio
got into his hummer.  "John?"  He appeared. 
"She's gone.  He broke the dagger." 


"Thank
you.  He okay?" 


"No. 
Can you try to keep him from hunting for a few days?" 


"Not
an issue.  I'm going to warn the overlord she's here."  He faded
out, letting Horatio drive back to work.   John appeared in the plush
office, looking around.  "This is nice."  The demon lifted
his head to look at him.  "Buffy's in town.  She just tried to
capture me so she could have her own white lighter." 


"You
work with Harris?"  He nodded.  "What happened to his last
one?" 


"Descended
back to boyfriend status."  He grinned.  "He got grumpy
whenever you called." 


"Good
to know that's who growls at me when I call now.  I'll warn the
others.  Thank you, Detective." 


"Warn
them if they run she's in the mood to snap and pounce," he said. 
"She's definitely in a killing mood.  Xander's all that kept her from
being arrested and shoved back how she treated him in her face.  Oh, the
boys are looking for somewhere to move to if you hear about somewhere
reasonable." 


"Their
neighbor must be ecstatic.  She was wary living next to him." 


"The
one who complained?" 


"The
one on the other side.  Dream interpretation?"   He looked
at John.  "Something from the Marsh house?"  John
nodded.  "Poor boy.  Tell him I wish him much patience cleaning
that out." 


"He's
off this weekend so he'll probably be doing it then," he agreed. 
"Gotta go hide, I think she's tracking me."  He faded out, going
back to hover over Calleigh, finding her driving.  She squeaked.
"Don't do that.  Buffy's trying ta track me down." 


"Why?"



"She
wants to steal me.  She thinks I'm some sort of dog she can claim by
taking me home." 


"Xander
didn't have her arrested for breaking and entering?" 


"Nope. 
Told Stetler...."  She gave him an odd look, nearly missing the red
light.  "Horatio called for backup." 


"Was
everyone else busy?" 


"Apparently. 
Oh, she told him about his eye." 


"We've
all known." 


"He
didn't." 


"Then
I'll expect questions."  She saw him shifting. 
"What?" 


"She's
trying to summon me.  I'll be back, I'm going to hide."  He
phased out, heading somewhere more protected.  He nodded at the priest in
the cemetery, going to sit and talk to a few friends.  She could not take
him off holy ground.  If she came, he could phase down and visit his
former body or something.  Not that he really wanted to see himself so
long after death....  The priest came over.  "Someone's trying
to summon me to be her slave." 


"Are
you stuck, my son?" he asked quietly. 


"On
special duty as a white lighter, Father." 


"Be
safe and be well."  He walked off, going back to his parish.  He
didn't have to do anything to help this one. 


***



Buffy
stalked into the lab, looking around.  She smiled at someone. 
"Where's Xander?" 


Eric
looked at her.  "Not here, Buffy." 


"You
know me?  He told you guys about us?" 


"He
did.  You're not supposed to be here." 


"I
came to clear up the problems from earlier." 


"No,
I meant in the lab.  You're not a trained person and we can get busted for
that," he said, walking her back to the front desk.  "No
wonder.  She's on smoke break."  He called Xander. 
"It's me.  Buffy's here looking for you to clear up the earlier
problems you two had?"  He smirked.  "Should I expect
something?  Sure."  He hung up and called someone else. 
"Hey, Max.  Front desk?"  He hung up.  "Xander
said you could figure out when you two could meet later in public from
Maxine.  He's having dinner with her.  That way you know where to
meet him."  He looked over as Valera came out. 


"Buffy,"
she said, looking at her.  "Why are you in Miami?" 


"I
came to see Xander. We had, a, um, small disagreement earlier.  I wanted
to make it better." 


"I'm
having dinner with Xander tonight," she said.  She looked at
Eric.  "What did he say?" 


"To
tell her where so she could show up after you're done to talk to him. 
He's with the realtor now." 


"Hmm. 
We're having dinner at Tuxedo's and then going to Headlight, which is a
club.  In between....  How about in front of City Hall?  It's
halfway between, convenient to whatever way you're getting around. There won't
be anyone there then so if it's something you don't want overheard it'll be
fine."  She smiled and nodded.  "We're having dinner about
seven so maybe nine?" 


"Nine's
good.  Thank you, ma'am."  She walked off. 


Maxine
wailed once she was gone.  "I got ma'amed." 


"Xander
said she's been trying to get John all day.  She wanted to steal herself a
white lighter," he said quietly. 


"Yeah,"
she snorted.  "That'll work."  She walked off to call
Xander and warn him.  That way he could make plans.  He was good at
battle plans. 


Eric
went back to work, shaking his head at the agent who came to see where he got
lost at.  "One of Harris' old friends showed up.  He's not here
so I escorted her off." 


"Oh. 
Interesting."  She followed him to his next destination, DNA. 
Valera handed over the sheets, putting on her new gloves afterward. 
"Why did you unglove?" 


"I
had to tell Xander's former friend where to meet us later so she could get her
delusions busted." 


"Okay,"
she said slowly.  "Is he going to require backup?" 


"He'll
have me," Maxine assured her.  "Xander won't need anything
else."  She just nodded and followed Eric out.  She knew Xander
would let her have a few swats so it'd be fine. 


***



Xander
walked into the small park in front of City Hall, Maxine was behind him to give
them some privacy.  "Hey."  He stayed out of hitting range,
staring at her.  "You wanted to apologize for breaking into my
house?" 


"You
never minded me getting into your apartment before when I needed things." 


"John's
not a thing.  Also, I don't live alone and Tim would mind, Buffy." 


"You're
being all cold and unfriendly. You really need to come home." 


"Cleveland's
not home.  Miami is home." 


"It
could be home.  We could use you.  No one makes jokes anymore. 
You could even handle our weapons cache." 


"I
like my job.  The lab is like my family," he said simply. 
"They're good to me and Tim." 


"Fine,
you can bring *Tim* too," she said, looking up. 


"Buffy,
Tim wouldn't ever move to Cleveland.  Neither am I.  I love
Miami.  I'm staying in Miami.  I'm needed in Miami." 


"For
what!  There's got to be hundreds of people who can play with guns all
day.  I could do that." 


"I
do more than *play* with them, Buffy.  I find out who shot what
person.  I help solve murders and things.  They *need* me." 


"No,
they need someone," she countered.  "You need to come
home." 


"That's
not home.  I'm still waiting for the apology.  So is John." 


"He's
not here," she said smugly. 


"I
know that, I had to free him earlier.  I don't want Detective Hagen
anywhere near you." 


"He's
a cop?" 


Xander
smirked and nodded.  "Yeah.  The same as Tim does the same job I
do, Buffy.  We find out who hurt people.  We work a long time finding
out who hurt which person and why." 


"Like
on Law and Order?" 


"No,
we're the lab staff on Law and Order, the ones the ME brings with her.  We
work with the detectives and tell them who to talk to." 


"Oh." 
She shrugged.  "Sounds boring.  You can do better." 


"I
love my job.  Why would I want to do better?  Besides the fact that
there isn't a higher calling and yeah, I'm needed here.  The only better
thing I could be doing is a higher salary in some other city.  I gave that
up to come here." 


"That's
dumb." 


"No,
it's family."  She glared at him.  "They are. 
Maxine's all but adopted me as her son.  I'm still waiting for that
apology." 


She
huffed. "You're coming back to Cleveland.  We need you." 


"No,
you don't.  You can borrow Connor or another witch.  You don't need
me."  He stared her down. "Sorry, but no.  I'm happy here
and I'm staying happy, Buffy.  It's a great feeling." 


"You
sneered at Angel for it." 


"Angel
knew what was going to happen if he got happy.  He did it anyway. 
That's what I sneered about, Buffy.  Now, anything else?"  He
put his hands on his hips.  "I've got a good night out planned with
my adopted mom and a few friends.  We're going to go over some of the
houses we've been looking at buying." 


She
gaped then shook her head.  "You're coming with me.  I could've
sworn I said that." 


"I
don't care what you said.  I'm staying in Miami, Buffy.  I'm needed
here." 


"No,
you've got a higher calling now," she said, pulling out a knife.
"Giles was right.  Some day you'll be a white lighter yourself. 
You can be mine.  We work well together." 


"Put
it down!" he ordered loudly.  "Now, Buffy!"  Maxine
came jogging over.  "Max, call someone.  She's got a knife and
she wants to make me her white lighter."  She growled. 
"Max!"  She dialed Horatio's number.  "Buffy, put it
down," he ordered calmly.  "I'm not playing and if I have to
disable you, you'll be in a lot of pain." 


"You
will be my white lighter, Xander.  Giles said so!" 


"I'm
not going to die tonight so no, I won't.  People need me too
much."  She lunged and he ducked, narrowly getting nicked by the
blade.  He smacked her on the back of the neck, driving her to the
ground.  She got up, grabbing the knife again.  "Buffy, do not
do this."  He knew John felt him be nicked.  Speed maybe. 
Someone would be coming to find him.  Hopefully before he had to take her
out.  "Max!  Backup!" 


"Horatio's
on his way over.  He's only a few blocks away." 


"He's
mine!  You can't have him.  Giles said so!" 


"Are
you desperate because you're getting older?" Maxine demanded. 
"You've got a bunch of kids to teach, do that instead of heading to jail,
Buffy.  Even if he does die it doesn't mean they'd assign him to you since
you'd be the one killing him.  You'll be in jail.  You won't need
him." 


"No,
he's coming back.  Giles said so.  Willow agreed." 


"It's
..."  Xander shook his head.  "She's locked onto the
idea.  It's like her last hope," he told her.  He ducked another
swing, then backhanded her, backing away.  "Stay down, Buffy. 
Max, any chance of cuffs?" 


"Not
on me.  You?" 


"No,
I stupidly thought this was going to be peaceful."  He looked around.
"OFFICER!" he yelled.  "Help!"  The officer looked
over, shaking his head.  "She's normal!  She's got a
knife!  Could use some cuffs."  They were thrown over. 
"Gee, thanks."  He looked at her. "Stay down." 


"No. 
You're mine.  You're my friend and you're coming home.  Giles said
so.  He said you'd be my white lighter." 


"I
think he said I might be asked to be *a* white lighter.  They can't make
you be one."  She shrieked and lunged.  He caught her wrist
before she stabbed him, turning it so she had to drop the knife, then he
flipped her using her arm as a lever.  He knelt on her back, handcuffing
her.  "Thank you for finding lack of reason."  He stood up,
flipping her over.  "You gonna live?" 


"Not
without you!" she screamed. 


"You
have this long.  You'll continue."  He backed away. 
"Max?" 


"Horatio's
just up the street.  He's got her handcuffed, Horatio."  Xander
leaned on her shoulder, head down.  "He's fine."  The
officer came over.  "Thanks for the cuffs." 


"She's
normal?" 


"Yeah,
his former friend," she admitted quietly, hanging up. 
"Lieutenant Caine is coming to bring her in." 


"I
can help him with that.  Why come here?" 


"It's
neutral ground but private if they wanted to have a rational talk, with enough
safety devices around if she did something," Xander said, looking at
him.  "You know, most of the time I do deal with normal things."



"I
sat on the Marsh house, sir." 


"I'm
sorry.  I've got to clean out the strange stuff this weekend." 
He put his head back down.  "I've got to call Giles," he told
her.  "He needs to know she snapped." 


"I'll
do it," she soothed, looking away from Buffy.  "Come on, let's
go sit for a few minutes.  You're not even sweaty.  I'm
impressed." 


"Thanks,
Max."  He nodded at Horatio, then back at her.  "She's
there." 


"Thank
you, Xander.  It's the right thing to do." 


"The
officer was looking at the knife," Maxine told him.  She walked
Xander off, taking him out of sight.  "It'll be okay."  He
nodded, giving her a hug.  That's why she was shocked when Buffy ran up
behind them with the knife. "Xander!"  He turned, growling at
her.  He got a stab wound but she went down this time.  Knocked out
fully.  "Horatio!" Maxine yelled, helping Xander sit, putting
pressure on his upper shoulder wound.  "Horatio!"  He came
jogging back.  "He was stabbed." 


Horatio
called that in then got her into an extra pair of cuffs, tightening them this
time.  "Xander?" he asked, coming over to check on him. 
Xander hummed, looking at him.  "You'll be fine." 


"John
can feel this.  I had to untrap him earlier." 


"I'll
make sure he's fine," he promised, stroking his hair.  "Just
hang on." 


He
looked down then at him. "It's not that bad, Horatio.  It's only a
little stab wound.  No veins or anything."  Two more officers
came running and he looked, then waved.  "Hi, guys." 


"Please
tell me she's a thing," one of them demanded. 


Xander
shook his head.  "Nope.  Friend.  Now you see why I date
guys, right?"  They nodded, checking his shoulder.  "Tell
Tim?" 


"If
he's not going to meet you there," she promised, being forced out of the
way by Horatio.  She turned and kicked Buffy in the side.  "How
dare you hurt him!" 


"Miss
Valera," Horatio said calmly, walking her off. 


"How
did she get free?" 


"The
officer was checking her for contraband when she snapped the originals and
knocked him out.  She knocked me down and grabbed the knife," he said
quietly.  He nodded at the other officers coming.  "He was
knocked out but he should be groaning by now."  They went to check,
helping him stand up. 


"Are
you sure she's normal!" that officer demanded. 


"Yes,"
Horatio said patiently.  "I'm sure.  She's strong but
normal."   They watched as Xander got walked off.  The
officers came for Buffy, putting her into the back of the cruiser.  She
would wake up soon enough.  He walked her after the ambulance. 
"I'll call Speed,  you call Frank.  Get him back there to handle
her.  Boys, to Homicide," he ordered.  They nodded.  That
was their precinct, it would be dealt with by their detectives.  She was
calling Tripp while he went to follow the ambulance and call Tim. 
"It's Lieutenant Caine.  What happened to him?"  He
listened.  "That's fine.  No, his boyfriend was just attacked
and taken to the hospital.  It looks like Sinai.  Thank
you."  He hung up.  The teacher would get Tim that
way.   He sped up.  This was not going to be a fun night. 
He found Rick in there already screaming at Xander about having her arrested
earlier.  "He does not need this." 


He
backed off.  "He should have had her arrested." 


"Giles
told her I'd be John for her," Xander said weakly.  He looked at the
nurse.  "Can't you stitch me up please?  I'll be much better
once I have stitches." 


"Once
the doctor gets here.  Nowhere else hurts, sir?" 


"She
only stabbed me there."  He looked at his shoulder then at her. 
"If you've got a mirror and a stitching kit I can do them."  She
glared.  "Really." 


"Xander,"
Horatio ordered.  He slumped, shaking his head.  "You're about
to get pounced by some very fussing people."  She nodded, going to
find the doctor.  He looked at Rick.  "How did you get here so fast?"



"Dispatch
said they were routing one of your people here after a stabbing." 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "Well, they did."  He walked in there, making
Xander look at him. "You'll be fine.  I'm letting Frank deal with
her." 


"You
do know his wife wanted to do stuff tonight, right?" 


"It
shouldn't take him that long."  He nodded, resting against his
hand.  "It'll be fine, Xander." 


"Sure,
Dad." 


Horatio
smiled.  "Thank you, Xander."  He smoothed over his hair,
nodding at the doctor.  "I'm keeping him calm and from doing it himself."



"Let's
see what we have."  He looked.  "Barely over a
scratch," he teased.  "Only about thirty stitches." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Got a mirror and a stitching pack?" 


"Good
joke, CSI Harris." 


Xander
gave him a look.  "Who's joking?"  The doctor gave him an
odd look.  "Horatio!" 


"Please
do it before he tries to do it himself.  He's very stubborn," Horatio
said calmly. 


"I
can see that."  He got the stitching pack and put on some new gloves,
pulling over a stool so he could sit at a better height to do the
stitches.  "Need a  local?" 


"Maybe
later." 


"Okay." 
He glanced at Horatio, who shrugged.  He took the first stitch and Xander
only hissed a few minutes later.  He got done and bandaged it. 
"You know the precautions?"  Xander nodded. 
"Okay."  He took off the draping the nurse had put on him. 
"No wonder." 


Xander
looked down then at him.  "I'm better now."  He slid off
the table.  "Papers and antibiotic so I can go home? 
Please?" 


"I'll
write it out for you."  He looked at Horatio. 


"We
know.  He's seen combat."  That got a nod and he went to write
out the prescription.  Xander did hiss getting back into his
t-shirt.  "Are you sure?" 


"If
I go out there shirtless they'll kidnap me," he joked weakly. 
"Need a statement, Stetler?" 


"Not
now.  I'll get it tomorrow." 


"Decent. 
Thanks."  He walked out, taking the papers and signing where he
needed to.  He wobbled out, running into Tim in the waiting area. 
"Stitches.  Frank has her." 


"I'm
going to have her in a few minutes," he said coolly. 
"Home.  Now." 


"Please? 
Ice cream for dinner?" 


"I
should spank." 


"I
had her down, she got free of the handcuffs somehow and came after me
again."  He let Tim walk him out, going to whine his way into ice cream. 
He had a boo-boo.  He needed ice cream.  "Did I interrupt your
test?" 


"I
can make it up tomorrow." 


"Okay. 
The realtor thinks we're rich.  She pulled up a lot of possibles." 


"Good." 
He got him into the back of the car, walking around to drive.  He waved at
Horatio.  "Thanks." 


"Not
a problem."  He watched them go, shaking his head. 


"Lieutenant,
does that young man need help?" the nurse asked bluntly.  "We do
have a social worker we can call." 


He
looked at her.  "His parents are far out of his life now," he
told her.  She smiled at  that.  "Thank you for
asking." 


"Not
too many men can take stitches without a local." 


"Xander's
very unique," he said with a small smile.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Make sure he takes his antibiotics." 


"I'm
sure he will.  He's got a few mother hens in the lab."  She
smiled, going back inside.  He looked at Rick.  "We all have
friends we'd rather help than arrest, Rick.  She's one of his.  Let
us handle it." 


"She's
going away." 


"If
we can."  He walked off, heading back to the station.  He ran
into a scowling Frank.  "Sorry to interrupt." 


"Nah,
the wife was getting sobby over a chick flick, Horatio."  He looked
at the blonde then at him.  "She broke cuffs?" 


"She
did.  Knocked out an officer, knocked me down.  Got Xander in the
shoulder.  They put in twenty-one stitches thanks to her knife." 


"She'll
have a fun time in jail." 


Horatio
coughed.  "Xander thought she had snapped mentally.  Apparently
her caretaker decided Xander would someday take John's place, even for her if
he died early enough," he said quietly. 


"Uh-huh,"
he said slowly, considering it.  "I thought they gave you a
choice." 


"As
far as I know they do." 


"Well,
she could probably use one where she's going.  Even if she does get
declared incompetent."  He walked over there.  "You have
the right to make one local phone call." 


"Everyone's
in Cleveland." 


"I'll
see what I can do."  Horatio handed over his phone.  "You
sure?" 


"As
long as she isn't on there for an hour.  Xander would be very hurt if she
got hurt down here."  Or if she stayed but he wouldn't say that in
front of her.  Frank uncuffed her, letting her use the phone. 
Horatio looked at him.  "Stetler beat me to the hospital." 


"He
was lurking here trying to see who knew about the kid's eye.  He only has
one?"  Horatio nodded.  Buffy stared.  "What?" he
demanded.  "Talk, or don't talk.  Don't stare."  He
looked at his friend again.  "I never would've known." 


"Yelina
said the same thing but she knew."  He smiled.  "It'll be
fine, Frank."  He nodded at that.  He took the phone back once
Buffy hung up.  "Thank you for handling this." 


"Better
me than rabid boy over there," he said, nodding at the newbie. 
"I heard Wolfe made him go question people instead of being in his
way." 


"He
did," Horatio agreed, smiling some.  "Miss Valera was with them
but she followed Tim out the door when he walked Xander off to feed him ice
cream for dinner." 


"That'll
spoil him." 


"Xander
asked and Tim was trying to hold firm but you know he'll give in." 


"We
all do," Frank agreed.  Calleigh stormed over. 
"Whoa!" he said, getting out of her way, letting Horatio catch her
before she could hit her.  "No hitting people in cuffs." 


"She
stabbed my ballistics tech.  I deserve one good slap!" 


"She's
going to be arrested," Horatio said soothingly, walking her off. 
"Come on.  We'll go talk over dinner."  She looked at him,
getting a small smile.  "Twenty-one stitches, he's already out of the
ER.  Tim's got him and Maxine followed to baby him." 


"In
other words he pulled macho bullcrap," she said dryly, staring at
him.  He smiled slightly but nodded.  "Uh-huh.  I'll see
him tomorrow." 


"He
should probably take tomorrow off." 


"Xander? 
What earth did you come from!" she said dryly, walking him out. 
"Come on, you can take me to dinner anyway."  He smiled,
following her out. 


Frank
accepted the box of things from her hotel room.  "Her bag?" 


"She
only had the small one, Detective.  I'm not sure why she had the small
teapot but she had one of those too."  He walked off, leaving them
alone. 


Frank
opened the teapot, looking down inside.  "You'd look horrible in the
Jeanie outfit," he told the ghost in there. 



"Thanks."  
He floated out.  "Xander all right?"  He noticed it got
very quiet.  "What?  Someone's got to check on the kid.  I
was bored."  He glared at Buffy.  "You're in
deep."  He looked at Frank.  "He good?" 


"Home. 
Maxine's with him too probably." 


"Good." 
He faded out, heading home, finding Maxine fussing enough that Tim was laughing
in the chair.  He faded in, shaking his head.  "She caught me
again.  Frank got me out of the teapot." 


"Bad
_I Dream of Jeanie_ remake?" Speed giggled. 


"Basically,"
he said, pouting some.  "You tried, kid, she caught me again. 
Oh, he released me in the station." 


"The
officer earlier didn't want to help him because it might be a strange
thing," Maxine told him. 


"Cops
hate strange things," he reminded her.  "His buddies will tease
him about having her kick his butt."  He floated down to look at his
shoulder. "It looks good.  By the way, two of the ones you saw today
were shielded.  I couldn't get in."  He faded back out, going to
check on everyone else.  He found Alexx in the kitchen.  "Don't
try to stab me, okay?" 


"I
wouldn't, John."  She smiled at him. "You're all wrinkled. 
Strong wind over there?" 


"No,
Buffy," he snorted. 


"Excuse
me?  Small, blonde thing?" 


"That
stabbed Xander in the shoulder.  He's fine.  Home.  Valera is
doing her best to fuss him into a coma." 


"Uh-huh. 
And the blonde girl?" 


"Frank. 
He let me out in the station.  I excused it as I got bored so I came to
watch Xander now and then." 


"Uh-huh. 
Does Horatio know?" 


"He
helped stop her." 


"Good! 
Then I'll get in mine tomorrow when he stupidly comes to work like a man." 
She finished making her peanut butter sandwich and sat down with some
milk.  "Go hover." 


"I
can't.  Speed's giggling.  Max is going to drive him insane,
Calleigh's out on a date, Delko's proving he's het yet again, and the boys are
going to go nuts soon." 


"Where's
Horatio? 


"With
Calleigh." 


"Really? 
I hadn't heard this piece of gossip." 


"Yeah,
from his possession.  Hey, Peter.  Just visiting." 


"That's
fine.  She could use someone to share gossip with, John," he said
absently, grabbing a drink and walking off reading again. 


She
shook her head. "I love my man." 


"That's
good after all this time," he teased.  She laughed and swatted at
him.  "When Horatio was possessed," he started, settling in near
her to tell her the juicy gossip. 


***



"Why
are you in here if you were stabbed!" Calleigh demanded. 


"I've
got stitches," he said cautiously, looking at her.  "Why? 
Was I suddenly fired or something?" 


"You
got stabbed." 


"I
know, I was there.  I'm wondering where they stuffed her or if they
shipped her back already." 


"Fat
chance!"  She walked off.  "Maxine, your boy's in the lab
already." 


She
walked that way, looking at his wound.  "Well, it looks clean. 
Did you take your antibiotic?"  He nodded slowly.  "Good
boy."  She smiled and patted him on the head.  "You be good
and come see me or Alexx when you need to change that."  She went
back to work. "It's still clean.  He's fine.  He's taking his
antibiotics." 


"He
shouldn't be at work!" 


"He
probably ran out before Tim could stop him.  You know the final authority
on these things.  Alexx and Horatio." 


"Horatio,
Xander came in today." 


"He's
scheduled to work and as long as he's able I'll let him," he called back,
shaking his head.  He snuck into ballistics, closing and locking the
door.  "That way you get away from the ladies." 


"Thank
you!  I thought I had wandered into another plane or something. 
Calleigh doesn't usually fuss."  He sat down, looking at him.
"I'm fine.  A bit stiff but I'm good." 


"As
I would expect.  Though the stunt you pulled with the doctor last
night," he started. 


Xander
snorted.  "I hate hospitals.  I can't stand being in the
ER.  ER's are punishments for screwing up."  Horatio snickered
at that, nodding a bit.  "Sorry.  But not really." 


"As
long as you'll be fine." 


"I
hope so.  Did he tell you something after I left?"  Horatio
shook his head. "Then it's only a little stab, boss, really." 
He nodded, getting up to head to the firing pen.  "Lock it behind you
please." 


"I
can do that."  He left him alone, locking the door behind him. 
Calleigh gave him an odd look.  "He's hiding." 


"Those
girls didn't teach him the right things." 


"He
said he's fine." 


"He
got stabbed!" 


"I
know, I was there."  She growled.  "He's fine.  We'll
make sure the wound stays clean.  Now, where is she?" 


"Her
Public Defender suggested she ask for a mental hearing.  She's under
evaluation." 


"That's
good.  We can handle that."  He gave her a gentle pat and walked
off.  "Maxine, he's fine.  He said he's fine." 


"As
long as he stays fine I'll only have to fuss a little bit." 


"Thank
you."  He went to talk to Alexx, ignoring Ryan and Eric snickering in
Trace.  "Alexx?" 


"Is
Xander in?"  He nodded.  "He okay?" 


"Twenty-one
stitches later and he said he's fine.  A bit stiff but fine." 


"Uh-huh. 
John told me what happened."  She patted him on the arm. 
"Was it a good date?" 


He
blushed and smiled.  "It was.  Thank you for asking. 
Xander's hiding from all women today." 


"Probably
a good idea.  Tim wanted to know how to sedate her last night," she
admitted.  He laughed, walking out.  She went to talk to Maxine about
how to set up a good fussing ritual and schedule.  After all, you had to
give them some time away from the fussing or they ran away. 


Xander
woke up in the emergency room, blinking at the nurse.  "Did I do a
time loop?" he asked.  She smiled and shook her head.  "Was
I beaten while at work?  Because the last thing I remember I was at
work." 


"No,
you collapsed at work." 


"Why? 
I'm not usually a fainter." 


"We
think it had something to do with the small explosion that went off in your
lab." 


"EXCUSE
ME!" he demanded.  He sat up, swatting at her.  "Where's my
people?  I need to know what happened." 


"So
do they, they said to tell you they'd be back in about an hour.  You've
been out now for three hours, Mr. Harris, and it's nearly five." 


"I
missed my lunchtime antibiotic?  Maxine is going to throttle me." 


"No,
she said you took it.  She's pacing in the waiting room.  I kept
running into her so I'm making her wait out there.  Your girlfriend?"



"Adopto-mom."



"Ah. 
Okay.  Now, let's do some cognitive checks, okay?  It's not unusual
to be missing a few hours." 


"I've
been in explosions before," he complained. "The same as I've had concussions." 
He rubbed the side of his head.  "I've got a new dent?" 


"You
hit a table fairly hard, Mr. Harris." 


"Xander. 
Mr. Harris is a shitbag sperm donor.  I'm not." 


"Okay. 
Xander then."  She started with his pulse, then his blood pressure,
then she looked into his eyes.  "Well, it's not looking too
bad."  He gave her an odd look.  "I used to work in
Pediatrics." 


"Ah. 
No wonder you're treating me like a puppy."  She grinned and
nodded.  "Okay.  Let's try this.  Are we done?" 
She shook her head.  "Don't even think I'm staying overnight." 


"Probably
not." 


"Good. 
Max!" he called plaintively.  She rushed in.  "What the
hell happened?" he mouthed. 


She
shrugged.  "I don't know, Xander.  We know it wasn't in
ballistics.  We think it was in the evidence locker behind the firing
pen.  It got my lab and yours."  She came over to hug him but he
struggled.  "Hey," she pouted. 


"Too
many cuddles today.  I need to hunt and maim." 


"I'll
tell Horatio you want to hunt and maim but you're still staying until they
release you.  Horatio and the Chief said so and he got Tim to back it up
as an order." 


"Whatever." 
He laid back down, wincing at the ache in his head.  "Can I have some
tylenol?" 


"You
may," the nurse agreed, going to get him some.  She came back with
the doctor.  "He'll be the one to make sure you're able to go home
later on, Xander." 


The
doctor gave her an odd look.  "With a concussion?" 


"It's
like my seventh," Xander told him. 


"Ah. 
I see."  He came over to check him over.  "Localized pain
in your head?"  He nodded.  "How's the shoulder?  I
saw one of my coworkers did an excellent job last night."  Maxine
snapped her fingers and handed over his discharge orders. 
"Girlfriend?  Wife?" 


"Adopto-mom."



"That's
his cute way of saying I worry about him."  Maxine listened to
Horatio.  "Thanks.  The doctor's here now."  She hung
up.  "Tim's there as a recruit and trainee helping sift through the
rubble of our labs.  That would be his boyfriend," she told the
doctor, who just nodded.  "I'm standing in." 


"You
know, someone thought I should have kids," Xander said seriously. 


She
smiled. "You'd turn me evil too," she promised, pinching him on the
cheek.  "The kid would turn into Ryan."  He snickered,
nodding a bit.  "You rest.  They're figuring it out now." 
She looked at the doctor.  "When can I take him home?" 


"Later
on.  I want to keep him here for a while longer."  Xander
huffed.  "I don't care how many you've had, Xander.  You're
staying.  If you try to sneak out I get to handcuff and restrain
you.  Am I clear?" 


"That
might be a very bad idea," Maxine told him.  "He's seen a bunch
of combat and he's been kidnaped a few times, Doc." 


"I've
seen combat myself.  I hate being a patient too.  Sometimes you have
to.  So you're staying.  Am I clear, Xander?" 


"Yes,
Generale," he said, rolling the G.  That got a smirk and the doctor
walked out making notes.  He looked at Maxine once they were alone. 
"Did you drive?" 


"No,
I got into the ambulance with you since I have some cuts on my upper chest and
arms."  She let him see, earning a hum.  "Glass." 


"I
hate the new lab design." 


"Well,
yeah, Natalia helped." 


"No
wonder."  He grimaced, sitting up again.  "I'm
bored."  She laughed, shaking her head.  "I am." 


"It
doesn't matter if you are or not."  She pinched his cheek. 
"If you move from that bed, Alexx has promised she'll be paddling you this
time.  She heard what you did last night." 


"Isn't
that a crappy teen movie?" 


"Nearly." 
She ruffled his hair.  "Time for a trim." 


He
snorted, shaking his head.  "Maybe I'll let it grow.  So, what
do you think?  I have the option of a cute little family home a bit
further out than we're living now. There was a three story townhouse but it's
long and narrow." 


"Like
Tim?" she teased. 


"He's
not that big."   She giggled.  "Or there's two condos
that can be bought together and made into one house-sized apartment.  The
only drawback there is the construction needed to knock down a few walls. 
Though, Tim might like some stress relief." 


"How
big's the house?" 


"One
story, two bedrooms.  It's a bit bigger than our apartment now but not
much.  Think a one story version of Mr. Wilson's house on tv." 


"Okay." 
She considered it.  "The townhouse have more room?"  He
shrugged.  "You're not sure?" 


"They
said so but it feels enclosed to me." 


"What
did Tim say?" 


"He
didn't care as long as we hired movers this time for everything but the
weapons." 


"There's
nothing that caught your attention even better?" 


"Yeah
but I'd have to take out the longer mortgage. A twenty year anything scares
me." 


"It
does me too, that's why I'm not planning on having kids anytime
soon."  He grinned at that.  Tim walked in.  "Did you
find out what happened?"  He nodded.  "That bad?" 


"Yeah. 
Non-Felony had a chemical leak that they didn't quite get everything up
from.  Wolfe had a scene that included a lot of heavy metals in the
evidence pool."  Xander moaned. "Then we had the small gunpowder
spill?" 


"Not
in my lab," Xander told him.  "I would've cleaned that up
immediately."  He leaned toward him.   "You know I
make Ryan proud with how often I clean my lab." 


"Could
it be residue?" Valera asked. 


"No,
that's exploded gunpowder," Xander said, staring at Tim.  "Where
was it?" 


"Along
the wall between your lab and evidence three." 


"Uh-uh. 
That's exemplar storage.  I haven't been back there in a few days but I
always glance in whenever I have to go out for more than ten minutes." 


"Okay." 
He went to find the nurse.  "I need you to run a tox screen on CSI
Harris," he said.  "The explosion was in an odd place with
reasons that don't make sense."  She handed it over.  He
looked.  "Sedatives?"  She nodded.  "When did we
get this back?" 


"An
hour into his unscheduled nap.  It's probably why he was blown sideways
into a table.  You are?" 


"Tim." 
He smiled at her grin.  "They told you?"  She nodded.
"I'm also a CSI trainee."  He walked off, calling Horatio once
he got into the cubicle, letting Xander and Maxine have the paperwork.  "H,
it's me.  He was sedated."  He nodded.  "Thanks." 
He looked out at the nurse.  "Did anyone do the forensic
processing?" 


"We
figured you might need it if some evidence was compromised.  I had our
SART nurse do it for you.  She's fully certified and I figure she's the
next best thing to one of you since she does our assault kits."  He
grinned at that.  "It's bagged in security waiting on his boss."



"Thank
you."  He put the phone back against his ear.  "H, yeah,
they had the SART nurse do it."  He smirked at Xander. "It's
waiting on you at security.  No, I'm about to have to hold Xander
down."  Xander looked at him and nodded. "He's a bit
pissed," he said, hanging up.  "We'll get whoever did this,
Xander.  You know we will." 


"Not
if I get there first.  Someone's going to die for touching my lab." 


"You
know very well they won't let you work on it," Maxine reminded him. 
"You've still got to clear the Marsh homicide so he'll put you on that
until the lab's fixed." 


"I'm
waiting on the FreeMasons to tell me who did it." 


"They
called and left a message on the machine.  I told them to go to Ryan and
sicced John on him.  I told John to possess him if he had to but that Ryan
would be polite about it." 


Xander
grinned.  "That's an odd thought.  John inside Ryan?" 


"He's
probably swearing right now if he heard that," Maxine said, shaking her
head quickly.  "Tell him about the nice places you found." 


"I
don't care as long as I can move in and have someone else haul and tote,"
Tim told her. 


"There's
a small house.  There's a long, thin townhouse with three floors, or
there's a set of next-door condos we can buy together for the same price as the
other two and knock down a few walls to have a decent sized place." 


"Do
we have a favorite?" 


"Yeah
but we'd have to go for the twenty year mortgage," he said weakly. 
"It's this cute little bungalow with a good view of a park.  It's
about the same size we have now unless we convert the attic, which has stairs
up to it, into a master bedroom.  Then we can add a small balcony off the
windows, maybe make them something you can open wider so we can have a
fantastic view?" he offered hopefully. 


"That
sounds like a lot of work." 


"But
if we're going to be living there for ten or twenty years we should be able to
have some plans." 


"How
many mortgage offers did we get?" Tim asked, sitting on the foot of the
bed. 


"I'm
not eligible for the one through the police union.  The guy at the office
sneered and said they wouldn't finance me to live with my boyfriend or to do
disgusting things that would look bad or discredit the rest of the
officers.  I got an offer from another bank but it was more in fees even
if they would let us take out more." 


"That
sucks," Maxine said.  "Our union's supposed to help us with
those things." 


"He
tried to say they'd be taking my insurance too," Xander said
quietly.  "They're very anti-Xander and Tim." 


"We've
dealt with this issue before," Tim said quietly.  "I'll talk to
Frank, make sure he knows that they're threatening you because of me. 
Maybe he or Horatio can bust some heads." 


"I
hate running to someone like they're my parent and I'm a toddler." 


"You're
not and they're not," Maxine said firmly. "It's their job to get in
the way of the stupid folk who do stupid things." 


"What
she said," Speed agreed.  "Plus we can check with the gay union
and see if they've got anything." 


"I
did.  They do have an alternate insurance plan since they've done it to
others.  They don't know of any banks that are more gay
friendly."  He shifted around, leaning against Tim's thigh. 
"I'm trying really hard, Tim, but this is going to get really expensive,
even if they will only let us use thirty percent of my income." 


"What
about down payments?" he asked gently, stroking through the dark hair. 


"We've
got the extra we saved from New York.  We've got the stuff we've been
saving down here.  That and a full paycheck will give us about twenty
thousand."  He smiled at that.  "But the car needs fixed
too." 


"If
we're only using thirty percent of our income it'll be okay," Speed reminded
him.  He went back to petting him, nodding when Frank and Horatio walked
in.  "Did you know the PD union was trying to take away his insurance
because of me?" 


"You're
not the first.  The gay union has their own version and it's a better plan
anyway," Frank promised. "Lower deductible too.  I've thought
about saying I had a hidden male lover to get it instead."  He looked
at Xander.  "Headache?"  He nodded.  "Anything
else wrong?" 


"Small
dent.  They said I hit a table?" 


"Yeah,
you went flying," Tim agreed, looking down at him. "Good thing you
were knocked out.  You were too limp to resist."  He looked at
them.  "Could this be related to that or his other speciality?" 


"That's
what I was gonna ask," Frank admitted.  "Any threats?" 


"Depends,
are we going to count the officer last night who refused to help and only
tossed over cuffs?" Maxine retorted.  Horatio frowned.  "He
was worried Buffy was a strange thing." 


"I
remember the question being asked."  Horatio looked at Xander. 
"Found something outside the price range?" 


"Yup
but I know we can't afford it.  It'd take both of us working at my salary
to afford it."  He looked at Tim.  "It was prettier." 


"We
don't have time for a lot of lawn care, Xander," Speed said gently. 


"It
had a covered porch and a swing." 


"That
might be a nice thing.  Front or back?" 


"Back. 
Gated front.  Chainlink in the back but it can be fixed.  It had its
own garage.  Sixty grand higher than we can spend and it was snapped up
already." 


"Any
others near that park?" Maxine asked. 


"Only
a big monstrosity of a house we'd have to have a whole kennel of dogs to fill
up." 


"One
dog, Xander.  Only one dog." 


"Yes,
Tim."  The curtain opened and he looked back at Stetler. 
"Find anything good yet and can I help?" 


"Yes
and no.  In that order.  You've gotten a recent threat?" 


"I
have?" 


"In
your office voicemail, Harris." 


"I
have a voicemail set up?" he asked, looking at Horatio, who nodded. 
"Who uses it?" 


"We
all know better since you never answer it or memos," Frank told him. 
"What about the gay union?  They don't offer a good
mortgage?"  Xander shook his head.  "Huh.  Seems like
they should." 


"The
regular union does," Rick said impatiently. 


"They
don't want to finance us living together or me doing anything that might make
the uniforms look bad," Xander told him.  "That's why they're
thinking about how to cut my insurance off too." 


Rick
shook his head.  "No, that'll be stopped." 


"That's
happened a few times, Rick," Horatio told him. 


"It'll
be stopped," he promised.  "I know the person over it. 
It's my boss.  It'll be stopped.  No one else wants to deal with what
he does.  They can go back to looking the other way for those
things."  He pulled out a form, handing it over.  "That's a
transcript off your voicemail.  Recognize the wording?" 


Xander
looked then shook his head.  "No."  He handed it
back.  "No name given?" 


"Unfortunately
he wasn't that stupid.  He only gave us his precinct.  Said they all
wanted you gone."  He put it back into his pocket.  "Any
other problems?" 


"Last
night the officer wouldn't help him subdue Buffy," Maxine told him. 
"He tossed over cuffs but he wanted to make sure she wasn't a strange
thing as he put it." 


"He
the guy that got knocked out by her?" Frank asked.  She gave an evil
little smirk and nodded.  "Good.  Serves him right for not
helping."  He looked at Stetler.  "Think it's the same
guy?" 


"I
don't know yet.  I'll look into it being him."  He looked at the
couple on the bed.  "They should be releasing you soon. You are
barred from the lab until we're done processing, Harris.  Am I
clear?" 


"Can
I come in to work in Trace?" 


"No. 
I want you far away from them. You two can guard each other and I'm sure you've
got...ways of protecting yourself otherwise. I don't want them to try the lab
again."  Xander nodded, looking solemn about that.  "Thank
you."  He looked at Horatio.  "I want your findings the
minute they're stitched together.  Do not even *attempt* to question
without me." 


"I
won't, Rick.  Thank you for not causing more problems." 


"We'll
see who it was first."  He walked off, going back to the lab. 


Horatio
looked at the boys.  "Let's get you home."  They
nodded.  "You can look at the houses online tonight.  We'll sit
a cruiser outside your doors.  Someone we trust."  He went to
get the nurse.  "Can he go home yet?"  She handed over the
evidence box, shaking her head.  "When?" 


"When
the doctor says so.  He was thinking it'd be a few hours." 


"We
found out he was threatened.  We need to get him somewhere more
secure.  One of his mother hens is our ME.  Would that satisfy
him?" 


"You
can ask him, he's coming up the hall now, Lieutenant."  Horatio
nodded, going to do that.  She watched the doctor frown, then shake his
head.  Horatio made a good arguer, he was still going.  The doctor
finally gave in and let him sign himself out while Horatio took the evidence
back to the lab. 


***



Tim
looked at Xander later that night.  "I'd like something with a bit
more room," he said gently, not wanting to upset him. 


Xander
opened up another browser window to show him the condos they could build
together, letting him see them.  "That's the biggest we had in the
price range.  But if we get something smaller we can add on later,
Tim."  He cuddled against his back while he looked.  "Since
it's a former industrial space it's not going that fast."  He kissed
his neck.  "Unless you wanted to buy a warehouse and convert
it?  That way we'd have the storage and the garage area."  Tim
looked at him.  "You could get a new bike," he offered
hesitantly.  "Eric was wondering when you were going to." 


He
snuck a kiss.  "Once I start working."  He went back to
looking.  "That'll take a lot of work to put up walls and finish out
some of the space." 


"It's
far enough under our budget that we could hire someone to do that for us,"
Xander said. 


"I
didn't mind doing that when we were here during your internship.  What's
our budget?" 


"She
said thirty percent of our gross income over ten years." 


Tim
got onto another site he had found, typing in the amount and the radius they
needed on the map.  He looked through the offerings.  "This is
where I found our first one."  He found something, clicking on
it.  "That's many steps." 


"For
not a lot of square feet," Xander added. 


"True,
but it's an artist's building."  He backed out, going back to the
lists.  He came to one without a picture and read it over more
carefully.  That one seemed enormous for the price.  He called the
number.  "Hi, I was just on the apartment finder site and ran into
your ad for the loft?"  He listened, nodding in a few places. 
"Can we look at it tomorrow?"  He smiled.  "Actually
it's me and my roommie.  He's with the crime lab and I'm a forensics
student."  He smirked at the spluttering.  "Felony. 
He's the ballistics tech," he admitted.  "We could easily do
that," he promised.  "Thank you."  He hung up. 
"He choked on his bong hit.  That is an idea though."  He
went to the drug seizure website, looking it over.  "No houses this
time.  They're all pre-bid."  He went to another seizure
website, finding something nice. 


Xander
looked.  "That's the one I liked that was out of price range. 
When was it seized?" 


"Yesterday." 
He looked it over.  It was nice, or it had the potential to be nice. 
He marked it in the favorites and then went onto the other stuff they
had.  A bike like his only in dark midnight blue was on there and he
moaned.  He checked the price.  Pre-bid.  He checked on the bid
price, moaning a bit. 


"We
can put less down on the house," Xander said quietly, nuzzling him
again.  Tim smiled and put in his own bid.  It was two dollars over
the other person's top limit.  Xander pointed at one other listing. 
"Where's that?" 


He
opened it and let him see.  "The 'Glades.  Way too far
out." 


"Pity. 
It has pretty land." 


"It
does," he agreed, sneaking a kiss with a smile.  Their email beeped
and he opened it, looking over the bid acknowledgment.  He sent back the
required information and the bid was accepted.  They went back to the
housing listings.  He found one he adored and let Xander see it. 
"It's expensive." 


"It's
huge.  We'd need a whole kennel of dogs, Tim." 


"It's
not that big." 


"It's
got four bedrooms." 


"Your
office, my office." 


Xander
gave him an odd look.  "Why do I need an office?" 


"For
all the swords and stuff you keep in the desk?" 


"Oh
yeah."  He went back to looking.  "No master suite?" 


"Any
bedroom can be a master suite and we're not going to be worrying about a lot of
family coming down." 


"Point." 
He rested his head on his shoulder again.  "What's attracting you to
it?" 


"The
kitchen.  The space.  The small back yard so we can set up somewhere
to sit and maybe a swing."  He reached back to pet him, earning a
lick.  "You're not the puppy we're going to get." 


"Yes,
dear."  He backed out, going to their original site, showing him the
bigger one by the park.  "Three bedrooms.  Small kitchen but it
can be changed around.  Small yard.  On a park.  Good
views.  Sturdy construction." 


Speed
looked it over.  "We'd have to do some renovations in the kitchen."



"It'll
be *our* place, Tim.  We can renovate and paint all we want.  We'll
have it for ten or twenty years." 


"That's
a good point," he admitted.  He looked it over again, eyeing what
he'd like to do.  "We'd have to strip the wallpaper." 
Xander nodded.  "We'd have to update the kitchen."  Xander
nodded again.  "That tub is staying as long as the overflow is
okay.  I don't mind the old cast iron tubs."  He gave it a more
critical eye, comparing it to the other house.  "Mine's
cheaper." 


"Yours
is in the middle of a right wing neighborhood where we'd be egged every
day," Xander said gently.  "They've had two different gay
couples driven out of there." 


"How
did you find that out?" 


"The
realtor warned me when I asked about her discluding a few areas." 


"Oh. 
Good to know."  He went back to the one house.  "It's
expensive." 


"It's
on the park.  You can walk across the street and be in there. 
There's also a small grocery store and a little walking mall up the road by
about five blocks." 


"That's
a nice area.  Is it still up?" 


"It's
too expensive for most starter families.  Plus most of them don't like the
neighborhood because it's a bit loud with the park traffic." 


"But
we're gone all day and nighttime traffic doesn't bother either of
us."  He smiled back at him.  "Get off.  Can we drive
by there tomorrow?" 


"I
can have Lisa take us through it together." 


"Cool. 
I need to see our realtor anyway."  He stole a kiss with a
smile.  "Good idea, Xan." 


"Thanks." 
He beamed and snuggled in, opening up another window.  "She suggested
this one was going on tax auction." 


"That's
huge," he said dryly.  "We don't need something the size of the
Playboy mansion." 


"You
sure?  We could let Calleigh lie around in a bikini and things." 


Speed
poked him, shaking his head.  "No, Xander." 


"Okay,
if you're sure.  It'll be cheaper on tax auction." 


"I
know.  Pity."  He called the realtor.  "Hi, it's
Xander and his boyfriend." 


"I
told her you were Darren," he mouthed. 


"Yeah,
we were looking at a three bedroom on the park in your listings.  We both
have tomorrow off.  Can we look at it then?"  He smiled. 
"That'll work.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "She'll
be in the office at ten, drop in anytime." 


"Cool." 
He snuggled in better.  "Are you sure you don't want a condo or a
townhouse?  I know you prefer having some things taken care of for
us." 


"What
were you thinking?" 


Xander
opened up another site, letting him see.  "We'd have a two week
housing gap that we could stay at a motel for.  They're filling up,
they're gay friendly.  They allow pets.  They'll have a small park
and it'll be an enclosed neighborhood.  Safer for us." 


Speed
looked it over.  "It seems kinda...fake, Xander."  Xander
opened up the floorplan and he fell in love.  "Oooh." 


"That's
what I wanted and they've got three other developments with openings. 
This is the only one with this floorplan but one of the others is this
one."  He clicked on the link, letting him see it.  "It's a
bit bigger, which means a bit more expensive, but it's downtown.  It's
thirty from the campus so you'd get a good ride.  It's ten from the lab
not using the Causeway. Twenty if I went that way."  Tim looked at
him.  "It's got a pool.  It's near everything we liked. 
It's withstood six hurricanes, including a major one.  It's a good size
enclave.  It's not that ugly.  The colors are a bit bright on the
buildings.  There's a small monthly maintenance fee but it's nothing
outrageous with the payments we'd have.  Lisa suggested it.  They do
allow dogs.  There's a dog walking park not two blocks away and a real
park about five.  They've only had two break-ins they've reported. 
Us being officers would give us a ten percent discount on the price and there's
three units open in the enclave." 


"How
big?"  Xander pointed so he looked at the announcement.  He went
over the pictures of each one.  "You weren't kidding, that's South
Beach Baby Blue."  He loved the area.  It had a lot of shops he
liked to goof of in.  "No porch swing." 


"Actually,
one does have an enclosed back area," he admitted.  "It's the
four bedroom so it's the most expensive and it's on the end.  We'd have to
go past everyone to park.  It's also got a good storage area." 
He snuggled in again, letting Tim pet him.  "Calleigh and I both
looked at the area." 


"It's
a good area."  He kept going, finding the four bedroom. 
"Crappy kitchen." 


"It's
only ninety, we have up to one-forty if we want it," Xander said
quietly.  "We can fix the kitchen." 


"True." 
He kept going.  "What about the other community?" 


"It's
in a bit seedier of an area, so therefore cheaper, and it's got some
families."  He went back to the original page then headed down that
link, showing him.  "About the same distance but switched around for
my ride.  Ten on the Causeway or twenty the other way." 


"Still
a nice-ish neighborhood."  He looked it over.  "I like this
one better."  He let Xander click on the one he liked. 
"That should go to one of those families that has eight kids." 


"You
wanted space," he teased.  He backed out and went to another one. 
"Small, very small, yard.  Dogs allowed.  Five hundred a month
maintenance fee," he said, nibbling on an earlobe.  He got swatted
for it.  "The neighborhood's not that bad.  Still the ten
percent off." 


Speed
moaned, letting him nibble some more while he looked.  "I want to
look at them." 


"We
can pop around whenever we want, Speed.  Still near all your favorite
places but closer to Horatio's end of the city." 


"There's
been a small crime surge there." 


"Not
that bad.  A few home invasions.  Then again, I'm with the
department.  You will be some year soon."  Tim smiled at
that.  "They don't mind gay families.  Not ones with dogs or
kids.  One of our neighbors there would be a gay family that has three
kids.  His wife's a bit of an issue.  The guy showing them apologized
while they were dragging her off for screaming in front of the house." 


"Everywhere
has people like that.  How's the sound quality?" 


"I
could not hear a thing."  Tim smiled.  "These ones made it
through Andrew and only needed new roofs." 


"That's
saying something but that makes it older construction." 


"It
still looked and felt solid to me." 


"We'll
go see tomorrow."  He took a kiss while putting the laptop off to the
side, letting Xander pounce.  "You're a good house
hunter."  Xander smiled.  "If we ever have to leave the
lab, go for your real estate license."  Xander poked him and snuggled
into his arms, getting comfortable.  "No napping on the couch tonight
or you won't get screwed into the bed for a week."  Xander laughed,
getting up and leading him up to their bed.  That was a promise he could
appreciate. 


***



Tim
looked over at Horatio when he joined him in the park.  "We're torn
between that one," he said, pointing at the house across the street. 
"Or the gray one two up from the double homicide and kidnaping this
morning." 


"Kidnaping?"



"Xander
said they had kids and the wife had been screaming yesterday." 


"I'll
look into that."  He looked at the house.  "It's a nice
size." 


"It
is, but the other one is *there*." 


He
smiled at him.  "How many renovations would you have to do?" 


"Some
light fixtures.  The kitchen but we'd have to do the same in
there."  He grinned.  "So, which do you think? 
Xander's letting me make the final decision and I'm torn." 


"The
other one offers a department discount.  Is Xander eligible?" 


"I
asked and he said lab staff were included.  That brings that one far down
below this one.  The one I loved that Xander said was too big was going
for eighty.  This one's nearly one-eighty and we'd have to take out the fifteen
or twenty year mortgage." 


"Which
one did you dance about?" 


"Both,"
he complained.  "The other's nice, even with the homicide this
morning.  It's in a worse neighborhood but this one's got noise
issues.  This is where they hold the fireworks every year and there's tons
of traffic." 


"The
other?" 


"The
other is quieter, better built, the same square footage if you count that
little odd place in the living room by the stairs.  The one Xander liked
of them was cheaper, it was a bit smaller and next to the
pool."   Horatio smiled.  "I don't know." 


"What
did John say?" 


"He
said the one I liked was echoing.  The one Xander liked was only three
bedrooms.  That means we'd have to share an office or my office would have
to be a guest room too." 


"How
many guests are you expecting?" 


"I
know but it's important in case we need to."  He frowned. 
"We both vetoed the one out there.  It's *huge*.  We could play
Xander's version of football in the bedroom."  Horatio snickered,
shaking his head.  "We could but we agreed it was too big for
us.  The agent gave us an odd look when Xander said that.  I had to
cover and say he had been raised by girls."  He sighed, looking at
the house then at him.  "This one will only go up in value.  The
others' a townhouse.  They can go up or down." 


"Find
the one that speaks to you, Speed.  Real estate in Florida will *always*
go up as long as this is the place to retire." 


"Good
point."  He looked at him.  "Wanna go see?" 


"I'll
even give you a ride." 


"Thanks,
Xander's looking at the other places he had just in case something else snuck
up on us and he liked it better." 


"Maintenance
fees?" 


"Five
hundred a month.  Our utilities are pretty low.  That one's got
central air, which I miss."  He headed for the hummer, giving him
time to get in before going on.  "It's got a kitchen I could live
with.  A few things would need changed but we could do that ourselves over
the weekend."  He called Xander.  "I'm taking H to see the
gray one."  He smiled.  "He said another one was just put
up in that same neighborhood so he's looking at it."  Horatio smiled,
driving them over there.  "It's near my old place and all the places
I used to like to shop.  My bookstore.  My kitchen place.  My
grocery store." 


"You
have ID saying you're Speed's brother." 


"I
know."  He shifted some, looking at something.  "What're
they putting up there?" 


"No
telling," he admitted.  "I'm hoping it's not another
Wal-Mart." 


"I
wouldn't mind a Sam's Club." 


"Costco,
Speed.  Costco." 


"I
like the other better even if they are both evil stores."   He
pointed and Horatio pulled in behind their car.  Xander came out shaking
his head.  "No?" 


"No. 
I like the gray one or the blue one better." 


Speed
grinned, giving him a short kiss.  "We'll let Horatio decide since we
both liked them both."  The agent smiled, leading them through both
of them.   The blue one was smaller but it had the bigger kitchen and
slice of back yard.  The gray one was bigger but it had a few architectural
odd spots. 


Horatio
looked at the one in the living room.  "What would you put
there?" 


"Bookcase,"
Xander told him.  "Maybe in an 'L' shape since we don't have parties
to need the bar." 


"It'd
need cabinets for a bar," Speed said. 


Xander
shrugged.  "That's easily done.  I want carpeting too." 


"Carpeting
is nice," Speed agreed.  He went to stare around the kitchen. 
It had been updated five years earlier.  It wasn't *too* bad.  He
could live with it for a while.   It had no view out the back. 
It faced some of the downtown buildings but the wrong direction for
sunsets.  He went back to the living room, letting him picture himself in
here.  He could picture himself working on a crime scene in here. 
It'd be easy enough to do.  But could he picture himself living
here?  He went upstairs, trying to shake his professional view from his
mind.  He found Horatio admiring the master suite, which Xander had
wanted. Why it had three closets he wasn't sure.  He looked at the
agent.  "Did it belong to a trio?" 


"Well,
a couple and their sub," he admitted.  "That little nook used to
house their play equipment area." 


Tim
just nodded.  "Okay.  That makes more sense." 


"Especially
with the way that one closet bar is braced," Xander agreed.  "I
could hang all my swords on it." 


"No
sharp, pointy things in the bedroom, Xander," Speed ordered. 


"Yes,
dear."  He blew a kiss and went to look out their windows. 
"What about putting a balcony out here?  For snacks and breakfasts
and things?" 


"We
wouldn't mind," the agent told him.  "As long as it looks
tasteful." 


Speed
went to look.  "You'd have to plant another column out there to
support it," Tim pointed out.  Xander nodded, resting against his
shoulder.  "H?" 


He
came out of the bathroom.  "There's a small gap in the
bathroom." 


"I
saw," Xander admitted.  "Not that hard to fix."  That
got a smile.  "I can do it over a weekend."  He looked at
Tim, who smirked.  Then at Horatio, who nodded.  He looked at the
agent.  "Let's sign papers.  I can call the real estate agent to
see where she got our loan pre-approved through." 


"We
offer one of our own, let's compare," he agreed, leading them back to the
office.  Xander had to step outside when he pulled up a credit report and
there were charges in another city.  They were quickly countered on the
credit report so it was better.  He walked back in. "Identity
theft?" 


"Yeah
by my former friends," he admitted.  "But I'll let someone else
kill them. I'm kinda happy today."  He sat down next to Tim, watching
as he input things into the system.  The loan came up.  "How
much would the monthly payments be?"  He let him see the screen,
watching him wince.  "That's high." 


Tim
looked.  "PD discount since he's with the lab and I'm moving to work
there within the next two years?" 


"Forgot
that."  He corrected it, and it did bring the price down below the
bracket.  "We have a bracket system for interest rates.  The
more of your loan the higher bracket you start in."  He let them
see.  "Plus the five hundred a month maintenance fees, boys. 
Plus your water and electric.  No gas in this one." 


Horatio
looked.  "That's well within your salary, Xander." 


"No
student loans left to pay off either."  Xander looked at Tim, who
shrugged.  "We can put down about ten thousand at the moment. 
That's without robbing our retirement funds." 


"That's
with no money down.  If you want to put some down...."  The
agent corrected it, smiling when it came back even better. "Much
nicer."  He let them see, getting smiles.  "I can process
the paperwork today if you're sure.  Remember, there's no returns on
housing purchases." 


Xander
looked at Tim, who looked a bit scared.  "I know, it's a big
thing."  He gave his hand a squeeze.  "I'm ready to settle
down though.  I like being retired from the former job and being in the
new one." 


Tim
looked at him, nodding.  "You're right.  Plus it's a good
investment."  The agent smiled and printed things off, letting them
read it over and sign.  Horatio signed as a witness where needed. 
"Now what?" 


"Now,
we take these to the head office this afternoon and I call Xander or you with
the good news.  Do you guys have just the one car?  We have parking
stickers for who's supposed to be here for our guard." 


"I've
got a bid on something through a seizure site," Tim admitted. 
"I'm hoping I get it." 


"Okay,
then I'll pick up two, just in case.  Go have lunch, boys, let me call my
people."  They nodded and walked out with Horatio.  He called
the office.  "I sold the gray one to a very nice couple of gay boys
who work with the police department," he said happily.  She squealed. 
"One's working on going into the lab.  He'll be there within two
years.  The other is Caine's ballistics tech.   No, the
boy.  They even brought Caine down to look at their last two
choices.   That or the blue one.  They liked the gray one. 
I've got the paperwork signed.  There was a small glitch when we opened
the one guy's credit report.  Identity theft but he called and they're
investigating so they took those off pending the investigation."  He
smiled.  "All signed.  I can do that."  He faxed them
over, getting back an approval letter an hour later.  The bank approved
them formally, everything was fine.  He called Xander.  "When
can we exchange the keys for a check, Xander?"  He heard the squeal
and smiled.  "Sure, I can be here."  He hung up, pulling
out two parking passes. 


***



Xander
bounced into Eric.  "I got the house!" 


"Congrats. 
Get off!" he complained but he was smiling.  The officers around them
eating lunch too gave them odd looks.  "He bought his first
house.  They approved it today."  That got some smiles and
nods.  "Where?" 


"The
gray house up the street from where you and Ryan had this morning." 


"That's
not a bad neighborhood," he admitted.  He smiled at Calleigh. 
"They got something." 


"I
heard a squeal," she teased, giving him a hug.  
"Good?" 


"Very
nice."  He beamed at Horatio when he and Ryan came out with Frank
trailing them.  "We got it.  He just called."  Horatio
smiled.  "Did you find his wife?" 


"She
was escorted off and released," Ryan agreed.  "She has the
kids."  He sat down.  "You're moving up the street from our
scene this morning?" 


"Yeah,
the gray house," Xander said proudly.  "It's a four bedroom. The
kitchen is one he can live with.  It's all good."  He smiled at
Calleigh.  "We've even got a small yard and the blue one is still
open.  Plus they do give PD discounts." 


"I'll
look there.  I've seen some of theirs in the past.  Maintenance
fees?" 


"Five
hundred a month." 


"Definitely
not bad." 


"Central
air," Ryan teased.  She swatted him.  "Or the Burbank
building is going condo next month.  I've been looking there. 
They're going to be cheaper but it's a fantastic old building." 


She
smiled at that.  "I'm not sure I could stand having you as a
neighbor, Ryan.  All your cleaning would keep me up," she teased. 


"Not
likely.  I'm a good neighbor.  I live around a bunch of retired
people right now."  He dug into his lunch.  "So, when are
you guys moving in?" 


"I've
got to drop off our down payment today and I can exchange it for the
keys," Xander said proudly.  He called Tim.  "We got
it."  He beamed.  "Yeah, that's what they need.  I
think we talked about that earlier.  It looked like we got enough in the
loan to cover all the closing and all those costs."  He smiled. 
"You can ask.  You're better at that stuff anyway.  Sure, love
you too."  He hung up.  "He'll drag the check over there
tonight and find us a mover.  Payday's next week, right?" 
Horatio nodded.  "Then I can take that check and use it to move and
to put in carpeting we both like." 


Horatio
smiled at him.  "Good job, Xander." 


"Thank
you."  He beamed at Frank since he had been dawdling and talking to
someone on his cell.  "I got the house." 


"Congrats. 
Where?" 


"A
few up from our scene this morning," Eric told him. 


"Which
is looking more and more like it's a relative," Ryan added. 


"Even
better.  Horatio said they had kids." 


"They
were dragging the screaming ex-wife off this morning when I went to tour,"
Xander said.  "We'll be in the gray one." 


"That
was a nice size." 


"They
offer a PD discount too," Xander told him.  That got a smile. 
"Oh, Tim's got a bid in on something from a seizure site so we might have
more squealing later.  The auction closes tonight at ten." 


"A
better car?" Ryan teased.  Xander nodded.  "Good, 
your engine needs work." 


"I
know.  I was going to beg Eric to come change my oil this weekend." 


Eric
gave him an amused look.  "What form would this begging take?" 


"Not
having to help us lift the bed this time?" 


"I'll
take that," he agreed.  "What happened to the one in New
York?" 


"Tim
sold it.  Made about three hundred too.  He didn't want to move the
furniture so he sold it to the people in the lab and the local station. 
Less of a u-haul to drive."  They all smiled at that.  "He
insisted.  That's why he's insisting we hire movers this time or I'm doing
it all." 


"Remember
your stitches," Calleigh said.  Maxine and Alexx came out. 
"He got the house they wanted," she called.  Maxine squealed and
came to pounce Xander, letting him bounce around with her. 


Alexx
shook her head.  "It's good to see him happy.  Horatio, Stetler
was looking in your office a minute ago." 


He
pulled out his phone, looking up the number to call.  "You wanted
something?"  He listened.  "Redhead or the
blonde?"  He snapped his fingers, bringing Xander back, letting him
listen to the description. 


"Willow." 
He handed it back, heading inside.  The receptionist gave him an odd
look.  "Another friend snuck in." 


"Hopefully
this one won't stab you." 


"No,
probably not.  Scream a bit maybe."  He walked past her without
signing in.  "I'm not allowed to work today, but we got the
house." 


"Congrats,"
she called after him. 


Xander
walked up the stairs to Horatio's office, tapping before walking in. 
"Hey, Wills." 


"Why
is your button up here?" 


"So
I don't accidentally hit it.  It's safer in his desk." 


"Oh,
I guess that's okay.  Where's Buffy?  Giles sent me to bail her
out." 


"I
think she's still under mental eval," he admitted.  Willow gaped so
he took off his shirt, then the bandage, making her hiss and shake her
head.  "Somehow she got stuck on the idea I'd be her white lighter if
she killed me.  Or that she could somehow treat John like a puppy that you
can snatch from a yard then claim is yours."  He stared her
down.  "By the way, killed your capturing dagger when it nearly
stabbed me at the house." 


She
groaned, sitting down.  "She's been feeling old and weak." 


"Then
let her teach," Stetler said coolly.  "You still should not be
in here." 


"I
was tracking my easy button," she defended.  "I expected it to
be at Xander's house." 


"I
usually get called from work," Xander admitted.  He looked at
Stetler.  "If she was going to attack, she'd have done it by
now.  Walk her outside with me?" 


"Good
idea."  He hauled her up and walked her out with him.  "You
look pleased." 


"I
signed on our house this morning," Xander said happily.  "It's
ours and the bank's." 


"That's
a good step.  You could use the settling down." 


"They
offer a PD discount too," Xander told him.  "So if you know
anyone who's looking, I got the house up from Delko's scene this morning and
they're putting up a new development, plus they've got mine and one other one
downtown.  Like ten minutes from here by the back way." 


"I
do know someone who's looking.  I'll let them know."  He handed
Willow to Horatio. "She was in your office looking for her easy
button?" 


"The
big red button.  Like on the commercial?" Willow suggested.  He
walked off shaking his head.  "He needs to relax."  She sat
down, looking at Horatio.  "What can I do to get Buffy back to
Cleveland?" 


"There's
not much," he admitted.  "She's been charged with assaulting
with intent to kill.  There's an additional charge of assaulting a member
of the department." 


"He
showed me.  She snapped.  She's getting old and can't quite do the
job the same way.  She got it in her head that a white lighter of her own
would help her." 


"I
doubt she'll get mine or me as hers," Xander said, sitting down
again.  He stole one of Ryan's chips.  "So, wanna help me move
stuff, Ryan?" 


"We'll,
see," he said tolerantly.  "As long as I get quid pro quo when I
move next time." 


"He's
the one who helped my mother move the ancient bed they bought," Eric told
him.  "He's still got construction worker muscles." 


Ryan
nodded.  "I could like that.  Sure, I'll help.  What about
the Marsh case?" 


"I
got their suspect and their inquest transcripts," Frank said, looking at
Xander.  "Are they sure?" 


"If
they screwed it up on purpose we do get to go back over it and I do know who
they thought it could be.  I'll look it over.  I've got to clean all
the artifacts out of there anyway.  Gee, Wills, since you're down here and
I'm injured...."  She punched him on the side.  "Do it
again," he encouraged, staring her down  "It's a conflict of
interest for me to clear the house of artifacts.  I already had to dust
the zombie dog." 


"Fine,
I'll do that.  What're you doing with them?" 


"He
left them to the containment company.  Since Ty's people got attacked and
eaten...." 


"You
know, that's not a bad job," she admitted. "Buffy and I could do
that.  Huh.  Thanks, Xander."  She kissed him on the cheek.



"Now
apologize for hitting him," Maxine said firmly, staring her down. 


"Umm....."



"Now,
Miss Rosenburg," she ordered. 


"Okay,
I'm sorry I hit the Xander.  It was just a playful swat." 


"Want
one back?" Calleigh asked. 


"You
guys mother Xander?"  She looked at him.  "You let
them?" 


"Maxine
is like the adopto-mom.  She's even better at it than Joyce was." 


"Wow."



"Alexx
does everyone else and Calleigh's my official boss." 


"Huh." 
She beamed.  "Good job, ladies.  It took Joyce nearly forever to
get Xander used to mothering.  It's good he likes you guys that
much."  She smiled at him. "This house?" 


"We
can head.  Boss?" 


"You're
not allowed to work today anyway, Xander." 


"Did
we ever find out who blew up my lab hoping to kill me?"  Maxine
opened her mouth. "Why sedate me, Max?  Besides, I got a good look at
the blast coverage, it was aimed toward ballistics.  You guys were a side
effect, not the target."  He looked at Horatio, who nodded. 
"Do we know them?" 


"You
do and they're already begging." 


"So
can I come back to work tomorrow?  Even in Trace?" 


"Monday. 
That way you have time to heal and move some things."  Xander sighed
but nodded.  "Go clean that house, report to me when you're done so
we can have it unsealed and the guard removed."  Xander nodded,
getting up and dragging Willow off.  He smiled at Maxine.  "Nice
job.  That's the first time she's apologized to him," he said with
her still in hearing.  She needed to hear that. 


"She
needs her hind end beaten for warping the boy," Alexx complained. 


"So
I take it that's the redhead?" Frank asked.  They all nodded.
"Huh.  Doesn't look that bad.  Then again, neither did the
blonde.  I'll find out when her hearing is so he can tell her." 


"Thank
you, Frank."  Horatio smiled at them.  "Now, what are we
getting the boys for a housewarming present?  They have a very small slice
of yard but it's already got a porch swing.  Tim's going to live with the
kitchen until he decides if he wants to redo it.  They're putting in
carpeting soon.  It has a huge trio of closets upstairs."  Alexx
looked confused. 


"Trio?"
Calleigh asked.  "That's odd." 


"The
last owners used to be a monogamous couple with a submissive," Horatio
told her.  "It's specially braced and all that.  Xander joked he
could hang all his swords in there but Tim said no.  He does need to do a
bit of work on the bathroom." 


"How
about a gift certificate from one of the home places?" Eric asked. 
"That way they could fix that stuff and do whatever they wanted." 


"We'd
have to make Xander hold off on fixing things," Ryan pointed out. 
"It's easier to do with nothing in the house." 


"What
about pet supplies for their new pet?" Maxine suggested. 


"What
did happen to Barney?" Calleigh asked.  "He  was so happy
when he found the mini pincher." 


"One
of the techs up there decided that Barney was a New York dog and should stay in
New York," Horatio said dryly. 


"So,
Tim gave away his dog?" Eric asked.  Horatio nodded.  "Does
he know?" 


"He's
probably pouted him to death about it.  They're planning on getting
another one." 


"Why
didn't he like Barney?" Calleigh asked.  "He was a good
dog." 


"He
was a yappy little lap sausage," Frank complained.  "That's a
quote by the way."  He finished his lunch.  "I'm liking the
home depot gift card idea," he said.  "That way they could use
it for things like a grill or something."  The ladies all rolled
their eyes.  "They're guys, of course they'll have a grill. 
Speed knows how to use one." 


One
of the officers at the next table choked.  "Him too?" he
demanded.  "Like Hagen did?" 


Horatio
looked at him. "His younger brother Darren is Xander boyfriend," he
said patiently.  "They've just bought their first house and Darren is
in training to come work with Miss Valera in DNA." 


"We
found out after Xander had that bout of the flu," Alexx told him, giving
him a gentle smile.  "Shocked the heck out of us all.   He
even suggested they move here.  They met in San Francisco and he moved
with Xander back to LA when he went back to UCLA.  Been with him ever
since." 


"Wow.  
So he's following in his big brother's footsteps?"  They all smiled
and nodded.  "Then we'll be on watch for him and I'll make sure they
don't think it's like the ghost thing."   He went to start that
rumor so no one would wonder.  It was good to have a Speedle back. 
It clearly made the lab's people happier. 


"That's
one way no one'll stare when he shows up," Eric noted, getting swatted by
Maxine.  "Ow!  Didn't you just yell at Willow about doing
that?" 


"I'm
better than her and not always mean to you."  She looked at the
group.  "Which one of them decorates?" 


"Xander,"
Calleigh said.  "Darren's former decorating habits were
bookshelves.  Isn't that near that bookstore?"  Horatio smiled
and nodded.  "He's got to be in heaven.  He's been avoiding it
since they knew him so well." 


"He's
been ordering online," Eric said.  "I've picked up a few for
him."  That got a smile.  "I want a picture of him from
when they first met." 


Horatio
shook his head.  "I'm still trying to convince Xander to give me one
from the convention we hired him during.  Speed dyed his hair." 


"Oooh,
that's right, he said it was so odd, he thought Buffy had a sex change when he
first saw it," Calleigh reminded him. 


Ryan
shuddered but Frank choked.  "Don't say that while I'm eating!" 


"You're
not eating," Alexx said with a grin.  "But he would look
strange.  My baby was not meant to be a blond boy." 


"Well,
since we can help him move, we can find it," Ryan offered. 


"It's
in an old photo album," Horatio told him.  "I think it's blue
suede." 


"I'll
look."  He grinned at the others.  "So, when are we going
to pounce them?" 


"We
can help them move, that way we make sure Xander's t-shirts don't come back to
infect us more often," Calleigh said.  Ryan snickered.  "I
know you saw the fire pretty shirt again." 


"Yeah,
this morning when I went to check on them and give them an update." 
He looked down at Frank.  "Give me the Marsh file and I'll look it
over for him." 


"Sure. 
There's some sort of odd connection but I'm not sure why.  I haven't
gotten in- depth with the transcripts." 


"I'm
free, I'll do it," Ryan promised.  Frank grinned and nodded. 
"So, we're all agreed, Home Depot?"  They all nodded. 
"Good."   He called Tim.  "Don't let Xander fix
anything at the new place yet."  He hung up.  "That should
be enough warning." 


"Probably,"
Eric agreed.  He got up.  "Gotta go back to work."  He
headed back inside. 


The
others headed in when they were done, chatting and talking most of the
way.  Ryan was listening to the gossip.  Apparently everyone had
wondered who Horatio had pulled to do the investigation into the
explosion.  He paused by one desk, leaning down.  "He's becoming
a DNA tech.  He's about a year from his internship and Maxine's already
drooling about getting him into her lab.  He is thinking about hitting the
field within a few years as well," he shared.  "We've all been
mentoring him."  He stood up and walked on, letting her spread that
back.  He listened as it hit a few new desks on his way to Frank's,
smiling at him.  "Helping the gossip chain." 


"You're
good at it too," he said dryly.  "Don't get him in
trouble." 


"I'm
not.  I told her we've all mentored him, he's coming to DNA in about a
year for his internship, and Maxine's drooling about getting him in there until
he joins us in the field in a few years." 


"All
the truth," he agreed, handing over the files.  "He's been
booked but I'm still not sure." 


"I'll
look."  He walked off reading, frowning at something.  He called
Xander.  "Didn't you say both guys were older, around Marsh's
age?"  He nodded at that.  "So you did call the guy out
there?"  He smirked.  "Thanks."  He hung up,
going back to his reading.  It was the full transcript to clear the two
that had been suspected.  The one that had tried to stop him had tried to
cover it up.  That was good to know.   He checked on him, he was
listed as being under active investigation in the file. 


***



Rupert
Giles walked into the Miami-Dade lab, smiling at the receptionist. "Is
Lieutenant Caine here please?  I'd like a word with him." 


"He's
in his office but I think he's in a teleconference, let me page
him."  She did that, getting a nod.  She hung up. 
"He's in a teleconference but it should be over in about forty minutes if
you'd like to come back or wait." 


"I
wouldn't care to wait.  Is CSI Harris in?" 


She
blinked at him.  "Are you like the redhead who appeared in Lieutenant
Caine's office without warning?" 


"No,
I have more tact and couth," he assured her dryly.  "Is she
under arrest as well?" 


"No,
he drug her out of here to talk to the boss."  He smiled at
that.  "Then they left together to do something." 


"Probably
the dratted house he had to help remove the artifacts from," he
admitted.  "Thank you.  I can call him myself if
necessary." 


"Sure." 
She pointed.  "You can wait over there, sir." 


"Thank
you."  He went to sit over there, which was in the sunlight but not
directly in the overpowering sunlight they had down here.  He noticed a
man getting off the elevator and smiled at the no-nonsense detective. 
Buffy had described him well.   He stood up when the detective walked
over to him.  "I was going to talk to you later about the Summer's
case, Detective." 


"It's
in the judge's hands now," he admitted.  "You here to bother the
boy too?" 


"No,
I have no intention of it," he assured him.  "Frankly I'm here
about some of the Marsh evidence.  Some of it was quite detrimental to
human beings and I was interesting in seeing if we could arrange for them to be
stored somewhere more secure." 


"That's
up to Horatio and the guy's lawyer.  I know the boy's there with your girl
to clean it out." 


"As
she called and told me," he admitted, taking off his glasses. 
"To be truthful there's a smaller thing that could be quite useful and
others will feel the need to break it out one way or another.  I'm here
more for that than the others unless something's extremely dangerous. 
Then we'd arrange it with the executor.  A great number of things came
into the open when the original group got blown up a few years back." 


"Xander
never mentioned an explosion." 


"Not
our part of the group; the main Council got blown up.  It was part of the
actions leading up to the fall of Sunnydale," he said quietly. 
"They were attacked as we were and we became the fall-back spot." 


"He
told me some stories about all the girls in one house," John said
dryly.  He stared him down.  "You should know that Buffy also
tried to trap and steal his white lighter." 


"I
have no idea what's wrong with the girl.  She's been fascinated by the
subject recently but she won't listen to others about them." 


"Yeah,
she wouldn't listen to him either.  That's why she tried to stab him and
tried to keep me in an enchanted tea pot."  Giles gaped. 
"Taking a lesson from Tim's playbook.  What are you really here for,
Rupert Giles?" 


"The
vault key and anything extremely harmful.  Xander noted there was at least
one thing that should be hidden again.  He had it encased in plastic but
that won't hold it forever." 


"That's
between you and his executor.  We'll see.  I'll get the papers and
bring them to Horatio.  He's in a budget thing.  You stay
here."  He faded out, heading up to ballistics, scaring the crap out
of Calleigh again.  "Giles is here.  Some of the things in the
Marsh house are really dangerous." 


"Of
course they are.  Two of them possessed others." 


"Plus
there's a vault key that the Watchers want back.  He said some would be
likely to steal it."  He found the papers Xander had brought back,
fading out, heading up to Horatio's office, laying them in front of him with a
note on top saying Giles was looking for the vault key and some of the artifacts. 
Horatio nodded at him, listening to the complaining.  John faded out,
going to find the key.  He brought that to Horatio too, putting it on top
of the papers. 


"Hold
on a second, sir, someone needs my approval."  He put the call on
hold.  "Why?" 


"He
said someone wants to steal it.  If it's to the vaults under the old
Council building they might need it back.  I figure it's better here where
you can monitor it instead of in the evidence vault where we'll get attacked
for it.  Maybe you can let him make an impression or something." 


"Maybe."



"The
dress?" 


"I've
already burned it.   Rick knows since he's looking over our shoulder
on this case.  Go tell him Giles is here about Buffy's case and this
stuff.  I'll be done in about twenty, I hope."  He went back to
the call. "Sorry, had to sign off on a case so it can be moved on." 


John
faded out, going to find Stetler.  He had to track him for a bit, he was
wandering around sneering.  He finally trapped him in the boy's room,
fading back in, scaring him.  "Don't die.  You'd make a horrible
white lighter."  Stetler glared at him.  "Someone's here
about the Marsh case's artifacts, including one that's in custody." 


"Why?"



"The
original Council has a lot of vaults under their former building.  A lot
of working spaces, storage areas for some really nasty things. The keys were
held by the head of the Council, who got blown up in the explosion that took
them out, or..."  He nodded at the guy who came out of the
stall.  "Hey."  He looked at Stetler again.  "Or
they're held by the keepers of the vault.  Marsh had a vault key. 
He's also here about Buffy's case.  It's Giles, the former mentor of the
group.  He's waiting on H to get done with the teleconference about the
budget." 


"Thank
you for warning me.  I'll head that way as soon as I'm done here. 
You mind?" 


"Not
like I care, Stetler.  You're not the one I want to look at." 
He faded out. 


Stetler
glared at the other guy.  "The Marsh homicide got him called back to
bother Harris." 


"I
heard.  Seeing is a bit different though.  At least he's happy in the
afterlife apparently."  He went to wash his hands and go back to
work, it was a good place to think about matters of faith. 


Stetler
finished up in there, shaking his head.  He hated strange things more than
most cops did.  Harris was going to drive him to drink. 


***



Horatio
finally hung up, smiling at the man being shown in.  "Mr.
Giles."  He stood up to shake his hand.  "What can we do
for you?" 


"I'm
sure Jonathan has briefed you?" 


"Detective
Hagen did," he admitted.  He looked at the key then at him. 
"Xander took it as evidence because he believed it would be dangerous to
keep it there." 


"It
is.  There are retired Watchers who would feel no compunction to attack
the lab to get that little piece of metal back.  In the possession of the
present Council we would see what was in there then probably seal it
again." 


"The
problem is that he did log it in as evidence.  We would need it for the
trial," he admitted.  "I would not be against you taking photos,
possibly taking an impression." 


"Part
of the key is a spell placed upon it," he said quietly.  "That
bypasses the security system on the vault." 


"Do
you have another way around it?" 


"No. 
Nor do I know the spell or how it was placed.  They were built long ago,
back during what most consider the Dark Ages.  We've been doing our duty
since before people wrote.  The girls even longer.  There's
transcribed copies of oral stories stating that the first girl was a
neanderthal."  He shifted slightly.  "Buffy herself ran
into that at one point thanks to the Initiative." 


"I
can check with the prosecutor." 


"Wolfe
has the case again," Stetler reminded him.  "You might also yell
at Harris and Hagen.  That makes twice Hagen's shown up here in the
open." 


"He
knows.  He's linked it back to the Marsh case so once it's fully solved
he'll quit being so open.  Tim couldn't phase at all." 


"No
wonder you guys caught him," he said dryly.  He saw someone
outside.  "Wolfe!"  He looked up and he pointed.
"Bring the Marsh case."  He got a nod and Ryan walked off to
grab it and come up with it.  He got out of the way.  "This is
...." 


"I've
seen the pictures.  Mr. Giles."  He shook his hand. 
"I took the opportunity to call Xander on the way up here.  He said
it's about a two day job.  There's a lot to contain.  He's pretty
sure the papers he had left them to the containment company." 


"That
would be most helpful.  So many dreadful things got into the open when the
original council blew up.  Do we know what killed him?" 


"It
appears it was the person they caught and one other was helping cover it
up.  He thought the dabbling was putting a bad spin on the FreeMasons and
their ways."  He handed it to Horatio.  "I went over it and
I was on my way down to talk to him to make sure."  Horatio
nodded.  "The one that was covering it up is still listed as
open.  I'm not sure if we should charge him or not.  Neither was the
DA." 


"Okay,"
Horatio agreed, glancing through the transcripts.  "Who did
these?" 


"The
FreeMasons themselves," Ryan told him.  "Xander went to them
when he found out there was a link.  After he dropped you off in the park,
boss." 


"There
has been a long association between them and our group," Giles told them
all.  "We have members who have been both for generations and those
who have dabbled on both sides.   Xander was taught of that in San
Francisco.  He asked me if I was one.  I said no but I did give him
my pendant; it's a pass and a notice that Xander would be there on official
Council business."  That got a smile and a nod.  "I'm sure
he was entirely respectful of them." 


"From
what Xander said, he  let them run their own inquest and turn over their
own member since this was going to delve into their group's mysteries and
outing them would only cause more trouble." 


"Is
this the same group that's supposed to be behind a bunch of conspiracy theories
about the government?" Stetler asked. 


"Yes,"
Ryan agreed. 


"And
some of that is true," Giles admitted.  "They and the Council of
old both.  There's not a government formed before 2003 that doesn't know
of both our groups."  Stetler gaped.  "The old Council
found it...expedient to take the slayers not yet called into their training at
as early of an age as possible.  To do that they did do some odd
things.  Also, we've had people handling things in various governments for
centuries in some cases. Were Xander inclined to go to a federal lab instead of
this one it would have been his task.  Anything paranormal that would've
shown up would've been sent to his hand to deal with or to have us deal
with.  That's how we kept track of migration patterns and kept it from the
public view for centuries, Detective.  Fortunately, most US cities have a
good underground and some sort of overseeing being." 


"Miami
has an overlord," Ryan agreed.  "Xander told us he knows he's
here and he knows when to call him." 


"As
is proper," Giles agreed. "Even without the training."  He
smiled at him.  "It is an old way that we do intend to keep to. 
It solves many headaches from normal people like most of the department." 


"I've
had that one recently," Stetler admitted dryly.  "Caine, can't
you keep Harris in the lab for a while?" 


"I
have been, Rick."  He looked over the information again. 
"Give us a day?"  Giles agreed, standing up and shaking his
hand.  He called Frank.  "Come to my office please.  It's
about the Marsh case."  He hung up, looking at Ryan.  "Go
make sure."  He nodded, taking the forms he had brought to do
that.  "Well?  You were interested in this case." 


"I'm
finding myself having a headache," he said.  "Plus the need for
a fifth of scotch.  You?" 


"I've
had that feeling a few times about this case."  Frank walked
in.  "The Watcher's Council just showed up for this one piece of
evidence and anything dangerous in the Marsh house." 


"Okay. 
Wolfe read it over?" 


"He's
going to make sure the guy told the truth," Stetler said.  "Did
the DA say anything?" 


"The
guy was trying to plea so she couldn't bring the Masons into this," Frank
told him. "Which is why the boy went to them I guess." 


"There's
apparently a cooperative agreement between them and the old Council,"
Horatio told him, getting a stare.  "Exactly.  Which DA had
it?" 


"West. 
Why does she still have a job?" 


"They
could prove she did do the telling but not that she took money for it,"
Stetler said.  "She's under probation." 


"There
is one thing that could help us," Horatio said.  He made a
call.  "Horace please.  Horatio Caine, CSI Harris'
boss."  He was put through.  "Horace, Horatio.  We
have who the temple said did it.  DA West has the case and the Watcher's
have sent someone down to gather some of the evidence from his house. 
They're claiming it's harmful.  So far she hasn't.  I think that
might be helpful, yes.  I'm not sure of her motives in this case. 
The detective on the case, myself, and Xander all agree it's best if we keep
his group affiliations out of this.  I'm not sure.  That would be up
to DA West," he admitted.  "He had a vault key to one of the
vaults under the old Council building according to Mr. Giles.  Yes, he's
in town.  Thank you.  Please do.  Mr. Wolfe is verifying what
the temple sent now and then we'll release it to her fully.  Thank
you."  He hung up. "He's going to talk to her about letting him
make a deal.  It would look very bad on a number of senators if she pushed
and prodded at the temple's ideology and mysteries." 


"Then
a lot of senators are members?" Rick asked.  Horatio nodded. 
"How do you know?" 


"I've
noticed it a few times.  A ring here, a pendant there, a few tattoos for
those who couldn't wear the ring openly.  A few similar fraternities in
the right schools."  He looked at Frank.  "Do you
care?" 


"I
want it off my desk," Frank told him.  "I don't care if
something in the house comes out and eats everyone but Harris involved in
it.  I don't like dealing with the strange stuff." 


John
faded in laughing.  "It's all right, Xander's already beaten off the
thing in the house that would eat people.  Willow accidentally let it out
because she didn't realize magic around it would unseal it."  He
grinned.  "I told Giles, he's swearing at his girl too." 
Horatio nodded.  "I was watching the inquest.  He did
it."  That got a smile and a nod.  "Xander suggested he
make a deal too.  He doesn't want to have to explain all this to a
jury.  Not the Watchers, not Buffy, none of it.  The same as he's not
sure he wants Buffy to do time down here.  Right now he's still very
pissed at her and he's trying hard not to let it out on Willow.  She's not
seeing it at all.  He did get to take it out on the demon however. 
Oh, he ripped some of the stitches.  He's claiming he doesn't believe in
the existence of ER's." 


Horatio
called Xander's phone.  "Go to the ER, Xander.  Get the stitches
fixed.  If you have not within an hour I am telling Alexx to check them
while Maxine fusses."  He hung up on the swearing.  "It'll
be fixed." 


"Willow
could probably stitch him," John offered.  "She used to. 
She played nurse from the textbooks.  Her parents were screwed up in whole
new ways from Harris'.  They're even shrinks." 


He
shook his head.  "That whole town is messed up," Frank told
him.  "Can you be a bit less open?  The chaplain has been busy
recently." 


"I
linked it to this case.  I'll fade out better next time." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at Horatio.  Then at the phone when it
rang.  "Harris?" 


"Wolfe." 
He answered it.  "Horatio."  He listened then nodded. 
"Thank you.  Yes, do so."  He hung up.  "DA West
was down there and did grudgingly accept his plea bargain.  Mr. Wolfe said
she looked very pale and shaky for some reason."  John
snickered.  "You?" 


"Nope. 
You get a call from the VP and you tend to get that way when you've done bad
things." 


"The
Vice President?" Stetler asked.  John nodded. 
"Listening?" John smirked and nodded.  "Is she going on a
sudden trip with him?" 


"No. 
He told her she's letting him take a deal or he's sending down a federal
prosecutor to take the case instead.  Claimed it was national security
issues and if she didn't want to take a sudden trip she'd toe the line this
time."  John smirked at Horatio.  "Which would mean any
evidence would be up to you to deal with." 


"That
book needs to be stored as well," Horatio said thoughtfully. 
"Even though the spirit is in an urn at Xander's house." 


"I
heard Delko yelled at someone who wasn't there earlier," Frank admitted. 


"Silen's
a nice boy but he came to talk to him.  He's also a very smart boy. 
He showed Eric that there were still slaves in today's world, just for
different reasons.  Made a really convincing argument too," John told
them.  "Delko and he had a talk about perceptions of the dark. 
He might be ready to move on soon, he's not sure yet.  He kinda likes
Eric.  Feels some kinship with him."  He looked up. 
"Willow's saying she's got most everything cleared out.  She'll come
back in the morning to check when she's not tired."  That got a nod
from Horatio.  "So it's up to you once the deal's taken." 


"I'll
keep it under advisement," he decided. 


"I
don't care.  Hide the stuff when it's closed," Stetler staid, stomping
out. 


"I
agree with him, even if it does turn my stomach," Frank said, shrugging a
bit.  "It was too strange for me." 


"Feel
lucky you're not in New York," John said.  "There's been three
up there who've died.  Giles had to call the LA crew up to help with
that."  He looked at Horatio.  "They could use the key to
good use.  Giles isn't like the old bastards who were 'you're expendable
unless you're an asset' guys." 


"I'll
deal with it then," he decided.  "Thank you.  John, do have
fun helping them move." 


"Of
course."  He shook his head, heading back to the house to help
whoever was in there pack.  Tim was looking through the photo
albums.  "I confiscated the one of you as a blond and the one of you
as a redhead." 


Tim
growled.  "Give it back." 


"Hell
no," he snorted.  "Unless you wanted Wolfe to find it?" 


"No,
that's why I want to burn them." 


"Fat
chance.  It'll be mild blackmail material for *years*," he said
smugly.  "Giles is down." 


"I
got warned already.  Willow too." 


"Yup
and your existence leaked out so they told everyone that Darren was coming in
about a year for an internship." 


Speed
smirked.  "Yay me.  Housewarming?" 


"Home
Depot." 


"I'll
keep Xander from fixing stuff then.  When?" 


"The
day we move stuff over there."  He smirked.  "Got the
keys?"  He held them up.  "Whoo-hoo.  Now what? 
You wanted to see Xander sweaty like last time." 


"Xander
being sweaty and manly is good tv," Speed agreed, considering it. 
"What else happened?" 


"Giles
explained some links, how they've had people in all the governments all over to
handle things quietly, and about their link to the FreeMasons.  One of
them got called by Horatio and a higher member of the order called West to make
her take a good deal for their member.  He's getting life." 


"That's
a sucky deal." 


"Yeah
but it won't get the temple drug into the courthouse." 


"That's
a good deal then.  The evidence?" 


"Done. 
He and Rosenburg are cleaning it.  By the way, he had to deal with a demon
she accidentally released.  She was using magic to safely float artifacts
and one got released.  He tore some stitches.  Horatio said if he
didn't get it fixed he was going to nag Alexx and Maxine into making him fix
it.  He was denying his belief in the existence of ER's." 


Speed
snickered.  "Sounds like him.  Now can I have the pictures
back?" 


"Hell
no," he said with an evil smirk.  "If you're not a good boy I'll
let H see 'em too."  He faded out, going to watch and giggle. 


Speed
waited until Xander got home, checking his shoulder.  "You do crooked
stitches on yourself."  He kissed him.  "I'm only doing
this instead of packing so John'll give the pictures back." 


Xander
kissed him and smiled.  "I need a shower.  Come ...scrub my
back?" he asked, heading that way. 


Speed
watched him walk, deciding a soapy Xander was a good thing instead of packing,
even if it was to get the blackmail pictures back. 


***



Xander
finished the last repair on the new house, smiling at Ryan when he walked
in.  "It all here?" 


"Truck's
here.  So if everything was in the truck it's here." 


"Not
everything then.  Speed probably left some stuff back there." 
He got out of the tub, heading down to clean his hands and get to work hauling
and toting.  "Hey, Eric." 


"Hey. 
I'll help, just not with the bed." 


"Sure." 
He handed him boxes of books, making him smirk.  "Not mine. 
Mine are lighter."  He grabbed his dolly and loaded books onto it,
taking them inside.  "Put them anywhere.  He's still deciding
where I'm putting the bookcases."  That got a knowing smirk. 
"I know, I'm spoiling him."  They both nodded and headed out to
get the next load, coming back with the rest of the living room stuff. 
Then the kitchen stuff.  That way they could take a break at the end. 


"Didn't
you have  a fridge?" Ryan asked. 


"It
was a show model.  It was also crappy.  Speed knows, he's going to
pick out a new one and hopefully they'll be able to deliver it today so he
won't complain about takeout all weekend."  They nodded, and he
pointed at the stove opening too.  "He's getting his dream stove
too."  He headed back once he had finished his water, going to grab
more things.  "Ah, upstairs stuff."  He headed up that way
with the clothes on hangers, letting the others get the rest of them. 
Eric stayed to hang them up, that was his clever plan for not wanting to help
with the bed.  Xander and Ryan got it up there, and the guest room bed
too.  Xander put that into his office.  He didn't have nearly as many
things as Speed did in his.  They took another break and went to lift in
the heavier stuff.  The couch.  The chair.  Speed's stupid
rolling ottoman that had stuff still packed inside apparently.  "This
is where he's hiding all the bodies.  Don't let Alexx look," he
joked. 


Ryan
laughed, shaking his head.  "He knows enough to go dump them in the
Everglades so they won't be found." 


"Guys,"
Eric complained.  "Let's not give the new neighbors any
ideas."  He pointed at the watching one.  "Hi." 


"We're
with the lab too," Ryan told them, getting a smile and a wave. 
"Eric's single.  His mother's despairing."  He carried in something
else, ducking the swat Eric aimed at his head. 


"Pain
in my ass," Eric muttered, shaking his head.  "Where are we
putting the bookcases?" 


"This
one'll go in the little party nook.  It'll make a good reading spot for
him."  That got a nod and they set it up so the recliner, a good
lamp, and the bookcase were all in there.  There was just enough room for
the bookcase behind the recliner and they could get around it when he needed
something different. The desk went upstairs.  They sat down to stare at
the empty truck, finishing their water. 


"Xander,
is your water still off?" Ryan called. 


"Only
in the upstairs bathroom," he called back.  "I had to fix that
leak in the faucet.  The valve's behind the sink's faux front
splash."   He heard the water come on and winced. 
"What fell off?" he asked, heading up there.  He found Ryan
turning it back off.  "Huh.  I thought I had fixed
that."  He checked it.  "Stripped.  I did not do
that."  He sighed and looked at the other things.  "Why do
I think they knew?" 


"They
may have," Ryan admitted.  "Come on."  Xander nodded,
following him down.  "The faucet's handle flew off.  It was
stripped." 


"That's
a pre-move-in problem.  Report it to the agent," Eric ordered.  Xander
nodded, adding it to his list.  "Did the papers say anything about
'as is' condition?"  Xander found them and handed them over for him
to look at.  "It does but it was supposed to list all physical
problems the house already had."  He handed it back. "No
inspection done?" 


"They
had a recent one.  I looked it over and I did check the house." 


"Uh-huh." 
Eric looked at him.  "Three years in construction doesn't mean that
you know everything.  Especially about local codes."  Xander
nodded at that.  "Call one?" 


"Tomorrow." 
He leaned down.  "This means I've got to go to the home place." 


"It's
a good thing the rest of us are getting you something from there," Ryan
teased.  Xander grinned at that.  He called Horatio.  "He's
going to need a new faucet for the bathroom sink too.  One of the handles
was stripped and came flying off at my head.  No, it's his hair that's the
target, Calleigh."  She laughed and hung up, telling Speed that.
"He'll add it to the list." 


Xander
got up, grabbing some paper and making a list of the problems around the
house.  He did a thorough inspection, coming back with half the sheet of
paper filled.  He sat down to look at it, texing it to Tim's phone so he'd
know.  What wasn't covered by the new gift certificate they had some savings
for.  Then he called the agent.  "Your inspection didn't mention
things like stripped faucets," he said in greeting.  "It
is."  He nodded.  "Exactly.  No, if I'm going to have
to fix it, someone's going to be paying for it.  Because the paperwork said
it was supposed to be listed as a fault in the house.  I'm sitting here
looking at it.  Uh-huh.  Remember, we do have to read legalese now
and then," he said dryly.  "That's why we're with the lab. 
Not just the average football playing patrol guy.  Even though I was in
construction for a good while."  He smirked. 


"Exactly. 
Yes, I do need a copy of that form.  Because I've got about thirteen
things that's wrong with the house that I've found or fixed.  If it's not
on that form it's your duty to have it fixed.  By your own forms. 
Thank you, I would accept it being faxed to me.  Thank you."  He
hung up.  "He was laughing.  Pity."  He called the
receptionist.  "It's Xander.  I'm expecting something from my
real estate agent.  Because there's things wrong that his papers didn't
list.  Yup, I get to go into vindictive bitch mode again," he said
happily.  "I'm going to have fun with this one.  Ryan's going to
be checking for semtex for *weeks* this time."  Ryan shuddered. 
"Call me when it comes.  Thank you."   He smiled at
the neighbor coming over. "Did you have these problems?" 


"I
moved in when it was new," she admitted.  "I'm Tiffany." 


"I'm
Xander.  These are my coworkers Eric and Ryan.  My boyfriend Darren's
at the home place with our boss and other coworker.  He's in school to
join us in the crime lab." 


"Another
gay couple?" 


"Only
them," Ryan said with a smile.  "Eric's still very
single."  She laughed and he didn't quite duck fast enough this
time.  "You are.  Your mother sent out a mass email to everyone
in the lab telling us to fix you up with someone, Delko." 


Eric
shook his head.  "Excuse him.  It's the strain of helping move
Xander's bed." 


She
laughed, smiling at him.  "It happens to the best of us.  Are
you guys going to have a loud party tonight?" 


"We're
not like that, Tiffany," Xander assured her.  "I work too many
hours for that and Tim has way too many tests.  Mild party, not college
party." 


"That's
good.  I'll let you get back to swearing at him.  I know he did it to
one other person and they got theirs fixed." 


Xander
smirked evilly.  "I'm affectionately called the vindictive bitch of
the lab by most everyone in the lab."  Ryan nodded.  "I
cackle pleasingly when I have to destroy people."   She smirked
and walked off giggling.  He grinned at Eric.  "Thanks,
man." 


"Welcome.  
Don't go too overboard." 


"I
won't."  He smiled at Horatio when he pulled in.  "Are we
getting a fridge and stove tonight?" 


"They'll
bring it out around six," Speed promised, getting out of the truck. 
He came to look at the list.  "That wasn't listed."  Eric
held up the forms, pointing at a section.  "Already called?" 


"Yes
and I told him I knew construction stuff too.  He giggled."  He
smiled sweetly.  "Come see.  I set you up a reading
area."  He got up, leading him inside.  "See?" 


"I
do see."  He moved the recliner out and switched out the lamp. 
"This one's got the light I like."  He kissed him. 
"Thank you."  Xander beamed.  "What's left at the
house?" 


"Whatever
you didn't pack in the truck." 


"Food,
a few small things, the swords," Speed said, thinking back. 
"We'll head over there later with the truck."  He stole another
kiss.  "The bed together?" 


"It
is.  Ryan helped me while Eric played with my clothes." 


Eric
laughed.  "Your estate guy is here." 


"Good. 
Have him explain the sudden crack in the back wall," Speed called. 
He walked out to get the list, looking it over with Xander's.  He held up
Xander's.  "He used to be a crew lead on a construction
site."  The man moaned.  "I'm the nice one.  Xander's
hyper.  He's a lot of bounce but he is very good at what he does. 
Now, I'd like to see an impartial inspector come in and if it's something
that's not already declared your paperwork said you have to fix it.  At
your cost.  Without it coming out of the price of the house.  Unless
you want to knock it off the price of the house and give us that money. 
At which time we'll have it fixed.  You should know I'm three credits from
a double major in pre-law and I know *every* lawyer in town because my brother
used to work with the lab too.  Your choice." 


"Our
inspector will be out in an hour." 


"As
long as he's impartial," Tim said firmly.  That got a quick
nod.  "Thank you.  We've still got some stuff to move over here
so I'm going to take most of the boys and do that."  He walked off,
handing things to Horatio.  "Stay with Xander?  Help him
shelve?  It's in order of how it should go in numbered boxes.  Start
the fiction behind my new reading chair." 


"I
can do that."  He smiled, watching as the three boys headed off in
the truck.  "Did you check the foundation, Xander?" 


"He
said there's an inspector coming in an hour.  As far as I could see it was
fine.  The crack out back looked like settling."  He found the
first box of books and opened it.  "Did he say to start box 1 over
there or over here?" 


"He
said to start the fiction over there."  Xander pointed at the end
box, making him smile.  "You sure?" 


"That's
the box that was in the bathroom, the bedroom, and his study in the old guest
room." 


"That
does sound like him."  He walked over to put those ones up, putting
them in reverse order.  The next numbered box came over too.  He
watched, Xander was opening it from the bottom.  So he knew Tim's shelving
method as well.  They got all the books put onto the shelves, even
Xander's.  Then they arranged the living room.  He went up to help
him arrange the guest room/Xander's office.  It wasn't much at this
point.  The desk chair wasn't there.  "No chair?" 


"I
think Tim gave it away.  He likes to yard sale before we move for some
strange reason.  I'm just really happy we don't have to buy all new
furniture again.  Sleeping on the floor for two days sucked the last
time."  Horatio turned around, walking off laughing.  He was
even nice enough to answer the door.  "Who is it?" 


"The
inspector," Horatio called. 


Xander
bounced down the stairs.  "Hi, Xander Harris." 


"It's
a good start to the list.  How long were you in construction?" 


"Three
years.  Just over three years.  I was crew lead when I lost an
eye." 


"I'm
sorry to hear that, kid.  Is this the evaluation copy you had?" 
Xander looked at it and shook his head.  "That's the one he gave
me." 


"No,
it's not.  Though I didn't know we had a water main break.  That's
across the street I think."  The inspector looked then nodded, going
back to the office to get the real one.  He came back and Xander
nodded.  "That was ours." 


He
looked it over. "Nothing unusual, looks like living here injuries to the
structure."  He walked around, getting into all the spaces.  He
came back an hour later, finding the others pulling in.  "You missed
two things.  You have a bit of mold upstairs in the attic.  You'll
need to basically replace a few feet of the insulation."  Xander
nodded.  "And there's another crack in that same faucet." 
He let him look it over then sign it. 


Speed
escorted him back to the office, watching as he looked it over. "We'll
know by Monday if you're going to fix it or reimburse us for fixing it?" 


"Your
boy has a good eye," the inspector praised.  "It's clear why he
made crew lead." 


Speed
smiled.  "He's a smartass too."  That got a laugh. 


"I
told the owner the inspection was out of date.  He'll be down Monday
morning." 


"I've
got it off class.  That way you don't get a bouncy Xander in your
face," he agreed. 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
We still like the house. It's not a problem, but we do not want to have to pay
for things we don't need to."  He walked off, going to tell the
others.  Xander would pout but he was for destroying bigger
problems.  The fridge and stove got there just before six so they were
even able to cook dinner before Xander found his stash of take-out menus he
called Mom.  Some day they were going to be turned into a small demon and
eat him if he didn't watch out. Naming things gave them power over you. 
That made Tim follow a strange mental path: takeout menus came from bad
places.  Bad places loved Xander.  So maybe it would turn into a
demonic mother hen and just kill him instead of him and Xander. 


***



Xander
looked at the guy there to fix his lab, then around, then back at him. 
"I've cleaned up a bunch of the detritus.  All the shards of
glass.  Anything too small to be reused.  The reusable stuff is in
the blue boxes and the other stuff we need the dumpster to remove." 


"You've
worked construction?" 


"Three
years in Cali." 


"Earthquakes,"
he said.  Xander grinned and nodded.  "Okay, let's see the
damage...." 


"Xander. 
Xander Harris, main ballistics tech.  Calleigh's technically my
boss.  She won't care as long as it works."  He led him
around.  "This was our exemplar area.  I've already cleared the
weapons and bullets out of here.  You shouldn't have to worry about
it.  Valera cleared all the chemicals out of DNA as well so your guys
won't have any problems there."   That got another nod. 
"You can see where they laid the gunpowder and fuse then added chemicals
to it." 


"I
did.  The evidence room on the other side is a lot worse." 


"I
saw.  I helped clean up in there yesterday."  That got a knowing
smirk.  "I was drugged before they did that so I've been off work and
bored stupid." 


"Good
to know," he agreed quietly.  He took pictures and made notes, going
to the other areas with him escorting him.  The nice Lieutenant said he
would get an escort wherever he needed to go once he got into ballistics. 
Now he knew why.  He nodded, making his final note.  "What's
your estimate?" 


"Depends
on who pays who to do it.  If the city pays city employees?  We'll be
waiting on some of it to go through next year."  The contractor
laughed.  "If the insurance company does it, maybe a few weeks. 
If they pay us back and we have a decent crew, maybe less?" 


"I'd
say about two weeks just for those three rooms.  You've got to rebuild a
few of the walls, a few of the cabinets as well."  Xander nodded,
leading him back to Horatio's office.  "Lieutenant." 


"Mr.
Simms.  Come in."  He smiled at Xander.  "Yes, you can
stay."  Xander sat down.  "How bad?" 


"Pretty. 
We'll have to rebuild or repair six walls.  The evidence locker will need
to be rebuilt.  Part of ballistics and that one wall in DNA. 
Fortunately he's already got some of it started by cleaning up for us. 
His reusable container will come in handy for smaller things. If I can get a
good crew in here, two weeks, maybe three with backed up orders.  Do you
want to redo all that glass?" 


"Not
particularly," he admitted. "I was against all the glass at the
start.  We've had tables snap from strain in the past." 


"What
about using something like countertop material for the tables, Horatio?"
Xander suggested.  "I know it's what I'm more familiar with but
something like the scratchproof or the Corian stuff?" 


"That
might be cheaper and easier to have installed," the contractor agreed,
smiling at him.  "Not a bad idea.  I know one of the local high schools
had something like that installed.  We'd have to make sure it wouldn't
react with chemicals." 


"I
don't use many in ballistics.  We're gunpowder and banging around. 
Cleaning chemicals sometimes.  Now and then I have to do some acid etching
to get a serial number."  He called Maxine.  "Bring us a
list of what chemicals you use please."  He hung up. 
"She's got one, it's her supply list."  She brought it up,
smiling at the contractor.  "He's thinking two or three weeks." 


"Thank
you!  I hate using the spare layout room."  He smiled, looking
it over.  "I don't care if you replace all the glass, it was
dangerous.  We've had a table snap in DNA before from someone laying down
a heavy sample too hard." 


"It
was suggested by your coworker that we get something like kitchen
counters." 


"As
long as it's not butt-ugly and it won't react with the chemicals I don't
care," she said bluntly.  He laughed at that.  "Seriously,
I don't.  I want my lab back." 


"I've
sent a letter to one of the ATF agents we met in New York to see if they'd like
to donate to our decimated exemplar that was destroyed due to an explosion by
someone trying to tamper with evidence," Xander said.  "I'm
hoping they say yes."  Horatio gave him an odd look.  "Half
of it was twisted metal, Horatio.  Totally unusable.  The spare
bullet storage area's the same.  Thankfully the stored bullet evidence
cabinets were spared.  Just shaken.  I can't even imagine matching
eight hundred bullets to restore that.  Though I am with her.  As
long as it's not butt-ugly I don't care what it looks like as long as it
works." 


"Let
me look at some of the material choices and I'll work up an estimate for you by
tomorrow morning, Lieutenant." 


"Thank
you.  The Chief needs a copy as well." 


"Of
course."  He stood up, shaking his hand and then theirs before he
left. 


Xander
looked at her.  "Need help with the cleaning?" 


"No,
I've got a trustee to do that for me.  Ryan's been helping me order him
around."  She walked off, going back to work. 


Xander
looked at Horatio.  "I'm done with my cleanup.  Are we routing
ours through non- felony?"  He nodded. "Then I'll head down
there.  Let me know if you need me, boss."  He headed out, going
down to non-felony's section.  "I'm wonderful," he announced as
he walked in.  "Maxine and I agreed, as long as it's workable, not
butt-ugly, and won't kill us we don't care what it looks like as long as it
gets fixed faster." 


"Are
we cleaned up?" Calleigh asked. 


"Yup
and I left you a box'o'slag to notate that we lost them." 


"Gee,
thanks." 


"Welcome." 
He grinned.  "At least the table I got slammed into protected me from
the majority of the glass flying around." 


"True,
it did.  Maxine's shoulder got a few good cuts." 


"I
saw and babied that night," he admitted.  "Tim turned in our
keys last night, talked with the owner of the development this morning, and
he's going to take it off our price.  So I'm doing some home improvement
projects this month as well once we get that money.  Tim decided it was
easier if we still took it out to do the repairs."  She and the
ballistics tech in there laughed.  "I'm good at them."  He
pulled on his clean jacket and some gloves, coming over to get to work. 
"What do you have for me, Teller?" 


"Not
a lot.  Everyone's scared when the lab gets hit.  Felonies seem to
drop off." 


"Huh. 
Someone's scared of Horatio's temper," he teased. "Oh, Cal, I wrote
the ATF agent who came up to talk to me in New York to see if they'd like to
donate to our poor exemplar." 


"I'm
sure we'll get a pretty form letter in about a month," she said, shaking
her head. Sometimes Xander had funny ideas. 


***



Xander
looked up as the ATF agent walked into his old lab.  "Hey." 


"Hey. 
This is looking better." 


"We
ran out of work so I've been sneaking back to work on the walls.  Getting
the contractors in is taking forever and I'm tired of the extra
hike."  That got a small laugh.  "So, what's up?" 


"My
boss was highly amused by the letter." 


"It
never hurts to ask and it would save the department some money." 


"It
would."  He patted him on the back.  "We can only give away
our spare copies.  What about your personal one?" 


"I've
already had to donate twice to cases," he said, looking a bit
sheepish.  "Calleigh had to write a slag report on most everything in
here." 


"Well,
we pulled up your reported exemplar in our system.  We've got spare copies
of some of the most usual stuff but not some of the older or rare
things."  Xander beamed and hugged him.  "Get off,
Harris." 


"Sorry,
I hug when I get excited," he excused, letting him go.  "When
can we come steal them?" 


"I
can give them to you if you can help me bust three people."  He
handed over the list. 


"I
only know two of them."  He looked at him.  "Who's the guy
in the middle?" 


"Remember
the British guys in New York?"  Xander nodded slowly.  "One
of them's exes.  She's set up in business and she's not very
discriminating about who she lets buy." 


"So
she's a Watcher ex?"  He nodded.  "Huh.  I'd say ask
the guys at Ellory's to see if they'd like to punish her for leaving the group. 
They are a highly secretive organization.   She could be telling
people anything." 


"I'll
ask," he agreed, smirking at him.  "Nothing's worse than your
ex, huh?" 


"Some
of mine?  Yes.  That's why I have my boyfriend now." 


"I
heard," he joked.  "Tell me what you know about the
others."  Xander settled in on the stools he had stolen from Trace to
write out what he knew and explain it to him.   In return the agent
had his people ship a lot of cases to them.  He walked out and they were
both much happier. 


"I
hadn't thought of them," Xander said, leaning on the table while he called
a number Angel had put into his phone.  "Hi, this is Xander Harris,
in Miami?"  He grinned at the swearing.  "Actually, I'm
not.  Well, ATF is looking for someone's ex-wife.  Does that
help?  Because nothing is as vindictive as an ex, ask me about mine. 
I should put that on a t- shirt," he said thoughtfully.  He got a
groan.  "I'm calling because my ballistics lab down here got
exploded.  Yeah, that was my lab.  In my exemplar cabinet
actually.  ATF is getting me some of the more standard things.  I was
wondering how much you guys would screw me over if I asked you to find me some
things."  He tapped his fingers on the table.  "Actually,
I'm the only Knight in Miami.  He's in Orlando.  He's with
MGM."  He smirked.  "He's in Alabama.  If they have to
wait for him to do more than teleport the city would go boom. 
Exactly.  That would be handy.  How much?"  He
hissed.  "That's a bit much for the outdated stuff.  Yeah,
they're getting me the more common stuff.  ATF.  Because Buffy and
them turned me in for what I have.  Mostly older stuff," he admitted.
"I can see that happening.  Tim hates my storage stuff. 
Sure.  Come on down.  It's mostly always pretty down here and you
guys are stressed by Giles running things I'm sure.  I'm here. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "I can hear you lurking," he
called. 


Giles
walked in.  "Ellory's?"  Xander nodded, putting his phone
away.  "They are a good source." 


"Yeah
but you're not their sort of Watcher so you probably drive them nuts." 


"Oh,
I'm sure I do.  I do Bob as well."  He sat across from
him.  "They were most sorry they did that when they realized it meant
their own supplies would likely be cut off." 


Xander
grinned.  "That's why I'm known as the vindictive bitch of the
lab." 


Giles
nodded. "I can understand why.  Anya taught you well." 


"No,
Cordy taught me well."  Giles laughed at that.  "Are they
going to let Buffy go back to Cleveland?"  He nodded, smiling at
him.  "You're welcome.  I don't want her down here to whine at
me to visit." 


"I
can understand why, Xander, and we're working on her problems.  There was
a counselor the old Council worked with and I've called him to work with
her.  That way we don't have to break in a new person." 


"Use
that one police counselor.  He knows now." 


"True,
he does.  I forgot we had to save him."  He patted him on the
hand.  "How are you doing otherwise?" 


"I'm
okay.  Did the Marsh stuff get worked out?" 


"It
was in his will to give the artifacts to whomever cleaned them out.  As
such, you are probably owed for part of the worth." 


"It's
a conflict of interest, Giles." 


"I
see."  He looked at him.  "You have become the man I had
always hoped you would, Xander.  A true protector of mankind." 
He patted him on the hand again.  "Is there anything I can do to
convince you to act in our stead down here?" 


"They'd
call me anyway," he pointed out.  "Everyone knows I'm the one
you call for strange stuff.  I even got a call about the drunk college
students on spring break who swear they were probed by aliens." 


"Were
they?" 


"Revenge
of the pissed-off girlfriends.  Took their sex toys to 'em." 
Giles blushed but chuckled a bit.  "I don't need anything,
Giles." 


"Even
to finish decorating your house?" 


Xander
considered it then shook his head.  "No, I'm good.  I'm making a
great salary.  Not as much as I was in New York but it's family.  She
didn't understand that." 


"She's
lost hers, Xander.  She's still saying Dawn's not hers."  He
gave him another pat.  "Tim said yes to that question." 


"That's
because Tim wants his bike back." 


"I
thought it was in the driveway."  He smiled at him.  "Do
behave." 


"Almost
always and if not, Tim's usually there." 


"Good. 
Did you hear what happened to Angel?"  Xander nodded, looking
grim.  "Dawn's out there now." 


"Good. 
She and Connor are a kick-ass team." 


He
smiled and nodded.  "Still.  She walked in with two of the
slayers and beat him verbally until he groaned and gave up.  Called her
worse than Cordelia."  He snickered, nodding a bit.  "So
she and her daughter are well protected.  You're entitled to the same
things she is.  You're doing the job." 


"Miami's
a null area, Giles." 


"Not
totally." 


"No
but we've got an overlord for those things." 


"Good
point."  He pulled something out, handing it over. "That is
yours anyway.  You were doing Rona's work in New York.  Plus we do
pay our snitches in various governments."  He got up and walked out,
heading out to his rental car. 


Xander
looked at it, then slid it into his desk.  "Time to go out
tonight."  He got up, going to make sure his work was at a stopping
point for the night.  When it was, he headed home to change and go out
clubbing.  Tim needed some fun.  He walked in and sniffed,
moaning.  "Ooh, you made *food*," he moaned, walking back to the
kitchen to kiss him.  "I love you." 


"I
know."  He smirked.  "Wanna go out tonight?" 


"That's
what I was thinking.  Your semester has been heavy and hellish.  We
should go party."  He gave him another kiss.  "How long do
I have to take a shower?" 


"Thirty
minutes or so."  Xander beamed, heading off.   He went back
to his stirring, grabbing the phone when it rang.  "What?" 
He listened.  "No, that was Giles' bribe to talk to him again,
Stetler.  Why?"  He nodded.  "Leave it there if he
did.  He had his reasons."  He hung up, going back to his
cooking.  It was nice of Giles but it was okay at the moment.  Xander
came back down the stairs in clubbing clothes, earning a moan. 
"Stetler called." 


"I'm
going to put mouse traps in my desk next time." 


"Do
that.  I wanna hear him yell."  He stole another kiss. 
"Naughty." 


"Of
course I am.  I didn't even look inside it.  If you want it, I'll
hand it over." 


"We'll
put it into a CD and let it rotate so it's there if we need it but we don't
have to touch it."  Xander smiled and nodded, pulling him close to
dance to the song on the radio.  Speed moaned.  "Let's eat
first.  I'll need my energy to keep up with you."  Xander winked
and sat down, grabbing plates and things, even lighting the candles on the
table.  Speed smiled.  His boy was a romantic sap sometimes but it
was nice not to do all the wooing, even if he did do all the cooking. 
"Thank you for putting the books in correctly." 


"I
remember last time."  He swatted him on the butt.  "Go change
so we can eat.  It'll rest for a few minutes." 


Speed
went to do that, coming down in his favorite brown leathers and a tight t-shirt
that showed he had joined Xander in the gym more than once.  Xander served
them and they sat down to eat, talking about his classes mostly. 
Comparing them to the ones Xander had taken.  A few of his teachers
deserved to be on the curriculum in San Francisco but that was usual in any
college.  The one who hit on him got a small growl but Xander drowned it
out by taking a drink of milk.  They walked outside, Speed running a hand
over his bike.  "Two more days, baby.  Then we'll have you
street legal and we'll go for a long ride that weekend." 


"Just
you and her or us?" Xander asked, getting in to drive. 


Speed
smiled.  "You'd go for rides with me?" 


"If
you wanted me to.  I know sometimes bikers like to be alone with their
bikes." 


"Let
us bond first and then I'll take you for a long ride," he promised,
stealing another kiss.  "The usual spot?" 


"Or
the one in South Beach.  We are more than hot enough to get in." 


"Didn't
Horatio order you to bring a guard if you went there again?" 


"Yeah,
but we can call Calleigh.  She's been sad." 


"I
wouldn't mind."  He called her.  "It's us.  We're
going out and need a beard.  Wanna be furry?"  He hit himself on
the head.  "Sorry, Xander warped my brain tonight."  He
smiled when she laughed.  "Sure, we'll pick you up.  Look
hot.  We do."  He hung up.  "Swing by her place."



"I
can do that."  He checked behind them and backed out of the driveway,
heading to her place then to the club once she got into the car.  She did
look very adorable in the white slip dress and heels.  The bouncer gave
them an odd look. "The boss said I had to bring a bodyguard when I look this
hot," he quipped, grinning at him.  "He's mine." 


"Fine." 
He let them inside, watching the two boys head for the floor and the blonde
head for the bar to pick up a dance partner.  It was a mixed club so
they'd be fine.  He hoped.  He remembered the last time those two had
been here. 


***



Xander
walked into Stetler's office, handing over the baggie.  "So you don't
have to wonder."  He walked out again, going back to check on his
lab.  "Hey, Calleigh, didn't tell you last night but ATF is giving us
some more common things they have multiple copies of."  She squealed
and hugged him.  "I only had to turn in two people who bugged the
crap out of me and tell them to ask the other's ex-husband."  He
smiled down at her.  "Come see?  I've got it cleaned." 


"I've
seen."  She swatted him.  "Let the contractor do it." 


"Why? 
It's taking forever.  Besides, it's saving the department
money."  He walked her down to their temporary hole in non-felony,
nodding at Teller.  "Hey, we're back." 


"Congratulations
on making it in today.  I saw you last night." 


"Which
one did you see?" Xander asked.  "The one who went after
Calleigh and we had to save her?  The one who decided I was sliced
cheese?  The one who had the rifle?" 


"I
stayed to watch after the one with knife, Harris.  How do you do
that?" 


"It's
why I turned a stripper into a serial killer," he quipped, making Calleigh
swat him. "Ow, meany.  It is.  I draw bad women." 


Stetler
walked in, handing over the bag.  "I want a report." 


Calleigh
held up a finger, digging around in her purse until she found it. 
"Here you go."  She smiled and handed over her baggie too. 
"See, we're being good today.  Light stress for an early
morning."  He growled, stomping off.  "I didn't include any
of the hostage takers.  Sorry, Xander." 


"Eeh,
only two were arrested.  He can check on those himself."  He
opened his first envelope, getting to work.  Horatio strolled in a few
hours later with the other baggie, the report, and another envelope.
"What's that, boss?" 


"That
is something that was in your mailbox, Xander.  It's been there now for
two weeks." 


"I
keep forgetting it's there unless it's payday."  He shrugged and
backed away from his sample to sneeze then take it to open.  He looked at
it, blinking.  "Damn," he said finally.  Calleigh snatched
the card, blinking at the very explicit picture in there.  "I didn't
know females could do that," Xander said, making Calleigh blush and shake
her head. 


"I
can't.  I don't know how she can.  Then again, I'm a good
girl."  She handed it to Horatio, bending down to catch the check
that fell.  "Here's another good reason to swear."  She
handed it to Xander, who blinked at it, then sat down.  "Buy Darren
some new books," she ordered. "He'll appreciate that." 


"His
birthday's coming up."  He let Horatio take it from his hand. 
"Well, it's better than the offer/demand to do porn last night,"
Xander decided.  "Or the one who wanted to use me as a fertility
god.  Had to disappoint her a lot when I pointed out I'm snipped." 
Teller laughed.  "Hush, Rebecca.  I am.  I didn't want any
of the psycho brats I've dated to have access to little Xanders.  There's
no telling how they'd warp them.  But hey, I can get a new t-shirt." 


Horatio
opened Xander's baggie of gifts, looking through it.  "Xander,
perhaps you should take the three in my desk and do something with them and
this one?" he suggested. 


"Why?"



"The
bank, Xander," Calleigh told him.  "That way it's in the
bank." 


"I
don't care if they cancel the checks.  I usually hang them on the
walls." 


She
sighed, calling Tim.  "Where's he hiding all the money he gets
sent?  He said he's hanging them on the wall?  No, not the stuff in
his sock drawer, dear.  Yeah, that stuff.  Sure."  She hung
up.  "Tim said he's already taken it to the bank before you guys
moved."  She put up her phone, patting Xander on the cheek. "He
said to go to the bank for lunch and make sure you get him dinner tonight since
it's his late class night and he'll be too tired to cook." 


"Okay." 
Horatio walked him out.  "I've got samples out, Horatio!" 


"Now,
Mr. Harris."  He grabbed the other bags to go with the one Calleigh
brought up to his office, making Xander count them and bring them to his bank -
mostly because he drove him there. 


"More
clubbing donations?" the teller teased.  Xander nodded, looking
unhappy.  "Okay, we'll put those in.  Let's see what your
balance is, Xander."  She did that.  "Well, it looks like
most of them cleared.  Only two didn't." 


"Fees?"



"Already
taken care of, Xander."  She handed him over a copy of his deposit
history. "There you go.  The others are going in today and we'll see
in a few days.  The ones with the double entry have cleared.  The
ones with parenthesis didn't." 


He
frowned.  "One's my paycheck." 


"That
one got fixed," Horatio admitted.  "It should be in there
today.  Accounting put the wrong date on the check batch.  They're
also talking to the various banks about the fees they caused to see if they're
waive them."  He put on his sunglasses again.  "Thank you,
ma'am." 


"We
love Xander, Detective." 


Xander
pointed. "Lieutenant.  Boss guy."  She laughed, beaming as
they walked out.  "I'll let Tim check the statement this
time."  He got into the hummer, looking at the balance again. 
"Damn." 


"Definitely. 
Which is why you needed to deposit those," he pointed out. 


"I
don't like to take them." 


"I
don't care, Xander."  He drove him back to the office. 
"There, go get lunch."  Xander smiled, going to get something
off the truck so he could nibble.  Horatio walked the deposit history
inside to make a copy of it, putting it with the combined baggies of Xander
gifts. 


***



Tim
walked in the door later that night.  "Did you cook?" he called.
"I smell burnt stuff." 


"No,
I didn't cook.  I was burning something up here to seal it." 


"Okay." 
He went into the kitchen, finding a box with his name on it.  "Cookie
company?  Xander!"  He came jogging down the stairs. 
"Cookie company?" 


"Not
me," he admitted, glancing at it.  He used a fork to open the lid in
case there was something in there that might spring out at him. 
"Aww, someone did take your ID.  It's a birthday cookie." 
Tim looked then shook his head.   Xander got his dinner out of the
freezer, giving him a kiss.  "It's meant to be eaten cold.  It's
yummy, not nutritious, and it's good for you to spoil yourself
sometimes."  He went back to his fixing the pipes that had broken
when he had changed the faucet. 


Tim
opened the box, smiling at the miniature ice cream birthday cake.  He had
even put a candle on it with a fake flame.  He sat down to nibble while he
looked at the cookie.  Xander was such a goof sometimes.  He carried
his treat into the living room, finding a present waiting on him. 
"Did you buy this?" 


"Yes. 
It's your birthday present two days early because I'm going to die of
anticipation to see if you like it." 


Tim
smiled, sitting down in his reading chair to eat and open it.  The massage
unit was perfect and made him smile.  "He'll want to borrow it I'm
sure but it'll go very nicely over here."  He got up to put it under
him, plugging it in.  He sat down and moaned as it worked on the stress
from bending over the table all night.  He went back to his ice cream
cake, looking at the bottom of the box.  It had a small card.  He
pulled it out to read it.  "Because of all you do for me," he read,
then he opened it.  "You're the reason my world sings. 
Awww."  He sniffled but blocked it out with more ice cream cake,
looking at the gift certificate.  He smiled.  "For books
too.  I love my goofball."  Xander leaned around the end of the
stairs.  "I love it, thank you."  Xander beamed and blew a
kiss, sneaking back upstairs. Tim shifted on his massage unit, getting totally
spoiled for the night.  When he went upstairs he found the bathroom worked
and there was a tub full of good smelling bubbles and candles waiting on
him.  "Xander, you didn't have to." 


"Yes
I did.  You need it.  You do a lot to help me so you deserved the
totally spoiled boyfriend treatment."  Speed smiled, going in there
to soak.  Xander brought in a book and sat beside him to read to him,
making Tim pet him.  It was a much appreciated relaxation.  Xander
even did character voices. 


***



Speed
parked his bike in front of the lab, weathering the shocked looks.  He
took off his helmet and sunglasses, hanging them on Xander's t-shirt.  For
some reason this morning he ended up in his boy's clothes.  He strolled
inside, nodding at the staring people.  "Hi." 


"You're
Speedle's brother, right?" Frank asked.  They had agreed to set up a
cover. 


"Darren. 
You can call me Speed." 


"Just
like him." 


"It's
easier on some.  Now and then Calleigh calls me Tim."  He
shrugged.  "I'm here for a day of watching Valera pretend to be the
Goddess?" 


"Upstairs,
Speed.  The other guy's already here." 


"I
had a hot man who ordered me breakfast in bed for my birthday."  He
walked up to the elevator, getting off, watching the receptionist pass
out.  He walked over to check on her.  "Ma'am?"  She
blinked at him.  "You've seen John and you're scared of me?" he
mouthed.  She blushed.  "Hi, Darren Speedle to watch Maxine
Valera be the Goddess today." 


"Sure. 
Sign in please?" she said weakly.  He did that, grabbing one of the
visitors passes.  "Do you need an escort?" 


"I
see Ryan Wolfe.  I'll let him.  Need help up?" 


"No,
I think I'll stay right here," she said weakly, laying down again. 


Speed
walked off, catching Ryan's arm. "Where's DNA?" 


"In
there, Speed," he said with a grin, pointing. "She okay?" 


"Laying
on the floor.  She passed out.  You might wanna tell Alexx.  I
know she fussed over my big brother."  He walked in there. 
"Sorry I'm late.  Xander ordered me breakfast in bed after totally
spoiling me stupid last night.  Plus I managed to break the alarm
again." 


"That's
fine," Maxine agreed, smiling at him.  "I know you know about
lab protocol.  I'm sure Xander's went over it all.  He's known as the
lab enforcer for a reason after all."  She gave him a hug. 
"Welcome home." 


"Thanks. 
Now, what're we doing today?" 


"We
are doing sexual assault kits and testing them against the frat house." 


"Ooh,
fun," he said flatly, grabbing a spare jacket and some gloves from the box
to get to work with her.  The other one made whimpering noises.
"You've done this in practice.  Step up so she can tell others, that
way you get a good internship.  They're competitive and there's a lot
fewer of them than there are us."  She nodded, coming to do that. 


"Slower,"
Maxine warned.  She nodded, slowing down.  "You too,
Darren."  He slowed down.  "Right over fast.  Even if
they're breathing down your throat.  Even Xander can't make the machines
go faster with his 'I'm tired of waiting' dance."  Speed turned
around, snickering into his arm.  "I take it you've seen that
one?" 


"At
the microwave when he's making cocoa."  He got back to work, shaking
his head.  Eric walked in and gave him a pat on the back, taking the sheet
Valera handed him. Then he left.  "When's my birthday party so I know
when I should go grocery shopping?" 


"Two
days," she said.  "Xander said he had to spoil you first." 


"He
so did.  I came home to a miniature ice cream cake with a fake candle on
top.  He bought me a massage system for my reading chair.  Inside was
a two hundred dollar book gift certificate.  Then I got a bubble bath with
candles and him reading to me.  He even did voices." 


Maxine
cooed.  "I'm so proud of my boy." 


"Is
he naturally your son?" the other tech wannabe asked. 


Maxine
looked at her. "Do I look old enough to have someone working
here?"  She shook her head quickly.  "I was hoping I
didn't.  If so I was going to have to get my hair restyled and
trimmed."  Speed nudged her, getting a smirk.  "I
would.  Or make Xander go shopping with me." 


"I
think he did enough of that with the psycho who had the rifle the other
night."  She giggled, leaning on his arm. "Seriously.  She
took him to Armani too.  He had expensive tastes that night but she bought
herself something nice."  He handed her the prepared vial.  She
put it into the waiting tray, making a note on her sheet where it had come from
and who had prepared it. The other student gave her one.  "How many
more do we have?" 


"Six. 
I've already done fifteen."  She handed them another swab and got to
work on her own.  "Where is Xander?" 


"Scene. 
That's why I got woken up by the guy who delivered breakfast in bed after the
wall broke the alarm." 


"That's
how many now?" 


"Eleven,"
he said dryly, grinning at her.  "Mornings suck." 


"Just
think what field techs have to do if they get called at four," she teased.



"So
I've noticed."  He finished his soaking, letting his sample
spin.  He looked at her.  "Calleigh around?" 


"Their
temporary ballistics office is down in non-felony.  She said she'd see you
for lunch if she was here." 


"That's
good.  We've got to figure out what we're getting Xander." 


"When's
his?" Maxine asked. 


"He
said I can't tell you or Alexx, he doesn't celebrate it," he said
patiently, grabbing his sample when the centrifuge popped open.  "I'm
still getting him something but he doesn't ever celebrate it." 


"He's
thirty this year, right?" Maxine pressed.  Tim grinned and
nodded.  "That boy!" she complained. 


"Yeah
but that's Xander's thing."  Xander leaned into the lab, giving him a
look.  "I didn't tell her when." 


"Thank
you.  I do not celebrate my birthday.  I have not for
years."  He grinned at Tim.  "I'm sorry you're late." 


"It
happens," he assured him.  "Need a hug?" 


"Not
in the lab.  Horatio would lock me in the broom closet in the morgue
again, this time overnight.  Gay boy kissy germs don't belong in DNA
anyway.  Might infect some samples."  He walked down to
ballistics, getting back to work.  "I bring back a gun," he
announced.  Rebecca gave him a horrified look.  "What?" 


She
pointed at the evidence bin beside her.  "We had an arms dealer busted."



Xander
looked then shrugged. "Okay."  He pulled on his lab coat,
gloves, and glasses, getting to work with her.  He took her handwritten
notes to incorporate with his report, letting her sign it after him.  Then
they got to work on his gun.  By the time they got done with the backlog
it was time for lunch and Tim was waiting on him.  Xander grinned at
him.  "No more skipping meals.  Alexx will complain.  Then
I'll get pouted at." 


"She'll
pout at me, not you."  He moved closer to kiss him gently.  "I've
never watched you work in here before.  You're very focused." 
Xander blushed but grinned.  "Come on, I've got time to watch you
eat."  Xander nodded, taking off his gloves and jacket, heading
outside with him.  "Ride this weekend?  There's a full moon."



"I'd
like that," he agreed, grinning at him.  "Maybe a picnic
too?" 


"I
could appreciate that," he agreed, giving his arm a squeeze once they were
alone again.  "You do focus on other things the same way.  It's
very endearing."  Xander snickered, shaking his head.  "I'm
trying to be nice here, not make you want to jump me.  Horatio would never
forgive me and you'd end up in that broom closet again.  Like the day you
had twelve candy bars." 


"I
had the nibbles." 


"Apparently,"
he agreed dryly, handing over half his lunch. Xander smiled before digging in. 


"Can't
you two not do *gay* things here?" one officer sneered. 


Xander
looked at him.  "And for that you've just gotten a whole unit
ballistics review tonight.  Congratulations!"  He stomped
off.  He ate another bite of his sandwich, winking at him. "I'm clear
anyway and I'm not primary on the case.  There's no trace, it was a
knife.  It's in fingerprints and Ryan said he was handling it." 


"That'll
work.  As long as you remind him you can help." 


"I
did on the way back.  Rebecca does a lot less work than we do. Well,
except for the arms dealer last night but usually she's only got five or ten
samples in a day."  He finished his sandwich and opened his soda,
smiling when Horatio came out.  "Are we late?" he called. 
He got a head shake.  "Hmmm.  Time for quickie car sex?" 


"Not
at the station, Xander.  Unless you want someone to call Stetler to break
us up?" 


"Eww. 
No thanks.  That killed that urge pretty quickly.  Even worse than
the Yoda/Qui Gon story I found last night."  Speed swatted at him,
shaking his head as he headed back inside.  Xander grinned, smirking at
one of the other patrol guys.  "What?" he asked patiently. 


"Who's
that?" 


"Darren,
my boyfriend." 


"I
thought his name was Tim." 


"That's
his middle name.  It was helping Eric and Calleigh get over their grief
once they found out." 


"Oh. 
So he's not like Hagen?" 


"No,
that's Tim Speedle's little brother." 


"Good
to know," he said, smiling a bit.  "So, boyfriend?" 


"My
last ex is still wanted by the US Marshals for getting out of her psychiatric
hospital after murdering the twelve people that they found her guilty of
killing.  She used to be a stripper."  The officer gaped. 
"Boys are safer and better for me." 


He
just nodded, walking off.  He couldn't refute that evidence.  He
looked at Horatio.  "Do you keep Harris to create more work?" 


"I
keep him because he cuts the work around here," he said blandly. 
That got a nod and he walked inside.  "Xander?"  He got up
and trotted over. "Did you call a pop gun inspection?" 


"Yeah,
I'm tired of the gay sneers already."  He walked in and headed to get
his materials and new gloves, heading over to the patrol unit.  The
commander over there groaned.  "Thanks to the big, stupid one I'm
calling a pop gun exam," he said cheerfully.  "See who gay baits
me again."  They all groaned.  "Front and center.  By
the way, Calleigh's out on a case."  He smiled sweetly. 
"Let's go."  He sat down at a desk, letting the ones there bring
theirs over.  The only one who had a really clean one was the idiot and he
was tripped, pinched, hit, and cold-shouldered the whole way over.  Not
that he deserved anything less. 


They
all knew to leave Xander alone about his boy. 


Xander
was deadly. 


Xander
was strange. 


Strange
and deadly was a bad combination. 


Xander
turned in his report to the commander after he had checked his last, getting a
nod.  "The idiot had a really clean one.  Is he OCD like
Wolfe?" 


"Not
that I've noticed but it might be a good thing to start."  He
smiled.  "I'll handle it." 


"Good. 
Make sure I don't have to swat anyone this week."  He walked off
happier.  He was also using his pencil to scratch over the impression of
his writing so Horatio could have a copy to do whatever he wanted with. 
He handed it over.  "There you go, boss.  Going back to
ballistics." 


"Rebecca's
clear and Mr. Wolfe has a suspect in interrogation." 


"I
saw.  He waved me off." 


"Then
check her exemplar, Xander." 


"Of
course."  He went to do that, then snuck back to his lab to do a bit
more of the work that needed to be done. 


***



Horatio
smiled at his boss when he came to look over his shoulder.  "It'll
save us some money," he said quietly. 


"I
love the boy for affording himself," he sighed.  "The insurance
money just came in.  How much more work does his need?" 


"The
cabinets, the special hanging frames for the guns.  The painting. 
Then evidence and the wall between there and DNA."  That got a
nod.  "So it has saved us some." 


"It
has.  Did he bring in supplies?" 


"He's
been using the recyclable things but now and then he's come in to a piece of
sheet rock or something," Horatio said modestly. 


"Can
we contract him to fix the other things?" 


"Only
if you clear it with his boyfriend." 


"How
was his watching day?" 


"It
went well.  Everyone was very nice to him. The receptionist passed out and
he got to tease her a bit."  He grinned, putting on his
sunglasses.  "It'll be fine.  He was a bit late since he slammed
his alarm clock into a wall.  I asked Xander where he was and he sent him
breakfast in bed to wake him up.  He's riding a black Ducatti." 
The Chief smiled at that.  "Everyone was fairly tolerant. 
Though the officer who did sneer at them for having lunch together, nothing
inappropriate just lunch, made Xander call a ballistics check." 


"I
heard.  The commander complained but agreed his boys should keep their
minds out of Harris' bedroom.  Apparently they're a bit scared of
him." 


"Xander's
a very sweet, kind, gentle young man.  He only hurts those people when he
has to defend himself, his family, or this lab."  He looked at
him.  "Did everything get straightened out?" 


"It
did.  When his wife killed him, the insurance was used to pay back all the
money he had stolen from the city.  Thankfully his kids were older and he
had set up trust funds for them."  He smirked.  "So the
budget is fixed but you still can't have any more for another two years." 


"Interns?"



"That's
already in your budget, Caine.  When's the new one coming?" 


"Two
weeks," he admitted, looking around.  "Xander and she will have
some problems.  He called her a snotty brat to Calleigh.  She thinks
it'll be okay but he said he wasn't going to put up with it and the first time
she pulled attitude she'd be warned.  The second he was going to spank." 
The Chief walked off laughing.  "I wonder if he heard what happened
in New York...." he mused as he walked off.  Xander did do very good
work.  Ballistics was going to be done within days if he let him keep
sneaking down to work on it. 


***



Xander
looked over as the interns were led in.  "Sorry we're all cramped in
here, kids, but felony's ballistics lab got blown up by an idiot who wanted to
tamper with evidence.  It'll be a few weeks before we can get back. 
The reconstruction started today in Evidence."  He waved a hand. 
"Welcome to non-felony's ballistics lab.  Ours is about the
same.  Get used to it."  He saw the sneer.  "For those
who don't know, I'm CSI Harris.  I'm the main ballistics tech since
Calleigh's also a field tech.  That means you're going to be seeing me
every single day of your internship.  I do go into the field a few times a
month to keep my hand in.  By then you should be able to handle a few
hours alone with one of us checking over your shoulder when we get back. 
It won't be for your first month.  I am hoping that we can work
together.  If not, you need to talk to the overall bosses, see if he can
get you switched to another lab to complete your internship.  Any
questions so far?"  They all shook their heads.  "Good. 
Next to me is Lab Tech Rebecca Teller, this is her lab.  You will show her
respect while we're borrowing space.  She's just as mean as I am and she
can plant a mean stilleto in your thigh if you piss her off.  She did it
to someone who broke in here last month.  I have every confidence she'll
do it to whoever bothers her this time." 


"I'll
have fun doing it too," Rebecca said, smiling and waving. 
"Stephni, you're still mine, right?"  She nodded. 
"Good.   For right now I'll let Xander give the tour and things
since his lab's work is already done and he's dancing around trying not to go
help with the reconstruction project."  She straightened up. 
"Today, you'll take the tour, get your ID's, find your mailboxes...."



Xander
looked at her. "My first day I did twenty samples, had to hand-write
reports since the computers were down, and then went to look at the rest of the
lab." 


"You're
an over-achiever, Xander."  She patted him on the arm. 


"How
about the exemplar?" 


She
considered it.  "That's a good idea.  After their
tours."  He nodded. "He'll also be showing you where the locker
room is, making sure you have your locker and the Lieutenants get a copy of
your keys when you bring in your locks.  He'll show you where the
bathrooms, the break room, and the other squads are, plus let you meet our
ME.  She's a mother hen so if she adopts you, good.  You probably
needed it anyway."  The other tech raised her hand. 
"What's your name, sweetie?" 


"Melinda
Rawls.  Are we all on the same shift?" 


Xander
pointed at the only male.  "He's in felony on night shift.  That
means he's going to be with Tanner and Deitrich."  He grinned. 
"You'll meet them when they come in tonight. They'll make sure you know
what you're about then you'll start tomorrow night.  We've already
arranged this since our lab's being wall boarded today."  That got a
nod.  "Good, let's head to ID's first.  We are a set of nosy
people about ID's.  You wear them whenever you're in the building.  I
don't care if you're only running in for your check on paydays.  You can
be stopped and asked.  You will be stopped and asked at least twice your
first month until people get used to you.  I'm doing the intern
tour!" he bellowed.  "Group up!"  The others sent
theirs out, all but one of the DNA interns.  He looked and got waved
off.  "Okay, let's head back to my section of the lab.  This,
for those who didn't hear, is non- felony.  A few labs are borrowing space
due to a recent explosion from someone breaking in.  That'll be fixed in a
few days."  He led them back to the felony side.  "This is
now felony.  The boss here is Lieutenant Caine.  He's the tall
redhead in sunglasses if you don't know him.  I'm doing the intern
tour!" he bellowed again.  All their interns came out. 
"Max?" 


"Got
her already, Xander.  Mine and fingerprints; we'll do the tour at
lunch.  They've already got ID's."  He nodded, leading them
on.  "Listen to him," she called.  "He was our intern
before he got hired." 


Xander
smiled.  "That's true, I was the ballistics intern with trace
qualifications about four years ago now," he said proudly. 
"We'll expect great things from all of you.  For those of you who
don't know, that was temporary DNA.  Real DNA  is the one without the
glass on this side of the hall.  Ballistics is the one up the hall. 
Across the hall is Trace and Chem, plus a few layout rooms and the testing
lab.  You are to get permission before playing in the testing lab from
whoever you're working with.  Some of that equipment is highly expensive,
new, and even we're trying to figure it out.  If we break it, they won't
bitch as much as if an intern breaks it basically," he said, smiling at
them.  "Okay, follow me."  He led them on.  "This
is the break room.  The machines are okay, the soda machine is constantly
out of diet two days after a refill.  We no longer have a lunch thief and
if you find we do have one, tell the bosses.  They'll fix it.  Last
time the food thieves ended up doing dog crap duty in the park.  They were
not amused. 


"For
those who have food allergies, we would appreciate the bosses knowing and you
keeping a dose of your meds in your lab.  In your locker means we have to
break the lock to get to it and it's sometimes farther away.   If you
have an epipen, definitely keep that where you'll need it."  That got
some nods.  "Okay, let's head to the locker room area.  The only
bathrooms in the felony lab are behind you.   Yes, we have all
complained about that when you're down in the farthest layout room before
anyone has to quip and ask.  Especially the last time I cooked something
and a few people unknowingly nibbled.  Which is why we no longer have a
lunch thief."  He led them to the locker room, taking the tape and
marker from the receptionist on the way.   "This is the locker
room.  It is unisex.  We expect you to be adults and not
peepers.  If we catch you and a complaint is made... well, there went your
career basically."  He walked them inside.  "In here are
showers, and there is a sign for when the women are showering.  The
toilets are the door on the left, the showers on the right.  We have all
had to use them after some field cases.  Sometimes the bodies stink. 
A lot." 


He
pointed.  "This is the intern's row.  Find one without tape so
we can claim it for you.  Boys are usually against the shower
walls."  They went that way and Xander came to check lockers, put
tape on them, and note the number on the form in his pocket.  When he was
done he led them out, taking them on.  "We're going to do your ID's
now.  Make sure we're all here?"  A few had to run to catch up
after using the bathrooms.  "We'll expect you guys to have your
locker gear in tomorrow.  We do provide soap but it's like hand soap or
morgue soap.  It does dry you out if you're worried.  Also, I will
warn you this one time.  Miami is the center of the sun.  Sunscren is
highly recommended.  You can leave a bottle in your locker to apply for
lunches and things.  You can leave aloe gel in your locker for burns,
especially you field techs.  Remember if you're going into the field you
will be sweating.  Take that into account.  Last year's intern class
we had four people end up in the hospital from their sunburns after one scene
in the Everglades.  We don't want to have to visit you too so all the
bosses agreed to remind you Miami *is* the center of the sun."  He
saw his sneering intern start again.  "Other than that, you should be
fine," he said, walking them on. 


"Intern
problems, conflicts of personality or interest, if a case is getting to you, or
if you're having doubts, any sort of dilemmas, we are here to help.  You
can come to me,  you can come to Calleigh - she's the short blonde woman
who also works in my Ballistics lab and is a field tech - she's second in
command so she's a good person if you're having problems or issues.  You
can come to any of us.  We're here to mentor you, but we can do some hand-
holding if you're having problems.  I've sat with one who was so stressed
he was going to take the bottle of pills in his hand.  He wisely called
and we sat there to stare at it together while he worked it out.  We are
here for you if you need us."  He walked them up to IAB, where the ID
machine was.  "This is Internal Affairs.  It's a free space most
of the time so they put our ID machines up here.  Ignore Sergeant Stetler,
he'll be the one growling.  He's paid to make your life miserable if you
fuck up."  He opened the door.  "Inside."  He
walked in after them, nodding at the secretary. "New intern day," he
said with a manic smile. 


"He
heard.  He's doing them now.  Good luck." 


"Just
the tour for now.  After here, we're going to hit the detectives' side,
the patrol unit, the morgue, then release them back to their labs." 
She nodded so he followed.  He smiled at Stetler.  "This is both
felony and non-felony in case they didn't tell you.  Oh, I heard congrats
were in order.  Congratulations." 


He
stared at him.  "Thank you for an honest one." 


"You
deserved it. You did bust the guy who blew up the lab.  You did bust the
guys who were creating a public hazard.  Plus you did bust the sick
assholes who tried to kill me last month.  You deserve the
promotion." 


Stetler
smirked.  "Don't swear." 


"Only
about bad things."  He looked at them.  "Yes, now and then
one slips out.  Calleigh keeps trying to correct me, hasn't worked
yet.  Like the t-shirts, just scowl and shake your head or complain." 
He looked at his ID then at the laminating machine, running it through it to
reseal an edge that was peeling up.  Stetler scowled.  "Sorry,
had to open Maxine's door for her the other day.  I had a corner coming
up.  Don't want anyone to try to take it."  Once everyone had
theirs and their computer ID codes, the secretary had gotten those while they
were being printed and laminated, he walked them out.  "We are going
to visit the other departments in this building so you know where people are if
something happens or if you get the delivery person job.  First off, to
homicide.  So hit the elevators."  They headed that way, making
sure they had the right information on their badges.  "Put them on
before you get off or you will get stopped.  The receptionist for homicide
is a *bear* about that.  She's gotten guys in uniforms and with openly
worn badges."  He got onto the last elevator with the nightshift
ballistics tech, smiling at him.  "It'll be okay.  They're nice
people.  A bit dour and unfun but they're good at what they do.  If
you need a fun break, you and ours can switch out for a few days of
vacation." 


"Thanks,
I'll keep that in mind, CSI Harris." 


"Xander. 
Say it with me," he said, smirking at him. 


"Xander
then."  They walked out and into a detective scowling. 
"Problems?" he asked quietly. 


"Nah,
that's just Frank.  Detective Tripp, I'm sure you've seen new intern day
before," he said, smiling at him.  "This is this year's crop of
new interns.  Guys, this is Detective Tripp, he's the senior detective in
homicide.  We see him a lot in felony.  I'm taking them on the tour
if you wanted to say anything." 


"Two
things," he said, looking at them.  "If you come to our side, I
do expect some respect for my detectives.  In the past a few interns have
sneered because the detectives aren't masters candidates or higher.  We
work damn hard to get where we are.  We do good work.  If we don't,
Horatio and I chew on them."  That got a few smiles. 


"He's
not kidding," Xander admitted.  "The one time I nearly sneezed
on a scene I got chewed out by him."  That got some shocked
looks.  "Detective Tripp works very closely with the field techs in
felony.  He's like our adopted mascot for over here.  He can joke
around sometimes but if you see the look on his face right now in the field,
don't even try.  You'll get chewed on and he's from Texas and has been a
detective for a long time.  He can yell for hours from what I've been
told." 


"Hopefully
none of you will deserve it.  Second thing, even if you wanted to, the guy
on the right side, sixth desk, is not single.  Two intern classes ago we
had a problem with an intern who hit on him until he had to get a restraining
order."  A few women burst out laughing.  "Not kidding,
ladies.  He did.  Ruined her career, nearly drove him to shoot her a
few times.  We're here to be helpful, to be mentors if you need us to be,
to help you be the best tech you can be.  We're coworkers.  Remember
that please so we don't have to handcuff any of you anytime soon.  Also,
those of you who aren't wearing your ID badges in a way we can see them, fix
it.  Now."  He looked at Xander, then pointed at the
receptionist.  "PD policy.  If you're doing more than dropping
off you need to sign in with the receptionist." 


"The
same as every time you enter or exit the lab, even if it's only for a break,
you have to do the same with our receptionists," Xander agreed. 
"That's so we can keep track of where you are if something should happen,
or your hours if your time sheet's forgotten about.  If you don't, you can
be suspended." 


"They've
gotten me for that," Frank agreed.  "I needed the day off
anyway; I was so tired I was dragging butt around after a four-day marathon
case."  Xander nodded at that.  "Even the bosses have to
sign in.  The same as there are no visitors allowed in the labs." 


"That's
up to their bosses to enforce," Xander agreed.  "You go out to
meet all visitors, then you leave them out there unless they're qualified to be
in the labs with you.  Feds hate that and they do pop inspections. 
Your lab can be shut down and all the evidence in there called into question if
you bring someone in there who's not qualified to be in there.  Defense
lawyers are like that.  Shall we, Detective?"  He got a nod and
he led them inside.  "This is Homicide.  Not like the show on
tv, we're not quite that dirty around here.  No dust in the corners or
anything.  They did a remodel a few years ago so they've got too much
glass too."  He led them around, letting them talk to everyone who
wanted to be talked to.  He led them on and downstairs.  "This
is the patrol unit associated with this building.  Some of them are
smartasses about things.  Ignore them."  He opened the
door.  "New intern day," he shouted, making a few jump.  He
grinned.  "Fair warning." 


The
commander came out to look at the group.  "Thanks for the warning,
Harris.  I am the dayshift commander over this patrol unit, ladies and
gentlemen.  We are here to protect you and the other citizens of
Miami.  Unlike the group about five years ago, you may not ask my boys and
girls to help you move.  You cannot use the cruisers for personal use, and
no, the sirens aren't for fun and games.  I've heard all those questions
before so let's just forget them now.  We run three patrol shifts. 
Day, evening, and graveyard.  Or morgue as the case may be.  Those of
you going to night shift will be seeing graveyard on scenes.  Evening is
actually late afternoon to late evening.  You'll see them on the way
home.  My boys and girls do deserve and demand the same respect you would
expect us to give you.  I will enforce that.  If I find one of you
kids being snotty to my kids, I will complain." 


"I
only pick on the ones who try stuff," Xander complained, leaning on a
cubicle wall. 


"That's
another point.  If one of my guys starts to make prejudicial remarks, I
want to know *first*.  Am I clear?"  They all nodded. 
"Then you complain to your lab mentor.  We've had a few stupid ones
who've made sexist and gay jokes.  They've been stopped." 
Xander smiled and waved a hand.  "Mostly by him.  Sometimes by
Stetler if it got that bad.  I do not want to see it get to the point
where someone is jumped in the parking lot this year, though it has every
single year to date.  If it does this year you had better have a *very* good
explanation.  Also,  you guys have the better soda machines. 
Ours don't stock diet.  Sorry but no poaching from ours, kids.  Now,
we're always like this.  Most of us are out on patrol, a few are here
doing arrest paperwork.  Behind us through the gated and guarded door is
Holding.  That's where you go when we arrest you for those who don't know
and haven't seen one before.  If you need to take that tour, tell me
sometime this week and we'll arrange one sometime soon."  That got a
few nods.  "I would not take them down to the morgue today,
Harris.  Woods just pulled in with a bus accident." 


"Transit?"
he asked, sounding hopeful. 


"Not
with the way Delko was swearing at someone," he said simply. 


"Okay
we're going to skip the morgue on this trip.  The morgue is the next floor
down if you ever have to go down there.  The felony shift's ME is named
Alexx Woods.  She's a mother of two, she's tough as nails, she's the
mother hen of the labs.  She'll also chew you a new one if you need
it.  She has when I got a stalker.  Twice now."  The
officers gave him odd looks.  "What?  She only had to chew those
two new ones.  Oh, did I report I saw my ex last night?"  They
all groaned but nodded.  "Good."  He looked at them. 
"Alexx is the elegant looking African-American woman with the really good
harido if anyone runs into her.  She has pulled a few techs in for tea
when they needed to let go of scenes.  She has taken a hairbrush to
another one when he was being a brat.  I'd get on her *good* side." 
He walked them off.  "We're going back up to the lab floor.  Hit
the elevators.  Have fun at work, guys.  Thank you."  He
got onto the last one, this time with all three ballistics interns and one
other one.  "Hey.  You are?" 


"Helena
Carter.  Field.  Non-felony." 


Xander
smiled and waved.  "I do field as my second minor so you'll see me
now and then but I keep it at one or two a month to keep my hand
in."  She smiled.  "If you need to talk to us, remember to
do that.  There's scenes that've made all of us cringe.  You'll have
one too and we expect you to come talk to us.  If they're not into it
because they're having problems, come see me."  She nodded and they
got off.  "Okay, let's head back to your labs, get to your first
assignments.  For those doing night shift, it's up to them to keep you and
go over individual lab protocol today or let your night people do it. 
Tim, I know you're going to be here so you'll do the same exercise the other
two are doing then they'll excuse you to get your sleeping pattern right." 
That got a nod.  "Hit your labs, people, unless you have
questions?" 


Ryan
coughed.  "Hi, guys.  I'm CSI Ryan Wolfe, field tech here in
felony and backup Trace tech.  Our field interns I need to see for your
meeting.  Hit the breakroom please."  They walked that
way.  "Non-Felony is having their own.  Expect to hit their
breakroom."  That got a nod and they headed that way. 


Xander
walked the ballistics tech into their ballistics department.  "This
is ours.  As you can see, we'll be back here soon.  Get to know the
layout in here.  We're only putting back in the cabinets and
things."  The guy pointed at a set of small drawer cabinets. 
"Ballistics evidence from cases not in the morgue, the file room, or
that're in trial now.  We go through it every month to weed and switch
things out, make sure they're in the right containers, those
things."  That got a nod.  "That's a good intern project as
well.  I did a lot of that to save Calleigh work.  I will tell you
now, you have a hard job to live up to our standards and we do expect you to
live up to them.  I know what an internship is like.  I had three
in-school and one post-grad plus a speciality one that I broke my undergrad
for.  We will expect great things from you guys.  If you feel we're
being too harsh on you, tell us.  Especially me. 


"You're
not my first intern class but the last one said I was the toughest person in
here.  I am the lab's protocol enforcer in ballistics.  That means,
Melinda, your hair is to be pulled back in here.  When you're anywhere
near evidence in either ballistics lab, you will be in a jacket, you will be in
gloves.  There are no open toed shoes in here for either sex.  Safe
carry and transfer procedures are always enforced.  If you guys have a
personal firearm and you're qualified and licensed to carry it, we're going to
be making sure you're carrying it safely.  Calleigh and I do for each
other. We can and will for you.  Now, behind you is the firing
pen."  He pointed.  "There's no set order for which cubicle
you stand in, it's a personal preference.  I tend to do the left
one.  Calleigh likes the middle.  Pick your favorite spot there, it
all ends up in the same spot.  Depending on the needs of the sample we do
have the rubber ball pit, we have the gelatin cubes for depth tests. We have
the corrugated cardboard looking case too.  Warn us if you're changing it
out.  Also, we'll be going over your reports with you this first week to
make sure it's got all the pertinent information.  If you're doing good
we'll fall back to monitoring every few reports. 


"I
will tell you now that part of your internship is a night or day left alone in
here.  That means you'll have full control of ballistics on your
day.  We won't tell you.  We may lurk or we may not.  We will be
checking on you.  The others will check for the first few hours to make
sure you're handling it okay.  It won't be your first month but it
probably will happen by your sixth if you're any good.  My last intern
said I was being pushy when I made her do hers in her fourth month.  She
was ready but she was scared of messing up.  That's something else you can
talk to us about.  Now, the area being rebuilt is the exemplar
cabinet.  We'll have desks, tables, microscopes and monitors in the main
room when they finish fixing us."  He walked them back out, heading
down to non-felony.  "Today, I want you both to do the same thing the
other one's doing.  You will take paper, you will go into the exemplar
down there...."  He handed Horatio the locker paper as he walked past
him.  "We didn't hit the morgue.  We were warned."  He
looked at them. 


"That's
Lieutenant Caine.  He's the guy over the dayshift felony lab.  He's
easy to talk to if you've got problems as well.  Today, I want you two to
go into the exemplar down here.  You are to write down every single gun's
make, model, caliber, serial number, and if it's clean or not.  You don't
have to clean it if it's not, just check to make sure it's able to be used if
necessary.  Am I clear?"  Melinda gave a slight nod but the guy
nodded, grinning a bit.  "Without the manual, guys.  This is
your before and after test.  By the time you leave here I want you able to
do that.  The best and highest ballistics techs can.  Calleigh can
identify some of them by sound.  I can by feel.  I want you guys to
at least be able to tell size and manufacturer by sight by the time you leave
if you can't now.  Here we are.  No drinks in the lab.  Get one
now if you need one then get to work."  He watched them walk inside
to do that and went to sit next to Rebecca.  "Alexx had a bus crash,"
he said quietly. 


"Transit?" 
He shook his head.  "Damn, I feel sorry for her." 


"I'll
take her some tea in a bit," he decided.  "I laid down their
first assignment.  I gave the tour, they have their lockers.  Horatio
has the paperwork.  I introduced them to the felony lab for a few minutes
and talked to them in there."  He looked at her.  "Do you
think I was too hard on Rain?" 


"Yup. 
You expect them to be you instead of twenty-three and twenty-four-year-old
kids.  You came in overtrained for the job and overeager to get it
done."  He grinned at that compliment.  "They're not
you." 


"Yeah
but I can make sure they're at least as good as you and Cal.  Maybe even
Vinnie on nights." 


"That'd
be nice.  We could use more greatness in the field."  She looked
at the kids then at him.  "Who picked yours?" she muttered. 


"Cal. 
I wanted him." 


She
smiled.  "It'll work itself out.  How's the reconstruction
going?" 


"Good. 
They're starting in evidence, no one's touched mine yet today."  He
stood up.  "I'll be back, guys.  I'm bringing Alexx some
tea.  Talk to Rebecca now if you want to complain about me."  He
walked out, going to empty and clean the coffee maker so he could make Alexx
some tea.  She kept a pot in the lunch area for herself and today he'd
make sure she got to use it.  He carried it and the strainer, plus a clean
mug down to her morgue, walking it into her office.  "Alexx, I made
you tea," he said, coming back out.  "I wasn't going to
traumatize you more with the kiddies."  He came over to hug
her.  "I know.  It's bad.  Someone's going to pay," he
reminded her when he realized she was crying.  She nodded, letting go on
his shoulder.  "Shhh.  Come on, have some tea.  The dead
will speak in a few minutes."  He walked her into the office, letting
her sit down and pour herself a mug.  "I even used the loose leaf
stuff." 


"Thank
you, baby."  She kissed him on the cheek. "How's the
intern?" 


"Sneering. 
The nightshift guy is the one I wanted in ours.  We might end up
switching."  She gave him a weak smile.  "You know what
killed them." 


"I
do.  I've only got to do cursory ones and stitch holes for the most
part.  The engine got blown up." 


"Then
we'll get the asshole and he'll pay," he reminded her.  "If we
can't make him pay right away we'll find something for him to pay for then get
him for the rest when he thought it was over with.  Remember, we're like
that."  She gave him a real smile.  "Now, call Tim if you
need to.  He's off today."  He gave her another hug then went
back upstairs, running into Horatio.  "I brought Alexx some
tea," he said quietly. 


"I
figured she'd be stressed.  How are they doing?" 


"I'm
going to spank the sneering little princess," he said simply. 
Horatio nodded.  "You want it done in your office?" 


"If
it comes to that, bring her to me first.  We'll see what we can do." 


"Thanks. 
I want the nightshift kid if we do."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "Or Barry's still free.  He couldn't report to Cleveland
because of his allergies sending him to the hospital.  They wouldn't let
him come late even for that reason." 


"If
we can, Xander."  He nodded, heading back to see if they had work
yet.  He walked the box of cookies in his hand down to Alexx, putting them
down in front of her.  "You could use it."  He walked off,
letting her destress for a bit longer.  It was good when 'kids' fussed
over the 'mom'. 


***



It
took two days for Xander to decide he'd had enough and to summon Horatio. 
Her expression cleared when he walked in.  "Am I needed in the field
yet?  Cal's in to handle her." 


"Go,"
he agreed.  "Trace is backed up." 


"Thank
you."  He left it with him.  An hour later Horatio came to see
him in Trace.  "She sneer more?" 


"Some. 
Mostly about you being an undesirable, undereducated man with no morals since
you're gay." 


"Can
I spank yet?" Xander asked. 


Horatio
looked at him.  "I called Vinnie, he's willing to switch the two
interns.  He did talk to him about you being gay already and apparently
the kid's wary." 


"Not
like I'm going to hit on him.  I have all that I need at home." 


"He's
young and doesn't understand yet." 


"Oh
please tell me we don't have another Montana thing," he begged. 


"I
hope not.  We'll leave it up to him or she can move to non-felony's
graveyard.  Which means you could see if Barry was still available." 
Xander squealed and hugged him.  "Get off," he said, smiling at
him.  "Would that work better?" 


"If
the kid can't work with me, yes.  Thank you.  Will we have the
budget?" 


"We
will."  He smirked.  "One of your many fans has given us a
small grant to get you an intern you like or to make you go shopping so you
quit wearing those t-shirts as they put it."  He walked out, going to
talk to Calleigh and the other techs involved, including the other
intern.  "Calleigh?"  She walked out of fingerprints. 
"He's going to spank her," he said quietly. 


"I've
seen her do it," she admitted.  "Why?" 


"He's
only got an undergrad, he's gay, no one would want him anyway," he said
simply.  "The choices are to switch the two interns' shifts, let her
go to non-felony and get in the other one he knows, or to just move her." 


"Who's
still available?" 


"Barry. 
Apparently he had some sort of allergy attack and couldn't make log-in day in
Cleveland." 


"Poor
kid.  Whatever Xander wants in this case.  I thought she'd calm it down." 
The alarm went off and she frowned, looking around.  "I don't see a
fire."  Xander went running past, Ryan following him. 
"I'll clear Trace," she said, going to make sure things were
up.  She walked into ballistics a minute later.  "Put things back,
do not seal.  Let's go."  Melinda did that, following her
out.  They found the person with the bomb outside and Xander undoing it,
Ryan holding his gun on him, two patrol officers on the ground. 
"Shit."  She headed off to help.  "Ryan?" 


"Check
the officers!" 


More
came to help since it was apparently cleared.  "Get them away from
me," Xander ordered.  "This thing's still going.  I need a
screwdriver.  My knife won't fit!"  One was handed over by
Horatio.  "Thanks, boss."  He got into it, staring. 
"Blue wire, right?"  Horatio made a humming noise.  Xander
cut it and moved it apart then got the other one, sighing a bit. 
"We're clear!" he announced."  He stood up, patting the guy
down.  "No more?"  The guy sneered.  "Answer me
or be the stress relief," he growled.  He shook his head. 
"Fine.  Ryan, I want him cuffed so we can remove this
thing."  He nodded, coming to do that, gun back in the holster. 
He checked each strap before cutting it, coming to a smaller, embedded
bomb.  "Aw, shit," he said.  Everyone backed off and pulled
the interns with them.  "Clear the area!" he announced. 
"Five hundred feet, people.  He wired himself!"  They
ran.  "Horatio?" 


"No
clue," he admitted, looking at it.  "Where's the
explosive?"  The guy just smirked. "Xander?" 


"Let's
find it."  He patted his stomach and chest, finding the lumps. 
"I don't want to do an autopsy out here.  Alexx!" he
bellowed.  She came running.  "What is the safest way to remove
these things without killing him?" 


"Let
an ER doctor do it?" 


Xander
looked at the timer.  "Seven minutes, Alexx.  Fat chance." 


"Um...." 
She looked, patting over his skin.  "Which is the
explosive?"  He pointed.  "You sure?" 


"Yeah,
it's still mildly squishy.  Feels like wrapped plastic explosive. 
The boards feel like they're here," he said, pointing at another one. 


"Take
out the plastic, let her do the board," Horatio ordered.  "Mr.
Wolfe, hold him very still." 


"I
need him down," Alexx ordered.  "I can't do it standing," 


Xander
kicked his feet out, knocking him out on the way.  "Get us some
paramedics, Wolfe.  He's going to be in *really* bad shape in a
few."   He made his first cut, handing her his knife when he was
done.  "I need that back in a few."  Horatio handed over
his.  "That'll work." He cut the connectors, letting Horatio
deal with the circuit board. 


"What
are you doing to the prisoner!" Stetler yelled as he got out of his car. 


"He
hardwired himself as the bomb, Rick," Horatio called.  "It's
inside him.  We're disarming him."  He heard a beep and
looked.  "Damn it." 


Xander
looked then stabbed the backup, making it fizzle and short, but the prisoner
scream and buck.  "Yay.  Stupid."  He helped Alexx
remove that part as well, handing it to Horatio.  "Here.  Make
sure it's all gone."  He got out of Alexx's way, letting her
check.  "Not too bad.  He'll be in the hospital for a while but
he won't make it explode."  He looked at the backup.  "Is
that what I think it is?"  Horatio nodded, letting him see. 
"Shit.  Alexx, he had some radiation in this backup."  She gave
him a look.  "We'll need a decontam shower."  He heard Ryan
calling that in.  He looked at Stetler.  "Radiation." 
He backed off.  "Get us someone now."  He nodded, making
that call to Dispatch.  "Can someone please call my boyfriend and
tell him I'm fine?" he called.  "Tell him I'll be late filling
out paperwork for doing something stupid yet brave again?"  Maxine
snickered and did that from where she was waiting.  "Back up
further.  This thing had some minor radiation built in."  They
backed everyone up further, the patrol officers enforcing it.  "So,
boss, decontam shower?  Think I can make him jealous enough to pounce me
later?" 


"I
don't think it'll be a problem, Xander," Alexx told him, getting up helped
by the boys.  "He can go.  He's clear of explosives." 
The paramedics rushed over.  "Part of it had radiation.  Warn
the hospital on the way."  Horatio let them see, getting a nod and
one taking down the information.  "The one on top had plastic explosive."



"It
was wrapped in medical grade plastic sheeting," Xander told them. 
"I have no idea how it got in there.  There wasn't enough time to
check for scars to cut on."  They nodded, taking him off.  Ryan
followed since he had already been exposed and they were his cuffs.  He
looked at Stetler.  "Did you get the cookies?" 


"I
did.  Thank you for not cooking for me." 


"Eeh,
you needed them.  Everyone needs someone to help them celebrate the happy
things now and then, even when you don't like the people congratulating
you."  He looked at the radiation team as they pulled in, waving them
over.  "He was here.  This is a bomb, it was inside his
chest.  The paramedics just took him off with CSI Wolfe to the
ER."  They took it, nodding and bringing them over to check them for
exposure.  He and Horatio ended up in the decontamination shower but that
was fine.  It wasn't the first time.  He came out and the Chief was
there and press vans were pulling up.  "Think you can hide us from
them, boss?" he called.  "Kinda chilly here.  Don't want to
give people the wrong impression." 


"Inside,"
he ordered.  He and Horatio were led inside to the locker room so they
could change and hide.  He went to deal with the press, ending up leaving
it in Tripp's hands so he could see what had went on.  "Boys?"
he asked, walking into the locker room. 


"Someone
hit the alarm from the front desk," Xander said, looking at him. 
"The bomb guy took down two patrol officers and someone hit it from inside
instead of rushing out."  That got a nod.  "They called
Ryan Wolfe and I personally.   Ryan got him frozen while I got to
work on the bomb.  The others traipsed out and got the patrol officers out
of the way and checked over.  I was working on the harness bomb when
Horatio came over to remind me what I was doing.  It's been a while since
I'd seen one of those." 


"We
both need the refresher course," Horatio agreed tiredly.  He looked
at his boss.  "Xander got him cuffed once the harness bomb was
neutralized.  Ryan Wolfe cuffed him and Xander got the harness off
him." 


"Why
not cuff him first?" 


"If
he had an action switch he could've pressed it during it," Xander
said.  "Plus with the wire running to the guards on his wrists I
didn't want to take the chance of moving them in case it was a trigger. 
Ryan blew one cap into the ground between his feet when he tried to move. 
He quit when Ryan promised the next one was going to be fatal."  That
got a solemn nod.  "I got the harness off him and noticed his stomach
was now ticking."  The Chief moaned.  "He had it embedded,
Chief.  We had to remove it.  We called Alexx over to give a consult
about how to get it out.  We had seven minutes when we started to
cut.  By three we had the circuit board out, she did that, and I had the
explosives out and disengaged.  Then Horatio was helping her and the
backup triggered for some reason.  It had a small dose of radiation and it
was on a fast click at ten seconds.  I stabbed the knife into it to stop
it.  The timer was still embedded so it shocked the hell out of him I'm happy
to report."  That got a weak smile.  "We removed it, the
paramedics came after Alexx declared him clear, after Horatio had seen the
radioactive cell in the backup.  Ryan went with the moron signal tower
sucking idiot."  The door slammed open and he flinched. "Don't
do that!" he yelled. 


"Sorry,"
Calleigh called, coming over.  "Are you two okay?" 


"No
discernable contamination," Horatio said, smiling at her. 
"We're fine." 


"Good! 
Tim's been called by a few of us.  I told him what had happened.  He
had to walk out of class from the swearing.  His teacher wanted to know
why so he told her you had just disarmed a bomb here.  He got an excused
absence and is waiting on you at home." 


"I've
got paperwork to fill out," Xander said dryly.  "A lot of
paperwork.  We had to cut one out of his stomach and chest,
Calleigh." 


"Ewww."



"Very,"
Xander agreed, leaning against Horatio's arm.  "Or can we do that at
home, boss?  I'd like to be fussed over.  Horatio could probably use
the stress relief too.  We'll even sneak out the back so no one sees
us." 


"Go,
I'll have it delivered to your house, boys."  They nodded, closing
their lockers and heading out, Calleigh going to get someone to drive them
home.  He walked outside, going to take over for Tripp.  Frank
whispered in his ear, getting a nod.  "Thank you, Detective. 
Ladies and gentlemen?"  The press focused on him. 
"Apparently the lone assailant here has been neutralized.  He did
have a bomb on his person.  He actually had two.  They were disarmed
by some quick thinking CSI who have requested the time to flee from you
tonight.  They're both very tired and would like some time to
destress.  At this point, the other CSI involved in this situation is at
the hospital with the suspect.   We would like to congratulate our CSI
felony division for the quick thinking in disarming the suspect and his
bombs.  Also ME Woods who ended up having to help as the bomber had
embedded a small portion of the second device in his abdomen.  That's why
they were doing some emergency removal on the lawn.  As of this point, the
emergency is over with and I'm quite sure if he had any accomplices they're
going to be sorry very shortly." 


"Which
CSI were involved?" one of the reporters called. 


"Originally
CSI Harris and Wolfe stopped the subject, after he had taken down two patrol
officers."  He looked at Frank, who nodded.  "They're
fine?" 


"They
were unconscious, Chief.  They're up and around now.  The ME's looked
them over as soon as they were safely removed." 


"Thank
you.  Good to know, Detective."  He looked at them again. 
"During the disarming process, Lieutenant Caine came over to assist in the
disarming.  He's the third CSI involved."  They took note of
that.  "I want the people who did this to know they had better enjoy
their last seconds of freedom.  It will not be lasting much longer. 
You have a good day, I've got to manage the return to duties."  He
walked off, Frank following him wisely.  "Send the paperwork to
them," he said when he ran into Stetler.  "They've both escaped
to their homes.  Wolfe's still probably at the ER."  That got a
nod and he went to do that.  He smiled at Alexx, who was letting Eric and
Calleigh fuss over her while Maxine assured Tim that Xander was still fine and
on his way home now.  "That was good work, Doctor Woods." 


"I
hope I never have another one, Chief." 


"Me
too."  He smiled.  "Go home if you're clear." 


"I'm
not." 


"Go
home anyway.  You need to hug your kids and the day's nearly
done."  She nodded, letting Eric walk her to his car so he could
drive her home.   He looked at Frank.  "Were they staying
down on orders or were they really out?" 


"One
was coming around as he was drug off.  The other was still out,"
Frank reported.  He nodded at the patrol commander.  "Have
someone ferry back whatever Wolfe collected.  I want it ASAP.  Harris
and Caine have snuck off to destress." 


"Harris
is a godsend," he said quietly.  "That second one was *inside*
him?"  Frank nodded, looking grim.  "Talk about suicide
bombs."  He walked off shaking his head.  "Bob, go get anything
Wolfe collects and bring it back ASAP."  He nodded jogging for a
cruiser.  "Find me his car, Perry.  I want it now!" 
He nodded, going to figure out which one was his.  He pulled two
aside.  "Go sit on Caine's house.  Go sit on Harris'
house," he told the other.  "They both went to destress at
home.  I don't want a thing to bother them except the paperwork they'll be
giving them tonight."  They nodded, heading to do that.  He went
to check on his guys, who were filling out their own forms under Stetler's
watchful gaze.  "I sent cruisers to watch over Caine and Harris
tonight.  I'll do the same for Wolfe when he gets back." 


"That's
fine.  They should be fine."  He looked at him. 
"It'll be fine.  They'll find whoever did that." 


"I
hope so."  He saw Wolfe go stomping past. 
"Wolfe?"  He came back.  "He dead?" 


"In
surgery.  There was a uniform there, I have him waiting to call me when he
gets out.  It's going to be a few hours so I brought back the evidence to
go over now.  I let your guy give me a ride.  He said to tell you he
went back to patrol."  That got a nod.  "He was saying his
people were going to get us.  I'll be damned if it'll happen
again."  He walked off, grabbing Calleigh when she came back. 
"This is what he had on him."  She nodded, taking part to look
over.  Eric did the same when he came back from dropping off Alexx. 
"Horatio and Xander?" he asked. 


"Home,"
Calleigh said. 


"Alexx
too," Eric agreed.  "The guy?" 


"In
surgery," Wolfe said.  "The doctor agreed he should live to go
to the chair."  That got some tense smiles.  "Think we can
get them before Horatio comes in tomorrow?" 


"Let's
see," Calleigh agreed, lifting a fingerprint.  "Did Xander have
on gloves?"  Ryan shook his head. "At all?" 


"No. 
Not even when he was cutting.  Not enough time." 


"Well,
he's got to have blood tests anyway," Eric decided.  "Speed'll
take care of him."  He lifted his own fingerprint, letting her take
it to be run. 


***



Xander
walked into the house, looking at Tim. "Hi," he said weakly. 


"Are
you all right?" 


"I'm
kinda squicked.  I've never had to cut into someone's stomach to remove
plastic explosive before.  Though, by that time I wanted to play in his
guts."  He let the door close behind him, resting against it, sliding
down to sit on the floor.  "I feel like shit.  I'm still
shaking." 


"It
happens to the best of us."  He came over to pull him up, looking him
over.  "Anything I should know?" 


"I
didn't have time to put on gloves," he said quietly.  He checked his
hands, holding them up.  "No cuts." 


"Thank
God."  He kissed him.  "Upstairs.  We'll
shower."  Xander nodded, letting himself be led.  He got Xander
into the warm water, making him look at him.  "Tell me." 


Xander
leaned against his shoulder, going over the whole day.  It had been a crappy
day but it was looking to be a better night, as was good for the end of a long
day.  He was even treated to the Super Special Tim Speedle Shower
Nuzzle.  It definitely made his night better than his day. 


***



Horatio
walked in the next morning, running into Xander's intern.  "Melinda,
is there a new problem?" 


"Xander
disarmed that bomb," she said, looking confused.  He nodded, taking
off his sunglasses.  "How?" 


"He
had explosives experience from working construction and has been taking some
updating classes with the bomb squad," he said honestly. 


"Oh. 
Then why isn't he on bomb squad, or even SWAT?" 


"Because
he's a lab tech and doesn't want to go to the academy to get a badge,"
Horatio told her.  "That's the sort of tech Xander is.  The same
as he's the first person to jump in when there's a problem as long as he thinks
he can help." 


"Maybe
I had him pegged wrong then," she admitted, looking at him. 
"All I heard was that he's a disabled tech, that he's gay, and that he
never went past the basic forensic classes." 


"He's
done a lot with the classes he took," he said patiently.  "He
has the full undergraduate degree from UCLA's program in his major and
minors.  Yes, he is a bit disabled but it means nothing since he's
compensated for it fully both here and in the field.  Yes, he is gay but
his boyfriend is the younger brother of a tech we lost a few years back,
Melinda," he said, shifting a bit, almost looking off to the side
now.  He glanced back at her.  "We appreciate Xander and love
Xander for his fussing nature.  Xander is a very unique man.  He's
very complex.  The day you got here and there was that bus
crash?"  She nodded that she remembered.  "He took tea down
to the ME so she'd have someone to cry on for a few minutes since there were
multiple children on the bus when it was blown up," he said quietly. 
"Xander has pulled all of us together after some very bad cases. 
He's solved a lot of very bad cases for us when we send him into the
field." 


"I
heard let," she admitted. 


"No,
that was Xander's choice.  He only wants to go out two or three times a
month so he keeps his skills sharp.  Xander is also the first one I go to
on serial cases.  He knows a great deal more than you think or you've
heard.  When we didn't have a spot for him originally he went to New York
to do their felony ballistics lab.  They still want him back.  I got
an agitated call from them last night demanding we send Xander back to them
because he had been in danger," he said with a small smile.   He
saw the young man coming off the elevator.  "Yes, can I help
you?" 


"I'm
here to interview with CSI Harris?" he said respectfully.  "I'm
Barry Goldwich, Lieutenant." 


"I
remember him suggesting you, Barry.  Due to yesterday Xander's going to be
a bit late but I'll gladly take over for him for an hour or so." 
That got a smile.  He looked at Melinda.  "We'll talk later,
after you've done some more thinking, Melinda."  He walked the young
man off once he was signed in, taking him up to his office to talk to
him.  Xander could handle two interns if he had to.  He was sure the
sneering problem was now gone. 


***



Xander
walked in two hours later with two duffle bags.  "I need help
carting," he called.  Someone leaned out of DNA.  "Now,
dear.  Please?  The back of the car and the back seat?  Get some
patrols to help you?" 


"What
is that?" Tim demanded. 


"Um,
the stuff I traded with the guys at Ellory's," he said with a bright
grin.  "Part of our new exemplar."  Tim moaned, heading
down to help get the rest of the stuff.  He drug the two bags into his
lab, sighing in relief when he got it where it needed to go.  He called
Horatio.  "I see someone put up the cabinets and things.  Thank
you."  He listened.  "Send him down, boss.  I could
use the help.  Well, because I had things I was not totally fond of but
that the Watchers who run Ellory's in New York could use and sell to other
Watchers or collectors.  They're on the up-and-up.  They traded me
for some of my artillery."  He smirked at the spluttering. 
"I had it in storage, boss.  Wasn't going to use it anyway, and some
of it was collection worthy.  Anyway, I've got a good start on our
exemplar and I won't have a tax debt this year.  So send my boy Barry
down."  He hung up, smiling at the patrol guys.  "Our new
exemplar.  I pulled a few strings and begged very prettily." 


"Didn't
need that mental image," one said, handing over the box. 
"Bullets?" 


Xander
looked then held up the chains.  "Oh, no, something else. 
Sorry. A friend needed these shipped to him."  He put them
aside.  "He's a big werewolf fan."  They just nodded and
went to get the rest of the stuff, Tim bringing the last bag and the
keys.  "Thank you."  He grinned and blew a kiss. 
"We have room in the storage building again." 


"I
hate the Council," Tim complained, coming over to see.  He saw the
young man peeking in.  "Come on in, kid.  I'm Darren, his
boyfriend and future DNA God.  You?" 


"Barry
Goldwich." 


"My
boy," Xander said happily.  "I have managed to beg very prettily
for a good new exemplar collection since ours had to be slagged after the
explosion destroyed so many of them.  Can you call Calleigh,
dear?"  He nodded, going to do that.  "Come help,
Barry.  What did you think of Horatio?" 


"I
was expecting the fiery redhead temper," he admitted, grinning a
bit.  "He seemed very nice.  Very calm.  Very strong
willed." 


"He
has to keep us boys under control.  Otherwise Eric hits on women on scenes
and Ryan starts to clean things and Maxine hits on the pretty boys and Calleigh
just laughs at us," he said as she walked in.  "I traded some of
my stuff in storage with the Watchers at Ellory's.  Which is their gear
and supply shop in New York." 


She
looked then hugged him.  "I love you, Xander.  I really
do."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "You are?" 


"Barry
Goldwich, ma'am." 


"I'm
a Southern girl, Barry, and not that old," she said firmly. 


"Yes,
Miss Calleigh," he quipped back, making her laugh.  "Lieutenant
Caine said there was still an open spot for a ballistics tech." 


"Possibly
even in my lab," Xander admitted.  "Depending on who moves
where.  There's going to be a bit of shifting around."  That got
a smile and a nod.  "For right now, I want a list of every single
gun.  Make, model, serial number, condition, and caliber."  Barry
took the paper Calleigh handed him and got to work, stroking a few now and
then. 


Even
Calleigh stroked a few.  "The new Desert Eagle.  I didn't think
this was out yet." 


Xander
winked.  "They're special up there.  And hey, now we have room
in the storage building."  He made his own notes of what they were
putting into the exemplar on the form in front of him.  Calleigh had hers,
Barry was doing his own section and letting them do checks every few so they
could go onto the forms.  They let him do their sections for his homework
while he arranged and shelved.  "By caliber," he ordered. 
"Heavier on the bottom."  That got a nod and he did that. 
"Alphabetize if you want." 


"Thank
you.  I think I can do that."  He got back to work.  He had
to shift some but that was fine as well. 


Horatio
came in two hours later, seeing the new exemplar wall.  "Xander,
there's a few boxes from the ATF?" 


Xander
beamed.  "They liked my letter, said I was very polite." 


"Thank
you for being so polite to the agents, but what is it?" 


"The
rest of our exemplar collection."  Calleigh went to look. 
"They said they could only give us doubles of what they had. 
Whatever we don't need, Rebecca will, but I'm not sensing much need for
overlap."  He got back to work on his new bag. 


"Where
did this come from?" 


Xander
gave him a sheepish grin.  "Ellory's." 


"Who
are?" 


"The
major Watcher gear shop in New York." 


"Ah."



"I
traded them some stuff I had in storage." 


"Thank
you.  Does your contact know that?" 


"Yeah,
I faxed it to him earlier.  He sent back a thank you and to expect the
boxes today or tomorrow."  He beamed and got back to work. 
Barry brought him one.  "That is a very old handgun.  It's an
old Remington.  Very accurate if you are."  That got a nod and
he went back.  He grinned at Horatio again.  "All we need are
the scopes and things, boss." 


"I'll
have them moved back, Xander."  He went to have someone do that and
to help Calleigh carry in the boxes of guns.  Melinda was summoned back
from the non-felony lab and he looked at her.  "Do you wish to
continue working with Xander?" 


"I'm
not sure.  He is very strict.  He is a stickler about
things."  She grimaced at the squeal.  "He makes girl
noises now and then." 


"I
think that was Calleigh," he said, staring her down.  "He was raised
by two girls that did warp him horribly." 


"He
wears saying t-shirts, sir," she complained. 


"You
are more than welcome to request a change to one of the other shifts or
labs." 


"Can
I go work with Teller?"  He nodded.  "Stepni wants to move
to their night shift." 


"That
would be up to them but I can support you going down there." 


"Thank
you, sir." 


"You're
welcome, Melinda.  You can still come to us if you have problems down
there." 


"I
will, sir.  Thank you."  She went to see Xander.  "I'm
going to ask to be moved to Teller's shift since Stephni wants moved to their
night spot," she said.  She looked at the new guns, frowning. 
"I've never seen some of those." 


"Now
and then Xander has some eclectic tastes," Calleigh said with a
smile.  "We have run into all of these in the past.  I'm
wondering about the crossbow, Xander?" 


"Someone
got the idea off that redneck comic's comedy show:  Billy and Willy's
semi- nuclear warhead crossbow.  That's the Watchery version of it. 
It's a high density, exothermic tip that can blow about half a building up
launched by a very high powered crossbow that has an adjustable tension so you
can send it father.  I told them we'd field test it so don't include it in
the paperwork, guys."  She laughed but he looked up.  "Not
kidding, boss.  Really." 


She
shook her head and rolled her eyes.  "Some of your Watcher friends
are very strange, Xander." 


"Comes
with the calling," he quipped. 


"I'll
let her know that the exemplar is up and back," Melinda decided. 
Xander looked at her.  "You won't complain?" 


"No. 
If you had kept sneering at me I would've moved to spanking next.  I had
to do it to a tech in New York who didn't like me being gay either." 
That got a blush and a nod.  "Good.  Tell her I said she can
come drool but we won't have much to spread around."  That got a nod
and she went to do that.  "So, Barry, think you can live up to my
standards and work with me?" 


"I
think I can, Xander.  You even got my Star Trek joke during my first
interview." 


Calleigh
shook her head.  "Ryan will too," she assured him, giving him a
pat to the arm.  "Welcome to the lab." 


"Thank
you, Miss Calleigh."  She smiled and pinched his cheek.  He held
up something.  "Xander, why did you get us a Tommy gun from the
ATF?" 


"Because
they sent what they wanted," he said dryly, looking over at her. 
"I only had a say in what came from Ellory's, guys.  Sorry.  Oh,
I'm putting a new sword in here.  Deal with it, move on now." 
He went back to the forms, sighing when he finally finished, rubbing his sore
hand.  Calleigh came over to check it over and sign, letting Barry do the
same as the witness.  "Okay, that goes to Horatio then you can come
back to play with the guns some more.  I'll call Rebecca and tell her to
give us back our stools, scopes, and monitors, and we'll be back in business
hopefully today."  Barry nodded, going to hand that to Horatio. 
He looked at her. "Welcome." 


She
gave him a hug. "I love you like a gun nutjob little brother," she
said.  Stetler walked in and scowled.  "He traded some of his
stored stuff to get us a better exemplar.  It came today.  He's like
my gun freak little brother."  Barry came back with the paper. 
"He out?"  That got a nod.   "It happens. 
Barry, this is Internal Affairs Sergeant...." 


Xander
coughed.  "He got promoted to Lieutenant two weeks ago." 


"Congratulations,
Stetler." 


"Thank
you.  The one in here is?" 


"Our
new lab intern, Barry Goldwich." 


Xander
dug out his interview file, handing over the notes.  "Here you
go.  His background cleared before I suggested him.  Call when he can
get his ID?" 


"I'll
see."  He walked off to do another background check on the kid. 
He did come up clean, though he was reminding him of a less violent version of
Harris.... 


***



Horatio
walked into ballistics later that night, finding Xander cleaning and petting
the guns.  "Xander, it's nearly seven.  You should go
home.  Tim's expecting you," he said patiently. 


"I'm
just reassuring the babies we'll be back tomorrow." 


"I'm
sure you will be and Timothy will take good care of them with Vinnie and
Dietrich tonight."  Xander nodded, putting that one back up. 
"Go home.  Tim's waiting on you." 


"Yes,
Horatio."  He gave him a hug.  "I'm so happy to be
back." 


"I
know."  He gave him a pat.  "Shoo.  He's got dinner waiting." 
The boy gave him a grin and headed out.  Horatio shook his head, turning
off the lights in the exemplar area.  He saw one glowing a bit and looked
at it closer.  "Who put a lime scented glow in the dark sticker on a
gun?" he muttered, walking out.  He headed back there when the
graveyard came in, smiling at the happy noises.  "Xander arranged for
it," he said, making them all jump.  "They've already filled out
the forms and invoiced everything for the inventory."  That got more
smiles, it saved them paperwork.  "Everything but one microscope is
working.  That one has a blown bulb.  Timothy, Melinda moved down to
work with Rebecca in non-felony.  Stepni's moving to your shift down
there, and they've got a young man named Barry Goldwich on their shift. 
If you still wanted to go back to days, Xander did say he would welcome having
you two and he'd work it out so you two switched back and forth on this
shift." 


"I
didn't think I'd enjoy nights so much but I kinda do," he admitted
happily.  "Hug him for us, please?" 


"I'll
do that tomorrow, Timothy.  Xander did tell Calleigh he was bringing back
another sword....."  Dietrich pointed at a corner, making him look
then smile at her odd look.  "Well, it is Xander," he pointed
out. 


"Is
that real?" Tim asked. 


Horatio
nodded. "And very sharp, Timothy.  Xander can use them quite
well."  He just nodded at that.  "You won't have to." 


"Good
to know.  I was kinda hoping I wouldn't have to.  It looks really
heavy."  He went to look at the exemplar.  "Who put on the
sticker?" 


"I
don't know but Xander probably had his reasons for leaving it so leave it
alone," Vinnie called, shaking his head.  "No one's told him
about Xander's other calling," he said quietly.  "So we're up
and running?" Horatio nodded.  "Thanks, Caine.  Definitely
give him a hug for me too.  I don't need the rumors being started about me
taking him from Speedle junior." 


"I
doubt you could," he admitted with a smile.  "Have a good
evening and let him know if something doesn't work.  He was cleaning earlier." 
He walked out, finding Calleigh in his office.  "Feel like
dinner?" 


"I
feel like celebrating that we have an exemplar that Bobby would drool over in
Las Vegas, or Mac in New York," she teased, smiling at him. "Plus I'm
getting to see what a manly, normal version of Xander would be like in
Barry.  He's a nice boy.  Next year I'll listen to Xander's instincts
here too."  He smiled at that, letting out a small chuckle. 
"Would you like to help me celebrate?" 


"I
would like that, Calleigh."  He grabbed his keys and
sunglasses.  "Mine or yours?" 


"Yours. 
Mine's a mess.  I'm moving to my very first condo."  He smiled
at that.  "So dual reasons to celebrate."  He took her arm,
walking off with her chatting about her new place.  Once they got back to
his place dinner was a quick affair while she gushed over the new guns and
Barry. At least until he kissed her.  That was a sure babble stopper for
either of his bubbly ballistic techs. 


***



Epilogue:



***



Xander
walked into the office a few weeks into the internship period.  "We
have a cross- training with bomb squad today and you're still sitting
here." 


Horatio
smiled at him, shaking his head at the t-shirt that said 'Explosives are cool,
especially when people go boom too'.  "Didn't we say you couldn't wear
that last time?" 


"Yeah,
but they picked it out."  He grinned, handing him over a small
package.  "Yours."  He walked out.  "I'm driving
if you don't hurry up and change.  They said t-shirts today since we're
outside and in padding." 


Horatio
moaned but did look at the t-shirt.  "Caution, Redhead:  May
(cause things to) Explode Without Warning," he read, smiling at the small
arrow that led up to the words in parenthesis above the saying.  He did
slip into it and head out, making a few officers gasp and stare in
horror.  It was good to shock them now and then, kept them on their feet. 


Frank
Tripp caught sight of it, shaking his head.  "Harris has warped
him," he complained.  "Pretty soon the girls will be treating
him like eye candy and we won't see a suit anywhere.  Then we'll see him
with a sword or something," he complained.  John faded in, looking at
him.  "He got Horatio into a sayings t-shirt." 


"He
had the guy he goes to for t-shirts add a few words too," he agreed.
"Relax, Caine's too old to turn into Xander.  We can't warp him that
way.  Now, the new guy...."  He faded back out. 


Frank
called Calleigh.  "John just said they could warp your new little gun
tech there into Xander.  Horatio just walked out wearing a sayings
t-shirt," he complained.  "Yes, your boy got it for him,
Calleigh.  Who else would give Horatio a t-shirt saying something about
redheads exploding?"  He laughed.  "Exactly.  Now
they're going to pod your intern."  He smiled and hung up on her
promise that she would keep Barry normal and sane and they could save
Horatio.  All they needed to do was to send Xander on vacation for a few
days. 


***



Rick
Stetler showed up at the exercise, watching them work.  "Caine,"
he called, looking at him.  Horatio walked over, taking off the padded
vest.  "I heard you were slacking on your personal hygiene.  I
got asked to see if you were depressed?" 


"Xander
got me a t-shirt," he said, letting him see it. 


"It
does suit you," he said grimly.  "Quit freaking out people,
Horatio.  They're waiting to see if you come in with a sword someday
soon."  He walked off shaking his head.  He really needed a
drink, even though it was only ten in the morning.  Even if he was on
duty, he really needed a drink. 


Horatio
put back on the vest, smiling at Xander.  "What did he do?" he
asked as he rejoined his CSI working on a new model. 


"Made
insinuations that you and Calleigh are doing dirty things."  He
looked at him. "Not that I care, I mean it makes you as happy as I
am.  Soon you'll bounce too."  He grinned sweetly. 


Horatio
stared at him for a moment.  "You know, Mac has asked that you come
up on vacation soon, Xander.  How about next week?" 


"If
you can clear it with my baby." 


"He
hates it when you call him that," Horatio reminded him. 


"Then
he should get me a dog to replace the one he gave away." 


"I'll
let him know."  He gave him a gentle pat on the back. 
"Remember, no more freaking out officers.  They tend to get very
drunk and then have to leave early." 


Xander
smiled sweetly. "Not like Rick's doing much." 


"Behave,
Xander." 


"I
try," he complained.  "Sometimes it's very hard."  He
pouted some.  "Stella, Ryan, and the pookie would've giggled." 


"I'll
make sure you can go tell her."  He got back to work, mentally making
plans.  Calleigh could stay out of the field for a few days so Xander
could have some time off this week.  He was even off this weekend. 
Once he had Stetler complain that Xander was warping him too, the Chief would
agree to some quickly passed time off.  All he had to do was show up in
the t-shirt and he'd laugh then sign the papers immediately when Rick
complained.  Which he would.  He was sure Tim would appreciate it too
since spring break was coming up for him.  Xander did work very hard for
the department so they didn't have to, he deserved a vacation to go torment Mac
for a while.  Horatio stopped the mental babbling, realizing he was
starting to sound like Xander too.  So maybe they were right and he'd come
in with a sword someday soon. 


Xander
nudged him gently.  "You should, just to see Frank's face," he
said quietly.  "And Speed's." 


Horatio
looked at him, shaking his head.  "That's mean."  He got
back to work, mentally planning his trip to city hall.  Xander definitely
worked too hard recently. 
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Ballistics
Dean ideas 


---
On Fri, 4/10/09, Stephni Warner wrote: 


In
Many Mystical Mes, you have John and Xander saying that Dean would make a good
Ballistics Tech. and Dean saying that if he gets to injured and wants to retire
then he would think about it. That he and Xander could run Ballistics. You ever
think of doing a story where Dean gets injured and does go to collage to become
a tech and then goes on to Intern with Xander as the tech over interns in
Ballistics? 


Stephni
/ Danu40k 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~



On
Fri, Apr 10, 2009 at 11:05 AM, Catherine . Wrote: 

  


i
have thought about it.  it's lower on the priority list right now but I
have thought about it. i think he'd make a pretty decent one.  probably
freak some cops out but i could definitely see it. 


vo



~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~



From:
"Sere" 


*blinks* 
Dean getting pulled into the Demon ballistics route, getting his own white
lighter, and then being sent to intern under Xander, as he's the only one who
would understand him. 


~~~~


Sere 

Medjai's Quatre Winner 

Mate to Trowa Barton 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~



Friday,
April 10, 2009 9:54 PM 

From: "Barshadatsky Margarita" 

  


I
prefer Dean and Sam as close as possible.  So. Dean injured and stays with
Sam while going trough  therapy and Sam is the one that convince Dean to
go into ballistics. After graduation we have ballistic techs Dean and Xander
and a profiler /lawyer Sam. Where 

will they go and what will they do? 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~



Friday,
April 10, 2009 10:50 PM 

From: "Sere" 


*bangs
head on desk*  Now that the thought has had time to ruminate...Xander,
after seeing how "girl crazy" Dean is (and not knowing who his white
lighter is) asks him, "so, are you sleeping with your white lighter
too?" 


Dean's
reaction is a face vault... "EWWW Dude! That's so wrong!  My white
lighter's my dad!  That's worse than all those people who thought I was
sleeping with my brother!" and he walks off to find brain bleach. 


~~~~


Sere 

Medjai's Quatre Winner 

Mate to Trowa Barton 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~



Friday,
April 10, 2009 11:59 PM 

From: "Tabathia Adams" 


<giggles> 
Just imagine Sam's reaction to finding out about John being Dean's
Whitelighter, cause you know even though John is Dean's whitelighter he isn't
going to limit his meddling/guidance to just Dean. 


Storm
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Notes: 
you guys give me some of the strangest yet decent ideas I've ever had.


 



Dean
Winchester looked up from his moping when his hospital room door opened,
frowning at the woman he didn't know.  "New doc?" he guessed. 


"Not
like you think, though my mother would have preferred."  She pulled a
chair over to sit and look at him.  "The friend of a former student
named Angel came to see me early last night.  Apparently he got some sort
of head's up that you do things like one of my favorite students used to, Mr.
Winchester."  He gave her a confused look and a slight shrug. 
"He said that the head's up told him that you were going to need to change
careers from something like my former student's hunting, stalking, staking
former job." 


Dean
blinked a few times, then looked confused.  "Staking?" 


She
leaned closer with a smile.  "Mr. Harris was a demon hunter. 
I've heard you were one as well until that car crashed into you?" 


"If
I can get out of this bed and walk again, I'll be one again," he assured
her. 


She
smiled.  "Mr. Harris, Xander, had come to us after losing an eye
during an apocalypse."  Dean gave her a horrified look. 
"He hunted throughout school and then retired once he graduated, slightly
anyway.  He went through a special program that gives him legitimate
reasons to hunt demons for the police department he works in." 


"He's
a hunter and a cop?" 


"He's
not an officer.  He's a CSI.  Do you know what those are?  I
don't know your past experiences with police." 


"Criminialists."



"Exactly,
only he's a ballistics tech."  Dean grinned and relaxed some.  A
hunter who got to play with guns all day and got paid for it.  That was a
dream job.  "Now, this guy Angel was one he was working with and
somehow he had some higher connection that invaded his head or whatever who
told him to get me to talk to you about similar options.  Ones that would
actually pay you to hunt bad guys and if you went the same route could let you
still hunt demons." 


"I'm
not sure I could do something like that, ma'am.  Most hunters live in the
shadows." 


"I
know that.  Trust me, I looked up what Xander did when he started to have
flashbacks one day during class.  He kindly fell asleep during a test
review."  He shuddered.  "It wasn't pretty but he did tell
me that doing it this way gives him the same amount of hunting, plus he gets to
play with guns all day."  She stared him down.  "Also, even
mildly handicapped, it would be a job you could do.  Labs are often the
most accepted places for handicapped individuals in any department.  They
also usually contain some of the oddest people in any department." 


"But
that's science stuff," he said. 


"It's
a concrete set of skills that you learn the reasoning behind.  We're not
going to have you doing theory stuff, Mr. Winchester.  It's like how you
probably know the theory behind trajectory because you've had to plan
shots."  He nodded.  "Can you do it in reverse to find
where one came from?"  He nodded at that, relaxing even more. 
"Can you look at guns to tell what type they are?" 


"I'm
actually very weapons oriented.  We prefer shotguns." 


"Good. 
Xander had a thing for swords and crossbows because of the way he hunted. 
Plus some artillery now and then.  I won't lie.  You'll have to pass
chemistry and physics.  You'll have to be able to put things in little
bottles after the proper preparation and then let the machine do the
analyzing.  There's a lot of skills that you could find useful.  From
what I know about hunters, you probably have a lot of them down in some way or
another.  We'd be giving you a lot of the background and theory behind
it.  It's a very hands-on set of skills and classes.  I can tell you
Xander goes into the field to work crime scenes." 


"He's
missing an eye and he can do that?" 


She
nodded.  "He trained after missing it.  He was missing it when
he joined us.  He had lost it about a year before that Angel guy sent him
to college to make him quit annoying him but to still keep him close enough to
help with the problems that LA draw."  She shifted to cross her
legs.  "I can also sponsor you into the same demon forensics program
he went through, either during or after your four years with us.  Not to
say that you can't test out of some classes.  I think you can." 


"Um,
I'm not really the school sort, ma'am." 


"Neither
was he.  He had gang kids who tutored him through chemistry, physics, and
economics."  Dean gave her an odd look.  She smirked and
nodded.  "Xander is very hands on.  He's also going to become
one of the best ballistics techs ever."  She uncrossed her legs so
she could stand up.  "I'll let you think about it.  Then next
time you get some online time, look up our program at UCLA.  You can call
my office at anytime.  I was Xander's advisor so I know where we'll have to
warp a few things now and then.  Plus how to get you around some of the
odder problems you guys have."  She smiled as she handed him a
card.  "If what he heard was right, you have a brother that hunts as
well.  The offer is open to either of you."  She patted him on
the hand.  "That way you can still hunt and get paid for it, even if
you don't ever make it back to the running after beasts that drool
stage."  She left him alone. 


Dean
looked at it for a few minutes then put it on his bedside table.  He'd
have to give that some thought.  He wanted to get back to hunting. 
There were too many bad things in the world for him to ever give it up. 
People could and would die if he didn't help end the menace.  He looked
down at his legs.  Who would've thought the thing that might take him from
hunting would be a car accident?  He'd had a few but this one had
shattered the side of his hip and broken one of his legs in a few painful
places.  He had a few bone screws now.  His hip had a plate in
it.  They said he might be able to walk again, if he wanted it bad enough,
but running might be out for years.  He looked at the card again then
turned on the tv.  He'd think about that later.  He didn't want to
mope anymore today. 


***



Sam
walked into his brother's room with a takeout bag.  "Burger with
onions and mayo," he said cheerfully.  "Plus a soda that's not
diet."  He handed them over, getting a weak grin back. 
"Bad day in therapy?" 


"No
therapy today, Sammy.  Kinda an odd day."  Sam had noticed the
card.  "She came to see me about taking some CSI type training. 
Mentioned a hunter that had went through it a few years back.  She said
that there's a demon program too." 


"Really?" 
He sat beside his brother.  "It should still be warm.  I only
stopped a few minutes ago."  Dean dug in while Sam pulled out his
phone to look that professor up online.  "Hmm.  She is one of
the senior professors at the criminal forensics program at UCLA."  He
let Dean see the information he had pulled up for him.  "Who did she
mention?" 


"No
one I'd heard about before.  She said he's missing an eye.  Retired
from hunting mostly when he graduated.  But he went to that special
program so he was hunting demons for his department as well as hunting other
bad assholes."  He took a bite of his burger, moaning at the
flavor.  "Good burger." 


Sam
grinned.  "I knew you were missing them."  He shifted on
the hard chair, looking at him.  "It's an idea.  If you can't
hunt, you'll go insane.  I can't see you sitting around the house doing
research like Bobby does." 


"Point,"
he agreed between bites. 


"Plus
we could get paid for hunting." 


"She
said you could go too.  It was open to either of us.  She said she
thinks some of our other skills would transfer and we could probably test out
of some classes." 


Sam
grinned.  "I can probably have my transcripts sent and only have a
few months of classes, Dean."  He looked up the curriculum, frowning
at it.  "It's a heavy load."  He let him see. 


"Physics,
yuck." 


"They
do have some more practical options that're more hands on." 


"She
said he had a gang kid tutor him." 


"Interesting
choice of tutors," Sam said dryly.  "What field does he work
in?" 


"Ballistics
plus he does crime scenes.  Even with only one eye.  She said that I
could do it even when I'm still working on walking again." 


Sam
nodded.  "As long as you weren't expected to go into the field, you
could.  If it takes years, you might be down to a cane so you could do
that then."  A nurse came in, making him smile.  "He was
begging for food with taste." 


"I
understand.  We eat the same food they do if we eat here.  Make sure
it's slightly healthy so the others don't complain."  She
smiled.  "Some of us are realistic people."  She checked
Dean's machine readout then his pulse before fluffing his pillow and leaving
them alone. 


Sam
smirked at Dean.  "No flirting?  She was pretty." 


"It
hurts when I get hard, Sammy, and I don't think she'd like that since she was
telling me about her grandchild that's about to be born the other day." 


"Huh. 
She didn't look that old."  He shrugged it off.  "It's up
to you, Dean.   I can look up info on their program, the demon
program, all that if you want it."  Dean shrugged.  "Okay,
I'll do that before the next visiting time.  You're going to have to stay
stationary for a while anyway while you work on walking again." 


"I
know.  It sucks but I know." 


"Well,
I have some better news."  Dean put down the last few bites of his
burger to stare at him.  "Bobby's finished fixing the Impala. 
She's good as new."  Dean beamed at that news.  "She's
safely sitting in his garage until he can get her out here to us." 


"I'll
call him later."  Sam handed over a new phone card. 
"Thanks, Sammy." 


"Not
a problem, Dean.  I know this has seriously sucked and has been making you
think bad thoughts.  I know you don't want to talk about it because then
you'd feel you were going emo and shit.  I get that.  Put the
frustration into the therapy.  It'll only make it go faster." 
He gave him a wry look then a grin.  "I got a promotion." 


"Congrats. 
So the job's going okay?" 


"Not
bad.  How did she hear about us?" 


"Some
guy named Angel told her.  Apparently that Harris guy used to hunt with
him.  No clue.  She said he had a higher connection that told him to
talk to her about us." 


"Huh. 
Well, I know about Angel.  I've heard some rumors about him.  He's a
vampire who works for the Powers That Be and hunts the dark."  Dean
gaped, starting to whimper.  That wasn't right by any means they
knew.  "He's the local heavy hitter in the area."  He smirked. 
"I ran into one of his people out at a demon bar I accidentally walked
into.  Really great place.  Full neutrality and anti-violence
charms.  The owner's some sort of seer as well.  We got into a
discussion about the headaches from the sight and how to cure them." 
He grinned again.  "I'll take you when you can get out." 


"Peaceful
demons?" 


"Yeah,
apparently there's whole categories of peaceful species of demons.  Not
the possessing kind, not the rampaging animal kinds, though he did say there
were more of those than we know, but there's also fully peaceful demons who
just ...are." 


"That's
really strange." 


"Yes
it is.  Oh, and there's a demon law firm in town but they're bad
guys." 


"Good
to know." 


"I
nearly interned with them.  I would've that summer after passing my
LSATs." 


"So
we saved you working for the demon lawyers?" 


"Apparently." 
He stood up to pat Dean on the hand.  "I put napkins in the bag this
time too, Dean, and some M&M's for later on.  Let me go look that
stuff up." 


"Sure. 
Please do.  Dad would freak, huh?" he asked after a moment's thought.



"Dad
would've screamed and tried to burn that bar because he wouldn't have seen a
difference in them," he pointed out.  "No one ever told us there
were peaceful ones." 


"True." 
He shook his head quickly to clear it.  "That's still strange." 


"Yup." 
He gave him a short hug.  "Let me go look that up.  You rest and
I'll be back tomorrow afternoon?" 


"Therapy
around one." 


"I'll
be back around dinner and bring you another soda or something."  Dean
grinned at that.  "See you then, big brother."  He walked
out, heading back to their small rental efficiency at a rundown motel. 
His job gave him enough for the rent plus necessities.  The state was
paying for Dean's medical care.  Plus Sam was suing the bastard that had
hit them.  Sam had been in a full arm cast up until a few weeks
back.  He had spent six days in a coma after that night.  He wanted
to pay the guy back for every single ache and pain they had.  Now, maybe,
they might have to leave hunting so this might be a good option. 


Dean
finished his burger and soda, getting comfortable to watch some mindless action
movie while he ate his M&M's.  Peaceful demons? 
Really?   Yeah, their dad would freak the fuck out and lose his mind
at that thought. 


***



Sam
smiled at the professor that let him into her office.  "Professor
Destra?" 


"I
am.  You are...." 


"Sam
Winchester." 


"Ah. 
I talked to your brother." 


"You
did."  He sat down, looking around the office then at her. 
"Demon forensics?" 


"It's
a small sub-program meant for people who're going to be CSI or
officers."  She found the brochure and gave it to him.  "My
last student who attended said it had a lot of nasty stuff in chemistry
class.  The first one I sent managed to skip a full year of the two years
based on his past." 


"Interesting." 
He looked it over, then looked at her.  "You do realize that a lot of
hunters have had to...skirt the boundaries that you would consider sacred to do
our jobs?" 


"Yes,
but I'm also aware that your kind of hunter could probably also have that
cleared up fairly quickly." 


He
scratched the back of his neck.  "Well, I do know a few
hackers," he admitted.  He grinned.  She smirked back. 
"Not to admit anything." 


"Did
you know that there is an international group that watches over certain types of
female hunters?" 


"I've
heard about them slightly.  Some rumors mostly." 


"They
do offer scholarships to those children of hunters or hunters who have to
change fields.  They've also sent some teachers to that
program."  Sam relaxed at that.  "There's not a lot of
people who know but some do.  I've had students who've been in most major
metropolitan police departments." 


"In
this field?" 


"One's
in New York, one's in Miami, and the most recent one that's just come back is
going to, I want to say, Houston but possibly some other area in Texas for her
after-school internship."  She stared at him for a moment. 
"I won't say it's an easy program.  I will say that you probably have
a lot of skills already.  I will say it's a solid career.  That it's
a good paying career after your internship.  Interns are paid
crap."  He nodded at that knowledge.  "I can tell you that
you could both end up in the field easily enough and still be able to hunt your
old way fairly easily as well." 


"I
was pre-law before I went back to hunting," he said quietly. 


She
smirked.  "Excellent.  So you probably have everything but the
program core classes out of the way.  From what I've found about your
brother, he can probably test out of a lot of them.  Also, he might like
to know that some of them can be done online from his bed while he's
healing.  That way he leaves the more physically intense classes for when
he's better able." 


"What
would it entail?" 


"Depending
on what you could test out of?"  He handed over the folded papers
from his back pocket.  "Good boy."  She pulled out a sheet
to mark things off.  "Stanford always transfers to UCLA." 
She finished and showed it to him.  "You have to take your basic
forensic classes.  That's twenty-four hours.  Then there's area of
emphasis hours.  Like ballistics, trace, DNA, field, whatever.  You
get three classes in field work in your basic  hours.  There's a few
other specific classes you'd need to take."  She looked at him. 
"If you went spring, summer, and fall, you could graduate within a year
and a half to go there, and however long they kept you.  Xander got out of
some classes by stating his pedigree.  You could probably do the
same."  She leaned back.  "Has your brother taken any
classes?" 


"He's
more hands-on.  He hated high school." 


"That's
fine."  She handed him a spare sheet.  "This is what he has
to take.  Anything in blue is something he can test to see if he doesn't
have to take it.  He'll need to take his SATs if he hasn't already. 
If so, we'll need his scores to admit him.  I can guarantee a special
admittance.  I know you guys feel what you do is very important.  So
do we.  It's more legal to do it our way.  You can't kill a perp at
the end of the hunt.  Even if you want to."  She gave him a weak
smile.  "But you do feel the same after you put them away for
years." 


"I'll
definitely talk to him about it.  I might not mind but it does depend on
Dean." 


"I
can understand fully.  If you guys decide to settle somewhere less
expensive, since I heard you were midwest boys, there's other programs out
there.  I can definitely steer you toward a good one.  One that I'd
trust the techs out of.  Then I can sponsor you into that special program
if you wanted." 


He
nodded.  "That's good to know.  What about the academy?" 


"You'd
be a tech, Sam.  Not a full officer.  Some techs are officers but if
you're a lab tech you don't have to be in most departments."  She
smiled.  "To sweeten the pot to stay here, I can get my former
protégé that drove us nuts for four years to do your internship in Miami. 
That way you have an internship director who's been in the same field and knows
exactly what the instincts are screaming at you to do." 


"I'll
definitely talk to Dean about that," he promised with a smile. 
"Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  I hate to see talent wasted.  In your case, fate sucked and
made you make some changes.  This way, your skills aren't wasted and all
your old instincts are still helpful to those who need to be protected. 
There's still human monsters out there." 


"I'll
talk to him later tonight, after he annoys his therapist."  She
smiled and nodded, shaking his hand.  "Thank you, Professor." 


"You're
welcome, Sam."  She watched him leave, hoping that he made a good
choice.  He and his brother could be great assets to any lab. 


***



Sam
flopped down next to Dean, watching his brother drift on his most recent
painkiller dose.  "Dean, you awake?" he asked quietly. 


"Not
fully, kinda still fuzzy.  Why?" 


"She's
pushy but she's got a good reason.  We could do a lot of good hunting
human monsters instead of demonic ones."  Dean turned his head to
look at him.  "Plus you can test out of about a quarter of the
classes and a lot of those you can do from your bed when you can't sleep." 
He leaned forward.  "She said if we moved closer to Bobby once you
get out of here, then she'd refer us to a good program there if we
wanted."  Dean nodded at that.  "She said you can take them
out of order so you get the more physical classes later on.  She'll still
sponsor us into that other program.  Which we might be able to cut down
the time on.  The first one she sent got to cut a year off because of his
hunting." 


"Interesting. 
Any other good news?" 


"I'd
have about two years of classes left plus however long there.  If you started
this upcoming semester online and did about full time from the bed, you'd be
out within three."  Dean nodded at that.  "I can slow down
mine." 


"Three
years, Sammy?" 


"Dean,
they said it'd take at least two before you could walk fully," he pointed
out.  "That's two years of sitting on our asses." 


"Good
point." 


"This'll
at least teach us new tricks.  Ways to get around some of the fields if we
have to.  She said she knew I could clear up our records if
necessary.  Also, she said that the international group of hunters we
heard about offers scholarships for the children of hunters or those who have
to change careers." 


"She's
pushy." 


"She's
in it to get the human monsters, Dean.  The ones we can't hunt." 


"I
can understand that," he admitted quietly.  "Still, three
years?" 


"It's
not that hard.  I can help you with a lot of it.  My former classes
all transferred in so I've done a lot of it.  I only need the core program
classes.  Field work, lab work, all that stuff." 


"I'd
have to wear a tie, huh?" he asked blandly, looking disgusted. 


"The
picture she had of some of her students had some.  Some were in t-shirts
and lab coats."  Dean perked up at that.  The painkillers really
did mellow him out a lot.  "She also said she'd get us an internship
with that other hunter so we had someone who could help us when the instincts
to blast someone with rock salt came out." 


Dean
smirked at that.  "That might be nice." 


"He's
in Miami." 


"Hopefully
by then it won't hurt when the little Dean gets happy." 


"I'm
sure it won't."  He patted his wrist.  "It's up to
you." 


"How
much is online?" 


"Everything
but the core classes.  Which I can hold off doing until you're
ready.  That way we can go as a team and help each other when we get
stuck." 


"I'll
think about it." 


"That's
what I told her."  He grinned.  "I also called Bobby to see
if he'd heard she had been checking up on us.  He did hear that she had
and gave us some information on her former student.  Apparently he was
working with Angel when they had to enlighten a few local officers.  He
also heard that the program up there is hard, but it does teach you about
alchemy, cults, demons, hunting techniques, all that good stuff."  He
handed over the brochure.  "It looks like we can skip a lot of
it." 


"Demon
chemistry?" he read.  He snickered.  "Sounds messy." 


"Probably
is.  Bobby said he knew of a hunter that had started up there and said it
was really hard.  They did teach weapons, classifications, that stuff, but
he wasn't willing to study so he washed out and quit.  But it does look
like some of it's going to be the same thing we'll be learning if we go through
this program.  Just extra categories and tests and stuff for demons."



"Huh." 
He yawned, blinking hard.  "I'll think about it." 


"That's
all I promised, Dean.  You rest.  I'll be here when you wake up
again."  Dean nodded, shifting some so he was more comfortable to
sleep.  He winced so Sam got up to help him.  His hip still throbbed
all the time.  Even with it healing. 


***



Dean
decided he hated the therapy center's room within another week.  He hated
sitting on his ass anyway but to be stuck in a hospital bed was the
worst.  Even if he couldn't walk he still wanted to go farther out than
the smoggy  smoking area.  He had nearly begged a nurse earlier to
let him at least hit the parking lot since his car was finally out here. 
She had denied it and told him it wasn't safe.  Which he didn't really
care about at the moment.  Sam had stuck up for him but she had been
stubborn.  Usually she was one of the nicer nurses but oh well. 


Sam
came back from run for lunch, winking at Dean.  "She agreed you need
more fresh air." 


"LA
doesn't have fresh air." 


"Not
that sort."  He smirked.  He helped Dean into the chair and
outside, taking him to the car. 


"How
did we manage this?" 


"I
charmed your doctor, who gave you a day pass for up to two hours." 
He opened the passenger's door, shifting the chair to help Dean get into the
seat.  Dean sighed in pleasure as he settled himself, even if he was
sitting oddly to keep most of the pressure off his hip.  "Oh, got
this for you too."  He opened the back door to grab something, moving
Dean so he could slide it underneath him.  "Gel cushion to take some
of the pressure."  He put the wheelchair back then jogged back to
drive him off somewhere more scenic.  He parked about twenty minutes later
and handed Dean a bag from his present favorite takeout spot. 


Dean
sighed in pleasure, patting his dashboard.  "Baby." 


"Tell
me when you start to hurt." 


"I
will." 


"Without
being that stubborn.  I've gotten you weekly afternoon passes." 
Dean beamed at him.  "I knew you were going nuts sitting in there,
Dean." 


"Yeah,
I was about to start watching horse jumping I was so bored." 


Sam
grinned.  "Wouldn't want that.  Eat."  Dean dug in, relaxing
again.  Sam watched him, eating his own lunch.  When Dean started to
shift and looked like he was in pain, he reached for the keys but Dean stole
them.  "Dean." 


"Not
yet." 


"Okay." 
Finally the pain got to be too much so he drove him back.  "As you
heal it'll get to be longer times out," he assured him quietly.  Dean
nodded.  "But hey, an hour's good, Dean.  I mean, you still have
broken bones." 


"I
know.  Thanks, Sammy." 


"Next
week we'll hit another nearby nice spot to have lunch and you'll last a bit
longer."  Dean nodded.  "So, the school thing?" 


"Sounds
kinda like class work and homework.  Boring shit I hated the first
time." 


"Not
all of it.  The englishes and those things, yeah.  The science
classes are all hands-on.  The core classes are all hands on.  Oh,
and I did some more checking, when did you take three online classes?" 


"Few
years ago when I was down on my back for six months.  Dad got totally
tired of me complaining so he ordered me to do them as a punishment for
whining." 


"That,
with your SAT scores from high school, meant that you got to test out of a few
classes already.  If you take the other tests, you can be out of more of
them." 


"It
still seems kinda boring." 


"So's
laying in a bed watching horse jumping." 


Dean
gave him a dirty look.  "Not my fault we got hit." 


"No
it wasn't, and the guy's in jail.  His insurance is offering a trifling
amount of money.  I've already upped what we want plus all your medical
bills paid.  They're trying to sneer but I'm acting like some of my former
classmates.  They're going to try to push it into settlement court or
something.  I'm going to make them fucking sorry for doing it and him
too.  I pointed out that we can and are suing not just them but him as
well."  He parked at the hospital and got out to get a chair, walking
it back to help Dean out.  He could stand if he could lean on the hood of
the car.  Sam even put the cushion down for him, getting a weak smile for
it.  "The guy's protesting that it wasn't his fault he was going over
a hundred miles an hour on a back road.  No judge is going to let that
stand and his own attorney for the criminal case is telling him to
settle." 


"That's
good news."  He sighed as he stretched as much as he could. 
"Thanks, Sammy." 


"I
know you needed out.  Next time we'll go out on Sunday afternoon. 
You don't have therapy that day so you're not going to be tired, plus there's
nothing on tv."  He smirked.  "We'll picnic."  He
helped Dean into the chair, locking the car so they could head inside. 
The nurse gave him a dirty look.  "He's better." 


"He's
in pain." 


"It
was worth it," Dean said firmly. 


"Whatever,"
she shot back.  "You're not due for another dose for an hour or so,
Mr. Winchester." 


"I
can live with that."  He let Sam wheel him into his room and help him
back onto the bed.  The cushion got put beside the table and Sam sat
down.  "They're grumpy this week." 


"Even
nurses have PMS, Dean," Sam said dryly. 


"Good
point I guess."  He shifted, smiling as he got a bit more
comfortable.  "So, more time on Sunday?" 


Sam
grinned and nodded.  "More time on Sunday.  That's how you build
back up.  Like with the walking stuff." 


"Yeah,
I'm still working on standing up in there." 


Sam
leaned closer.  "Your hip isn't fully healed yet, Dean.  Of
course you are.  Ask to do some water stuff."  Dean grinned at
that.  "They can do all sorts of therapy in the water.  You can
swim just using your arms too." 


"I'll
talk to the PT about it, dude.  Thanks." 


"Not
a problem."  He leaned back.   "Professor Destra said
the driest and most boring show of what they do all day is on the Discovery
Channel tonight.   There's a whole block of them on unsolved
crimes.  Mostly it'll show some field work but it will show some of the more
usual test running and the autopsy stuff.  She said there's a better show
but it's on a channel the hospital doesn't get.  If you want I'll tape it
for you." 


"I
guess.  At least I can play 'guess who did it'." 


"You
can," Sam agreed.  "I did when I caught one last week.  Do
you want me to tape Mythbusters for you too?  It's on right before that
show." 


Dean
smirked.  "Explosions are cool.  I could like that." 


"Good." 
He smirked.  "Anything else you need?  Like shampoo, soap, that
stuff?" 


"I'm
good for another week on both of those.  The electric razor's a godsend
too.  Thanks for that idea." 


"I
didn't figure you could stand up and shave, Dean."  He smirked. 
"Need anything treat wise?"  He patted his jacket down, pulling
out a bag to toss over.  Dean dug into his candy delivery with a wicked
grin.  "Remember not too much at one time or you'll bounce and ache
worse." 


"I
remember," he said through a bite of milky way.  "Nearly as good
as percocet." 


Sam
grinned.  "It can be when you're craving it, yeah."  The
nurse came in.  "I'm taping some stuff for him." 


"There's
a vcr attached to his tv.  We can put in tapes for him, Mr.
Winchester."  She looked at Dean.  "You're not supposed to
have candy." 


"Tough,"
he said through a current mouthful.  He held one up with a grin. 
"Since you're cranky?"  She blushed but took it and gave him his
medicine.  Then she left.  He grinned at his brother, who only smirked
and shook his head.  "Thank you, Sammy." 


"Welcome. 
I'm a fabulous little brother.  You know that."  He stood
up.  "You behave." 


"I'll
nap in a bit." 


"Good." 
He smoothed down some hair.  "You need a trim."  He looked
at him.  "I'll find the clippers."  He walked off
happier.  Dean was happier after his time in his car.  Even if he was
in pain it was better. 


Dean
settled in to nap off the new painkiller, cuddling around his candy.  The
nurses might steal it if he didn't. 


***



Dean
finally gave in two weeks later.  After another mind-numbing week of
boredom.  He was well past the stage where he wanted to use an ice pick on
his brain.  Sam knew this so he arranged to have a new present waiting on
him.  He stared at the box then at him.  "It's a
mini-laptop." 


"It's
a notebook," he corrected. 


"We
can't afford this, Sammy." 


"It's
under four hundred, Dean."  Dean gave him an odd look. 
"Seriously.  It can't do much but you can get online.  I did put
some money onto the account so you can pay for internet access.  I
preloaded the classes that you said you wanted to take so you only have to log
in.  I left your password inside the box for you too."  Dean
nodded at that, opening it to look over.  "The keys are kind of tiny,
sorry." 


"No,
it's good.  I can surf for porn on it too." 


"Hospital
has most of those blocked," Sam sighed.  "Pity, sorry." 


"Nah,
it figures."  He shrugged.  Then he grinned.  "They're
not perfect though.  Some sites still get through." 


"Some
do," he agreed, getting comfortable while Dean plugged it in and then
turned it on.  It was a fully featured, low memory and hard drive, tiny
computer.  "Since you wanted that one lit class, I found your books
online and saved them down already."  Dean gave him an odd
look.  "There's tons of books online these days.  Audio and
otherwise.  Destra said she did warn the professor that you're doing it
here when you're bored.  He said to log into the student chat room at
least once a week to talk about the book they're currently reading.  Do
your reports and send it to him through the system.  You can upload it
through the class's page."  He shifted closer to show him how it
went. 


"My
password is bustybabes?" he said with a grin. 


"I
figured you were missing some," he smirked back.  Dean swatted him
but he was laughing so it was all good.  "If you want to change it
you can do that from here too."  He showed him the class's page and
how it worked.  "That's the chat section.  There's where you
upload work.  That's your email from the teacher."  He clicked
on it so Dean could see.  Dean read it then nodded, going back to browsing
around the computer.  Sam had saved a few mpeg movie files for him
too.  Dean beamed at him.  "You said it finally quit hurting
when you got hard.  I figured you needed some encouragement to work on
that muscle too." 


"It
does kill boredom but yeah, I needed it.  Even my type.  Thanks,
Sammy." 


"It's
LA.  You can find all sorts of porn out here.  One's the busty, Asian
women you buy in the mags, only in lesbian porn.  The other two are
lesbian porn but biracial.  I've got another sixteen movies at home that I
rented and copied onto my laptop when you're ready to switch out." 


"Deal. 
That's so wicked.  No CD drive?" 


"You'd
have to get an external one or a USB key of some kind.  You do have one of
those," he said with a point.  Dean grinned, plugging it in to see
what was on it.  More porn.  Dean was in heaven.  Sam got up to
give him a hug.  "Play but don't upset the nurses.  Try some of
the class work tonight when you're bored.  Email me if you need help
writing your first book report in a decade.  I'll be at home making baked
chicken."  Dean drooled.  "I'll try to save you some,"
he said with a grin.  He left Dean to play around. 


Dean
relaxed, watching his first porno in months.  It was good to be somewhat
back.  The nurse came to check on him, giving him a dirty look. 
"My brother knew I missed all my ladies." 


"Uh-huh. 
Should we test you for funny diseases, Mr. Winchester?" she teased. 


"No,
I play safely.  I don't want any little Dean's to come into being,"
he said dryly.  "Thanks though."  He grinned. 
"I've got class work stuff on it too." 


"He
cleared that with us earlier."  She showed him how to log online from
there, making him a happier boy.  "There.  That's the hospital
log on."  She patted him on the arm.  "Want dinner soon?"



"Must
I be tortured with bland food?" 


"You
must." 


"Can
I have the candy the one nurse stole back?" 


"She
needed it more than you did," she said with a pinch to his cheek. 
"But we'll see about pudding or ice cream."  She went to add
that to his menu tonight.  He needed the extra calcium.  He was a
decent patient who hated to let them help him do anything.  It was sweet
how independent he was.  She heard a moan and closed his room's door,
winking at the other shift nurse.  "His brother gave him some amusement."



"He's
not the first." 


"He
said he's missing his ladies."  She smirked at that.  "The
computer has educational stuff on it too." 


"Good. 
He's been bored." 


They
shared a smile and went to check on the other patients. 


***



Dean
was finally getting to go home.  He was bouncing on his bed, kicking his
feet while Sam pulled down the warding runes on tape he had around the doors
and windows.  His clothes and computer were already packed.  Sam came
back to toss them out, staring at him.  "What now?" 


"Papers. 
Have to sign you out."  He went to get them, bringing them back with
a nurse.  Who hugged Dean.  The ladies had doted on him because he
had manners and a cute grin. "Aww." 


"Shut
up, Sammy.  She gives nice hugs."  He signed himself out. 
"Okay, I'm gone." 


"For
today.  Remember, you still have to come back every day for physical
therapy." 


"I
know.  It sucks but I know." 


"Good." 
She helped him into the chair and wheeled him out, Sam following along behind
them with the duffle bag of his stuff.  "There you are.  One
shiny car."  She rolled him up to it and let Sam help him into the
passenger's side.  "You be a good boy, Dean, and remember to work
just as hard at it."  He nodded.  "Good boy." 
She walked back to the hospital, smiling when a blare of Metallica came on and
the car backed out.  "They're cute."  She went up to close
out his residency file.  Then to tell the other demon nurses in the
hospital that he was gone, they didn't have to worry  about it so
much.  They hadn't wanted to spook the poor boy. 


***



Dean
rolled into his first day of real class.  He hated it but Sammy had rented
him a power chair until he could walk well enough for a walker.  Which
he'd hate when he got to it.  His teacher pointed at a special seat that
was set up for him.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
You're a bit early so I can see what other help you'll need." 


"I
haven't had a lab science since high school, dude." 


"That's
fine.  We're getting a lot more mature students these days.  People
who have to retrain skills.  Can I ask what happened?" 


"Idiot
going one-thirty on a back road."  The teacher winced.  Dean
shrugged a bit.  "He's miserable but paying out the ass for
it."  He smirked.  "He's probably still swearing at himself
for being that dumb since he thought it wasn't his fault he was going that
fast." 


"Ah,
Hollywood syndrome.  We know it well around here."  Sam strolled
in.  "You're in this class too?" 


"I
am and his brother."  He sat down next to Dean.  "This way
we can be confused together." 


He
smirked.  "I've heard from Professor Destra that you're both more
hands-on oriented.  We do have some very nice tutors available if you need
it. We've had others who have in the past."  He got them the
syllabus.  "For the ones that're marked with a highlighter dot,
you'll have to use a bunsen burner for the experiment." 


"It's
my leg that's messed up, Professor." 


"Good. 
Then I won't worry." 


"Hopefully
by the end of the semester I'll be on a walker." 


"If
so we'll change you to an end station, Mr. Winchester.  How many 
other classes do you have today?" 


"One
right after this one then I'm home for four hours, then a night class." 


"Good." 
He looked at them.  "If there's something you don't understand, I do
have a TA.  He's in the same program you two are.  He's a senior
doing work study.  Feel free to ask him to put things into your own
field's area of expertise."  He looked over as more students came
in.  "Welcome.  This is Chemistry 205, for forensics and pre-med
majors.  If you're not in that class, you're supposed to be up the
hall."  A few left.  "Good."  He took roll then
went into his opening spiel about what they'd be doing, what he expected, and
how he expected it to be done.  He saw the younger Winchester taking notes
so that was good.  He'd help his brother. 


***



A
year and a half later, Dean and Sam were on their way to San Francisco. 
They had been there before but not for this reason.  It was a long drive
and Dean still couldn't sit that comfortably in the car for all day drives so
they made it in two days.  They had found a samllish apartment near the
school through their housing lists.  It wasn't that bad.  So when
they finally showed up for their first day, they were shocked.  It looked
like a regular college building.  Had classrooms and all that good
stuff.  Dean was down to a walker for now, though he was hoping to move to
crutches within a month's time.  He and Sam got their schedules and headed
for the bookstore. 


"Demonic
chemistry.  Why does that sound like it's going to be messy?" 


"Because
it probably is," Sam admitted with a grin.  "Read the one below
it, Dean." 


"Necromancy." 
They shared a look.  "I guess you have to know what it is to counter
it sometimes."  Sam shrugged.  "Huh.  Wonder if we're
raising the dead." 


"Probably
not fully.  Probably going over the ways to counter it.  Notice the
other one?  Magical theory and practice." 


"What
if we can't do that shit?" 


"Then
I guess it's just theory in that case," Sam said with a small shrug. 
"I did talk to the registrar and a few teachers to tell them that we had
experience.  They had a few flashbacks to the same guy that you're being
compared to all the time.  Apparently his first day he told a teacher off
for not believing in demons."  Dean snorted, shaking his head. 
"And busted the magic teacher for being one that went rogue a few years
earlier." 


"They
still teaching?" 


"No. 
They're back with those international hunter people."  They shared a
look then Dean snorted.  "I did talk to the physical combat teacher,
told him that you were doing therapy and working your way back to walking
without help.  That it had been going on for a while.  He said he
could help you with that and once you were down to a cane he could help you
learn how to spar with it.  I mentioned that guy's name and he had a fond
flashback.  Apparently he did some compensation upping of his skills
too." 


"So
he understands that we can do it, we're just not as good as we were
before," Dean summed up. 


"Yup."



"Decent." 
They made it into the bookstore, finding all sorts of books they had no idea
about.  "How bad is this going to run us?" 


Sam
winked.  "I did apply for a scholarship through those hunters. 
I told them that we were going here.  They gave us full ride plus books
and a housing allowance."  Dean smirked at that. 
"Apparently they help sponsor a few guys who go here so they know how
expensive it is.  Plus they did say to hold off buying a few of the books
until we met the teachers, in case we could skip it."  Dean nodded at
that.  They picked up their starter set and headed back to the apartment
to rest.  It was a good day, a decent enough start to this very strange
college. 


***



Over
the holidays, they got a visit from an old family friend. 
"Bobby!" Sam cheered, letting him into the apartment to give him a
hug.  "Welcome to our humble slum." 


"It's
not as bad as some I've seen," he assured him with a smile.  He
looked at Dean, who was stretched out on the couch.  "Bad day?" 


"Just
got back from Atilla the PT Hun."  He sat up with a wince and a groan. 
He even accepted his own hug.  "Thanks." 


"You
looked like you could use it, Dean.  How's it going?" 


"I'm
down to the funky crutches with the arm bands." 


"Congratulations."



Dean
grinned.  "Thanks."  He shifted to make room for him. 
"So, how's hunting going?" 


"About
the same as usual.  Nothing too huge but a lot of little, annoying
things."  He looked at them.  "How's classes going?" 


"Messy,"
they said together, getting a quiet chuckle from the older man. 


"Necromancy
class wasn't that hard," Dean admitted.  Bobby gaped. 


Sam
got their books for him to look over.  "Next semester's chemistry
goes into alchemy too.  We even figured out how to use a lab to find demon
slime.  Then how to tell them apart." 


Bobby
shook his head.  "These people are insane." 


"Some
days," Dean agreed.  "The combat coach has been really good
about helping me work on some strength training and how to still fight even if
I'm on my crutches.  Or if I get knocked down, how to get up more
smoothly.  My PT loves it."  He looked at Sam. 
"Coffee?"  Sam went to get it for them.  "There's
stranger shit out there than we ever knew." 


"I
can see that," he said, flipping through the classification manual. 
He looked at him.  "So you're going to graduate when?" 


"From
here, final test is in March.  We got to skip a year," he said with
a  grin.  "Then one last year at UCLA." 


"So
you're going to go all the way?" 


"I
may never be able to fully walk again," Dean admitted.  "Not
without at least a cane.  I can't hunt like that.  This way, I can
hunt.  Hell, some year I can teach this." 


"That
might work," he decided.  "What's after UCLA?  I know most
of these places have internships." 


"Yup,"
Sam said, coming back with three cups.  "With holy water, Bobby." 
He settled into his chair.  "She's going to get us with the other
hunter she knew who went through the same programs." 


"Where's
he?" 


"Miami."



Bobby
stared at them then burst out laughing.  "Is he a ballistics
tech?"  They both nodded slowly.  "Yeah, you'll fit in with
him.  It's strange but you can deal with him really well.  It'll be
like dealing with Dean all day."  They both relaxed at that. 
"He's not real active but the last thing they had in LA that you guys got
to miss by being in the hospital, he was there.  We heard about him from
some of our contacts, who warn him when they're in town to handle a case in his
area." 


"That's
nice," Sam said.  "I guess we should be able to get along with
him for a year then."  Dean nodded, sipping his coffee. 
"Dean'll get to play with guns all day.  I'm deciding on which way I
want to end up.  I'm kinda torn between field work and trace." 


"Both
pay well," Dean said.  "Field techs get paid less than straight
lab techs because field techs have to be cops." 


Sam
nodded.  "True." 


"I
think John would've been proud of you two.  You're still hunting even if
you can't fully hunt, and you're doing good things for the world." 
They smiled.  "So, what're we doing for the holidays?" 


"I
don't care as long as I get to smack the caroler upstairs when they practice at
2am," Dean told him.   Bobby laughed and nodded at that. 
"There's a pretty nice celebration coming up in the park tonight." 


"We
can definitely hit that," Sam agreed.  Bobby nodded so they got ready
to go out.  "Dean, want the chair?" 


"No."



"Fine." 
He followed them out.  "He'll be cleared to drive in another six
months," he told Bobby quietly.  "It's been good.  He's
healing and keeps pushing himself.  I have no doubt he'll make it all the way
to a cane some year soon." 


"It's
good to hear.  Ellen worried that he'd be one of those bitter guys that
ended up in a chair reliving their past accomplishments." 


"Nah,
he said he couldn't pick up waitresses that way."  Bobby snorted, but
was smiling.  "Exactly."  Bobby got into the back of the
car and they headed for the nearby park.  "You know, one thing we did
learn that was helpful.  They had a mini-course on runic markings. 
We got a lot of stuff on protection wards and what various symbols
meant."  Bobby nodded that he liked that.  "You can copy
whatever of our stuff you want, Bobby.  I know others might want see
it." 


"I
can do that.  Ellen wants Jo to be safer but Jo still wants to hunt. 
This might be an option for her." 


"Could
be but warn her there's disgusting slimes in demonic chemistry, and they will
explode," Dean said dryly. 


"Oooh,
don't remind me."  Sam shuddered.  "Dean managed to make
one explode all over the classroom.  It also ate the classroom and our
clothes.  Anything not organic."  Bobby snickered at that. 
"The teacher just sighed and said it happened, welcome to field
work.  Then he handed me a mop so I could clean up Dean's mess." 


Bobby's
laughs got louder.  "Yeah, sounds nasty." 


***



Dean
looked at the combat instructor.  "So you're saying that people who
graduate the program get a spirit who'll offer them guidance when they have to
hunt and help make up for weak areas they have?" he said, making sure he
had it right. 


"Plus
some head's up visions from the Powers That Be," he agreed. 


"Sammy's
already a seer.  We won't be hunting full time for a while.  Why
now?" 


"It's
a graduate perk," he said. 


"So,
this Harris guy had one?" 


"His
was a former CSI.  I can tell you that he's on his second one.  His
first one decided to descend back to a real life.  He couldn't handle the
hunting duties.  Then again, the Powers hate Xander.  He had to make
his own plea not to get someone who'd work against him." 


"Interesting,"
Sam said. 


"Apparently
he screwed up a prophecy or something." 


"Sounds
like our sort of guy," Dean said dryly.  "So we'd be getting
someone like a former CSI of our own?" 


"I
don't know who they'll pick for you guys.  We'll be doing it at ten
tonight.  You're both to be there.  In clothes that would fit for
ritual magic.  We'll be graduating you two and three others
tonight."  They nodded at that.  "Then you have to finish
passing your classes.  Try to bring up your demonic chemistry grade,
guys." 


"Sure,"
Sam agreed.  "Can we make the slime explode again?" 


"Why
not, others have.  We had a witch going through last year that ended up
allergic to that purple slime.  She sneezed; it nearly destroyed the
building and set off a minor earthquake."  They gaped in
horror.  He smirked.  "Exactly."  They shuddered. 
"So, ten tonight.  Get here a bit early.  Think about what you
want in a white lighter.  Maybe they'll get visions instead of Sam." 


"They
still hurt," Sam complained. 


"Yes
they do.  They've also killed some humans that've had them.  White
lighters would be better able to handle them," he said with a smirk. 


"That's
a good reason," Dean agreed.  They left the teacher alone, going to
get dinner and shower then come back that night.  It was odd watching the
prayers going on and the beings in white cloaks appear.  The teachers
brought up each person and introduced them to the group in white.  One of
the beings peeled off for each of them.  When it was their turn, Dean went
first.  He walked up, leaning on his cane.  "Hey," he said
quietly. 


"This
is the first of two former hunters who've had to change over." 


"They
have a special one together," one of them said.  Dean quirked an
eyebrow up at him/her/it.  "They will be here shortly.  We have
to get him to stop complaining about stupid things." 


"Some
people do that.  Can't say we like stupid people either." 


"Don't
worry, you'll fit in with him," it assured him.  Dean nodded,
stepping back beside Sammy until the rest were gone.  Then she turned to
look at them again.  "He's finally quit ranting.  He'll be here
in a moment.  Many happy years doing what you're doing, young men. 
You'll do fine hunting more general monsters."  They disappeared. 


Sam
and Dean shared a look.  "That's good to know," Sam decided. 


"I'm
getting a freaky feeling," Dean said quietly. 


"Yeah,
me too.  Which means that it's probably a hunter."  Dean nodded
at that. 


A
white field came down and crystalized into a shrouded form.  Which started
to swear. 


"Dad?"
they said in unison, watching as he finally got the shroud off him. 


"Must
you do that!" he complained.  "I didn't need to be covered in
floss!" 


"Cute
toga, Dad," Dean said dryly with an evil smirk. 


"Hello,
boys."  He stared at them, then specifically at the cane. 
"I saw.  Your mother threw a very loud fit when you got into that accident." 
He moved closer.  Then he stopped to grab his head as orders hit
him.  "Thank you, must you do that?" 


"Yes,
they must," Sam said dryly.  "Trust me, they must." 


John
Winchester looked at him.  "Smartass." 


Sam
smirked back.  "Yup.  Had a test last night, Dad." 


"Figures." 
He moved closer.  "How are we doing, Dean?" 


"Better. 
Getting better all the time." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "I'm proud."  They smiled.  "But I'm
here to guide you when you need some head's up or some practical butt
kicking." 


"Of
course you are," Sam agreed.  "Should we know anything right
now?" 


"Don't
go clubbing with your future mentor and don't eat his cooking.  That's all
they told me so far." 


"How
corporeal are you staying?" Sam asked.  "The others that came in
tonight went from ghostly to fully here." 


John
pinched him.  "I'm mostly here.  By the way, your mother sends
her love.  She's cheering for your grades, boys.  She knew you could
do it.  And that you can make the purple slime explode too." 
They both smirked evilly at that.  "C'mon.  Let me change before
I get propositioned.  I always get hit on out here."  They
walked him back to the car, letting him run a hand along the former damaged
side.  "Bobby did good." 


"He
did," Dean agreed.  John got into the back.  Sammy got in to
drive.  Dean got his seat in the passenger's side.  "Six more
months," he said, patting the dashboard. 


"At
least we didn't have to put hand controls on her," Sam quipped.  He
drove them off.  There was time to talk once they got somewhere warded and
safe.  Then they could all finish swearing at the  Powers.  This
was not what they expected in a white lighter.  It really wasn't. 


***



Sam
called their friend Bobby.  "It's us.  Did you know that when
you graduate this program you get a white lighter of your own?"  He
listened to him look up what that was.  "Yeah, that's the graduation
gift they give you."  He listened to him reread it then ask a
question.  "No, we got given a hunter.   He even appeared
in a toga.  He was not pleased." 


"I'm
still not pleased you took a picture, Sammy," John called. 


Bobby
choked and spluttered.  "Exactly.  Non-corporeal, at least not
fully.  He's still floating above the furniture.  I don't know. 
He did warn us not to eat our mentor's cooking or go clubbing with him. 
Apparently things happen."  He listened to him complain, typing
something into his computer.  He sent it over. 


"Our
final grades and our final exam case.  I think Ellen might like to hear
about it.  It was in her neck of the woods and had killed a few
hunters.  Dean's laying down.  His leg's throbbing.  That was
what I sent, yeah.  Sure, you can spread that around.  I don't
know.  Dad, can you travel if others need advice?  That way we get
some non-nagging time?" 


"I
can," he admitted.  "To people who knew me." 


"Yeah,
he can come nag you, Bobby.  Or Ellen.  Thanks, man.  Sure,
we'll be heading back to LA in a few weeks.  Summer school.  Dean's
going to take his last few field classes.  I've got a few lab
classes.  We've got to do our in-school internship.  Yeah, those tiny
things.  Thanks, man.  Have a better night muttering.  No, it's
not the start of the end of days.  He's still dead.  Fortunately more
dressed now, but still dead.  Thanks, Bobby."  He hung up. 
"He said you can come nag him later, tell him what was going on up
there." 


"I'll
do that while you two pack up and move back to LA.  No more tests?" 


"I
asked on the way out.  The teachers said we didn't have anything to
do.  We'll check tomorrow with the normal classes."  That got a
nod.  "If so, we still only have a month and a half of classes left,
Dad."  He got up to fix dinner.  "Dean, food?" 


"No
thanks." 


"Pain
pill?" 


A
hesitation.  "I can make it." 


Sam
walked one and a cup of coffee in there, handing them over.  "Being
in that sort of pain means it takes longer to heal."  He left him
alone to take it in private.  He knew Dean hated relying on them.  He
hated watching him be in pain.  It was a recent set of arguments about
Dean not taking them when he needed them.  John looked at the
bedroom.  "He's being stubborn." 


"Dean
always was stubborn about injuries."  He went in there, looking down
at his oldest son, who was ignoring the pain pill.  "It doesn't make
you weaker, son.  Being in that sort of pain clouds your mind and makes
your body weaker.  Handling it won't make you addict either.  There's
no reason to put yourself through this.  It's not going to help you heal
faster." 


"I
get nagged enough from Sammy, Dad." 


John
leaned down.  "Don't make me switch places with your mother, Dean." 
Dean gave him a confused look.  "I'm not sure I can't and I'm damn
sure your mother is just as stubborn as you are.  She's where you get it
from, Dean.  She will find a way to come down here and cuddle you while
making you take that pill when you need it." 


"It's
too strong." 


"So
ask to be cut down to something lesser.  I'm sure the doctor would love
it." 


"The
next step down doesn't work.  They don't make a lesser dosage in this
one." 


"Then
cut it in half." 


"Will
it still work?" 


"It's
a tablet, it should."  He shrugged.  "Call a pharmacy to
check." 


"I
can do that I guess.  Thanks, Dad." 


"None
of us want to see you in that sort of pain, Dean.  It's not healthy and
it's not good for you.  Take it when you need it.   I know
you're not going to become an addict." 


"Thanks."



"Welcome." 
He went back to watch Sam cooking.  "He'll cut it in half." 


"He
can do that."  He looked at him.  "He could move to a
different class of drugs.  Loritabs or maybe vicodin.  I've asked his
doc about that since he doesn't like to take these.  They make him
fuzzy-headed and sleepy." 


"They
did me too when I was taking them."  He watched his son work. 
"He'll be fine, Sammy.  Even if he doesn't make it fully back to
running, he'll still be fine." 


"I
know but it hurts him to grab his cane every morning." 


"The
same as it hurts you to see him do it," he agreed.  "That
happens to the best of us though.  There was no way to avoid that
one.  It wasn't fated or anything but accidents are just that.  Accidents. 
You're lucky Dean heard him coming and turned the car some.  Or else you'd
both be in beds permanently if not dead."  Sam nodded at that
wisdom.  "It'll work out." 


"Vision
from on high?" 


"Winchester
toughness.  You're both as stubborn as Mary ever was."  Sam
snorted but he didn't look pissed at it.  "If there's a way, Dean'll
be back to full health.  If not, you're still fighting monsters and taking
care of some that not even hunters can deal with." 


"I
would've thought you'd be pissed."  He shot him a look before going
back to stirring stuff in the pan. 


"If
you can't hunt, then you can't.  This is the next best thing.  It's
as important as hunting demons.  You'll still get to help people and stop
people who should be called demons.  Even if I have no idea what a lab has
to do with that calling." 


Sam
smirked at him.  "You'd be surprised, Dad." 


"Probably. 
Science was not my best skill, son.  We all know that." 


"I
remember you trying to help me with a class project and failing."  He
handed him some food and filled a plate for Dean, leaving it beside him then
sneaking back out.  He settled in to eat.  They had a lot to catch up
on and a lot of things that they needed to hear from John.  Maybe this
time he wouldn't nag so much. 


***



Xander
Harris hung up and went to find his bosses.  Unfortunately not together so
he had to haul Calleigh with him up to the office.  "I got a request
from a teacher." 


"Why?"
Horatio asked, watching him shut the door.  "That bad?  New
case?" 


"Two
interns."  He handed over the notes he had been sent. 
"Came up through the same two programs I did.  Have the same sort of
history I did." 


"Do
they wear the headache inducing t-shirts you do?" Calleigh asked
patiently. 


He
smirked.  "Remember, I have worse." 


"If
you wear them, I get to burn them," Horatio reminded him dryly.  He
looked over the qualifications.  "This one's evenly balanced." 


"He
said to let us know which side he should land on for that last class of
emphasis time."  He looked at her.  "One is injured." 


"Usually
you get a lot of injured interns," she reminded him.  "They see
you as a good trendsetter and someone who can help them deal with the realities
of daily life in a lab with a life-changing injury."  She looked over
the ballistics one.  "I definitely wouldn't mind him.  His
grades are a lot like yours." 


"He
had less tutoring but yeah.  He and his brother finished together." 


"They're
both hunters?" Horatio asked.  Xander nodded.  "From your
friends in Cleveland?" 


"No. 
Apparently their family were hunters like that one guy I had to step in to help
last month.  Roaming, dealing with smaller issues hunters." 


"Some
of those have been decent people," she admitted, switching with
Horatio.  "We only have three open intern spots this upcoming
year." 


"Which
is why I'm asking for the favor."  He looked at Horatio. 
"They need to stay together." 


"I
understand why.  I had one from Mac Taylor that was a specific request
too.  They didn't have room for him but he's looking to be an excellent
field tech."  He considered it.  "It's unusual." 


"If
we have to, and I haven't talked with Tim about this yet, but I can let you
take one's salary out of mine.  That way we can afford another
intern." 


"I
can probably get a grant from your friends to cover them, Xander," Horatio
said.  "But if I have to, I can talk to you and Tim about
that."  The boy relaxed.  "You sure you can handle
it?" 


"I
can.  Professor Destra nagged them into the forensics program out there
and into the program she nagged me into.  They've been compared to me the
whole time.  Apparently they had a car crash.  Dean, the ballistics
one, is still on a cane.  He's recently moved there from crutches. 
He had it before he started training."  They both winced. 
"So he'll be a lab tech, but she said he's still working on getting back
to fully walking without assistance.  I like that attitude.  He's
never made excuses for it.  Never tried to get out of classes for
it.  Even the field work classes he did what he could and pushed
himself.  His brother was apparently the more school-oriented one so they
helped each other through the harder classes.  She said he had been
pre-law at Stanford." 


"Interesting,"
Horatio agreed.  He considered it, looking at her.  "Let me call
them to see if we can get that training grant."  Xander nodded. 
"I'll call her myself in a few days.  Then I'll help him figure out
which side he wants to fall on." 


"Thank
you."  He hugged them both and went to email her. 


"He's
excited," she said with a smile. 


"He
should be.  This is like him being a big brother to a new sibling in the
lab."  She walked off.  He called up to the Watchers Council
headquarters.  "I need to speak to Mr. Giles please.  Lieutenant
Caine in Miami.  Tell him it's not about Xander."  She
transferred him after a short wait.  "Mr. Giles.  No, he's
fine.  He's excited because it seems that there's been two hunters who
have went through his old programs.  They want him to mentor them. 
Yes, that is their name."  He smiled at the 'we've helped them with a
scholarship'. 


"I
was going to ask for a training grant actually.  That way we could cover
their internship costs."  He got comfortable, listening to him talk
about what they could do to help.  "I do think it'd help them both,
yes.  Are they doing good out there?  I have their transcripts but
grades are only part of the equation of a good CSI."  He listened,
nodding at the points he knew.  "Excellent.  Please do. 
Thank you, Mr. Giles."  He hung up and went to talk to Xander. 
"There is a grant, he's faxing down the paperwork for me tonight. 
He'll have an answer for me within a week."  Xander beamed at
him.  "Tell her I want full portfolios on them and we need to
interview them somehow." 


"The
convention's coming up in about six weeks," he reminded him. 


"I
can do that there or however." 


"Up
to you.  If I go back to LA I'll be smacking Angel on the head for making
dirty comments about my past dating habits and wondering if Tim was evil
yet." 


"Good
point."  He smirked, heading back upstairs to get that fax and fill
out the paperwork. 


***



Horatio
smiled at the two boys he was out here to interview.  "Good day,
gentlemen." 


"Sir,"
Sam said, shaking his hand.  "I'm Sam, this is my brother
Dean."  Dean shook his hand and they sat down.  "Professor
Destra said that she'd personally petition an older intern to take us in."



"She
did.  He nearly bounced up the stairs to make sure he had room.  Even
offered some of his paycheck for your intern stipend if we had to." 
That got an odd look from Dean.  "He's excited.  He's had some
specially sent interns in the past, mostly due to a physical issue that was
making them work in a different manner.  Xander is one of the most openly
disabled techs in the US right now, and the highest rated one.  So he gets
one of those now and then.  Usually on the in-school internships instead
of the full after school one."  They both nodded at that. 
"Right now he's bouncing around his lab hoping you both meet up to our
high standards in Miami."  He smiled.  "From what we've
seen of your transcripts and portfolio, it shouldn't be a problem." 


"I
shouldn't need that much help," Dean said.  "I'm still working
to ditch the cane." 


"Good. 
We do have a gym you'd be more than able to use.  Plus an optional
membership with a gym that does have some very nice physical therapists on
staff."  Dean smirked a bit at that.  "Sam, it would be
open for you as well." 


"Thank
you." 


He
smiled.  "Which way do you want to go?" 


"I'm... 
I like both areas but I'm liking Trace more often than not.  Field work is
exciting and a lot like what we're used to but trace work has the nitpicking
nature.  Now and then it drives me nuts, but I guess we all get
that." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Definitely.  Whichever way you want to go, you'll be
getting hours in both of them since that many classes qualify you as a minor in
that field."  Sam smiled. 


"Over
achiever," Dean teased. 


Sam
bopped him on the arm.  "It was that or watch you try hard to date,
Dean." 


"Not
my fault the chicks aren't seeing past the limp." 


"Plenty
have.  That's why you nearly missed a final." 


Horatio
coughed.  "Xander nearly missed one by being kidnaped." 
They gaped in horror.  He smirked and nodded.  "Back when he was
dating, it was often a bad thing.  Some threatened officers to get him back. 
One turned into a serial killer.  One tried to blow up a police station in
San Diego after having been rented twice by him.  Plus we have a playboy
on staff in the lab.  We're used to dating causing problems, boys." 


They
both grinned.  "Xander's slightly insane?" Dean asked. 


"His
white lighter settles him down."  He pushed over packets. 
"These are what we got from you already.  Is there anything you'd
like to add to it?" 


Sam
looked over his then dug out something to hand over.  "Work study
reports." 


Dean
nodded, handing over his last report from his physical therapist. 
"On my current limitations and where I'm heading." 


Horatio
read over each of them, nodding some.  "Sam, with your skills, I
would suggest field work."  He looked up at him.  "You'll
still spend plenty of time in Trace and Chemistry running tests.  I think
you'd rather have the questioning, going out to gather on scenes, those
things." 


Sam
relaxed.  "I could like that." 


"Good." 
He looked over Dean's report.  "Very good job, Dean.  Professor
Destra told us how badly you had been injured."  He looked at
him.  "I'm sure you'll heal as much as possible."  Dean
nodded.  "We look forward to helping you with that.  If you need
to arrange your schedule around therapy, you'll let us know." 


"I
can do that.  How is he in the lab?" 


"Xander
is a bit... of a perfectionist in the lab.  Truthfully, he came in
nearly  having enough hours to be out of his internship."  They
stared.  "He temped in for someone's maternity time, did some hours
when he took that special program upstate, plus jumped in horribly for us the
first few months.  He learned identification by going to pawn shops. 
He also has this thing for artillery that's a bit disturbing."  Dean
grinned at that.  "He usually starts out his students on an
identification exercise as a before and after sort of test.  He calls
himself a protocol bitch about his lab.  He's also a bit fussy.  He
was raised by some severely warping girls.   He has a t-shirt habit
that we haven't been able to break yet and it can drive you insane.  We
discounted Xander horribly due to his eye.  He taught us all better. 
If we do the same to you, I'd expect you to counter it for us and to tell him
it's your fight instead of letting him jump in and get huffy.  Because he
will." 


"That's
my job," Dean assured him.  "Not my mentor's.  He's not my
dad." 


"Good. 
Then we won't have a problem.  Xander has trained some exceptional
techs.  He's driven a few nearly insane but they came back better techs
for it.  He's cleared for field work so he can look over both of you
because his minor was in trace." 


Sam
grinned.  "That's why I was suggested toward trace or DNA?" 


"The
main tech in our DNA lab is his mother hen.  She mothers him
horribly.  The cold case tech in our lab is his boyfriend.  They
probably thought it'd be easier for him to watch over you if you needed
it.  I can tell you that there's not that much demon activity most of the
year.  Now and then we get some down to vacation.  The last few years
Xander has had to deal with something that came down to eat kids on spring
break."  Dean shuddered.  "We forbid him from clubbing
during spring break.  We don't want to have to rescue him again." 


"He
still gets taken?" Sam asked. 


Horatio
nodded.  "And paid in the clubs."  They gaped. 
"We have no idea why.  Even his white lighter doesn't know.  He
laughs about it, but he doesn't know why."  He stared at them. 
"Let me go over what Miami can do for you two."  He pulled out
compensation packages, letting them look it over.  "Sam, if you want,
we do have a lot of field techs that can mentor you as well.  You'll
basically be under Xander's tender mercies to nag and be patted when you need
help.  Because he will fuss if you let him.  He's like
that."  That got a grin from Dean.  "The girls warped him
horribly.  That's why he calls football gay sex in teams." 


Dean
burst out laughing.  "I heard that story." 


"Good. 
He horrified a few of us when he said that around the station the first
time."  He went over each perk and the pay scale for their
internships.  They would fit in very well.  He'd have to warn Alexx
not to fuss over them but they'd do fine. 


***



Xander
looked at his interns their first day in.  "Good morning, my evil
minions," he said happily, smiling at them.  "For the next year,
you are my minions.  A few of you are night shift's minions.  You'll
get on fine with them I'm sure.  If not, you can come talk to Calleigh or
myself about transferring around the lab to get away from interpersonal
problems.  I'll have to insert an excuse here.  I haven't had
caffeine yet so I'm a bit scatterbrained at the moment.  It'll get better
within an hour.  First, see the big, red button?  Do not push
it.  It leads back to a cranky redhead in Cleveland and she will turn you
into something furry.  If you don't believe me, find the janitor that
won't come in here.  He'll tell you about when he accidentally hit it
while cleaning.  That's why we have to bring our trash out to the hall for
him." 


He
cleared his throat, counting noses.  "I see the two I gave permission
to be a day late aren't here but the rest of you are.  Let's start with
going over ballistics.  This is the felony ballistics lab.  This is
our exam area.  That is our exemplar vault," he said with a
point.  "We have extra storage down in evidence for some things that
can't fit here.  Most of what's down there are things that we don't see
all that often so we don't need to compare them too often.  Behind me is
our firing pen.  It has interchangeable methods of catching bullets. 
Depending on if we need the jell-o cube for testing, the regular pit to fire
into, the wall to catch it, whatever."  They all nodded. 
"Get familiar with in here for the next few minutes then I'll take you
around the station."  They went to look around then came back. 


"Do
we all have our ID's?  If so, put them on.  If not, we'll go get it
first.  It is your job to make sure you are always wearing it.  No
matter why you are in the building.  The receptionists are told to stop
and possibly detain anyone not wearing an ID.   They do it to those
of us who've been here for years, even if we're just running in for our
checks.  They will do it to you and they enjoy it.  Then they'll try
to mark you as being late."  They all nodded at that. 
"Let's head out to the elevator and up a floor.  We'll do that
first.  That's also where you'll pick up your computer log-ins.  For
some reason they put it with internal affairs.  We don't know why, but
apparently the chief thought they were bored and had a free corner." 
He pointed.  They left, him following.  They ran into one of the
other two in the hall.  "I told you guys you could come in
tomorrow." 


"We
didn't need special favors, Mr. Harris," Sam said. 


"Good,
but I'd do it to anyone who had to drive across country."  He
grinned.  "We're going on the tour.  Where's your brother?"



"Talking
with Horatio.  He had to hand in his last report." 


"Good. 
We're going to get ID's, then take the tour, join in." 


"Yes,
sir." 


"I'm
a Xander, not a sir.  I'm only a sir if I need to go back to the S&M
club." 


Someone
leaned out of a lab.  "Xander, haven't you had caffeine?"
someone yelled. 


He
looked.  "No, Ryan, the alarm clock was broken so I didn't get up on
time," he said with a grin.  Ryan gave him his soda. 
"Thanks.  Needed this."  He followed them up to the
internal affairs office.  "If you see these guys coming for you, it
doesn't always mean you've done something wrong.  Don't panic unless you
have a guilty conscience."  He took another sip.  "Most of
us try to avoid them anyway, because the main guy here can bug the crap out of
us, but it happens.  Especially when there's been an officer-involved
shooting.  They will come to us to get evidence looked over." 
They all nodded.  "Sam, your ID?" 


"I
have to get it," he admitted, moving to that line. 


"Catch
up once you have it."  He walked the students out.  "We are
going to the second floor.  Put your ID's on.  Their receptionist has
managed to get people suspended for not wearing them.  For those of you
with them on your waistband, it will fall off as you move.  Watch out for
that.  Later on you can get a lanyard or whatever sort of clip you want to
put it on.  As long as you're wearing it."  Sam came out with it
on his belt loop.  "That's a good way to wear it.  Lanyards can
be difficult to lean down to run through for the elevator." 


He
got on with them, going down to the detective's area.  He tossed out his
empty bottle since he drained it on the way down.  "This is
homicide.  We share this pile of glass and steel that's way too bright in
most areas with them."  A few people laughed. 
"Seriously.  Lab remodel a few years back made it a lot more
bright.  Some of us do wear sunglasses indoors without a
hangover."  He pointed.  "That is Detective Tripp.  He
is the overlord of this department.  He'll be giving you a short
speech.  These are ballistics interns, Detective Tripp." 


"Haven't
you had any caffeine?" he demanded, hands on his hips. 


"Alarm
didn't go off.  I got up late.  Ryan handed me half of his." 


Frank
stole another detective's, not even getting a complaint as he handed it to
Xander.  "Drink it, Harris.  You're horrible when you
bounce."  He looked at the kids.  "This all of them?" 


"One's
in conference with Horatio.  He can join Ryan or Tim on the other
tour.  Usually I give all the interns the tour but Ryan was supposed
to.  Since he's buttcheek deep in a test it might be Tim's
job."  He took a drink from the newly opened can, smiling at
Sam.  "Yes, he thinks I'm insane." 


"I
know you're insane and I've met the reason why," he said dryly. 
"Welcome to our building," he said, looking at the rest of them.
"As he said this is our homicide unit.  I am Detective Frank
Tripp.  I'm senior officer over all these lunatics here."  He waved
a hand around.  "I will make a few things clear.  We are here as
equals.  Many of us don't have the advanced degrees some of you guys
have.  We do have years of experience and we do expect to be treated as an
equal.  That has been a problem in the past.  From what I heard,
Xander took down an intern for talking down to one of my boys last
year."  Xander nodded, taking another drink. 


"If
you have problems, you can come to us to talk about it.  We are here to be
mentors and to teach you just as much as the lab's people are.  I will
warn you that some interns have had problems by hitting on detectives who
weren't interested.  I do not want to see that this year.  The last
one ruined her career by doing it.  All the way through a restraining
order."  A few of them shuddered.  "If you ask us, we will
help you or mentor you.  Especially if you're having a problem like
someone trying to blackmail you." 


"That
happens often?" Sam asked. 


"More
often than you think," Xander admitted.  "We've had ones that've
been blackmailed by their spouses to fix their friends' problems.  We've
had one that was a fundamentalist christian who was roleplaying.  One of
his church found out and was going to turn him in.  It would've gotten him
kicked out of his church.  The guy wanted him to fix his parking
tickets.  If anyone approaches you to fix a case, bribing, blackmail,
whatever, you are to come to one of us in the lab. 


"Horatio
and I will do whatever we can to help you.  Even if it's something in your
past like you were a contract killer.  Don't laugh, we've had one that
retired and went to DNA a few years back."  They stared in
horror.  He nodded.  "We'll do what we can to help you if they
come for you.  You can come to Frank.  Most of the detectives as
well.  We've all had people that tried to talk us into things." 
He finished that can and tossed it out.  "Thanks, Dave." 


"Welcome,
Xander.  We hate it when you're bouncy.  You call spot gun checks and
bop us on the head when they're not clean." 


"Yours
had better be clean," Frank assured him.  He nodded it was. 
"Good."  He looked at the kids again.  "Xander may be
bouncy but he's been with us for years.  He was our intern as well. 
He's overqualified but we like him anyway."  They all looked at
Xander then at him again.  He smirked. 


"If
you need us, we're here.  If you're delivering and we're not at our desks,
put them in the middle of the desk, where we'll see it when we sit down. 
Putting it in our inbox means we won't find it for weeks.  Also, our
breakroom's machines do not stock diet soda.  Sorry.  We know yours
runs out but we don't have any at all, kids."  He stepped back. 
"Remember to wear your ID's.  Our receptionist is mean and has
suspended even me for not wearing one.  I needed the day off, but she'll
be evil about it."  They nodded.  "Where to next,
Harris?" 


"Patrol,
morgue, then back up to ballistics."  That got a nod.  "Go
up the hall to the right," Xander said with a point.  He picked up
the ID that had fallen off.  "Melissa?"  She snatched it
and put it onto her shirt instead.  "For those who have clothing
questions, you can ask me or Calleigh.  Field techs have to be more clean
cut looking than the ones in the lab.  I would suggest that, male or
female, wearing heels hurt.   You'll be standing on your feet for
hours on end.  Yes, I have had a trannie intern who was wearing
heels.  He quit wearing them really fast." 


They
all gave him a horrified look, even Sam.  "This is Miami,
people.  We've got one of the biggest gay contingents in the US. 
Labs are where you'll find all the oddballs so deal with it."  They
ran into Dean.  "Are you joining the rest of the other intern
tour?" 


"I
already have my ID.  I know to treat detectives with respect because they
know shit I don't." 


"Excellent. 
To the glass door that says 'patrol'," he ordered.  They headed in
there.  "Ballistics interns on tour," he shouted, bringing the
head of the patrol unit.  He looked at Dean.  "You could've had
today.  I would've given it to anyone who had to drive across
country," he said quietly. 


"I'm
good." 


"Good. 
Tell me when you're not."  That got a nod. 


The
patrol supervisor looked at them.  "Harris, haven't you had
caffeine?" he demanded. 


"Ryan
gave me half of his.  Frank stole Dave's for me.  I'm waiting for it
to kick in."  The interns snickered when the guy handed him someone
else's can. 


"You
laugh now but Harris is scary when he doesn't have caffeine in him. 
Bouncy, distracted, and violent.  We hate him like that.  There's
always a kidnaping or a bomb threat involved." 


"I
don't always go clubbing when I don't have caffeine," he complained. 
He tapped the top of the can before opening it.  "Thanks, Hugh."



"Welcome,
Harris." 


The
patrol supervisor looked at them.  "For those of you who do not know,
I am the day shift Patrol supervisor.  We run three shifts: day, swing,
and graveyard.  You see my boys from your early morning commute to the
early hours of your evening commute.  For those who're going to night
shift in the lab, you'll be seeing the end of swing and graveyard." 
That got a few nods. 


"I
will make this clear.  In the past we have had interns that have tried to
get us to help them move, wanted to ride in the cars with the sirens on, wanted
to date my boys and girls even when they didn't want it, and a few odd ones who
wanted to have sex in the back of a cruiser.  You can't do any of
that.  Am I clear?"  They all nodded.  "Good.  We
may be simpler officers but we demand the same respect that you'd give to your
fellow lab techs.  If you need our help with a problem, we are here to
give advice.  If you have not taken the tour of booking and holding, let
us know by the end of the week." 


"It's
Thursday," Sam offered. 


"Next
week then.  I'll arrange for the tour through booking and holding so you
understand how the system works.  Also, if you're arrested for something
stupid, like the ones we get every year for drunk driving, tell us you're an
intern so we can put you in a separate cell.  You'd hate it when the cons
hear that you're with the department.  They tend not to be that
nice." 


"Again,
another reason many techs ruin their careers," Xander agreed. 
"And if my techs get caught drunk driving, you might as well consider your
career over.  Am I clear?"  They nodded.  "Good. 
Any other words of wisdom?" 


"Our
breakroom machines do stock diet soda but we run out sooner.  There's more
of us and they refill our machines at the same time they do yours.  Sorry,
kids, but we can't change that." 


"At
least you guys don't have any more food thieves," Xander said with a grin.



"True,
thank you for that, Harris.  As a fair warning, *NEVER* eat his
cooking.  He's poisonous.  That's why we no longer have a food
thief.  Neither does the lab."  Xander gave him a smug
look.  "I'd suggest you guys not try that this year
either."  He looked around.  "Any questions?" 


"Sir,
the guy in Internal Affairs said that we'd be drug tested this month.  Is
that down here?" 


"No,
that's in our bathrooms.  Yes, interns do get hit with it twice as often
as regular officers or detectives," Xander told them.  "It's
because interns do stupid shit.  It's their first taste of adulthood
outside of the fun years of college.  Plenty of you guys have continued on
your bad ways from your frat party days.  I'd suggest that you not do it
for a while.  We see the most incidences of techs ruining their careers
around their second paycheck.  Be aware that you'll probably get hit
around there." 


The
patrol supervisor agreed with a nod.  "They do.  A lot of you
guys decide to be stupid and go party.  We see plenty of you then. 
Caine comes in quite pissed that morning." 


"The
rest of us duck or have popcorn, depending on our personalities," Xander
said dryly.  They gave him a dirty look.  "I won't lie. 
There's people who  like to see interns wash out.  They enjoy the
hell out of it.  Some of my former interns I've watched and giggled
because I warned them and they stayed stupid.  So if you have to see them
in a professional capacity, expect to see internal affairs the next day, or
that night.  If you're mugged it's okay.  If you're not the cause of
the bar brawl you might still see them.  If you're being arrested, kiss
your ID card goodbye and your career will follow it within seconds." 


They
all nodded.  "Thank you for being so nice to my future minions. 
We're going to the morgue, people.  Our dayshift head ME is a mothering
sort."  He pointed.  "Down a floor."  They headed
that way.  "Dean, ID card."  He put it on better.  He
picked up Melissa's, handing it to her.  She sighed, putting it through a
buttonhole.  He nodded at that idea.  "Thank you.  Have an
easy day at work." 


"Your
mouth to all the Gods' ears," one guy agreed. 


Xander
smiled at them once they were all in the hallway.  "Yes, that point
about diet soda needed to be made.  Miami seems to live on the stuff for
some reason."  He pushed the right button, taking them down
there.  "All the way to the end of the hall.  If you have a
touchy stomach, stand in the back of the group."  He walked in. 
"Ballistics interns." 


"I
just saw the other group," Alexx said, looking them over.  "A
good looking crew this year."  She looked at Dean.  "You
need to sit down?" 


"No,
ma'am, not yet." 


"You
swat him if he ignores it." 


Xander
gave her an odd look.  "Why would I, Alexx?" 


She
gave him a pointed look.  "Because you ignore it when you're injured
and in pain.  Or should I mention coming to work with stitches you
ignored?" 


He
shrugged.  "I'm tough that way.  If he needs it, he'll tell
me.  He doesn't need me to mother him." 


"I
don't need a mother," Dean agreed.  "Sammy could use one." 


She
looked at Sam.  "You're really tall, sugar."  He grinned
and nodded.  "Well, that means you can reach higher things in the
field."  She looked around.  "I am ME Woods.  Yes, I
am the mother hen of the lab if I like you.  Everyone but Xander.  He
had Maxine Valera and Tim to do that for me.  I taught Timmy so he's very
good at it."  Xander grinned and nodded.  "First, do not
eat anything that boy cooks.  He's poisonous to every creature ever
created when he cooks.  Even himself."  A few snickered at that.



"Secondly,
all of you have to have time in autopsy.  You can arrange that however you
want.  If you don't do it fairly soon, the field techs will trick you into
it.  Usually when I'm having to boil someone down to find other injuries." 
A few shuddered.  "For those who have weak stomachs, choose an easy
case.  You don't want to come down during a burning case." 
Xander shook his head quickly at that.  "Thirdly, I am here if you
need to talk about things.  I have helped interns with personal problems,
boyfriend and girlfriend problems, one that wanted to commit homicide on her
girlfriend, and other problems.  You can come to me about those. 
Also, I am the one you'll see when you come in with the flu.  Sorry but
Horatio will send you to me." 


"And
the stink will make you sick," Dean quipped. 


"Usually,"
she agreed with a smile.  "If you don't take care of yourself, the
other techs will call me to nag you.  That means I get to nag the
too-skinny boys," she said, pointing at Sam.  "And the girls that
come in looking like a crack ho or like a plastic Barbie doll from the
surgeries."  She looked at Sam then at Xander.  "Have
dinner with them tonight." 


"My
door is open to every one of my interns," Xander reminded her. 
"I'm not always home so call first, but if you're having problems, my door
is open to you.  Here or at home.  So if you need to talk, come to
me.  Come to her.  Come to Horatio.  Whoever.  Just come to
one of us.   None of us want to have another intern that gets
overloaded and jumps off the building."  They flinched. 
"Exactly.  That was not a good thing.  Not my intern,
fortunately, but one of the interns that decided that no one would
understand.  If he had come to us we would've told him we did understand,
set him up with a mentor who could help him with the problem he was having, and
set him with the union we have of people just like him." 


That
got a nod.  "So this is our morgue.  Those are the storage
drawers.  Her office is off to this side.  She has an organizer when
you need to hand her reports.  Now and then we'll be called down to help
rod wounds to determine trajectory.  Field techs get it more often but
that's our area so we get called for that.  Any questions for
Alexx?"  They shook their heads.  "Then let's head back to
the lab to start your first exercise.  Those of you who are night shift,
head home and come back at eight.  Try to sleep today so you get on the
right sleep cycle.  You'll be exhausted for weeks if you
don't."  They nodded, splitting up to head off.  "Also remember
to sign in and out of the lab.  If you forget to clock in, we take it from
the sign-in sheets," he called after them. 


He
got them up to his lab again.  "For today, my minions, I want you
guys to go into the exemplar.  I want you to write down the make, model,
year, caliber, and if it's clean or not of every single weapon in there. 
You don't have to clean it if it's not.  You may not use the manual. 
This is your before and after test.  We want you to be able to do more of
them by the time you leave.  Any questions so far?" 


"Sir,
I noticed the sword?" Melissa asked. 


"It
leads back to a speciality class I had to take.  If you want to learn how
to deal with the strange things that sometimes show up, let me know and I'll
teach you what I can.  It led back to being able to handle cult cases,
strange chemistry, and a lot of other odd things.  I will warn you that is
sharp and heavy.  I was a construction worker so it's very heavy for most
people to use.  And if you want to learn how to use a sword, let me know
and I'll teach you that.  I can teach that, battle axes,
crossbows."  They all gave him odd looks.  He grinned. 
"I'm a weapons person.  That's why I'm a ballistics tech, guys. 
Now, go to work."  They went to do that.  He stopped Dean. 
"That padded one is technically my stool.  Do we need to get one for
you?" 


"I
wouldn't mind padding but it's not that important," Dean said quietly. 


"The
regular ones will hurt even healthy asses, Dean." 


"Then
I wouldn't mind," he agreed. 


"Good. 
If you get too tired and need some time on the break room couch, you'll let me
know."  Dean nodded.  "If you end up having to switch back
for a few weeks, because even I've ended up in a wheelchair for a few days due
to injuries, then the station there," he said with a point, "is set
up for that.  It unlocks underneath to lower." 


"Good
to know." 


"Good." 
He let him go.  "Also, that door open policy is open to you
guys.  My white lighter and I would love to have you and yours for dinner
soon.  Tim cooks really good.  He's nearly chef quality." 


"Is
he your white lighter?" he asked quietly. 


"He
was and then he descended to boyfriend status.  So now I have a former
detective who I worked with a lot.  He tends to stay gone." 
Calleigh walked in.  "This is Calleigh Duquesne.  She's the head
ballistics tech and a field tech.  Calleigh, this is Dean
Winchester." 


"I
got your profile from Professor Destra, Dean.  You're a lot like that one
who used to drive me nuts."  He grinned at that.  Dean did
too.  "We'll expect great things from you."  She looked in
the exemplar then at him.  "I'll talk to her about her
skirt."  Xander nodded.  "Did you warn them about the
t-shirts?" 


"No. 
I think Frank did.  Everyone was forcing caffeine on me since I hadn't had
any yet."  The look on her face was comical.  "The alarm
got slung by Tim again.  I've had two cans and half of Ryan's soda
too."  She relaxed.  "Go hit the task, Dean.  I know
you can do most of them."  He nodded, going to do that.  He
looked at his boss.  "It'll be okay." 


"Good. 
I have introduced Sam to Tim.  Sam realized who he was
somehow."  Xander grinned at that.  "I also put him under
you and Ryan for a mentor." 


"That's
fine.  Ryan was helped by me and Tim."  She nodded. 
"It's cool.  Who ended up doing the other tour?" 


"Ryan
forgot so Tim started.  They nagged Ryan so he joined them to take
over."  She looked at the inbox.  Then she sighed. 
"No good shootings in days." 


"I
know but it'll be soon.  Otherwise I'll go clubbing."  She pinched
him, going to warn Tim he had said that.  He smirked at the watching
tech.  "Melissa, that was Calleigh if you wanted to ask her something
about skirts."  He nodded at her current one, which was riding up
some.  She blushed and pushed it down.  "Be comfortable,
people.  Unless you're in court, then you can change when you get
back."  He got to work on the monthly jobs that had to be done even
when they didn't have any work. 


Dean
looked at the one with Xander's name on it.  "Xander, this
board?" 


He
looked then grinned.  "I donated them after the lab got blown up by
someone trying to destroy evidence.  Some of those are mine, some of those
are from the ATF because I asked nicely.  Some of those I bought
specifically for the lab."  He smiled.  "Treat them all
with respect.  We'll know otherwise." 


"Of
course we will.  Or we'd be in another field," Dean quipped back. 


"Some
ballistics techs do hate guns.  They're in the field to get all of them
off the street and out of untrained hands.  Some of us have personal
exemplars.  Some of us have small collections.  Depends on the
tech."  He smiled.  "You did get a parking permit,
right?"  Dean nodded.  "Good.  I heard your car was
your baby." 


"She
is.  Family heirloom." 


"Cool." 
He smiled.  He came in to look over their shoulders.  Then he
pointed.  "That's a forty-five, guys.  Not the nine-mil
version."  They groaned and corrected it.  "We see a lot of
both of those though." 


"Are
we doing the larger exemplar vault?" Melissa asked. 


"If
you want to you can.  We're out of work at the moment.  No one's shot
anyone in days.  No new weapons dealers.  Not even a drug bust with
guns.  For some reason Miami's enjoying the pretty summer
weather."  He went back to his cleaning and sorting duties. 


"Geek,"
Dean muttered. 


"Every
bit of one and loving it," Xander quipped back from his seat, making Dean
laugh.  Yeah, they could get along well enough. 


***



Calleigh
walked in, noticing all the other techs were gone.  "Already done for
the day?" she asked. 


Dean
came out of the exemplar with Xander.  "No work."  She
nodded at that.  "Eight tomorrow, Xander?" 


"Yup. 
Melissa covers afternoons." 


"I
talked to her about comfortable clothes, shoes, and how to fix her ID,"
Calleigh promised.  "Sam's in the field right now, Dean." 


"That's
why I'm hanging around." 


"It'll
be hours.  It was a trash dump case."  Dean grimaced. 
"Exactly.  We'll make sure he gets home." 


Xander
grinned at him.  "Lemons.  If they didn't tell you in school,
lemons make you stink less."  She nodded quickly at that. 
"Fortunately they're cheap down here." 


"I'll
buy some on the way home."  He looked around.  "It's a good
lab but I don't want special treatment." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Why would I, Dean?" 


"The
injury thing?" 


Xander
shook his head.  "I had to get pushy to get into the field.  For
the longest time they treated me like I was damaged.  You won't have to
push as often if you want to go out into the field." 


"That's
good to know.  So you gave us the extra day off why?" 


"Driving
is tiring.  I figured you guys would need the extra day to get settled
in." 


"He's
done it to other interns that had to drive," Calleigh assured him. 
"He's probably a bit harder on the techs he's had that have issues. 
He knows what they have to do to prove themselves.  Now, the whole past
that you guys share might make him take it a bit easier on you." 


"Because
of that, I know that they know how to question people, how to hunt and track,
and how to do a bunch of other little things that I teach the kids,"
Xander told her.  "I won't have to train them."  He pointed
at the button.  "Goes to Rosenburg at the Council.  She'll turn
you into something fluffy if you set it off and it's not an emergency.  She
did it to a janitor who did it by accident." 


"We
got scholarship help from them," Dean admitted. 


"It
had to be pointed out to them how bad they were when they tossed me aside like
lint," Xander said.  "After having been with them for
years."  Dean winced.  "Basically, I got injured and they
decided I was too helpless to work with them.  They had done it before but
not that bad.  I proved them and everyone else wrong.  So I'm
guessing part of that is guilt, to make sure that no other hunter gets treated
the same way." 


"That
can work out for the positive," Calleigh said, patting him on the
arm.  "So, are you sleeping with your white lighter like Xander
did?" she asked him. 


Dean
gave her the most horrified look, then shuddered.  "EWW! 
Eww!  No!  Bad, bad mental image!"  He squeezed his eyes
shut, shuddering again. 


"Sorry,"
she said with a grin.  "I noticed you checked the girls out all day,
Dean." 


"It's
our *dad*," he complained.  "It was bad enough everyone in LA
thought I married my little brother.  Eww."  He limped off
shaking his head. 


"Dinner,
tonight," Xander called.  "Bring yours, I'll bring
mine."  Dean waved.  He grinned at Calleigh.  "That's
good to know." 


"It
is."  She pinched him on the cheek.  "Tim said he's not
cooking tonight." 


"That's
why someone invented take out."  He grabbed his stuff and clocked
out.  "Laters, boss." 


"Go
home, don't warp the interns tomorrow." 


"Shoot,
take all my fun," he complained as he walked out.  "Heading
home, boss," he called up into the office. 


"We'll
see you tomorrow, Xander," Horatio called back.  He waited then went
to find Calleigh.  "Why was Dean so loud and vehement about being
disgusted?" he asked quietly. 


"I
asked if he was sleeping with his white lighter too.  It's his dad and
apparently he and Sam got confused for boyfriends at least once." 


"They
are very close."  He walked off smiling.  That was nearly a
comical image. 


***



Xander
walked into the house with the new alarm clock and take out.  Tim had
apparently bought another clock too.  "Hey, a spare."  He
took a kiss.  "I invited Sam and Dean over with their white
lighter.  Calleigh asked if they were sleeping with him.  Dean got
disturbed because it's their father." 


"That's
cool."  He laid out the take out.  "Sam called and said
they'd be over in about thirty minutes.  After he showers." 


"Hmm,"
Xander said, pushing Tim against the fridge to kiss him.  "Have a
good day threatening your little craphead?  I heard you." 


"Yes
I did.  She needed it.  Came in wearing a nearly see-through shirt
and short skirt, plus heels.  I had Maxine teach her better then I got
onto her for making major mistakes."  He took another kiss. 
"You're happy today." 


"I
got lunch." 


"Good." 
He grinned.  "No work all day?"  He shook his head. 
"Spent it cleaning the exemplar?"  He grinned and nodded. 
"I'll finish off your happy day after dinner."  Xander took
another kiss, so Speed let him have his way until someone knocked.  Then
he went to open the door.  "Hey," he said, letting them
inside.  "Xander, they're here." 


"Cool. 
Hey, guys.  John?" he called.  John Hagen faded into view. 
Dean and Sam's father faded into view too.  "This way the white
lighters can compare."  He waved a hand at the food.  "Take
out's getting cold."  They grinned, coming in to eat and talk with
them.  John and John were talking about the area, the problems Xander had
seen recently, and warning Winchester not to eat his cooking.  "I'm
not that bad," Xander called. 


"Yeah,
right," Tim snorted.  "You nearly killed someone with it,
Xander."  Xander shrugged and ate another bite. 
"Fine.  You can have your mental block on how bad you
cook."  He patted him. 


Xander
took a kiss.  "Behave or I'll spank." 


"You
can try." 


Xander
smirked.  "I can do more than try.  Alexx told me to." 


"I'll
get her tomorrow." 


Xander
grinned at the boys.  "That's why Calleigh asked.  He descended
to be my boyfriend instead of white lighter.  I foolishly thought I'd get
to retire."  He ate another bite.  "So, how was your first
day, Sam?" 


"Not
bad.  The scene was really disgusting." 


Dean
nodded.  "We heard.  Don't give details, Sammy." 


"Not
a problem."  He ate another bite and chewed, looking back at the two
ghosts then at Xander.  "They were going to call you about the one
who keeps showing up in the patrol room." 


"I
heard.  I put down some banishing solution earlier to shoo it off. 
If it needs help, my John can intercept it tomorrow to talk to it. 
Right?" he called. 


"I
tried, he's scattered.  I'll try again tomorrow, Xander." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at the boys.  "So, how did you find
demonic chemistry and necromancy?" he asked with a grin. 


"We
made the one slime explode all the over the room," Dean told him. 


Tim
snickered.  "Many have.  It's not often it shows up down
here.  When we were in New York it showed up a lot more often." 
Xander nodded.   "Down here you get an occasional slime
sample.  You know it's slime because the machine denies that you have a
sample to test.  Then they call Xander to get his kit to run
it."  He ate another bite, looking at the two spirits. 
"Could be worse, guys." 


"Maybe,"
John Winchester said. 


"No,
it could be worse," Xander agreed.  "We've had people who were
interested in the darker effects of what we learned.  I had to stop one
last year who was using what they taught us to raise some higher demons." 


"That
would be worse," John agreed. 


Hagen
nodded.  "Frank got to make fun of them for days." 


"Better
than the plant demon guy," Xander pointed out dryly. 


"True,
it was better than the guy who was warping plant demons and had one eat his
girlfriend," Tim agreed.  Hagen nodded at that.  All three
Winchesters looked confused.  Tim grinned.  "He did. 
Xander got to take out all the nice magical marks in an interrogation
room." 


"Wonderful,"
Sam said with a grin.  "How often do we have to deal with that?"



"There's
some Central, South American, and Cuban witches locally.  A few who moved
from New Orleans after Katrina.  We have an overlord for demon
problems."  That got a relaxed set of hunters.  "He's
pretty decent.  Doesn't tend to involve himself but if he finds a case
where it has to be taken out, he calls me.  I get about one or two a month
unless it's spring break.  Then you get the half demons who are in college
and come down to party so they get exposed somehow.  The ones who get
hurt.  The ones who come down to eat all the easy targets who're marinated
nicely by being drunk.  February through April is a busy time for
me.  The rest of the year isn't so bad.  Christmas brings a few out
who feed on miserable people.   Some that snowbird down from New
York.  I talked with the slayer in New York last year when the snowbirds
started to show up.  She got me a list of who was probably traveling for
our overlord.  He pointed out three were dangerous.  I threatened
them.  They went to Texas so I warned one of us out there.  Two
didn't make it back.  The other was only dangerous to strays. 
Apparently she decided kitten poker meant he was dangerous." 


"We
heard about kitten poker but we didn't believe it," Dean said. 


Tim
nodded.  "Xander still plays a mean hand of kitten poker for
information sometimes.  We don't ask what they do with the cats...." 


"Probably
a good idea," Sam decided, stuffing his mouth again.  He looked back
at his father.  "Is kitten poker talked about on that side?" 


"No. 
I've never heard of it." 


"It's
the poker choice of demons," Tim told him.  "Like Texas Hold 'Em
is for humans.  Only they play for kittens." 


John
stared in confused.  "How?" 


"No
clue how it got started," Xander admitted.  "I learned from some
of the demons we worked with in Sunnydale." 


"You
were there?" John demanded, staring him down. 


Xander
grinned.  "They never told you I'm *that* Xander Harris?" 


"Damn,"
Winchester said.  "He'll do a good job mentoring you,
boys."  Xander nodded.  "I know Dean and Sammy said they
got compared to you a lot in school." 


"Professor
Destra told me that when she called me about you two to see if I'd mentor
you.  Did my picture go up on the wall yet?" 


"This
last spring.  After you did something insane," she said. 


"I'm
proud of myself then."  He grinned at Tim.  "We should tell
the others tomorrow." 


"I
doubt any of the other techs got put up there before a decade.  You
deserve bragging rights," Tim agreed. 


"If
he says why, Frank's going to freak out again," Hagen pointed out. 
"Especially since it saved his life." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Not my fault.  I didn't even date her, John." 


"I've
heard about your dating curse," Sam said. 


"Did
anyone warn you about his clubbing problem?" Tim asked.  Both boys
nodded.  "Good.  We really do have to go have some fun soon,
Xander." 


Xander
looked at him.  "You warn Horatio.  He ordered you to." 


"I
will."  He finished up.  "Anyone want seconds?" 
They all shook their heads so he finished up the food.  "I didn't get
lunch.  I had to take down an ego." 


Xander
grinned at Sam.  "Did you get to see his new DNA intern?" 


"I
did and I stared in horror at her thong." 


Dean
nodded.  "So did I.  She doesn't have the butt for it." 


"Oh,
we talked about that earlier," Tim promised.  "Especially that
she couldn't tell she had her skirt stuck in the band after a bathroom
break."  He stuffed his mouth again.  Xander grinned at
him.  "Next time I'm letting you have her." 


"She
hits on you again and I get her anyway," he assured him.  "I
surprised Calleigh was the one who asked you that.  I figured Eric
would've asked one of you that earlier.  Or Ryan.  Maybe Alexx."



"Ryan
started to talk about white lighters with me but we got a patrol officer who
came over with some new information so I had to look at it," Sam
admitted.  "I didn't see Eric today." 


"Huh,"
Xander said.  He considered it then nodded.  "Well, we'll figure
it out."  Tim sighed but nodded.  "Remember, any demon
cases you guys need help with, come to us.  I still have my kit at the
station if you need it, Dean." 


"The
teacher said he updated a few things." 


"I
heard.  I like the old version better.  The banishing potion is
stronger.  Might hurt them more but I don't feel that much sympathy for
them.  There's a potion you guys got in necromancy I didn't, but otherwise
mine's there.  You can bring yours in if you want to." 


"It's
in the trunk of the car," he admitted. 


"That's
fine.  Someone's found mine a few times and got very odd thoughts. 
Especially since we have a dried iguana head from a cult case." 


"Then
there was the one who decided you were sleeping with a dead person," Tim
added. 


"Yeah,
hopefully she's straightened out more.  She kept avoiding me after I
paddled her for that."  Sam gave him an odd look.  "She
told the whole station that I was sleeping with dead people."  He
smiled sweetly.  "Then she had to nicely recant and come up with a
cover story for that." 


"Mac
Taylor was not amused," Speed added.  "I'm not so sure he didn't
want to help paddle her later that day." 


"I'm
sure he probably did but when I got done with her she couldn't sit,"
Xander said. 


John
Hagen nodded.  "He was brutal when he paddled her but for a good
reason.  Door." 


Xander
went to answer it, finding Maxine there.  "Hey, Max."  He
let her in.  "I'm sure you met Dean and Sam earlier today." 


"I
did."  She pinched Sam's cheek.  "You're adorable. 
Even if I would have to pull out the six-inch heels to be anywhere near your
height." 


"I'm
not that tall," he complained with a blush. 


"Yes
you are, Samzilla," Dean joked.  "Hey, Miss Valera." 


"Maxine,
Dean.  I'm like Xander's adopted mom.  You can call me
Max."  She ruffled his hair, looking at the two spirits. 
"Hmm, you got one like John Hagen instead of like Tim was. 
Interesting." 


"I
couldn't fade out," Tim told Winchester at his odd look. 


"You
were over here?" John asked. 


"Yeah,
I didn't clean my gun well enough.  Now Xander does it for me.  He
finds it like meditation." 


"I
can see it that way too," Dean agreed.  "It's good they put me
with another gun nut." 


"I
think it's great you could identify most of the guns in the exemplar. 
I've only had one other that got near that level and he's presently lording
over a smaller lab in Michigan.   He wanted to go to a smaller
lab.  He's also the sort to collect a personal exemplar.  Which saves
his department a lot of money."  They all grinned at that. 
"I've trained a few good interns every year, Dean.  I'm not
absolutely new at it but if you find me going over points you already knew, let
me know that." 


"I
can do that," he assured him.  "Why did you end up in a
wheelchair for a few days?" 


"He
broke his leg in two places and tried to go in without crutches," Tim told
him.  "He was using a cane at least but Maxine and Alexx banded
together to stick his butt in one and strap him in with locking straps. 
We had one tech that had come in for an in-school in a wheelchair so
fortunately the lab already had that adjustable table.  He gets a lot that
want to make sure they can handle a lab environment with a disability." 


Maxine
nodded.  "He gets about one a year for in-school." 


"Plenty
of people are driven away from forensics by the physical nature if they feel
they can't run, jump, and play in the dirt," Xander told her. 
"I got warned away a few times because of my eye." 


"What's
wrong with your eye?" John Winchester asked. 


"It's
missing.  One of the minions of the First popped it."  The ones
who didn't know stared at his very matter-of-fact tone.  "So yeah, I
know really well."  He grinned.  "I learned how to
compensate by jumping back in too."  Dean nodded he understood
that.  "With the way Dean's working on his leg, he'll get as good as
he can.  Being in the lab isn't that hard on him.  If, when he can manage
to get down into the dirt to gather evidence, he wants to start working field
cases he can ask to be evaluated for that.  Horatio can and has done that
in the past. 


"They
saw what I went through and Horatio made sure he talked to all those other
techs about their choices.  Then he started getting sent techs who had
been injured on the job.  Even the Feds like Horatio to test them to make
sure they're still fine to work."  Dean nodded at that
knowledge.  "So yeah, we won't baby you for it, Dean.  I'm a bitch
of protocol in my lab.  I expect people to live up to my standards, and
they are high in matters of work.  I could care less what you're wearing
most of the time but screw up in work stuff and I'll be down your throat."



"I
appreciate that stance," Dean agreed. 


Sam
nodded.  "We're used to tough but mostly fair.  Dad was a
Marine." 


Xander
nodded.  "Good.  Now, if anyone other than Maxine flirts with
you and makes you uncomfortable, because some will, let me know.  There's
been quite a few interns that have had problems that way.  Including one a
few years back that tanked her career when she wouldn't leave a detective alone
and he had to get a restraining order.  If they feel like playing, go for
it.  If they don't, let it go." 


"I'm
like that anyway.  I never promise to stay with them but if they want fun
I'm good at fun." 


Maxine
gave him a short hug around the shoulders.  "I'll point out who you
can flirt with most of the time.  A lot of us will flirt without carry
through.  I do it all the time."  Tim nodded at that. 
"Ryan can now and then when he's in a playful mood." 


"Ryan's
not my type." 


"It's
all good for us in the lab.  Every now and then we get a bigot but most of
the guys on the floor wear really big shoes," she told him with a
grin.  "Horatio has stomped a few.  Frank stomped one last
month.  Xander put his foot up a few of them over the last few
years.  And a few in New York too." 


"It's
wrong to pick on lesbians," Xander agreed with a small shrug. 
"If you get bastards like that, you let us know and we'll have them put on
the worst jobs we can find and then get them mandatory therapy."  He
smiled meanly, making Tim shudder.  "They really hate it when we do
that.  Most of them would rather quit than go to therapy." 
Maxine let out a small cackle at that.  "Especially since our three
PD shrinks are either gay or combat veterans.  The only male one is a Vet
and he's a pain in the ass.  He said I was doing the right thing ignoring
my injuries to keep doing the job.  Of course, he thinks I'm tragically
injured and going to keep going until I get killed on the job.  He accepts
that idea as long as I don't take anyone with me.  Post-shooting
interviews are not that fun." 


"I'll
keep that in mind," Sam said.  "Who knows about the strange
stuff?" 


"Quite
a few at our precinct," Tim told him.  "I died when I was a
CSI."  They all groaned.  "I made Xander come back down
here so that was mostly my fault that they figured it out.  Hagen's showed
up a few times thanks to a case and Buffy.  We've had a sucker demon in
the parking lot.  We've had a few scenes with people summoning
things." 


"Dispatch
knows because they'll call me automatically when something shows up on a
scene.  Or if one shows up in a hotel.  That's how I find out the
spring break rush has started."  They nodded at that.  "Mostly
around the office it's ignored until I have to deal with something.  Then
I get wary looks for a few days.  I wear a few really brain busting
t-shirts and they decide I'm warped because of the girls I used to know." 


"We
got warned about your views on sports thanks to them," Dean said dryly. 


"It's
not my fault basketball looks like a rerun interrupted by hookers shaking it
for tips." 


Sam
moaned, shaking his head.  "We heard about football." 


"Willow's
girlfriend added another viewpoint about it looking like birth instead of a gay
orgy," Xander offered with a grin.  "Some sort of ancient
fertility rite of birth, bringing it home, the after birth celebration
dance." 


"Shut
up, Xander," Tim said, shaking his head.  "Please don't warp
them already.  They just started." 


"I
doubt he can warp my boys that way," John said.  "They've had
too long as normal folk." 


Xander
grinned.  "Does that mean I can't let them borrow t-shirts?" 


"If
they want.  I won't stop them."  Xander bounced up and headed up
to his room to grab two from his collection, bringing them down folded up. 


"I
know those two by color.  I'm sorry for your headache later," Maxine
said.  John Hagen snickered at that.  "You hush.  Before I
see if I can call that spirit that possessed Horatio back." 


"I'd
hate to spank you, mom," Xander said dryly. 


Sam
read his then folded it up again quickly.   "We'll wear them on
a playful day in the lab."  Dean gave him an odd look but looked at
his and could only blink at it.  Sam looked at it then stared at
Xander.  "They really did warp you."  Xander grinned and
nodded.  "It's okay.  Maybe we'll help you warp back toward guy
things.  Dean's very macho most of the time." 


"We've
all tried," Maxine assured him.  "John even tried to unwarp him about
sports." 


Tim
nodded.  "Me too.  But it's fun to watch the headaches when they
pop up." 


"You
do know that she was hitting on you, not me?" Maxine asked him. 


"Should
I lisp tomorrow?" he asked her. 


She
smirked.  "Be as gay as you want.  You know I don't mind you
making out with Xander.  As long as you're not infecting samples with spit
what do I care?" 


"Horatio
said no more kissing in the break room or the locker room," Xander
reminded her.  "A couple of the patrol guys decided they were
uncomfortable with me making out with him on our anniversary.  We had both
been there all night and all the day before and were looking at another all day
session.  It ruined our plans so I gave him a kiss.  Two got confused
about their sexuality.  One called his minister to reaffirm his hetero
nature.  Two others came out of the closet since we were such an accepting
precinct.  One of those got into trouble with his people so I got to spend
part of my anniversary down there taking out some frustration from a people buying
ring on that guy's tormenters.  They were not happy.  IAB was not
happy but decided I'm the reason why so many gay bashers left.  Somehow
one of them decided I could turn him into a demon.  I never said it but he
somehow decided that." 


"Seems
fitting to me," Maxine assured him.  She smiled at them. 
"Bring in lunch tomorrow.  You won't be in the field again unless we
become murder central tomorrow, Sam.  That way you two can eat together
with me, Tim, and Xander if you want.  We have a few nice tables outside
off to the side of the building." 


"And
a few very nice trees to picnic under if you wanted more privacy," Tim
assured him.  "He takes some of the interns out there to talk to them
when they're having emotional problems." 


"I'll
remember that but we've got to make sure they don't think he took my name when
we got married," Dean said, nodding at Sam. 


"You're
brothers and I can help with that.  I am a major link in the gossip
chain.  I hear all," she assured him happily.  "I can brag
that you're both sweet, straight guys."  She patted them both on the
head.  "Watch out for Alexx.  She might mother you too. 
She does Ryan and Timmy all the time." 


"Only
she gets away with that," Tim said firmly. 


She
blew a kiss.  "You're such a cute, grumpy bear, Tim."  She
left with a wave. 


"Max
and I go out to club all the time when I can't take Tim," Xander said with
a grin.  "She even helped when my former friends came down." 


"That's
good of her," Sam said with a grin.  "She's really active."



"No,
that's Xander when he hasn't had caffeine.  I heard you got given some
today," he said dryly. 


"I
hadn't had any thanks to the alarm clock breaking." 


"I'll
try to quit slamming them against the wall again."  He sipped his
soda, leaning back to get another one, handing one to Sam, who grinned. 
"We're used to it." 


"What
about team nights or intern outings?" Dean asked.  "I know a
bunch of us students went out together." 


"That's
up to you guys," Xander said with a hand wave.  "Arrange it if
you want to.  We can show you guys where some of the nicer hangouts
are.  There's a few decent cop bars.  There's a few nicer bars where
we hang out when we don't want to be surrounded by other cops but the whole
team goes out to.  There's a sports bar I'm not allowed in unless Horatio
or Calleigh are with me because some guys got upset that I insulted their manly
sports because they were acting very gay at the time.  Then I told them
why ice skaters were more manly.  Most football players couldn't stand on
three-quarter inch blades and pick up someone to hold in the air at the same
time."  He sipped his drink, giving Tim a puppy eyed look when he
found it was empty.  Tim huffed but got him another one. 
"Thanks, Tim." 


"Welcome,
Xander."  He looked at them.  "He's very playful but if you
think he needs a leash, call." 


"Oh,
that's right, you need other tech's numbers," he told Sam.  He got
his phone and let him have it.  "Copy down Horatio's, mine,
Calleigh's, Eric's, Ryan's, Alexx's, and Peter's.  He's one of the night
shift guys.  He's not bad but he tends to come in first so if your case
ends up nearing their time he might try to help." 


Sam
nodded, copying all those numbers into his phone.  "Any others?"



"Usually
you won't have to call in to get test results but if you want, copy Max's and
Christopher's.  He's chem, she's DNA.  QD you can almost always walk
down to get that same day.  AV is Cooper.  By the way, Cooper talks
and chats with people, sometimes unintentionally.  He's not a bad
guy.  He's a really nice guy actually, just now and then his mouth can get
him in trouble." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can take that into account.  I heard something about
Ryan's problem." 


"Ryan
had an ex he couldn't regulate his mouth in front of," Tim told him. 
"He blurted stuff without realizing it a few times." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can understand that." 


"You
get past those incidences and move on, because no one's perfect," Xander
reminded him.  "They're both really good techs and nice guys. 
They're the sort to have your back.  But if you tell Cooper something like
you prefer thongs, it'll be all over the station.  Then Max will giggle
and try to see so the other ladies get verification." 


Dean
shook his head but he was smiling.  "You guys are slightly insane."



"All
labs have kooky people, Dean.  Welcome to the L'Abddam's family." 


"Gee,
thanks.  I'm sure we'll fit right in." 


Sam
nodded.  "Probably.  I was told Eric and Calleigh are kind of
uptight and Horatio too." 


"Once
you get to know them better they relax around you," Tim assured him. 
"Eric and I were best friends before I died.  I twitted him many
times about his slutty ways.  I got to tease Calleigh all the time
too.  Ryan never fully got that much relaxed around because he came in
right after I died.  Plus he was helping find a mole so he couldn't fully
mold himself a comfortable spot.  He's liked, now, but some of the techs
are still a bit uptight around him.  Unless he's with Xander.  They
decided if Ryan did bust out into mouth issues that he'd take care of it by
shooting the reporter." 


"Don't
tempt me.  She tried to stalk me into a bathroom last month." 


"I
forgot about that." 


"Ryan
warned her off me," he said dryly.  He looked at Sam. 
"That's a 'once you make friends' thing.  Like new boy in school
syndrome." 


"We
had that a lot since we moved a whole lot," Sam assured him.  That
got a nod from Dean and a yawn.  "Ready to head?" 


"I
should hit the bed.  Thanks for dinner, guys." 


"You're
welcome, Dean," Tim said.  "Remember, any problems or issues,
you can come to us.  Even if Xander will try to fight some battles for you
it's all good." 


"I
can do that.  Thanks, guys."  He looked at their father. 
"Want to stay to talk to his white lighter?" 


"I
can do that tomorrow while you're all at work.  When are you two working
tomorrow?" 


"Morning,"
Dean said.  Sam nodded.  "We only have thirty hour weeks right
now, Dad.  I meet with the new PT tomorrow at four." 


"Remind
me," Xander called after him.  Dean waved at that.  He smiled at
his John.  "So?" 


"He's
practical.  I can like that.  Even if he is very focused on the
demonic." 


Xander
nodded.  "It happens.  I was at one time too."  He
leered a his mate.  "You said you'd finish off my happy day. 
Can I start that finishing off now?" 


"Load
the dishwasher for me," he sighed heading upstairs to start the tub. 
Nothing made Xander happier than to spoil him.  Really, he could use some
spoiling time.  So a nice bath to soak in together.  He heard the
purr of contentment behind him, turning to look at his boyfriend. 
"Read with me?" 


"Read
to you while I nibble on you?  Sure, I can do that," he said with a
wicked smirk.  He went to get Tim's book, coming back to find a
bubble-covered Tim in the water.  He stripped down and climbed in,
relaxing with his boyfriend until he shut off the water.  Then he opened
his book to read to him.  Voices and all because it made Tim laugh and he
loved that sound.  He'd get to nibble on him later. 


***



Tim
walked in the next morning and laid a deep kiss on Xander at the doorway to
DNA.  "Lunch?" 


"I
can see lunch," he agreed with a grin.  He watched his mate walk in
and noticed how the DNA intern was giving him a dirty look.  He walked in
and handed Max something.  "Do we like that for a present?" 


Tim
tried to look but Max shielded it.  She tried very hard not to
squeal.  "I do like that, Xander.  It's very nice." 


Xander
smirked at his mate.  "It's your anniversary present."  He
walked off, leaving it with her.  He'd give in and give it to him too
soon.  She'd tease him about it all day.  He walked into his
lab.  "Morning, my people.  Calleigh, I took your advice on his
anniversary present.  Max is holding it so she can tease him for me."



"That's
something she's good at," she agreed.  She gave him a tired look. 


He
stared back.  "Problems with one of my cases?" 


"Six
of the night shift cases, Xander.  All field." 


"You
know I have ballistics covered.  Go.  Shoo."  She smiled,
going to do that.  "She's one of the senior techs.  She's also
second-in-command.  So she gets the dirty quality control
jobs."  He looked at his people.  Then at the inbox. 
"I see we have cases today."  He grinned.  "Take a
case.  Start the process while I watch over your shoulders." 
They nodded, getting to work.  He handed Dean one.  "I noticed
the note saying someone had put the shotgun in the exemplar.  You're more
used to shotguns.  Think you can handle it?" 


"Of
course I can."  He went to find that one and brought them both to the
firing area.  "Xander, ball or water pit?" 


"We
have the water pit up the last time I knew.  Check it."  Dean
nodded that it was.  "It should still hold the shotgun." 


"I'll
step back a few feet just in case."  He did the handgun first and
properly filled out the envelope for it.  He checked over the
shotgun.  "Problems."  Xander came in to check. 
"Did it fire?" 


Xander
looked at the tag.  "No, that note says that it didn't fire this
time.  We should still test it to make sure it wasn't involved in another
case."  He looked at the muzzle.  "Crap.  Let me get
this to trace.  Work on that one and you can have this one back
later.  We can do a part switch if we have to."  Dean nodded,
letting him walk it off.  "Ah, Sam.  Dirty, nasty, makes you
wanna hurl case.  Your brother's new ballistics case actually." 
He handed over the shotgun.  Then showed him the barrel.  Sam
grimaced.  "Sweep it for trace.  Give it back to Dean with the
reports please.  We'll test it anyway to make sure it didn't fire on
another case." 


"I
can do that."  He moved to get the swabs so he could process it
there.  Xander went back to his own lab.  Eric came in to look over
his shoulder.  He let him see. 


"Make
sure the hairs get to DNA," he said quietly.  "Any blood if you
find it too, Sam." 


"Of
course."  He finished his swabs, starting the first one
running.  He marked down where it came from and that it was going to DNA
too.  He walked them over there.  "I swabbed the barrel of a
shotgun that got brutally used."  Maxine grimaced.  "Found
a few shorter hairs, couldn't be sure if there were tags or not, and some
blood.  I took small snatches for samples in trace.  It's Dean's
ballistics case." 


"I
can do that, Sam.  Give me a few hours."  He smiled, going back
to work on what he had.  She settled in to run those samples. 
"I hadn't heard about someone doing this.  Usually I would've
remembered that." 


Tim
looked over.  "There was one a few years back who was doing that with
a shotgun then double-tap to the back of the head."  Maxine
shuddered.  "If I remember right, I think he was killed during the
apprehension.  He had a victim hostage." 


"Look
that up for me so he can compare.  Was it before Xander's
tenure?"  Tim nodded.  "Then let him know so Dean can
compare back to that case."  Tim nodded, getting into the old cases
to find that one.  He printed off the fact sheet for them.  She ran
it and printed off the results she got, going to hand them to Sam, who compiled
them with his for Dean.  She walked over with him. "Tim said that
there was a similar case before Xander got here, Dean.  That's the fact
sheet from that.  My DNA, his trace." 


"Thanks,
guys."  He looked them over.  He called up the guns in that case
to compare them.  "It says he died." 


"That
doesn't mean that we don't have a copycat," Xander admitted.  He
looked at the name on the case.  "Small problem.  That's
Horatio's former brother."  He paged him, bringing him in.  He
let Dean tell him, walking over to look over his other interns'
shoulders.  "Less complex on your reports," he told Melissa
quietly.  "Think of it like an oral report.  To the point. 
The gun or bullet was this caliber, fired from this type of gun, was this
size.  It did match to this case by name and number if you can.  Any
other particulars you noticed like scuff marks, anything like that.  If
you've got a very close match, make sure you note that."  She nodded,
moving to fix that. 


"Remember,
the detectives get dozens of these a week.  Sometimes hundreds if it's a
weapons dealer or Vice sting."  She nodded, grimacing some. 
"It's something we all worked with.  Destra pounded mine down to a
simple version that I use now.  It's something you get with
practice."  He patted her on the shoulder, moving to the other
one.  "Again, a bit wordy.  Detectives are just as smart as we
are, but they also have dozens of open cases.  Use to the point, simple
yet technical terms.  Like you'd tell them orally.  Remember, not all
prosecutors are smart enough to read a report.  Even if detectives
are."  He smirked but corrected it.  "Use both name and
number in your reports if there's a match."  He went to check the
firing pen.  Then he came out holding up an envelope. 
"Whose?" 


Dean
looked up.  "Not mine."  He held up his own.  Melissa
held up hers.  Xander looked at the other intern, who winced.  He
accepted it. 


"Rerun
it to make sure it's the same thing.  Do you have one or two guns?" 


"Two,"
he moaned. 


"Are
we sure which one that came from?" 


"I
think so."  He gave him a sheepish look. 


"Go
refire.  One at a time.  Gather the bullet, mark your envelope. 
Do the second one."  He moaned but went to do that.  Sam brought
in the shotgun for them.  "What needs replaced out of it, Sam? 
Did you or Dean look?" 


"Firing
pin's broken.  Spring too," Dean said. 


"We
can replace those parts.  Make sure you note it in the report.  It
won't cause a difference unless we're searching pin impressions but some
defense attorney will jump on that point to confuse the average juror." 


"I
can do that."  He took that one in there to replace those parts from
the stuff in the drawers.  No good springs so he got down another model of
the same shotgun, taking the spring out of it and replacing the old one. 


"Make
sure you know which part went to which one," Xander instructed.  Dean
made sure they were separated.  "Thank you."  He watched
him to make sure the firing pit would hold the bullet.  It did.  Dean
rocked a bit unsteadily.  Xander moved closer.  "If we have to,
move a stool in here to the corner for yourself," he said in his
ear.  Dean looked at him.  "Falling down will cause more
problems." 


"I
know.  Thanks, Xander." 


"Not
a problem.  Tell me if it comes up against that old case." 


"Horatio
said to let him handle it." 


"That's
fine.  Is he pulling the evidence?"  Dean nodded. 
"Even better.  Get back to it."  Dean did that, replacing
the original parts in both guns then brought the bullet out to start the
comparing.  Xander took the preliminary reports, sitting down with a pen
to go over them.  "Melissa."  She came back to his
desk.  He underlined a few things.  "A bit wordy.  Do we
need adjectives?" he asked with a grin. 


"No,
probably not." 


He
pointed at something else.  "Proper signing format."  He
wrote that out for her.  "That's Miami-Dade standard."  She
nodded.  "Header's fine if you want to do it that way."  He
handed it over.  "More work for you." 


"But
it's okay?" 


"It's
fine.  I've had days with multi billion reports coming out of the
printer.  That'll keep them together.  So if you want to do headers,
go for it."  She nodded, going back to correct it.  He looked
over the other one.  "Evan?"  He came back. 
"Format for signatures is off."  He wrote out the format. 
That got a nod.  "Also, case name and number.  That way they 

can search by their preferred method.  And this word means what?" he
asked, circling one.  "That's not a technical term.  Good,
standard English that anyone from any language background should be able to
find in any good abridged dictionary."  He handed it
back.   "I've had a few lab only reports I've added slang to and
gotten nibbled."  That got a nod and he went back to correct
it.  "Before you print, call me over, Dean." 


"Yes,
Xander."  He went back to work.  "Destra beat good report
habits into me and Sammy." 


"She's
really good at it.  By the way, if you need to point to the moron signal
tower, it's in the eastern half of the center of the city.  It's called
rich people ville."  He pointed.  "It's about six miles
that way."  Dean smirked at him.  "I've used it on a number
of people who I thought should quit using it as a suppository." 


"Eww,"
Melissa complained. 


"Our
teacher had this theory that every town had a moron signal tower," Dean
told her.  "That some people picked up the signal very well." 


"I
personally think some suck up the signal, some suck up the tower, and some
think it's an anal use suppository," Xander added with a grin. 
"You'll see some of them now and then." 


"One
of those hit me then said it wasn't his fault he was speeding," Dean
agreed dryly.  Melissa gave him a horrified look.  "I've been
doing rehab for the last three years, Melissa.  He totally wrecked my
car.  Thankfully we have a buddy who could fix it while I was in the
hospital.  If I hadn't managed to turn us some, Sammy and I would've
either died or had broken spines.  He was going about one-thirty down a
dark back road out by LA." 


"He
said it wasn't his fault?" 


"LA
and Miami both have that sense of entitlement for the rich kids.  It's
'I'm pretty, I'm rich, and everyone has to cater to me'," Xander said,
doing his impression of one of them, then flipping back some imaginary hair. 
"Them, they sit on the signal tower.  We love showing them some
reality around here." 


"The
professors at UCLA did too," Dean agreed.  "Our in-school, Sammy
got to get onto a starlette who was being an idiot.  Told her she couldn't
act anyway so she could take her time in prison to teach her how to do
pornos.  At least then she'd be on film."  He grinned at
her.  "The officer watching over us cackled for nearly an hour once
she had been led off." 


"I
remember those," Xander sighed.  "Then again, I had a gang kid
who tutored me so I got in down there too.  The last time I went to LA
someone offered me money to do porn with her.  Tim about took her head
off." 


"I
would've too, dude," Dean assured him.  "Done." 


Xander
came over to look.  "Name and number."  Dean corrected
that.  "Format for signing."  He showed him.  Dean
corrected that.  "Good, less than wordy but still a bit too intensive
to read.  Like the others, you'll cut down on words as you go along." 
He looked at him.  "Like an oral report.  It can sound clinical
if you want or need."  Dean nodded, correcting it. 
"Good."  He printed it and Xander signed off that he had looked
it over.  "Find Horatio, give it to him."  He handed it
over.  Dean went to do that once he had made sure the guns were in the
proper spot.  Evan came back to do his.  Melissa was checking the
inbox.  "Go to trace, the morgue, then DNA, make sure we don't have
any floating around, Melissa.  Evan, check the other labs.  Don't
worry about QD, documents don't usually shoot."  He nodded, going to
do that with her.  "Get drinks while you're at it." 


"Yes,
Xander," they called. 


Dean
tapped on Horatio's door.  "Matched."  He handed it
over.  "Xander proofread." 


"It's
clear Professor Destra worked on your report style too," he said with a
smile.  "Most techs and detectives like Xander's report
style."  He read it over, nodding at the points.  "I'll
handle it.  Who had the initial case?" 


"Ryan. 
RW was on the tag." 


"I'll
take it from him.  Thank you, Dean." 


"Welcome. 
Let me know if I have to test any more." 


"I
can do that.  When is your appointment?" 


"Four."



"Let
us know if you need time off."  Dean nodded and went back to the
lab.  Horatio called Ryan up.  "Your present case matches one of
my brother's old ones," he said quietly when he walked in. 


"Okay. 
Which one?"  He handed it over so he could glance over the
reports.  "I was wondering about that."  He handed it
back.  "Let me get my notes.  Do you want me to correlate with
that old case or do you want me to hand it over?" 


"Let's
work together on it.  Supposedly the person who was doing my brother's
died during a standoff with a hostage." 


"Interesting. 
Let me get those notes."  He went to do that, bringing them back up
to go over with him.  "It came in right before I left.  The
early night techs were only coating up at that time so I took it to get some
overtime hours." 


"I've
done that myself, Mr. Wolfe."  He went over what they had, comparing
it to the old files his brother had kept and what was in the system.  He
sighed.  "It does seem to compare perfectly." 


"So,
should I go pull that evidence?" 


"I'm
having it sent back from the warehouse."  He looked at him. 
"Did we get a description?" 


"Dark,
had a hood or mask on.  Tallish, white guy, dark hair.  Didn't see
eyes.  Wasn't pantyhose for a mask, she made sure I knew that.  She
said he had cold fingers and the gun was warmer than she thought.  He did
try to shoot her in the head but it hit off to the side.  She said he
seemed hurried so she was lucky." 


"Good
to know.  Did we warn hospital security?" 


"I
did.  She's single so I offered to call one of the local rape crisis
centers for her.  I know one of them does have a way to get her protection
if she needs it." 


"Excellent. 
Did you?" 


"She
was drifting off but nodded so I made the call.  Christina said she'd be
waiting when she came out of surgery to talk to her about it.  Hospital
security said they'd post a person near her room but not right outside it so
they wouldn't spook her.  The docs were saying she'd probably be in for
about a week to heal the surgery to remove the bullets.  They were
supposed to send them over last night.  They weren't in the report." 


"Let
me call...." 


"Why? 
I can jog.  I need the exercise."  He jogged down there. 
"Dean, the hospital was supposed to send over two bullets last night from
that case you ran for us." 


"I
didn't see any.  Are they in the box?" 


He
looked.  "No." 


"I
got bullets from the morgue," Melissa offered, letting him see what was
written on their package.  "Is that the same case?" 


"No,
but I know which case that is.  Those were supposed to show up about two
days ago." 


"Want
me to call the hospital?" Xander asked. 


"I
can.  I talked to her surgeon about how long she'd be out last
night."  He went back up to the office, looking up the hospital to
call there.  "Hi, can talk to Dr. Meadows.  This is Officer
Wolfe with the crime lab.  I need to check on something he was supposed to
send us."  He was put on hold.  "Dr. Meadows.  This
is, but we never got the bullets."  He listened.  "That's
fine, I can run over to pick them up from security.  Warn them I'm
coming.  No, we hadn't gotten them so I thought I'd check.  Did she
come through all right enough to answer more questions?"  He made a
note.  "Thank you, Dr."  He hung up.  "Security
has them.  She's still sedated and will be until tomorrow in case we need
to ask her anything else.  She came through fine from the surgery he
said."  He looked at him.  "Let me get them." 


Horatio
tried not to smile at the bouncy young tech.  "Did you somehow gain
Xander's hyperactivity?" 


"I
had bad thoughts all night."  He smirked.  "It was a bouncy
night."  He went down to the motor pool to get a hummer so he could
head over there.  He found Eric down there.  "Are we
short?" 


"Looks
like one's in the shop," Eric said.  "Scene?" 


"Hospital. 
Got to pick up evidence they haven't sent." 


"I'm
questioning people."  Ryan nodded, going with him.  He could be
dropped off while Eric went to question and get a ride back from a patrol that
was dropping off at the ER. 


***



Dean
walked out and took a breath of air.  "Less smog is nice." 
Sam laughed, walking around him.  "It is, bitch." 


"I
know, but you've got this happy look because there's less smog.  Picnic
table or tree?" 


"Tree. 
I need to stretch out."  He followed his brother and their lunch that
way.   He saw a few odd looks.  "He's my brother," he
announced.  "No matter what it looks like."  That got a few
grins and a few more nods from the officers.  He found a good spot to sit
in the shade, stretching out his legs once he was down.  He rubbed out a
cramp.  "The stool's just a bit too short.  And Xander was
right, the unpadded one will set your butt to sleep."  Sam laughed,
handing him food.  "Thanks, Sammy." 


"Welcome."



"Anything
good today?" 


"Not
really.  Our case is still in processing but we have an ID.  I went
with Ryan to question on it after he got back from picking up those
bullets.  Thankfully I didn't have to break the bad news."  Dean
patted him.  "I know, but it's going to get this sicko off the
streets before he hurts someone else." 


"Monsters
are monsters," Dean reminded him. 


"Yeah,
they are."  He ate a bite of his sandwich.  "I can't
believe Dad made us lunch," he muttered. 


"I
think he was having school flashbacks."  He dug in, eating
quickly.  "Xander is picky." 


"I
heard him chewing Evan a new one." 


"Evan
dropped evidence.  Oh my god, I thought it was an invasion." 


"It
could contaminate it." 


"It's
a bullet, dude." 


"If
I drop it in trace, I'm screwed because it's contaminated.  His minor is
in trace.  Plus, if it had body fluid on it, it could've picked up
anything on the floor." 


"I
guess, but chewed him a new one." 


"I'm
sure we'll all get it when we make rookie mistakes."  He looked over
when Max, Xander, and Tim walked over.  "Hey.  Pull up some
grass?" 


They
sat down, making Xander grin.  "Yes, I had to chew him out.  We
still have to swab that bullet and he was being clumsy on purpose. 
Melissa said I was too harsh on him but he was having clumsy moments.  I'm
going to move him to afternoons so he has more personal time with me instead of
lumped in with you guys."  He dug into his lunch.  "Thank
you, Tim." 


"Welcome,
Xander.  I knew you wouldn't eat if I didn't." 


"I
would've ordered from the lunch truck." 


Tim
gave his head a nudge.  "That's expensive and bad food." 


"I've
eaten some questionable takeout in the past."  He dug in.  Alexx
came over.  "Pull up some grass, Alexx?" 


She
patted Tim on the head.  "I came to see if he had talked Maxine out
of his anniversary present yet." 


"Nope,"
Max said with a grin.  "I'm going to be stubborn.  Xander might
give in to see the happy look but I'm more tough in the face of Tim
pouts." 


"Good
girl, sugar."  She patted her on the head too.  "Some
static, dear."  She looked down at Xander.  "Is he going to
squeal and brag?"  Xander just grinned.  "Fine, I'm sure
he'll brag when he talks her out of it.  Eat and remember to drink plenty
of fluids, boys.  It's humid today and it'll suck it out of
you."  She walked off to enjoy her own lunch among her friends. 


Xander
smirked at Tim.  "I think you'll squeal and brag too." 


"I
hope so.  I know you have good taste in presents."  He winked,
digging into his own lunch.  Melissa and Evan came out, letting him wave
them over.  "C'mon.  We're an inclusive group."  They
came over to eat with them.  "How was your morning, guys?" 


"Interesting,"
Evan said. 


"None
of us are perfect but Xander has high expectations," Tim told him. 
Evan nodded.  "That's why he's moving you so you get some more
individual work time.  Also, afternoons usually have some mop-up from the
morning body dumps but mornings are often more intense than afternoons." 


"Why
can't Dean do that?" 


"Dean's
got a history with a lot of guns," Xander told him.  "He's used
to playing with them more often than you are.  You're not the sort to
collect weapons, Evan.  We realize this.  Some of us are borderline
gun nuts.  Melissa's the sort that doesn't like them that much so she's
working to get them out of untrained hands." 


"I'd
like stricter gun control laws," she agreed.  "But I'm seeing
how you can get around those." 


"Gun
shows are great for that," Dean assured her.  "We've gotten
quite a few from them." 


"A
lot of them skip the Brady process all together," Xander agreed. 
"I've gotten artillery at some."  The two young ones gaped at
him.  He nodded with a small smirk.  "Nothing too huge but yeah
I have." 


"Damn,"
Melissa said. 


Xander
nodded.  "Because of my past, I knew what to do with them.  The
same as Dean knows what to do with any gun he's handed.  Even if it's one
he's never groped before.  Evan, you've never really fired guns from what
I saw earlier." 


"I
like guns.  I find them a fascinating subject, but I'm starting to see I might've
picked the wrong field." 


Xander
grinned.  "What was your minor emphasis?" 


"Um,
chemistry and DNA." 


"As
interns, you can claim a minor and do hours in your minor outside of your
required hours for ballistics.  Our chem guy's uptight, but if you go to
him and tell him that you feel more comfy there, then he'll work with you and
make sure you're up to it.  Then you can decide which one to apply for by
pointing out you discovered you were more comfortable in your minor area. 
That's why you spent however many hours there."  The boy
beamed.  "I'll introduce you to Christopher today.  Beyond that,
if you go to anywhere but a major department, learning another area can be
really handy for your future lab.  People get sick, go on maternity leave,
all that stuff, and if you don't have a second shift that can fill in,
someone's got to because evidence has to get processed." 


"Should
we have a minor?" Melissa asked. 


"Do
you want a major metropolitan lab?"  She shrugged. 
"Somewhere like here, Las Vegas, LA, New York, you want to have a single
emphasis, but it's good if you know more.  I did work in New York while we
were waiting on a spot to open down here.  I did temp in trace whenever I
was clear.  It wasn't often but it did happen."  She nodded at that. 
"If you want somewhere more calm, somewhere with enough work to keep you
busy but not overloaded, check for a medium sized city.  Miami's so active
we've had days we didn't get to samples for three days."   They
all stared.  He nodded. 


"We've
been that backed up with me and Calleigh working in there and I work about
double intern's speed.  With practice comes speedy work."  Tim
nodded at that.  "So if you want a small, tiny, county lab or state
lab in those areas that have minor labs and let the state or FBI do some of
their work for them, then realize that you're going to need more skills than
not.  The more you can sub in, the more it saves them money.  They're
all critically underfunded.  If you want to go Fed, be a single topic and
don't admit more than I took the mandatory classes but I went with what I love
to do.  They're all very uptight." 


"We'll
have a lab eval while they're here," Tim pointed out.  "They'll
come pouring out of the elevator like a demonic ant army."  Xander
snickered at that.  "Some of them will be violating protocol. 
Xander has shoved one out of his lab for that in the past." 


"I
don't let you violate protocol in my lab," Xander assured them. 
"As interns, I'll correct you the first few times.  As the people who
wrote the book, I'll throw them out of my lab until they fix it.  They
know better.  You will by the time you leave."  He
grinned.  They all ate lunch.  "Seriously though, I'm difficult
but I'm not as uptight as some, guys.  There's some assholes in some
labs.  Taylor, up in New York, is a former Marine.  His way is
perfect or else.  He will yell in the middle of the lab."  They
all stared.  Tim and Xander both nodded.  "He has.  He can
be sneaky now and then but if you violate something or screw up so majorly and
he's having a bad day? Yeah, you'll hear it and so will every one else. 
Horatio won't do that.  He'll pull you aside, tell you how you screwed up
then tell you 'I expect it to not happen again' or whatever needs to
happen.  I'll pull you into the exemplar and chew you a new one then tell
you how to correct it."  Evan nodded at that.  "Sorry, now
and then I did learn things from Mac." 


"It's
fine, Xander," Evan assured him.  "I understood why." 


Tim
patted him.  "After a few weeks, it seems to be second nature to be
so nitpicky.  Then you wonder one night if you're getting OCD.  Which
you probably won't.  If you do, talk to Wolfe.  He'll tell you how to
manage it in a lab." 


"The
week we went over germ finding, I nearly cleaned our apartment with bleach
every hour," Sam admitted. 


Tim
smiled.  "That's what your teacher wanted you to do too.  Mine
did too, Sam.  Also, pet hair, Melissa and Evan.  Big no no." 


"I'll
lint roll," Melissa promised. 


"I
don't have pets," Evan said, pouting at his pants.  "I think I
have lint.  I'll sticky pad roll." 


"Thank
you.  Don't want them to transfer onto samples, guys."  They
nodded. 


"Also
watch if you go from ballistics to any other lab," Maxine said. 
"Because you can drag GSR with you." 


"I
keep separate lab coats for that reason," Xander agreed. 


"You're
very uptight about that," Sam told him. 


Xander
nodded.  "That's why I'm the protocol bitch for my lab, Sam. 
I'm not OCD but I do make sure it's what it's suppose to be all the time, no
matter what." 


Dean
nodded.  "Because otherwise we get challenges and assholes go
free." 


Maxine
nodded.  "Yup.  Exactly.  Then we have to explain to the
next person why we screwed up." 


Dean
looked at Xander.  "Some of the hunter's pipeline got shut down a few
years ago.  You?" 


"Buffy
and them turned me into the ATF for having weapons."  Sam moaned,
shaking his head.  "I told them I would not cripple the hunter's
pipeline but I could cripple the demonic one.  In the places where they
crossed over or where the guy was too free with his selling, yeah, they got
them.  I'm sorry some of the contacts dried up.  Even some of mine
did, Dean." 


"Nah,
it's cool.  Most of the ones we used are still okay.  Some of the
underground ones disappeared." 


Xander
nodded.  "I busted three demonic ones in LA before I left to come
down for my internship.  That happened when I was up in New York." 


"Decent."



"Yes,
he is," Maxine said with a grin for him. 


Xander
smirked back.  "I'd turn you evil, Max.  You know that." 


"I
do, and it's a pity.  Or else I would've given Tim a run for his money
when you were an intern, Xander."  She patted him on the wrist. 


Tim
looked over.  "If he wants to play with girls that much, I'll take
him to the club so he can turn another one evil.  Everyone's said we've
had an easy month." 


Sam
shuddered.  "Please don't.  We went over his ex that turned
serial killer in a class.  The teacher said he seemed like such a nice boy
so he had no idea how he had set her off, but clearly something was wrong with
him." 


"Not
my fault she wanted to kill Buffy and Willow repeatedly," Xander
complained.  "Did you get to go over the one that tried to bomb the
San Diego lab to get me back after I rented attention from her
twice?"  Melissa choked.  He looked at her.  "I wasn't
dating.  I'm a practical person.  I was also between semesters doing
some field work." 


Dean
nodded.  "Heard about that one from Doctor Sherill." 


Xander
grinned.  "She tried so hard to get me back." 


"So
did some of the ones that kidnaped you down here," Maxine said
dryly.  "Please don't let him go dance with women again, Tim? 
Pretty please?" 


"I'd
have to fumigate him if he did more than that, Maxine.  Relax." 
Horatio walked over.  "Hey, H." 


"Kids." 
Maxine giggled at that.  "Long lunch?" 


Xander
checked.  "I've still got ten."  He finished his
lunch.  Sam and Dean did the same.  He looked up.  "Need
Dean to help you, Horatio?" 


"Right
now I have Ryan running down leads.  Dean, did you pull
fingerprints?" 


"I
did since it the tags didn't have notes from them.  I sent them over
before I handed them to you, Horatio." 


"Good. 
She's a bit backed up so I'll get them later.  How is your first full day
going?" 


"Busy,"
Melissa said. 


Xander
shook his head.  "It's not that busy.  Usually I would've done
all those myself this morning, Melissa.  Then taken lunch, come back to
clear up any new samples and then go to help in Trace."  She
whimpered.  "Metropolitan areas are never boring.  You're never
going to get time to sit and read.  Minor city labs, you get some now and
then but you also get days like today when you have one to do as soon as you
get done.  That's why you want to pick your destination point
carefully." 


"I
understand that."  She slumped.  "You really do this all
the time?"  He nodded with a slight grin.  "You take
vacations, right?" 


"I
haven't in a year or so.  I think I used a few vacation days last year to
call off due to kidnapings from a club or once because Tim left me tied to the
bed."  He had seen that problem intern coming.  He had briefed
his in case they caught them tweaking her issues.  Dean had probably
warned Sam.  He looked embarrassed but he was a good boy who probably
didn't play those games. 


"You
said you had a migraine that day," Horatio told him. 


"No,
I told Calleigh why I was calling off when I had to magic the phone over,
Horatio.  She told you *she* had a migraine." 


"Ah. 
That's what it was."  He nodded.  "You do have some leave
time that has to be used up." 


"He
wants to go to Disney and Universal Studios, H.  I'm avoiding being
happied to death," Tim said bluntly.  Xander pouted at him. 
"I can't stand Disney, Xander.  Sorry." 


"Can
I take someone else?" 


"Sure,
I want to see you get H, Eric, or Calleigh into Disney," he said dryly. 


"I've
never been."  He turned up the puppy eyes. 


Dean
swatted his brother.  "You do that to me, Sammy.  That's why I
don't look at you when you start to pout." 


Xander
cracked, grinning at him.  "Keep it up, I'll bring you two to Disney
with me." 


"Fat
chance," Dean said dryly.  "I'd shoot the first thing that tried
to hug me.  I don't do happy or emo." 


"I
might go," Sam offered.  "I went to the one by LA when I was at
Stanford."  Dean looked at him.  "Jess wanted to go,"
he said quietly.  "It was a fun spring break." 


Xander
grinned.  "We can do that.  Horatio?" 


"He
has days off and so do you, Xander.  Arrange them if that's what you all
want."  He patted him on the head, getting a grin.  "Take
pictures of Tim on the roller coasters for Eric.  He wants to see
it." 


"I
can do that."  He smirked at Tim, who gave him a wary look. 
"Did you want anything from Disney, dear?" 


"No
thanks." 


"I
can get you Eeyore.  You seem a lot like him now and then.  
Especially some mornings."  Horatio walked off laughing. 
"He does," he called after him. 


"He
so does," Maxine agreed.  Tim glared at her so she grinned
back.  "You can be grumpy and sarcastic, Tim." 


"Whatever,"
he muttered.  "Finish up, guys.  Lunch is nearly over. 
Thankfully."  He finished up and headed inside. 


"Mouse
ears hat?" Max hissed to Xander, cracking him up. 


"Or
something like that."  He winked.  "It'll be worth the week
on the couch."  He stood up and cleaned up his mess. 
"C'mon, guys.  Back to the slave yard." 


"Coming,"
Dean groaned.  Sam got up and helped him up.  "I could've done
it." 


"Yay." 
He picked up their mess and headed up too.  Maxine and the other two
interns followed.  "What else are we doing today, Brain?" 


"I
don't know, Pinky, most of the time I try very hard not to take over the
world.  I might not like it and destroy the bad parts," Xander
quipped, cracking Sam up. 


"Now
I have two," Dean moaned, shaking his head. 


"You
and Tim can complain together, Dean," Maxine assured him with a pat to the
arm.  "You have very good muscles." 


He
smirked.  "You said you'd only flirt, Maxine, not really hit on
me.  Of course if you want to change your mind...." 


She
blushed but giggled.  "I'll think about it, Dean.  I might be
too much woman for you to handle.  I'm known to be a biter." 
Dean laughed.  "I am." 


Xander
nodded.  "She bit me one night at the club.  Eric picked on me
for weeks." 


Dean
snickered.  "I'm sure she is." 


She
winked.  "If I do decide to make you wish for God to come screaming
down at the perfection I'll let you know, Dean."  She strolled off. 


"That
woman is a humongous tease," Xander sighed, shaking his head. 


Evan
tried to quit blushing.  "Are you sure she was?" 


"Yeah. 
She might be looking but she's not looking for permanent.  Playmate
material but not permanent." 


"Playmates
are fun," Dean said.  "That's all I did for over a decade."



"I
tried so hard to be good but now and then...." Xander admitted with a sigh
at the end.  "You just gotta get the bad girls out of your
system." 


"Amen,"
Dean agreed.  Melissa squeaked, bright red when they looked at her. 
"We'll change the subject." 


"Please? 
I'm one of those good girls who doesn't even put out until after the twentieth
date, guys." 


"Eric
expects his sisters to be that way too," Xander said.  "Maybe he
can introduce you to someone nice.  He keeps trying to set them up with
guys who won't sleep with them." 


"I'll
ask later on.  When I know him better."  She fled back to work. 


Xander
strolled into the ballistics lab.  "Remember to clock in." 
They all did that.  "Good.  Now, let's get back to
work."  He handed out packages from the in-bin, sitting down to do
his own.  "Just like before.  Let me see the reports before you
print."  They nodded and got to work.  He did his, which still
gave him plenty of time to watch over their shoulders.  Melissa and Evan
were both staring at him in awe with how fast he went through the case. 
"Experience means you can go faster.  Plus I already know what sort
of gun this is.  I predict about six matches since it's been part of a
robbery spree recently."  The computer beeped and he let them see
it.  "See?" 


"You
really do learn to go faster," Melissa sighed. 


"I
also learned to start typing the general portions of my report while the system
was running.  That can take hours if you search all the various databases
out there.  That's also why we have multiple systems.  So we can run
one and start on the next one while that one runs."  They
nodded.  "Remember, you guys are only here until two.  You have
to have closed out your current report by then or you're staying." 
They nodded, getting back to it.  He looked over Dean's shoulder since he
got done first.  He only had to match the bullet.  "Nicely
compact, Dean.  Good."  He patted him on the back.  "Print,
sign, and hand out.  Then hit the bricks for the day."  Dean
nodded, doing that.  He checked the other two's work.  "Good
job, Melissa.  Much more compact this time.  You too,
Evan."  They got proofreads then got to print and hand them
out.  Xander walked Evan down to Chem.  "Christopher." 


"Xander. 
New sample from a gun?" 


"No,
new intern with a minor in your area.  This is Evan.  He was kinda
torn between our two fields but he felt he liked historical weapons
research.  For the lab stuff he wants to get some chem hours to stay in
practice in case he wants to switch over." 



"I
can give him hours like it's his minor." 


"If
I remember right, he was about six hours shy of a true minor." 


"That's
fine.  I can do that.  When do you have him?" 


"Afternoons. 
He does better with some individual attention instead of having to compare
against the group." 


"I
can do that.  Come in an hour or so early tomorrow and we'll see what you
can do in here, Evan." 


"Yes,
sir, thank you for the opportunity."  He smiled and left. 


Xander
grinned.  "Thanks.  Anything coming my way?" 


"Nope. 
You get three?" 


"One
came out of my old program.  My teacher asked me specially to take him on
and his brother was training with him." 


"They're
brothers?  They looked closer." 


"Nah. 
They're brothers."  He grinned.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome." 
He watched him go.  "I never get special requests like that," he
pouted. 


One
of the other techs came over.  "I heard they got a special grant to
train them since the one's got that injured leg." 


"Could
be.  Xander's good at making sure you can work in the field even if you
are handicapped.  He had to push his way into the field now and
then."  That tech gave him a look.  "You weren't here then
but Xander was our intern.  He had to push and prove himself a lot to get
treated like he knew his stuff.  For the first month he did nothing but
have to be pushy to get his hours in trace and field work.  He had two
minors.  Now he and Horatio are seen as the team to make sure techs who
were injured and coming back or the new ones who have problems can do the
job.  We even get Federal lab people who've had to come back after
injuries spending some time here to make sure they can do the work.  It
raises us in the ranking stakes.  Plus it doesn't hurt that Xander's all
but an ancient weapons expert in some things and he's one of the top techs in
the country in his field."  She slumped.  "Seriously. 
There's even been international cases forwarded through our lab because of that
guy.  I don't know why but there have been." 


"He's
gay though and goofy." 


Christopher
smirked.  "Goofy and gay, but talented and focused when it
counts.  Even with those hideous t-shirts.  That's how he won Tim
before he graduated." 


"I
guess.  I've been hearing rumors out of DNA.  The new intern is
trying to say stuff." 


"I
noticed the clubbing clothes yesterday.  Bad things, good things, or she's
jealous of Xander's possessive streak things?"  He pulled his last
result out of the machine to read over then put where it needed to go. 


"She's
seriously trying to bash Xander." 


"Valera
reacting yet?" 


"I'm
not sure anyone's told her.  You know how she is about protecting
him." 


"Go
tell her."  She nodded, heading to do that.  "I was hoping
we'd go a year without an intern smack down," he said dryly. 
"Maybe next year.  Though this one probably won the award for the
earliest one." 


Maxine
and the chem tech walked up to Horatio's office.  "You need to hear
this one before it gets out of hand, Horatio."  He looked up at them
so she gave the chem tech a small shove.  "Please.  Before
someone gets into a fight in the halls." 


"Already?"
he asked her.  He put down the file he was reading.  "Usually it
takes a month." 


"The
DNA intern has been talking trash about Xander, Horatio.  Saying he's
slightly insane.  That he's corrupting evidence.  That he's doing
unnatural things.  She tried to tell me she saw him tampering with
something in DNA." 


"Interesting. 
How many people has she told?" 


"She
tried to tell me and two of the field work interns." 


"I'll
discuss this with her." 


"Horatio,
did you see what she wore yesterday?" Maxine asked.  Horatio
nodded.  "You also heard Tim's comments?" 


"I
told him to be a bit more quiet and subtle." 


"We
tried that today, boss.  That's when she got told that he was
tampering." 


"I
see.  I was hoping for a year without a major intern problem.  I'll
definitely talk to her about her allegations, ladies.  If you hear more,
let me know.  Maxine, please talk to those two field candidates." 


"I
can do that," she agreed.  "Thanks, bossman."  She
left. 


The
tech leaned down.  "She was seriously snarling about Xander,
Horatio.  I don't know what her problem is but she was sneering at his
back earlier in the labs when he was in the halls.  I don't want to see
him rearrange her molecules on her or anything." 


"I
doubt he could do that." 


"She
said something that suggested she knew he had artillery, Horatio.  It'll
come close when he used it on her."  She walked off. 


"Yes,
that means it's a critical talk."  He went down to get her.  He
cleared his throat when he saw Tim kissing Xander against a corner. 
"PDA is not allowed in the labs." 


"Blame
me," Tim said, pulling back to look at him.  "I was stopping him
from ripping her into tiny chunks, Horatio.  She accused him of tampering
with DNA evidence to his face."  He was still keeping Xander in the
corner with his body. 


"Where
might she be?" 


"Maxine
dragged her off by her really ugly hair weave," Xander said. 
"I'm calmer, Tim." 


"Bullshit.
I  can feel the trembling, Xander."  He petted him. 


"Break
room, boys."  They went that way.  Horatio went to find
Maxine.  They were in the locker room.  "I heard we had a sudden
problem?"  He put his hands on his hips when Maxine only glared at
the sobbing young woman.  "Miss Valera." 


"She
just told a senior tech that she saw him tampering with evidence when he hadn't
even been in the lab all day.  Beyond dropping Tim off and handing me his
anniversary present so I could tease him." 


"That's
what I heard.  What did she say he did?"  He shifted closer. 


"She
said he switched samples and then contaminated one."  She looked at
him.  "She came in yesterday looking like a whore and tried to hang
all over Tim.  He yelled at her for it.  She's tried to start rumors
but we all know Xander doesn't contaminate cases."  He nodded he knew
that.  "I'm kicking her out of DNA.  I'm not having something
like that in my lab, Horatio.  She can find a different
internship."  She walked off. 


He
sat down near her.  "I would like to hear your side of the
story."  She glared at him.  "That will depend on what I
put into your file." 


"Why
would it matter?" 


"Because
if I put her version into the files, you will not be getting any other
internships.  Ever."  She wiped her cheeks.  "Now, let
me hear your side of the story." 


"I
know he's doing things wrong!  He's not a *real* tech!  He doesn't
have the degrees and he's tampering!  He has to be!  He has no idea
what he's doing!" 


"He
went through the same amount of schooling we all did." 


"All
the rest of us have masters." 


"Not
all programs make you get one.  Some programs are dedicated to forensics
so they only need an undergrad.  Masters are for higher research
work."  She glared.  "That's why the four-year programs
were started.  It combines the former criminal justice degree that most of
us got with the forensic classes we did in our masters.  As for being a
real tech, Xander is one of the highest rated in the country." 


"He
shouldn't be.  He has no idea what he's doing." 


"He
has every idea what he's doing.  That's why he graduated second in his
class.  Right behind a ten-year veteran who was changing fields." 


She
shook her head.  "UCLA doesn't have him listed.  I looked him
up." 


"I
talked to all his professors." 


"It's
probably that freaky stuff he does," she insisted. 


"No
it's not." 


"It
has to be."  She stood up.  "He's retarded.  He
doesn't think, he doesn't read.  I doubt he can read." 


"He's
actually very well read and educated."  He stood up.  "I do
not know why you have this problem with him.  Or why you were trying to
attract his boyfriend." 


"He's
tainting him and Tim could be such a good tech without his tainting." 


"Tim
is an excellent tech.  He always has been."  He stared her
down.  "I think it would be for the best if you pack and head
home." 


"We'll
save Tim from him.  Before he's drug down and put in jail for having to
tamper because his *boyfriend* made him," she sneered. 


"We
who?" 


"You'll
see." 


Sam
walked over and splashed her with holy water, making her shriek but not in the
right way.  She huffed off.  "I was hoping she was
possessed." 


"No,
I think someone set her onto Tim to break them up.  That's
worse."  He looked at him.  "But she probably needed the
dousing anyway."  Sam grinned.  "Let me know if others try
things, Sam."  He walked off to talk to Xander and Tim. 
"She's insistent that Xander is bad, called him retarded and unable to
read, and thinks that you'll be taken down with him some day," he told
Tim.  Xander snorted.  "She said she tried to check UCLA on you,
Xander." 


"So
is this an obsession?" Tim asked.  Xander shook his head. 
"Why not?" 


"How
would she know about you before she got here?  She was out of UNLV." 


"She
was," Horatio agreed.  "And she said 'we would save
Tim'."  Both boys stared at her. 


"I'll
start searching," Tim said. 


Horatio
smiled.  "We'll do what we can.  Xander, endure.  Everyone
knows that you do know what you're doing." 


"Oh,
I'm sure they do but everyone likes to gossip too."  He sighed,
sipping his soda.  "Thank you for calming me down earlier,
dear." 


"Welcome,"
he said, looking grim.  He looked at Horatio.  "No idea
why?" 


"She
said we'd find out." 


"Ah." 
He stood up.  "Laptop from Willow?" 


"Cooper." 
Tim nodded, heading that way.  "Stay calm about it, Xander." 


"I'm
so going to kill her ass.  Especially if she tries to take me out of
UCLA's system or their heads." 


"I
doubt she can." 


"Depends
on whose behind her," Xander pointed out.  Horatio nodded at
that.  "Let me work it, Horatio."  He went to call a
contact out in LA.  "It's Xander.  I've just heard about some
psycho slut being sicced on my Timmy.  So, who's she working
for?"  He listened.  Then he groaned.  "My professors
okay?"  He smirked.  "Good to know.  Thank you. 
Yes, I'll call them.  Thanks, Bob."  He hung up and called
Angel's office.  "It's Xander, Gunn.  Wolfram and Hart's other
offices are trying to attack me through my schooling.  Can you warn my
professors?  Set an intern out of UNLV to try to pry me and Tim
apart."  He smirked.  "Thanks."  He hung up and
went to find Tim.  "Wolfram and Hart supports her." 


"I
saw they gave her massive scholarships for help."  They looked at
each other.  "Horatio?" he called.  He came in. 
"Wolfram and Hart." 


Xander
smirked.  "I have no idea why I'm in their view this time but I've
had enough."  He walked off.  "I told Gunn." 


"Good. 
Maybe Gunn can help stop it."  He waited until he was out of sight to
shudder.  "He's livid.  I'm very sorry." 


"I'm
not," Horatio muttered.  "Thank you, Tim."  He took
that information to show it to his boss.  He wanted Xander fully
covered.  Xander would be subtle enough.  He'd just destroy
them.  And possibly destroy their building with some artillery. 


***



"They're
untouchable," the agent told the naive young tech in front of him. 


"They're
already trying to fuck with me for some reason.  What else can they do
really?"  He smirked.  "You can help or I can do it on my
own.  But some of them are federal charges." 


"What
can you do? You're a one-eyed ballistics tech, Harris." 


Xander
leaned down.  "I worked with the protection detail in LA," he
said quietly.  The man gave him a horrified look.  "Four years
with Angel.  Seven years before then with Buffy and the present Cleveland
crew in Sunnydale.  What do you think I can do?" 


"It'll
unbalance things." 


"The
overlords mostly hate them anyway.  They cause problems that bring
notice." 


The
agent moaned, shaking his head.  "They'll kill anyone involved."



"Killer,
I'll do it."  He smirked.  "I need these files," he
said, handing over a list.  The guy whimpered.  "Do it or I'll
involve your bosses." 


"They
hate them but they know they can't do anything about it." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I'm not like them.  I know what they're doing down
to the last molecule of taint."  John Winchester faded in.  "You
aren't my white lighter." 


"I
was wondering what you were messing with.  Yours is throwing a fit,
kid." 


Xander
smirked.  "Butt out.  Really.  I'm dealing with an issue
that's trying to discredit and ruin me."  He looked at the agent
again.  Who printed off those files.  "Danka." 


"There's
one not listed.  They did something recently that the lab had to
handle.  It's going to court." 


"Did
I have to process it?" 


"I
don't know how you were involved."  He let him see that one. 


Xander
shrugged.  "That was Ryan's case."  He smirked. 
"Thank you."  He walked off, going around John.  "Warn
your boys I'm in scary bitch mode."  He waved before disappearing out
of the office. 


Winchester
looked at the agent.  "How bad?" 


"Wolfram
and Hart." 


"Highly
evil then."  He faded out again.  His boys needed warned. 


***



Xander
held up the file as he walked past Horatio.  "They got me confused
with Ryan." 


Horatio
took it to read.  "I'll warn him." 


"Why? 
They won't be here."  He walked past him, heading for the lab to pull
up evidence.  He found what he needed and went to the biggest right wing
Christian, the most uptight, never gave a warrant, judge he knew in the
county.  He stared at her.  "I know you hate me because I'm
gay.  I'm not here about that." 


"What
makes you think I'll do anything for you, CSI Harris?  I don't even like
you tainting my courtroom by testifying." 


"Because
it's either me or you have to deal with the law firm that's presently twisting
the system to their own ends and doing it while promoting demonic worshiping,
deals for souls, and other nifty things.  Including some human sacrifices,
some jury tampering, the judge you replaced being killed, little things like
that.  They came after me this time and I'll get them or they'll get me. 
Which would you rather have?" 


"You're
both evil but I suppose being gay is less evil than demon worshiping. 
What do you have?"  He let her see it.  She looked over all the
evidence.  "This one isn't firm enough for a search warrant." 


"It's
in the next group down, Your Honor."  He pointed at it.  She
looked that over, grimacing at it.  Then up at him.  He nodded. 
"That's how you got your seat.  You notice one of the other ones
managed to get some asshole rapist into a children's shelter?"  She
went pale, looking that one over.  She went over the rest then pulled out
the warrant papers to fill out for him.  "Thank you." 


"What
did you do before you came down here?  There's all sorts of rumors." 


He
smirked.  "I fought against guys like them for ten years.  First
my hometown to protect it from the darker things in life then in
LA."  He gathered his evidence and nodded.  "Thank you,
ma'am.  Expect arrests late tomorrow.  I need to do some
recon."  He walked off. 


She
shivered.  Then she called her minister to get some prayers going. 
Anything that evil needed to be stopped.  He wouldn't put up with lawyers
who asked for souls either. 


***



Frank
and Horatio stopped Xander before he could walk in.  "We can help,
Harris," Frank told him. 


"Frank,
if I can't win, they'll want to take out everyone else involved too. 
Besides, I'm used to fighting their slime."  He smirked. 
"Angel's kinda in a battle with them too." 


"Still,
Xander.  It is the full lab's job to help bring down evil
things."  Xander stared at him.  "Let us help.  We can
help you shield Timothy as well."  Xander nodded at that, letting him
see what they had. 


"How
did you get her to sign a warrant?" Frank asked. 


"They
ask for souls.  They killed the judge that got her seated, and they put a
rapists using power raising magic into a children's shelter." 


"Did
we catch that one?" Frank asked. 


"I
did about three weeks after he started," Horatio admitted. "The DA
refused to prosecute.  They got him on another charge and the guards
mysteriously told the other inmates." 


Xander
smirked.  "Some of those are federal charges.  There's some
hard, insane federal prosecutors.  Plus, West is still in her
job."  They all smirked evilly at that.  She was a pain in their
ass but she'd do it to get around the evil things because it'd give her back
some prestige she had lost by turning on the lab.  "I was going to
recon their building." 


"Let
us make some plans, Xander.  A show of force is always better than a
single person with officer backup." 


"What
happens if they hear and move things?" Frank asked. 


"Federal
charges, Frank.  With the first warrant they can apply to search all their
other offices.  And I do know that there's demonic officers who can get to
those offices."  They smirked evilly and went to the office to go
over what they could do.  An hour later they were on their way to the
building with a good force.  Including SWAT behind them because Xander
found out they had a failsafe bomb in the building.  Which was another
charge since no one had given them permission to build a bomb that could
destroy a third of Miami if they got paranoid. 


Sam
was kicked back watching the news when a special report came on. 
"Um, Dean?" he called.  His brother was in the kitchen so he
came out to lean on the back of the couch and watch the take down. 
"Is that Horatio, Detective Tripp, and Xander?" 


"And
SWAT it looks like," he said.  He came around to sit down so they
could watch the raid.  A few minutes later ambulances pulled up and people
started to be brought out.  Clearly limping and injured. 
"Sacrificial rite?" 


"Possibly. 
Hey, that's the failed one they sent into DNA."  He considered
it.  "Hey, Dad?"  He appeared, watching it. 
"Xander a bit pissed about her?" 


"Definitely." 
He watched the action.  "His white lighter is there to help protect
him.  This means the other offices will try to come for him." 


"I'm
pretty sure we heard that Xander plans," Dean admitted. 


"They
probably have federal charges too," Sam agreed.  "See, FBI." 
Some rushed in.  They were escorted out in cuffs.  More showed up and
a few of them got cuffed by the rest of the agents still standing. 
"Oooh.  That's messy." 


"Very,"
Dean agreed.  "I guess you don't fuck with Tim." 


"They're
major players on the side of evil, boys.  This is going to cause
problems." 


Dean
shrugged.  "Not for hunters.  Maybe for the lab.  Or the
PD.  Probably for some senators if they're that high." 


"Clearly
for some agents," Sam added.  He sipped his coffee, shaking his
head.  "That's a huge ass bomb." 


"Yeah,
glad they didn't set it off," Dean agreed. 


John
looked up.  "They're in the files room.  Want me to stay,
boys?" 


"Go,"
Dean ordered.  "Help the insane one.  He could probably use some
backing up."  Their father swatted him but disappeared to help
Xander.  The brothers shared a look.  They had learned to respect
Xander with all the stories they had heard.  Pity no one else had
listened.  "I'm wondering if this not seeing him as dangerous thing
that they apparently had was what happened with the people in Cleveland." 


"Probably. 
He does seem like a nice, goofy guy.  Oooh, demon."  Xander
stepped out with an agent and took it down.  It fell before it could hurt
an ambulance.  "Nice action." 


"Very. 
I'll get back there some day soon." 


Sam
patted him on the arm.  "He knows artillery too." 


"I
can learn that from him," he agreed.  He got up to answer the call of
their microwave, bringing back the slightly browned popcorn for them to snack
on.  This was a good show.   He called Bobby.  "You
should see if the takedown of the Miami Wolfram and Hart office is on any other
station, Bobby.  The lawyers for hell tried to touch Xander's
boyfriend."  He hung up since Bobby was muttering but heading inside
to check.  They nibbled, watching the show go on.  Suddenly everyone
fled.  The building started to crumble but the things inside it were still
there.  "How did they do that?" 


"Magic?"
Sam suggested. 


"Possibly." 
Xander was stomping over to one and getting into his face to sneer, Horatio and
an agent right behind him.  "Jeez, Xander's pissed.  Tomorrow's
going to be a trip in the lab." 


"If
he doesn't have paperwork all night, Tim'll calm him down." 


"We
hope." 


"He
will."  He took another few pieces of popcorn to nibble on. 
Their dad came back.  "Done?" 


"Yes
they are.  They set off the special failsafe but both of us stopped it
from eating the contents of the file room that had links back to the other
offices."  Dean held up the bowl of popcorn.  "Thanks,
son."  He sat down on Dean's other side, watching it go off. 
"They're screwed." 


"Clearly,"
Dean agreed.  "In the head too.  I'm hoping Tim isn't too mad
because I think he was cooking dinner tonight." 


Sam
called him.  "Are you watching tv?  Because your boyfriend just
went off on the people who tried to separate you two.  No, like SWAT,
Feds, all sorts of neat stuff, Tim."  Tim grumbled but turned on the
tv, then let out a yell of anger.  "Ooops, sorry.  Didn't mean
to give bad news, dude."  He hung up.  On the screen Xander
grabbed his phone and winced as apparently someone started to yell at him for
it.  He walked off talking into it, away from the news vans.  Then
they heard something like 'guys, I'm in deep if this takes too long since we're
having our anniversary dinner tonight'." 


A
few of the agents gave him dirty looks but Horatio was laughing.  The
clean up team went back to it.  Night shift came in to help.  The
FBI's lab crews came in too and shooed all the Miami-Dade people off. 
Horatio and the head lab guy got into a standoff but they had priority
processing this time since it clearly was an inter-state matter.  They let
them handle the things from down here but otherwise, to step off.  Horatio
had to give in but they did promise, in hearing of the news crews, that they
weren't going to let anyone get away this time.  No one was going to
ignore it this time.  The crew that caught that started to shout
questions, getting a glare over the sunglasses from Horatio and Xander both. 


They
stepped back but continued to shout questions.  One asked Xander about his
anniversary so he quipped and said it was their sixth and he had plans but his
boy was now pissed as hell.  But they had tried to touch him
earlier.  A few agents gave him dirty looks for that so he smirked
back.  They got back to work.  Xander even got to help process with
Horatio.  They knew they worked up to Federal standards and hated to work
with them but they'd let them.  Then a hidden room came into the open when
Xander opened the door.  He also disabled the traps and handed them to
SWAT.  Not happy for the lawyers shrieking off to the side.  Xander
just smirked at them before going in. 


"Oooh,"
John winced.  "He's pissed.  I didn't think anyone had a temper
like your mom, boys." 


Dean
smirked at him.  "She did?" 


"I
have a few good scars from her being pissed at me, son.  I block those
memories out."  He ate another bite of popcorn.  John Hagen
faded in.  "No more danger?" 


"The
ones on high are going to order Xander out of there soon.  To let it fall
where it does.  The Powers aren't that happy.  Don't know
*why*." 


"The
Powers like balance," Sam told him. 


"The
guys in San Francisco said that Xander had to make his own plea for a white
lighter that wouldn't kill him because he had screwed up a prophecy or
something so they didn't like him." 


"Try
six or seven," John said dryly.  "They don't take him into
account so it's their own fault."  The agents found more evidence and
took the case totally from Miami-Dade.  Horatio tried to argue but they
showed him why so they bowed out.  They made sure Horatio knew that he
could have it back if they failed.  Xander glared at them for that. 
They promised so he and Horatio walked off with Frank following.  SWAT had
to stay in case more bombs were found.  They had found another room of
hostages too.  Hagen smirked.  "That's my boy.  Damn the
kid's fierce when he goes into 'fuck with what's mine' mode."  He
looked at the boys.  "That's why you were sent to intern with
him.  They decided you two were a lot like that too." 


Dean
smirked.  "Yes we are." 


Sam
nodded.  "We hate it when things screw with us." 


"Good. 
Tim's going to be chewing Xander a new one for postponing dinner.  But
Xander's going to be celebrating.  I'll make sure they make it in
tomorrow."  He faded out to talk to Tim.  "Feds took it
over totally." 


"I
saw and heard."  He looked up.  "Paperwork?" 


"Nope. 
Horatio's giving him a ride home." 


Tim
smirked.  "Good enough."  He went back to his
cooking.  "He good?" 


"Happy. 
He's calling Angel to brag.  Angel's swearing," he said with a fond
grin. 


"Even
better."  He called out there.  "Tell whoever's not
arrested on that coast thank you for screwing with my relationship with Xander,
Connor.  I knew my boy loved me and taking down that big of an evil proved
it to me for our anniversary.  It's a great present."  He said
that to his father, who walked off ranting.   He heard female
cackling and smiled.  "Dawn's enjoying it too I hear.  Nope,
don't call later tonight.  He'll be busy."  He hung up. 
"Shoo, John." 


"Don't
want to watch you two go at it anyway."  He faded, going to bother
Maxine.  She was single.  She was microwaving dinner.  She
smirked at him.  He turned on the tv.  "They screwed with
Tim." 


"I
knew Xander wouldn't let it go."  She sat down to watch the replay of
information and the current goings on.  "Yeah,  Tim's going to
make him pay for making their dinner wait." 


"The
Feds took it over fully so Horatio drove him home.  Tim told me he
wouldn't be walking right tomorrow." 


"Which
one?"  She ate another bite. 


"Don't
know but I don't need to either."  She giggled, nearly snorting her
pasta out her nose. 


***



"I
swear, he walked in last night and said 'honey, I slayed the great evil, can I
have some dinner and cuddles in reward'," Tim complained to Maxine. 
Who was giggling as she leaned against their shared table. 
"Seriously!  Then he snuggled in like nothing had happened. 
Even when Angel called to growl at us." 


She
gave him a hug.  "You did good with him, Tim.  He's a good
boy." 


"Yeah,
he is most of the time.  Now and then my goofball is seriously uptight
though."  She pinched him, making him yelp.  "Easy!" 


"I
wondered which of you wouldn't be able to sit this morning," she teased. 


"Neither
of us.  I came so close to spanking him, Maxine." 


"He
went to other agents who were frustrated that they couldn't bust them too,
Tim.  They were already trying to get him.  He was the safest person
to do it." 


"Still
overly macho.  I expected him to swing in on a vine last night." 


"If
you ask he might dress up for you," she teased. 


He
blushed.  "Don't give him any ideas." 


"Fine." 
She gave him another hug.  "Was it a good celebration?" 


"After
I got over my urge to spank him.  Yeah," he admitted with a
half-grin.  "Not bad." 


"Which
is why you can't sit," she teased. 


"He's
worse." 


She
giggled and went to check on him.  "Xander, do you need any
tylenol?" 


He
blushed, shaking his head.  "No thanks, I'll just stand today,
Max.  Is Tim okay?" 


She
gave him a hug.  "He's fine.  He complained that you went super
macho last night.  Said he expected you to swing in on a vine." 


He
shivered.  "That's a dirty thought."  He considered it. 


She
poked him.  "No dirty thoughts around me, Xander.  I might want
to watch."  He blushed, shaking his head.  "Good
boy."  She left, going back to her lab.  "Baby him
tonight." 


"I
think we'll both be soaking tonight."  Horatio walked in, staring at
him.  "I'm fine." 


"You're
not sitting," he said with a mild grin. 


"Neither's
he.  Did Calleigh want to spank you too, H?"  He blushed but
nodded.  "Good!  Next time, take more than SWAT." 


"I
will.  I doubt it'll be a problem for a while."  He walked off
to check on Xander.  "Xander?"  He blushed but looked up,
ducking his head some.  "The agents are going to come in to ask some
questions later." 


"That's
fine.  I figured they'd want to know why Angel had taken over the LA
office with his crew." 


"I
hadn't thought about that.  They probably will ask."  Xander
nodded.  "Good.  Are you ...all right?" he asked, looking
him over.  Xander blushed bright red.  "Need some tylenol?"



"No,
I think we'll try the bubble bath cure later," he said, turning brighter
red. 


"That's
fine then.  Let me know if you have to head home due to
soreness."  He walked off, going to meet the agents coming in. 
"Xander is in ballistics.  He thought you might be asking him why his
former hunting team took over the LA office for a bit." 


"We
did find that information.  Plus their file on you, Caine." 


"They
had one?"  It was handed over.  Horatio read it over. 
"Interesting."  He handed it back.  "Do not let that
get out?" 


"I
saw.  I won't.  Can we borrow your office or should we use an interrogation
room?" 


"Use
my office."  He showed him up there.  "How many are staying
in custody?" 


"The
judges that gave use warrants refused them all bail.  They said there was
a high risk of them trying to retaliate." 


"I'm
sure there is."  He paged Xander up there.  "Here you
go."  He left to give them some privacy. 


"Sit,
CSI Harris." 


"Um,
I'd rather not today." 


"Sorry,
forgot you had an anniversary last night.  Your boyfriend very mad?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "He wanted to spank but I talked him out of it," he
offered with a grin.  "They gave Angel the LA office for a
while." 


"I
saw that."  He looked at him.  "I also found your
file."  Xander shrugged.  "You knew they had one?" 


"Figured
they did.  Is it actually right?" 


He
let him see it.  "You tell me."  He stared at him. 
"Why was that one incident, if it is correct, never investigated?" 


"The
base commander saw why."  He looked at him.  "We got a nice
tape in the mail from the mall with us during the cleaning up and a note saying
'next time don't use our base'."  He went back to looking it
over.  "One inaccuracy.  My plans."  He kept going,
nodding and pointing at something.  "I did pass that class. 
Someone hacked in to try to change my grades but we got them."  He
made note of that too.  He kept going.  "Hmm, they even list
Tim."  He handed it back.  "I did what I had to do and most
people who know about Sunnydale and Angel helping protect LA know that. 
There's a whole precinct of cops that've seen us having to handle things."



"We
heard that from the LA branch."  He stared at him.  "We
also classified that incident with the base."  Xander beamed at that,
bouncing on the balls of his feet.  "Plenty of people would like it
if you would move back to the strange people." 


"They
dumped me because of my eye after that battle.  They told me I was
useless.  I'll be damned and every time they come down here it's been an
issue." 


"I
saw that." 


"Also
there are hunters who do roam." 


"I've
heard rumors.  Thankfully you're covered with that little speciality degree
of yours."  He stared at him.  "Your present interns?"



"Are
very cool.  I like them a lot.  Why?"   He
grinned.  "I'm sure they don't have a file." 


"Now."



Xander
shrugged.  "Sometimes the calling needs you outside the full spectrum
of the light." 


"Good
point."  He stared at him.  "I want to tell them to stay in
this field.  That going back to their old ways would be...dangerous and
get noticed." 


"That's
between you and them.  I'm not their mouthpiece.  Threatening
probably won't help you though." 


"Good
point.  Can you pass that on?" 


"Nope."



"Understood." 
He stared at him.  "Thank you for breaking some of the lower of us
out of enforced stasis on that matter, Mr. Harris." 


"They
tried to touch what was mine.  Even their file says it's not a good
idea.  They should've listened." 


"I
asked one why.  He thought you were Officer Wolfe.  The others nearly
killed him for that.  Apparently some heard why you were the wall behind
the slayer out in Sunnydale." 


"Too
bad no one told her."  He shrugged.  "I'm always happy to
make the world safer for peaceful beings of any species." 


"Good. 
That's what we want to hear.  By the way, did you know where your present
ranking is?"  Xander shook his head.  He handed over an
envelope.  "This year's tech rankings." 


"What
about that delusional DNA tech that tried to say I compromised stuff?" 


"She
was yelled at when she tried to push it earlier.  They said they
brainwashed her and compelled her."  Xander nodded once. 
"No clue." 


"Sam
said he tried holy water, it didn't work." 


"It
didn't when the hunter we have tried it.  He went to the same
school." 


"Decent. 
Less work for me.  I wanted to retire before they forced me to go." 


He
smirked.  "Gladly, Mr. Harris.  You're on reserve as far as
we're concerned.  Except for spring break and the holiday
issues."  Xander grinned and walked out.  "Send him up here
please?" 


"Sure." 
He walked into ballistics.  "Dean, wanted in the office to answer a
few questions." 


"Why?"



"I
think they had your family's file." 


"Probably
not good," he muttered, walking up there, leaning on his cane up the
stairs.  "You wanted to see me?" he asked as he walked in. 


"Mr.
Winchester."  He looked him over.  "Some of us have went
through the same program you did.  Not me personally but I was in the LA
office for a good bit.  I actually saw what was going on out there before
I transferred somewhere safer."  Dean nodded.  "One of us
who trained in the same program noted that your family had a past...history
with the same sort of skills." 


"We
did hunt, yes." 


"We
also know that someone gave you some help with a certain set of files,
kid."  He stared him down.  "As a warning, not an order but
a warning, if you or your brother should go back into the field instead of
staying in this one.  Meaning roaming around doing it the way you did
before the accident, not the field hunting you can do that's covered by the
degree.  If you should, then there would be those who would take faster
notice.  Because techs with your skills get found and watched. 
Especially if they drop out of sight because the higher ups think that you've
changed sides." 


Dean
nodded once at that.  "Thank you for that warning, sir." 


"I'm
not trying to be mean, Mr. Winchester.  I know that you and Harris and
probably the rest of your family consider this a calling.  I'm all for
taking care of those things.  But you've now got bullets next to your name
for being so good." 


Dean
smirked.  "But this way we still get to hunt." 


"Yes
you do.  Legitimately.  It may not cover for others, but the ones who
know are increasing after the last few apocalypses that've happened on the west
coast.  This year's in Cleveland nearly got the city eaten as well. 
The whole federal building up there was very unhappy when they suddenly got
enlightened by the city being transported off plane to become snacks. 
When they fixed it, they still remembered so they were not happy agents." 


"I
didn't figure any would be if they found out anyway." 


"No,
you guys cure problems for us.  We realize that if we know about it. 
But with you being so good in your chosen field and your brother being so good
in his, there's no way you won't get noticed if you quit and go back to
roaming." 


"So
staying in the field to hunt both sorts of monsters works, covers our asses,
and gives us a nifty paycheck," Dean finished. 


He
smiled.  "Exactly.  The same as Harris does.  Though we'd
love it if more people went to handle Cleveland before it drives us nuts."



"They
have a whole lot up there." 


"I
heard.  I also heard why Harris won't go up there.  I can agree with
his reasons.  I just wanted to warn you.  In case the topic came up
sometime in the future, like when you do make it off that cane." 


Dean
nodded.  "We'll take that into consideration." 


"Thank
you, Mr. Winchester.  How are you enjoying Miami?" 


"I
love the sun and the beaches," he said dryly.  "I can even get
Sammy laid so he's less uptight."  He smirked at that.  "We
done?" 


"We're
good."  He nodded and left.  The agent sat down to go over the
other files of the people he needed to talk to.  Tim Speedle walked in and
shut the door.  "I didn't need to see you, Detective
Speedle."  He looked up.  "Thank you for tempering his
temper and attention deficit issue." 


"You
worked in LA until when?" 


"The
invasion.  I left for more sane shores." 


"Miami
usually is." 


"I've
seen that.  Is he happy?" 


"I
try my best." 


"Good." 
He handed him the file.  "He said they got a few things wrong." 


"I
saw it as a vision." 


"Are
you still like his present one?" 


"No. 
I descended." 


"I
understand.  He's a special young man.  Try to keep him calm? 
He scared some people yesterday when he grabbed that piece of artillery and
went after that demon." 


"I
saw that on replay." 


"Good. 
Then I'll leave you and his present one to handle him."  He took the
file back.  "Do have a good relationship.  I hope you both stay
happy with it."  Tim nodded and left with a smirk.  He went to
find Horatio to go over what was found. 


Dean
walked into trace, pulling Sam out into the hallway to talk to him. 
"I just got warned that if we left doing it this way, people would
definitely notice because we're now considered too good to ignore," he
said quietly.  "That doing it this way covered our asses nicely and gave
us a paycheck that wouldn't create any new files." 


Sam
nodded.  "I figured if someone knew why they were bad, they would've
drawn a link back to us, Dean.  Just a warning?" 


"Clearly
he wanted to order it but he probably knew we'd get very stubborn." 


Sam
nodded.  "Well, if you do get back to fully able to hunt the old way,
we'll make that decision."  Dean nodded at that, relaxing some. 
"Until then, this is a killer paycheck once we're out of our
internship.  We can save tons of money." 


"Good
point."  He looked around then at him.  "Are you
okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  This current case is going to annoy me to death."  Dean
grinned.  "Thanks for the head's up, Dean." 


"Welcome,
bitch." 


"Jerk,
go back to work before someone thinks we're making out again," he teased
back with a grin.  Dean walked off smirking.  Sam went back into
trace, weathering the looks his way.  "The agent told Dean something
that he thought I should hear," he said finally. 


Eric
coughed.  "Some of us are aware of what Xander learned out in San
Francisco, Sam." 


Sam
looked at him.  "I'm sure you were.  He told us
that."  He grinned.  "The agent wanted us to encourage
others to go this way and to stay hunting this way." 


"It's
probably better and you can do it legally," Eric agreed quietly. 
"We've seen some of the roaming hunters working down here in the
past.  Even before Xander got here."  He gave him a pointed
look.  Sam kept grinning.  "It's probably a lot easier to do it
this way.  We pay you while letting you help us by using those skills to
catch guys like this one." 


"We
know.  That's why we agreed to do it."  He shrugged. 
"It's a shelved topic until Dean can fully run again." 


"Good." 
He grinned and relaxed.  "Xander okay with them?" 


"Yeah. 
Apparently he's fine.  He's in ballistics with the radio on." 


"Even
better."  He got back to work.  He heard the small growl at a
test result.  "Channel the frustration into the interrogation,
Sam.  Find a way to smoothly threaten without anyone realizing that you're
tripping them up."  He looked at him. "Every crook thinks that
they're smooth.  That arrogance is what brings them down." 


Sam
nodded.  "Thanks, Eric." 


"Welcome. 
We don't mind mentoring good interns.  We hate it when we get substandard
ones like that one from DNA." 


"They
pulled her out of the building last night.  Did you see?" 


"I
did.  I'm kinda hoping that she's been cured." 


"No,
they think she was mentally coerced," Xander said as he walked in. 
"Take it as the warning it was, Sam, not an absolute order.  Only you
two can decide that.  Your ...friend is helping mine today with that
spirit.  Apparently he's feeling guilty about something.  Since I
don't want to be possessed, they can't figure out what.  He thinks you
can?" 


"I
don't know if I can or not." 


"Can
you try?  He's freaking out the patrol officers." 


"I
can do that.  Coming?" 


"Sure. 
I'll be possessed as a last resort.  Tim'll baby me if I am." 
He walked off with him.  "Behave while I'm gone.  Dean's in
charge," he called into ballistics.  They walked into the detective's
unit a few minutes later, staring at the ghost. 


Sam
moved closer and stared at it.  "Tell me."  It stared at
him then moved closer to babble at him.  He blinked.  "Hold
on.  Slower.  You killed them and buried them then killed yourself? 
Where and who are they?"  The ghost babbled at him some more. 
"Thank you for telling us.  We'll make sure they're given proper
honors.  Why did you do it?"  The ghost slumped and said
something.  "Let the others help you off.  We'll gather them and
be respectful."  The ghost faded out.  He took a piece of paper
and a pencil from someone, writing down what the spirit had told him, handing
it over.  "He killed his family in a moment of jealous rage, then
buried them in his former house.  Then he killed himself when he realized
what he had done.  He's feeling guilty.  Make sure they get properly
identified and buried for him please."  The detective nodded. 
He walked off with Xander.  "That sucks." 


"It
does but you see a lot of that sometimes," Xander said, patting him on the
back.  "The same as now and then you see a peaceful demon that had to
kill someone to protect himself or his family."  Sam looked at
him.  Xander nodded.  "I had one last month.  The human had
seen him, decided he was going to be bigoted because he was slightly purple and
had an antenna.  So he decided to try to burn them down in their
house.  The demon stopped him." 


"That's
not the demon's fault." 


"No,
it's not.  So what do you do?" 


"I
don't know," Sam admitted. 


Xander
smiled.  "I didn't either.  I did talk to Horatio and the
overlord about it.  They decided to make him move somewhere safer. 
Somewhere his kids could forget they had gotten targeted.  They moved into
a demon safe commune up-county.  He has a good job here." 


"There
are?  We never ran into other types before the accident.  I found out
in LA by walking into a bar." 


"Yeah,
Lorne said he had met you."  He grinned.  "He helps Angel
sometimes too."  He patted him on the back again.  "It
comes down to we do what we have to do to protect the most people, Sam. 
The same as arresting someone for killing the person attacking them isn't
really fair.  That's not for us to decide.  That's for a judge. 
We just find out who did it.  When we're hunting, it's a bit more of our
call." 


"That's
something we have to think about." 


Xander
nodded.  "I ran into that ethical issue plenty.  Including vamps
who were people I used to like."  They walked back into the
lab.  "Go back to work.  Let them find it so they can call the
ME."  Sam nodded, going to head back to the lab.  "Lunch is
in an hour." 


"Sure,
Xander.  Thanks." 


Xander
walked into ballistics.  "Why don't you and Sam take lunch
together?" 


"We
usually try to.  Why?  What did the spirit want?" 


"To
bury his family that he killed." 


"That
sucks." 


"He
killed himself when he stopped and realized what he had done." 


"I
guess that's decent of him so he didn't hurt anyone else.  Still." 


Xander
nodded.  "The world isn't black and white.  We see more of the
ethically gray area than nearly everyone else around here.  Even when we
feel more sorry for the perp than the victim."  He pointed at a
case.  "Like that one."  Dean looked at the report Xander
had been working on before going out.  Then he stared at him in
horror.  "It's not my call to make.  I can help them.  I
can't do more than nudge the prosecutor.  Because that's stepping outside
and taking justice into my hands." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can understand how badly that sucks, Xander." 


Xander
nodded.  "And you'll get it on both sides."  He looked at
his interns.  "Some cases will rip at you for years," Xander
told them.  "It's nothing you can control.  My ballistics case
that I was working on earlier, when I got fingerprints I knew who had done
it.  The kid was shooting the person who broke into his house to steal
him.  I can't do more than nudge the prosecutor because we have to let
Justice take its course.  Even when it sucks ass." 


"But
that's the hardest part of doing the job," Horatio said from behind
him.  Xander looked back and nodded.  "Justice still usually
works to free those who shouldn't be hurt for protecting themselves.  No
system's perfect but the kid will beat himself up for years for that,
Xander.  You know that." 


"I
do."  He handed over the report.  "Still sucks ass." 


"It
does.  Why don't you guys take lunch as soon as you finish your current
report."  Xander nodded, going to find Tim for a hug. 
"We've all had cases like that.  Field techs get it worse.  Lab
techs only see bits and pieces of the cases, not the full thing.  We'll
all think back on these, even after we've quit or retired.  Some of them
will haunt you because justice didn't work.  In those instances, you can
talk to the other techs.  We've all been here."  He went to
check on them, finding Calleigh working in trace with Eric and Sam. 
"He finished the report, Calleigh." 


She
looked at him.  "I feel sorry for the kid, Horatio." 


"We'll
nudge the prosecutor.  That's all we can do.  That and make sure the
boy gets the help he needs to handle it." 


She
nodded. "It still sucks."  Eric looked at her.  
"My last case had a child shooter protecting himself." 


He
gave her a one-armed hug.  "They do suck but we're here too,
Calleigh.  We all have them."  She nodded, letting him let go of
her so she could get back to work.  "Xander?" 


"Hopefully
discretely making Tim hug him."  He smiled. "Sometimes that is
the best balm in these situations."  He patted Calleigh on the back,
letting her have the report so she could handle it.  She smiled weakly and
went to talk to the boy and his parent.  Plus the prosecutor. 
"If you run into ethical debates like that, we will listen," he
reminded the other techs.  Then he went up to his office. 


Sam
looked at Eric.  "It happens often?" 


"About
every hundred cases you get someone who was protecting themselves or something
similar.  Someone who had a good reason to do it that makes you feel sorry
for them.  Last year I had to arrest a rape victim who shot her attacker
when he was trying to come after her again.  She got off, but she still
had to go through the system." 


"That
does suck." 


"The
system's not perfect.  We're human the same as they are." 


Sam
nodded.  "But you have support." 


"We
do.  H is really good to talk to when you have ethical issues.  He
sees more than the black/white line that most people see." 


"I'll
remember that."  He looked down then at him.  "Do you think
they'll be retaliating against Xander for doing that?" 


"Maybe
but most of them are in jail.  Including all the people who they were
blackmailing from what the news this morning said.  If they do, we'll back
them up.  The lab's like a family, Sam." 


Sam
nodded.  "I can understand that."  He got back to
work.  Maybe it'd work out okay after all. 


***



Xander
woke up panting, glaring at the ceiling.  "Try it and watch the whole
line die," he hissed. 


"Why
did you get a white lighter if you have visions?" Tim mumbled, still half
asleep. 


"You're
my reward for putting up with Buffy, Angel, and passing quantum
mechanics," he said in his ear, kissing him on it too.  Speed smiled
at that, drifting off again.  Xander calmed himself, sending himself out
of his body.  He saw John Hagen giving him the oddest look. 
"Have to have a chat.  Be right back.  Watch Tim for
me."  He disappeared, landing in front of the Oracles. 
"You know,  you'd think after all this time, you'd have accounted for
me in the plans.  Really." 


The
male oracle gave him an odd look.  "How are you doing that?  You
are not a white lighter or a chosen." 


"You
so sure about that?" Xander asked dryly.  He crossed his arms over
his chest.  "I do have visions.  After you guys decided Cordy
wasn't good enough because you forgot how fragile humans are, I was Angel's
seer."  They both shook their heads.  "Yeah, I was." 


"The
Messenger gave him information still." 


"And
I still had visions for him.  You might wanna check, people." 
He stared at the female Oracle.  "Beyond that, are you sure I'm not a
white lighter?" 


"You
have not died." 


"You're
not the only powers out there."  They both looked alarmed. 
"Pity, but yeah," he said with a wave.  "It was nice that I
somehow survived my car being blown up around me on my road trip. 
Huh?"  He stared them down.  "Now, sending an apocalypse to
Miami is really dumb.  The girls won't be able to fix it.  The
citizens of Miami will only have me, two other hunters, one who's injured, and
two white lighters, plus one descended one." 


"They
cannot descend once they are chosen," the male said, still looking
confused. 


"Again,
not the only power in the universes," he said, holding up the palm he had
cut to sacrifice and bond Tim to him with his blood.  "I know you
guys really want balance and all that shit, but maybe you guys should take a
bit of look at reality.  Your chessboard got overturned *years* ago. 
Especially since the apocalypse showed us riding horses," he said
dryly.  "We haven't done that in over a century." 


"You
cannot be a white lighter.  You were not chosen by a champion." 


"Yet
I backed up slayers, I backed up Angel, and then I became the only Knight in
Miami," he said dryly.  "Now I teach others."  He
smirked at their horrified looks.  "Yeah, I saw that one. 
That's what got me wondering how I survived the car blowing up around
me."  He grinned a bit, then snarled and turned to hit someone. 
"Hey, Angel."  He looked at them again with a mean smirk. 
"So....  You wanted to do what to my city that I'll have to stop
since the slayers won't be able to handle it?" 


"The
slayers can and will.  It is their duty," the female assured him. 


"The
slayers are still trapped in Cleveland by the way they closed the hellmouth the
last time.  None of them who were there can leave the city.  Since
almost all of them, all but about ten, were there when it happened.... 
No, they can't." 


The
Oracles looked at each other.  "That is not right." 


"No,
that's not what you had *planned*.  It's the reality because Willow
Sunnydale'd it.  Please, take a good look around before making
plans?  It's what every battle planner has to do.  I should
know.  I did them for slayers plenty of times and for this guy," he
said with a head nod back at Angel. 


"He
is your seer?" the female asked Angel. 


"He
was.  Then he retired to a higher calling.  He now protects Miami's
citizens and trains others.  I'm still wondering why you guys gave him a
white lighter.  I didn't think he'd need one." 


"I
didn't but Tim's one of the best things in my life," Xander told
him.  He looked at them.  "Thank you for doing that by the
way.  I do love Tim." 


"How
did he descend?" the male asked.  "That is not
possible."  Xander held out his hand, letting him read the spell
residue.  "He will still die." 


"We
all die some day," Xander assured him.  "I've faced that reality
many times."  He looked at Angel again.  "They're still
stuck there, right?" 


"They
can't find a way out of Cleveland," he agreed.  "The spell that
bound the hellmouth that time is what's trapping them in.  If they break
it, it reopens only it goes fully open this time." 


"I
can send artillery," Xander offered. 


"They
have some and it hasn't helped yet."  He looked at them. 
"Why did you call me up here?" 


"Me,"
Xander said.  "I just had a vision of an apocalypse demon in
Miami." 


"Miami
doesn't have any power points," Angel said, looking confused. 


"Exactly. 
And we were all on horses too.  Clearly, someone had flashbacks." 


"Could
be," Angel admitted. 


The
Oracles looked at each other.  "That is a wise suggestion.  We
will look at the battlefield again since there is things that have been hidden
from us."  She stared at him.  "You do not need a white
lighter however." 


"Usually
I have John helping me with problems.  Tim is my research and backup as
well as my lover.  John's my link.  Right now, we're training another
set of hunters with a white lighter.  I don't mind John.  He's helping
his soul get cleaner from the problems he had in life that drove him over the
edge."  He shrugged.  "Please leave Miami alone?  We
have nothing that would interest you.  Especially since Wolfram and Hart
are now gone." 


"The
power behind them stands," the male told him firmly. 


Xander
nodded.  "That's fine.  Hopefully they learned not to fuck with
what's mine.  They cam after Tim.  Of course I helped destroy the
assholes." 


"More
manners," Angel ordered. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I'm sure they know the meaning of those words, even
used in the more vulgar way, Angel.  How's Connor and how did you get
brought back?" 


"Willow."



"Tell
me we don't have another First situation?" 


"Not
like that." 


"Good!" 
He looked at the oracles.  "Am I clear for that apocalypse or do I
have to warn the city?" 


They
disappeared then came back a moment later.  "We were looking at the
wrong plane's plans," the female said.  "We apologize for
alarming you." 


Xander
grinned.  "Hey, if we've got legitimate problems, let one of us
know.  I'm kinda glad Tim doesn't get visions anymore.  His gave him
headaches.  I can handle pain better than he can.  And John can't see
that well mentally.  So please, let us know." 


"We
shall," the male assured him.  "Go in peace." 


Xander
grinned.  "Thanks.  And no, I'm not looking forward to that
prophecy.  It's just not the man I am.  They can kiss my ass and you
can tell them that." 


"We
will pass along that message as well," the female assured him. 
"It seems that the prophecy would not fit you very well." 


Xander
leaned closer.  "They never took a good look at me.  Wolfram and
Hart had my file and still mistook me for another officer.  You guys
didn't plan for me to be there, even when I was, so I had to screw up
prophecies.  I didn't *want* to piss you off but you guys made it
happen." 


"We
realize the error," the female told him. 


Xander
beamed.  "Thank you.  And we won't hurt Tim or John?" 


"No,
it appears you learn much from them.  Including manners and caution,"
the male said firmly. 


Xander
beamed.  "Thanks, guys.  Great having this talk with
you."  He closed his eyes and concentrated.  "Angel, get
Connor some wards before that demon decides to make him knock up Dawn
again?"  He disappeared, going back to his body.  He ran into
both Johns on the astral plane.  "Hi."  He grinned. 
"Let me go back to sleep.  If Sam got a vision of an apocalypse in
Miami, it won't be happening.  I pointed out things were different,
including the fact that we don't all ride horses anymore."  He faded
back into his body and turned to snuggle into Tim's back, realizing he was
cold.  He checked, he had a pulse.  The air conditioner was up too
high so he got up to turn it down and crawled back in to snuggle and warm his
boyfriend up again.  Tim was a wonderful reward. 


Hagen
looked at Winchester.  "Did you understand that?" 


"A
little bit.  Looking into what the boy did back in Sunnydale showed me how
often certain higher beings forgot he was there." 


"I
saw it but ...  Yeah, I guess he did warp some things.  I saw an
explosion too.  Would that make him one of us?" 


"I
think he's more like what you said Tim was like when he was a white
lighter.  I can't be sure though," John Winchester admitted. 
"I know he's not demonic.  I know he's not a full white lighter. 
Who knows with that kid." 


"Good
point.  How are your boys?" 


"Doing
all right.  Dean's working hard in therapy for his leg.  Maybe within
a year he'll be off the cane totally." 


"Then
what?" 


John
considered it.  "I don't know.  I'd want them to continue to
hunt demons but this way they still are.  Just less of them." 


"Yeah
but they're using those skills to hunt the demons and monsters that hurt more
people than your kind do every year.  It's just as much a calling,
Winchester." 


"I
can see that.  You guys have my full respect for doing it.  I don't
know.  I know the boys decided to not think about it until it came
true.  Then we'll have a talk or get a vision or something I guess. 
I don't know."  He shrugged.  "I'm proud.  It took me
a long time to see that Sam's his own man and just as good as Dean is. 
I'm spending a lot of time making up for the past." 


John
nodded.  "Me too."  He looked down at them, shaking his
head.  "Cuddly goofball." 


Winchester
smirked.  "He apparently is.  Let me check on my boys.  See
you tomorrow, Hagen." 


"Yup. 
We'll trail them into the field."  He faded, going back to his own
resting state.  He was tired watching Xander do things he shouldn't be
able to do. 


Winchester
checked on his boys, tucking Dean in better before going to lay down on the
couch and watch the all night news channel until he fell asleep again. 


***



"So,
why did you get a white lighter if you have visions?" Sam asked Xander
outside the station the next morning. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I consider Tim my reward for putting up with Buffy and
Angel."  He watched his boy pull in on his bike. "See? 
He's a great reward."  He grinned at Sam again.  "Does that
mean you that you decided only Dean got yours?" 


"Usually. 
He nags Dean more now."  He shrugged a bit. 
"Tim?"  He came over.  "We got the strangest
information this morning." 


"Yeah,
I'm his reward for passing quantum mechanics."  He swatted his boy
gently across the back of the head.  "Pain in my ass." 


"At
least I'm not a pain in your head." 


"True. 
I didn't hardly have visions with you."  He took a kiss. 
"See you inside."  He strolled in. 


Sam
quit staring at Tim's blatant display of really tight ass, seeing Xander
looking amused.  "Wasn't watching him, Xander.  I promise."



"I
know you don't poach and others can appreciate as long as they don't try to
touch or take him from me."  He grinned.  "They also said
that Tim shouldn't have been able to descend.  But Tim wasn't like the two
we presently have, who're a lot more ghostly." 


"Dad's
a lot more solid than Hagen is now and then," Sam admitted.  He
considered it.  "Who knows.  Maybe it'll drive Dad nuts since
he'll have to watch us hunt but can't physically help." 


"See,
Tim couldn't fade out.  He could barely orb." 


"Huh. 
That is strange."  He shrugged.  "As a reward, he seems to
be a good one for you."  Xander grinned.  "Anything you did
get from it?" 


"They
said they were sending for the wrong plane last night.  No apocalypse
demon." 


"Even
better."  They walked inside and found some people staring at the
woman huffing in the middle of the lab.  "Hmm.  Xander? 
Can we slay her?" 


"She
might complain, Sam.  Hey, Cordy.  How are you?"  He
grinned.  "Take it out of the halls, now."  He dragged her
off to the ballistics lab and shut them inside. 


She
stared at him.  "You actually had the balls to come up and tell the
Powers that they were wrong?  How stupid are you?" 


He
shrugged.  "They had us still riding horses, Cordelia. 
Something wasn't right.  And even though I was there, I wasn't
there?"  She gaped.  He shrugged.  "I pointed out the
faults in that plan of theirs.  They said they were looking on the wrong
plane." 


"I
swear God was drunk when he thought you up.  There had to be some Godly
Tequila involved, maybe even a challenge from another higher being." 
Her hands went to her hips.  "It's the only way to explain how you
mess *everything* up." 


He
shrugged.  "If he was, he probably created you and Buffy and all the
other cheerleaders with the hangover he had," he shot back. 
"So?"  He grinned.  "I'm happy this way.  And
hey, I even pointed out them being mad at me was their own fault for not seeing
others there." 


She
swatted at him but he ducked it.  "You stupid moron.  They're
the Powers, Xander.  They don't get to be wrong." 


"Then
I wouldn't have gotten a vision for another plane last night," he shot
back dryly.  "One where we were all riding horses.  With slayers
who weren't trapped in Cleveland.  Now, shouldn't you be reminding Dawn
why birth control exists before that demon compels Connor into knocking her
up?" 


She
growled.  "They're not happy." 


"Not
my fault they screwed up," he said firmly.  "Anything
else?"  Both white lighters and Tim came out to surround her. 
"Guys, don't hurt her.  She's doing her duty by telling me the Powers
are a bit pissy this morning because they sent me the wrong vision." 


"If
Sam has visions too, does that mean Winchester's Dean's white lighter and not
both's?" Tim asked John Hagen.  He was the older one. 


"No. 
Sam's are from the demon that tainted him," he said.  "Not from
on high like Xander's or ours are."  He looked at her. 
"You're not here on official business." 


Xander
grinned at that piece of news.  "Awww, did you want to relive the bad
days in high school?  And look, you told me to be gay and whatever funky
curse I activated by dating you is still in effect." 


"If
I had cursed you it certainly wouldn't get you paid in the clubs, Xander,"
she said, glaring at him.  "How could you do that?" 


"I
was mostly respectful," Xander protested.  "I had to put up the
protest though.  Something clearly wasn't right.  All I told them to
do was to look at the reality, not the planned events.  They went off
track back in Sunnydale when they didn't see others stepping in; Willow and I
warped a few things.  They didn't even know the slayers are trapped."



"They
are not!" she huffed. 


"They
are.  Willow can't undo the spell holding them in Cleveland without making
the hellmouth open fully." 


She
stared at him.  "Huh?"  He nodded with a small smirk. 
"But that wasn't what she was supposed to do."  She started to
look confused and looked up.  "They did?"  She looked at
him again.  "They said you're still an arrogant asshole and of course
they didn't plan for you.  No one was supposed to step in that way." 


"Well,
gee, it happened.  Nothing planned ahead makes it all the way through the
first battle," he quipped with a grin.   He kissed her. 
"Now, you have a good time hopping over to yell at Willow for screwing up
something else.  I'm going to be talking my baby here into getting me the
dog he promised me last year.  Since he gave my last one away." 


Cordelia
looked at Tim.  "Are you evil?"  He shook his head. 
"Then why are you with him?" 


"I'm
his reward for putting up with bitchy women like you.  And for passing
quantum mechanics." 


She
groaned, rubbing her forehead.  "They do that to me now and then too,
Cordy," Xander soothed.  "The Powers were mean and they didn't
pay attention to how frail humans are either.  They seem to not see a lot
of reality."  She swatted at him so he hugged her.  "Aww,
poor baby.  Do you need fussed over?" 


"No. 
Let go!"  She got free, glaring at him.  "Now I remember
why we broke up.  Your strange mental places are infectious." 


"Maybe
that's why Tim's mellowed on my t-shirts," he said, looking at his
lover.  "Is it?" 


"No,
I got tired of fighting over them and I hide the really horrible
ones."  He looked at the shocked and horrified looking young woman
with a grin.  "They do serve to lighten the atmosphere around here during
bad weeks.  Not to mention showing that he's not a stick-up-the-ass sort
like some techs are.  I appreciate Xander for all that he is,
Cordelia.  Thank you for not being the one for him and making sure he made
it until I got given to him and could descend again." 


She
whimpered, looking at the two Johns.  "Do you have to put up with
him?" 


"He's
not my charge but my boys can be as bad.  I should introduce you to
Dean," John Winchester said. 


Dean
leaned in.  "Heard my name mentioned.  Can we get to work
now?" 


"Dean,
this is my ex, Cordelia Chase.  She's now the Messenger for the Powers
That Be.   She came down to nag me because I had to point out a
fallacy in a plan last night." 


"Hey,"
he said with a wave.  "I thought you said all your exes were psychos."



"No,
she only tried to kill my self esteem and other things like that.  Not
physically," Xander said dryly.  He smirked at her. 
"Thankfully Tim likes to help me with that and only swats me gently when I
have a new bout of low self esteem." 


She
looked at Tim.  "Spank him more often." 


"He
doesn't like those sex games."  She gave him a horrified look and
faded out.  He kissed Xander.  "There, I feel better.  I
had my moment of snark."  He stared at his boy.  "Even if
he was drunk it makes you more special.  Like the platypus, everyone
wonders about you but only I have you."  He walked out. 


Xander
grinned.  "He's sweet." 


"Gaggingly
so," Dean agreed.  "Guys, anything else?" 


"Going
to follow Sam into the field," John Winchester said. 


Hagen
looked at Xander.  "You dated that?" 


"Yeah,
and groped in many closets." 


He
shook his head.  "Thank you for having better taste now,
Xander.  I couldn't stand to watch you date things like that now.  I
might've had to do something to them." 


"You
can do it to the one from the club the other night." 


"Don't
remind me, kid."  He disappeared, going to warn Horatio about her. 


Xander
grinned at Dean.  "Are the other minions out there?" 


"Melissa's
off today and Evan doesn't come in until this afternoon."  He came
over to log in and get to work. 


Xander
adjusted his clock.  "Sorry, she didn't mean to make you
late."  Calleigh walked in and looked around before staring at
him.  "My ex came back to nag me." 


"Is
she a white lighter too?" 


"Messenger
for the Powers That Be.   She claims God was drunk when he made
me.  So maybe I was a drinking challenge by a chaos god." 


She
stared at him then nodded quickly, walking off holding her head. 
"You certainly are," she called back. 


Xander
grinned at his buddy.  "Sometimes you need the bad thoughts so your
brain can restart and clear out the cobwebs." 


"I've
done that to Sammy now and then." 


"Xander,
please quit warping the other techs," Horatio said as he walked past the
door.  "Before I have to put a reprimand in your file." 


"It
wasn't me, it was my ex who came to visit, boss." 


Horatio
paused then stared into ballistics, walking in there.  "Excuse
me?"  Xander walked him to AV, getting into the security footage,
letting him see that conversation.  He copied it down and then erased
it.  He even gave Xander a hug.  "We enjoy you being so unique
but please don't give more techs migraines." 


"She
needed a brain restart to clear out the cobwebs, Horatio.  That way she
can find her last case's bad guy.  She had 'I know who did it but I can't
figure out how' syndrome." 


"I've
had that myself.  It usually means you're tired.  Which you probably
did cure for her," he decided.  "Go back to work, Xander. 
I'll make sure others don't see it." 


"Tim
and both Johns were there."  He bounced back to ballistics. 
Ryan stopped him in the hall and handed him a soda.  "Thanks,"
he said, blowing a kiss. 


Tim
leaned out of DNA.  "No matter how much soda you feed him, you can't
steal him, Wolfe." 


"Not
even to get my mother off my back?" 


"Hell
no.  She might talk Willow into making him have babies.  I'd hate to
kill Willow for that.  Well, maybe not *hate* to kill her but I'd have
to."  He smirked and went back to work. 


Ryan
looked at Xander.  "Good night?" he asked. 


"Strange
night.  But he slept through most of it."  He finished his
soda.  "Thanks, Ry."  He went back to ballistics to get
back to work.  Dean was snickering against the table, shaking his
head.  "What?" 


"She
can't do that, right?" 


"Yes
she can." 


Dean
gave him a horrified look.  "She can?" 


"Yeah,
she can.  She did it to one of the slayer's dogs." 


Dean
whimpered.  "Can we hunt her?" 


"Let
her fix Cleveland first." 


"How?"



"You
know, I don't know.  She's got to get outside of Cleveland to fix
Cleveland." 


"Can
we summon her?" 


"She's
still alive.  Huh."  He pushed his big, red button.  She
appeared, looking confused.  "It just occurred to me how to get you
out of Cleveland so you could fix it.  Cordy caused a brain restart."



She
stared at him then squealed and hugged him.  "Thank you,
Xander!"  She disappeared, going up to see how she had messed up the
spell this time. 


Xander
smirked.  "Remember, don't push it unless it's an emergency or she'll
turn you cute and fluffy.  You'd hate to be Sam's lap cat." 


"Yeah,
I can't see me being anyone's pussy," he said dryly.  Someone outside
the lab choked so he looked back.  "Hey, Detective Tripp." 


"Boys,
both of you need a brain cleaning." 


"I
had a brain restart because my ex showed up," Xander offered with a grin. 


"Damn
it.  Do we have to take down more evil things?" 


"No,
she's in Cleveland, trapped until Willow fixes her spell." 


"Good!" 
He walked off to talk to Horatio.  "Maybe Winchester and Harris
should be taking a nap?" 


"I
doubt it'll do much good," Horatio said from his couch.  "His
former girlfriend was quite mean this morning.  It's a reaction to
that."  He looked up at him.  "He'll calm down once work
starts coming in." 


"I'll
see if non-felony is overloaded for him," Tripp said, calling down
there.  "Teller, Detective Tripp.  Harris is causing migraines
again.  Do you have anything for him to do?"  He smirked. 
"Excellent.  Please do.  He's got an intern today
too."  He hung up.  "They had a drug bust with weapons last
night.  Since all of your night shift was somewhere, they sent them to
her." 


"Why
weren't they in?" 


"No
clue." 


"I'll
check on that.  Thank you, Frank." 


"Welcome,
Horatio.  Have a good nap."  He closed his office door behind
him.  The man deserved a nap.  He ran into Speed out getting a drink
at the fountain.  "Do you need a nap too?" 


"No,
I slept last night.  Xander even got up to turn down the a/c when it got
too cold." 


"Can't
you cure him more often?" 


Tim
smirked.  "No time this morning, Frank.  Sorry."  He
went back to DNA. 


Dean
opened the lab door when it was knocked on, looking at the woman with the hand
cart.  "That looks bad." 


"Night
shift disappeared for some reason," she said grimly. 


Xander
looked at her.  "I think they had a conveniently scheduled night
off.  What's up?" 


"Drug
dealer's stash."  She handed over the cart and let him sign the
form.  "Thank you.  Have fun, guys."  She left
happier. 


Xander
looked then at the inbox.  "We'll be able to start on this by
noon," he decided.  Dean gave him a look.  "We can. 
You can work at the non-intern speed, Dean.  I know you're that
good."  He handed him his next sample and got to work on his own. 


Dean
settled on his new stool, thankfully padded, and got to work.  Yeah, he
could work like a real tech today instead of an intern. 


***



Dean
and Sam looked at each other that night.  "Did you ever think hunting
something through the woods all night long was less work than working?"
Sam asked finally. 


Dean
shook his head.  "No, I didn't.  Damn, Xander works faster than
everyone else." 


"That's
because he's been doing it longer.  Soon enough you'll be working at his
speed," Sam offered. 


"Thanks. 
Why was yours so bad?" 


"Hands
and knees search on the beach and then sifting through the sand." 
Dean moaned, shaking his head.  "We found her ID case but damn."



Dean
nodded, getting up with a groan to limp in and get them beers, handing Sam
his.  "We deserve it." 


"We
do," he agreed, clinking bottles with him. 


John
appeared, smiling at them.  "Good work today, boys." 


"Thanks,
Dad, but we're too tired to do more than sit and stare."  Sam leaned
back.  "Ryan and Eric both said they've pulled seventy-two hour rush
and push cases in the lab, straight.  I don't know how." 


"Like
anything else you learn, you have to build up stamina for it," John said
wisely.  "Though I'm sure they took naps.  I think Xander's the
only one that could stay up that long." 


Dean
nodded.  "I asked about apocalypses.  He asked which
one."  He took a drink, sighing in pleasure.   His
cellphone rang.  "Damn it."  He shifted so he could pull it
out of his pocket.  "Yeah, it's Dean.  Exhausted, Ellen. 
Why?  Lots and lots of work today.  Even though interns only work
part time.  Sure, we can write up what you learn there and all that, not a
problem.  Is it for Jo or for another hunter?"  He nodded. 
"I'll get Sammy to send that to you by tomorrow.  Right now we're
enjoying not looking through microscopes.  Yeah, I know, I don't seem like
the science sort but ballistics isn't that much science.  Sammy was on his
hands and knees most of the morning on the beach.  He gets the real
science stuff."  He handed it over then groaned as he shifted to put
his bad leg up on the coffee table. 


"He's
fine, Ellen, just put his leg up.   Some very long hours today. 
Dean had a drug dealer's weapons stash and I had a body call.  No, we're
learning a lot.  The hunter they have us under is pretty cool.  He
answers questions and gives advice.  He tells jokes to make it seem like
it's less hard." 


"He
was joking about artillery earlier," Dean said.  "Got to shock
the hell out of a few ATF agents who came in about the drug dealer." 
He took another drink. 


"Yeah,
that's what he said.  Harris, formerly of Sunnydale.  Yeah, he said
the girls thought that.  I don't know.  All I know is we're
exhausted.  This Sunday he's taking us to meet with the local overlord so
he can get to know us and see if there's anything around we need to
handle.  He and Xander meet about once a month to make sure there's
nothing too huge going on.  No, we're cool.  Just really exhausted
after today.  But hey, after we're out of our internship, we'll have a
pretty good paying career and still able to hunt.  Yup.  I would suggest
that they do have some background in other classes but they can hire on with
some places with just that degree.  Two years but we got to cut out a year
due to experience.  They asked us what we had handled.  Tested us on
some stuff."  He grinned.  "Sure, we're here.  Let us
know and I'll send that out tonight."  He hung up.  "It's
not Jo.  It's one of the ones who got injured recently.  He wants to
fall back to part time." 


"It's
not a bad career if you can do it and get paid for it," John admitted. 


"Xander
told me the guy he graduated with went to New York that way but he died pretty
quickly.  Inside a year.  Then again, Xander said he thought he was
Blade."  Dean took another drink and sighed in pleasure. 
"Ooh, better." 


Sam
grinned.  "Anything left for night shift in your lab?" 


"Xander
said he hates doing it to them.  He bounced off to cuddle Tim
probably." 


"He's
at home curled up with him on the couch watching the news," John told
them.  "I think he's tired too." 


Sam
looked at him.  "Why are you watching over him too, Dad?" 


"He's
a bit strange, boys.  He's got experience and all that but he's
very...odd.  I'm not sure if I could trust him in the field. 
Especially not missing an eye."  He looked toward the door.  "It's
Miss Valera." 


Sam
looked then groaned and got up to answer it before she could knock. 
"Hi." 


"Hi. 
Ah, white lighter security system," she teased, pinching his cheek. 
"Alexx and I agreed Xander was a bit brutal on you guys today." 
She held up a dish.  "Casserole?" 


"Thank
god, or I'd have to eat a delivery driver," Dean told her.  She
giggled, coming over to kiss him on the forehead.  "Thanks,
Maxine." 


"You're
welcome, Dean."  She patted him on the head.  "You
eat.  And remember, Xander will understand if you need a day off to
recuperate from a long day like today or even from a brutal PT session." 


"I
skipped today.  I told him why and he agreed I got plenty of stretching
every time I got off the stool."  He grinned.  "Thank you
for taking care of us." 


"You're
welcome.  It's nice to have nice guys in the lab."  She kissed
Sam on the cheek by standing on tip-toe.  "Damn, maybe I'll switch to
seven-inch heels for that."  She walked out once he was blushing. 


"I'm
not that tall," Sam complained once she was gone.  He sniffed. 
"Beef and cheese at least." 


"Dad,
you're not hungry, right?" 


"No,
boys.  Eat."  He got them forks and they dug it out of the
dish.  He shook his head.   Sometimes he wondered how his boys
managed on their own. 


***



Xander
reported to Horatio's office, as the note on his locker had ordered. 
"Problems with yesterday's count, boss?" 


"No,
Xander.  Problem with night shift." 


"Dietrich
or Tanner?" he asked dryly. 


"Tanner's
missing.  Dietrich's in hiding or missing.  Their intern has come in
both nights but couldn't work because no one was there to oversee him." 


"Huh. 
Any idea why?  I know Tanner's got family issues." 


"No
clue," he admitted.  "We think Dietrich's okay.  He's
former military and knows how to go deep to protect himself.  We're fairly
certain that's what he's done since someone called and said they got a coded
message from him late last night.  We have no idea what's going on." 


"Want
me to investigate?" 


"No,
I can; can you handle overseeing night shift?" 


"Probably. 
I'll have to move Dean there.  He's the most competent we have. 
Unless you want me to move and then Calleigh to oversee the three here? 
Or me to come in for swing and have Dean running Melissa in the mornings until
I get in then Evan and what's his name on nights having me until I go
home." 


"I
haven't decided yet.  I don't want to overload you." 


"If
we had room for all four interns at once I'd do it that way, Horatio.  I
know these things happen."  He shrugged.  "I'll call a
ballistics plus interns meeting this afternoon.  The other one should be
up by then." 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
Let me know what's going on."  He left, going to find Calleigh and
Dean already in.  Melissa came in at noon and Evan at three. 
"Guys, meeting this afternoon.  Dean, when do you get out of
therapy?" 


"About
five but I'm usually too tired to do more than sit for an hour or so. 
Why?" 


"Night
shift has disappeared."  Calleigh gave him a horrified look. 
"Tanner's missing.  Dietrich may be in deep cover.  We're not
really sure.  Their intern's showed up but no one else has.  So we
have to figure this out." 


She
considered it.  "I can pull more hours in the morning, Xander. 
Move you back to a later swing maybe.  Then we'd resplit the
interns."  She looked at Dean.  "Would you rather work with
me or him?" 


"Both
of you are good and I can learn from you.  If I have to, my PT knows I
might have to arrange my schedule." 


"If
I move to nights or swing, and you move with me, that means coming in after you
get done with your physical therapist," Xander pointed out. 


Dean
nodded at that.  "I'll figure that out today before the
meeting.  Let me check with Sammy to see how his is working out.  Is
this a temporary change?" 


"I
hope so.  That'd put me on different shifts than Tim." 


Calleigh
smiled.  "You'd still get to see each other if you were on
swing." 


He
smirked.  "But I wouldn't get dinner.  I'd starve or have to go
back to takeout all the time." 


She
shuddered.  "Please don't threaten to cook.  Dean, they told you
not to eat his cooking, right?"  He nodded quickly. 
"Good!"  She walked off.  "Let me talk to
Horatio.  We'll hold the meeting after Dean's done.  A dinner meeting
out at the sports bar, Xander." 


"Sure." 
He looked at him.  "Remind me not to make fun of the no-necked
bastards who go there.  Timmy hates it when I get into bar brawls these
days." 


"I
can do that."  He patted him on the shoulder.  "The inbox
is clean." 


Xander
whooped.  "Cool!  Let me pull up his cases to see how mentoring
that other guy'll need."  Dean nodded.  "I want you to
....  Do you think you can do the bullet sorting by case?  It
requires some standing and a bit of bending or reaching." 


"I'll
try."  Xander pointed at the cases.  "How is it
sorted?"  Xander handed over the instruction sheet, letting him read
it over.  "That makes sense."  He walked over to work on
it.  Halfway through his leg started to throb.  "Hey, Xander,
can I have a break?" 


"Ten
minute potty and soda or a twenty go lay down on the couch?" he asked, looking
up from his reading and marking reports.  He saw how he was moving. 
"Go take half an hour on the couch, Dean.  Stretch out or whatever
helps."  Dean nodded.  "I'll have Evan finish it
later.  He likes nitpicky details."  He smiled. 
"Maybe by then we'll have something new come in." 


Dean
limped that way, leaning heavily on his cane.  He saw Horatio's worried
look.  "I was doing the bullet sorting.  I cramped." 


"That's
fine," he said, making sure he made it to the break room.  "Do
you need an hour to see your physical therapist?" 


"No,
I should be fine with some working on the muscles and stretching out. 
Thanks, Horatio." 


"Not
a problem, Dean.  I know you're not going to abuse the privilege. 
The same as Xander doesn't on the days we sedate him to do his eye
washes."  He got him a bottle of water then left him alone.  He
saw Sam looking worried.  "He had a few muscle cramps." 


"He's
had some bad ones over the last few years," Sam sighed.  "Was he
standing?" 


"He
thought he could handle the bullet sorting but he couldn't fully.  He's
taking a break to stretch out." 


"That's
fine."  He texted him, getting back a 'no, stay' command. 
"He says he's fine." 


"That's
fine."  He went to check on Xander.  "How much work does he
need?"  Xander held up a report, making him wince. 
"Rosalie lets him get away with this?" 


"Tanner
is overseeing him and you know her reports are screwy," Xander said
dryly.   He looked at him.  "We're not babying him,
Horatio." 


"I
know.  He'll tell us when he needs the help or something to assist his
duties.  He told Sam he didn't need help." 


Xander
snorted, shaking his head.  "There's a cure for that.  Ryan took
a few massage classes in his undergrad." 


"I
didn't realize that."  He went to talk to him.  "Can you
check on Dean's cramping thigh?" he asked in his ear.  He got a nod
and Ryan headed that way. 


Ryan
walked in and shut the door, coming over to sit beside Dean's foot on the
table.  "I took some massage classes if you think it'll help." 


"It's
just a standing cramp, Ryan.  I'm good.  I've been mean to it
recently." 


Ryan
smiled.  "We've all been mean to our bodies around here recently,
Dean.  Let me check it?"  Dean sighed but let him.  Ryan
found the cramp and worked it out for him, making him hiss and flinch but it
released a moment later.  "It'll hurt for a minute but it should be
done with."  He looked at him.  "I can show Sam if you want
or suggest he take the classes?" 


"He
might like more classes," he admitted weakly.  "Thanks." 


"It's
not a problem.  I've done them to Xander when he threw his back helping
Alexx pick up a huge body.  It took him and his construction worker
muscles, plus three patrol guys, two paramedics, and Alexx, and they all were
sore from that simple lift." 


"The
ambulance riding real low?" he asked. 


"Someone
had replaced his blood with pressurized liquid lead then let it firm up before
dumping the body.  He was probably only about two hundred before
then."  Dean gaped in horror.  "Yeah.  And we all made
fun of that one when we caught him."  He smiled.  "If you
need it, let me know.  I took the classes to help my own tiredness and arm
cramps from writing papers.  Plus girls like it."  He grinned as
he stood up.  "Stretch however you do to warm up.  That should help
some."  Dean nodded.  "Let me know if I can help
more."  He left, going to pull Sam out of trace to talk to him. 
"In my undergrad I took some massage classes." 


"I
learned some over the years, but I never took a formal class." 


"It
can help with things like cramps.  Right now he's stretching." 


"I'll
keep that in mind." 


"U
of M has them in their community and technical college portion.  Plus a
few of them as part of the physical therapy degree if you wanted to look at it
for after hours." 


"I'll
keep that in mind.  He okay?" 


"I
got the cramp stopped.  It hurt for another minute or so." 


"Thank
you."  He patted him and went to check.  "Want me to take
those classes, jerk?" 


"He
said girls like them so maybe you can finally find a good chick to date,"
Dean joked. 


Sam
stared at him.  "You've needed some after some sessions." 


"The
hospital had one there for when I needed one." 


"So
we'll check into it.  Ryan said there's a few different classes. 
You'd be a good one to practice on.  It can only help us."  Dean
nodded at that.  "Need more help?" 


"I'm
good.  I promise, Sammy." 


"Okay. 
Let me know if you're not."  He left him alone to swear at his leg in
peace.  He knew Dean would be.  He hated that he was so weak
sometimes. 


When
he came back, Xander looked at him.  "The gym that we can belong to
has a masseuse as well as physical therapists but they also have whirlpools and
hot tubs to help ease those aches.  It's unlimited going." 


"I'll
keep that in mind.  It's expensive." 


"Yeah,
but it's handy when you wrench something doing the job." 


"Ryan
told me about the guy with lead in his veins." 


"I
did three separate sessions before I was comfortable."  He stared at
him.  "All you have to do is let me know.  I wouldn't advise
snapping at people who're trying to be helpful.  Even if you think they're
being pushy." 


Dean
sighed.  "Did you get this?" 


"I
had to fight to not be seen as retarded for missing an eye, Dean.  We had
a yelling match about that.  We're generally helpful but if you seem to
have a good handle on it we back off more.  We've seen plenty of techs
down for two week evaluation periods after severe injuries." 


"I
can see why.  We were exhausted last night.  We ate out of the
casserole dish Maxine brought us." 


Xander
grinned.  "I went home and collapsed next to Tim on the couch. 
I didn't move at all last night."  Dean nodded at that. 
"If we're being too harsh you have to let us know.  We're willing to
push you as far and as fast as you think you can handle but we don't want to
see you having to take two weeks off because you overdid it." 


"I
get that," he promised.  "No, it was good.  Ryan got the
cramp stopped really fast.  Even if it did hurt." 


"Yeah,
they can," he agreed with a small grin.  "Why don't you check
the firing pen and do a water and cardboard sheet replace for me?" 
Dean nodded, going to do that.  That would let him move around instead of
just standing and reaching or bending.  Xander finished up his last report
and frowned at the kid's skills.  He had looked pretty good on paper but
doing quality control had been a problem.  He sent those to Calleigh since
she was technically the head of ballistics.  It was her job to do that. 


She
walked in a few minutes later.  "That bad?"  He let her see
the one he had pulled after a review of the report.  She winced, then
sighed, shaking her head.  "Why?" 


"I'm
not sure if he did it or not.  Maybe Rosalie did it?  I know she was
drunk on duty a few times recently." 


"It's
possible."  She pulled all his to review.  "How are the
other two doing?  I know Dean's doing pretty good." 


"They're
doing good.  Melissa's coming on well.  She's definitely a 'only
trained hands should have guns' sort.  Evan's coming along a bit more
slowly.  His reports are good.  He's very methodical.  He's not
very fast but he's methodical.  I caught him doing unnecessary checks
yesterday."  She nodded at that.  "So we'll see I
guess." 


"We
will.  There's no way he could've missed this." 


"Want
him before or after the meeting?" 


"I'll
get him before the meeting."  She went to call his cellphone. 
It woke him up but he had to justify these ones. 


Xander
went over to finish the bullet sorting.  He was used to it.  Dean got
finished and came out.  "Do the minor cleaning stuff if you
can.  If not, check the exemplar inventory." 


"Gun
petting, all right," he said with a grin. 


Xander
smirked.  "Calleigh, Teller, and I all sit down and clean them when
we're thinking.  And if you're good we can call a pop gun exam later this
week so we can go pop the officers on the head for not cleaning theirs." 


"Sounds
like a good time." 


"It
can be."  He smirked and they got back to their boring chores that
made the lab run more smoothly.  He pulled all the evidence from those
cases to make sure Calleigh could find them.  "These are Calleigh's
for QC." 


"QC?"
Dean asked. 


"Quality
control pull, Dean.  I look over your shoulder too much to have to do one
on you unless you majorly screw up.  We have to check over night shift's
to make sure he's okay." 


"Gotcha." 
He went back to work on the exemplar.  He looked.  Something was
wrong.  He looked more slowly.  "Xander, we're missing at least
one gun." 


"Which
one?" 


"Not
sure yet but I think it's on your rack." 


Xander
got the inventory, coming in to go over it with him.  They were missing
three guns.  "Check the bullets?"  Dean looked and did a
count.  "How many boxes in forty-fives?" 


"Three."



Xander
sighed.  "We had six or seven.  We were about to run out of box
seven."  He took down their particulars, printing up their profiles
and heading up to Horatio's office.  He wasn't there. 
"Calleigh?" he called.  No answer.  So he texted her. 
No answer.  "Shit, it would be a court day."  He walked
off, not finding any of the senior field techs.  "Fuck," he
muttered, trying to call Horatio.  No answer.  "Must be in court
or out in the boonies."  He sighed, calling the next best
thing.  "Tripp, Harris.  Please tell me you or someone you
absolutely trust is here?  Three of my exemplar are missing and so are
three to four boxes fo bullets.  Forty-fives." 


He
listened.  "Are you by any chance near any of the senior field techs
then?"  He groaned.  "No answer.  I didn't try Eric by
phone.  He's not here and neither is Ryan.  Want me to put out an
alert for it?  Because I tell Horatio and he tells someone.  The only
thing I can do is flag them in the system.  Which will automatically get
them destroyed if we find them on a scene.  All three are
forty-fives.  We were about to go to a new box so we had six boxes and a
about three bullets in the seventh.  Now we have three boxes. 
Exactly.  Please do.  Are they in court?"  He groaned,
rubbing his forehead.  "Okay, want me to flag them?  Because if
they show up on a crime scene I get to kick an ass.  Good idea, thanks,
Frank."  He hung up and went to lean into DNA.  "Tim, what
do I do when three of my exemplar are missing?" 


Tim
looked at him for a second.  "Tell Horatio and Calleigh?" 


"No
answer, not here.  Frank said not to flag them because we've got two
missing techs too.  Dietrich could've taken them and Tanner's just
missing." 


"That
kinda sucks," Maxine said. 


"Sucks
is that we're going to have to rearrange hours," Xander said dryly. 
"We don't know how yet."  He looked at his boyfriend, who used
to be the lab's second-in-command.  "Beyond that?" 


"No
clue, Xander.  Horatio deals with that stuff.  Especially if that one
tech has them.  Dietrich was former military, right?" 


"Special
Forces," he said dryly. 


"Then
he could have them.  Can we find him?" 


"No
and Horatio said to let him look." 


Tim
winced.  "Damn.  Um, put in a note about looking at them as part
of an ongoing investigation on the file so we don't get federal
notice."  Xander nodded, going to do that.  He stepped back from
his samples, trying everyone's phone.  He found Ryan.  "Are you
near Calleigh or H?"  He listened to his 'no, they're somewhere
though' answer.  "Yeah, but they need a head's up and I can't find
them.  Who's with them?  Sam.  That's good."  He hung
up and went to ballistics.  "Dean, get your brother somehow to let him
know about those missing guns.   H has him with him on whatever he's
working on." 


"I
can do that," he said, pulling out his phone to text that to him.  He
looked up.  "Hey, Dad?" 


"I
didn't even think about that," Xander admitted. 


John
Winchester faded in.  "What's wrong, son?" 


"Where's
Sammy?" 


"With
Horatio." 


"We
have three missing guns and two missing techs," Xander told him.  He
held out the papers.  "Can you give those to H?" 


"I
can give them to Sam."  He took them and disappeared.  He found
his son and Horatio back in the hummer, appearing behind them to hand them
over.  "From Xander and Dean.  They have three missing
guns." 


"From
cases?" Horatio asked calmly. 


"No. 
Those are listed as exemplar copies." 


"Dietrich,"
Horatio muttered.  "I'm going to kill him if it doesn't have a good
reason." 


Sam
looked them over.  "Bullets too, Horatio.  Xander put a note on
the files that they're under investigation but didn't flag them."  He
looked back.  "They couldn't call?" 


"You
guys won't answer your phones." 


"Calleigh's
in court," Horatio said.  He checked his.  "Mine's
off."  He turned it on and sure enough he had a missed call from
Xander.  "All right, we'll handle it.  Thank you, John. 
Thank them too." 


"Can
we help?  Hagen's feeling bored.  I have the feeling Sammy's going to
be in trouble soon." 


Horatio
glanced back at him then took a left turn.  "I hope not." 


"Me
too.  Be safe, son."  He disappeared.  Xander nearly
flinched when he appeared.  "They'll deal with it.  His phone
was off.  Calleigh's in court."  Xander nodded. 
"Dietrich?" 


"Night
shift guy," Xander admitted.  "Special Forces.  Missing at
the moment." 


"Let's
hope he needed them then." 


"I
do hope that, yeah."  He looked up.  "Hagen?"  He
appeared.  "You knew Dietrich, right?"  He nodded. 
"Where is he?" 


"I
can pinpoint him but he's not in his head." 


"Charming! 
How soon?" 


"Give
me an hour or so."  He disappeared, taking Winchester with him. 
With the way Horatio's luck went, that's where they were going.  He could
play white lighter for Horatio too he guessed.  "At least I don't get
visions," he told the other John. 


Who
grinned.  "Sammy still has his too." 


"So
are you both's white lighter or just Dean's?" 


"You
know, I didn't ask."  That got a nod.  "You know this
guy?" 


"A
few years back he had a bad bout of PTSD.  We don't know why.  He
can't say because it's classified.  With any luck he's near home.  He
was last time."  He went to check, finding the guy in his safe
room.  "This is charming."  He appeared. 
"Dietrich." 


He
looked up and flinched.  "Hagen?" 


"Unless
you want to join me on this side, disarm it, kid.  Now." 


"I
can't.  They're coming." 


"I
don't care if they are!  Horatio is coming too!" 


He
shook his head.  "I have to protect him.  Make him stay away
before they get me!" 


"What
gets you?" John Winchester asked, fading in.  "Which demon are
you fighting, boy?" 


He
stared at him.  Then he burst out laughing.  "I wish it were
that simple.  If it were, I'd let Xander do it for me." 


"Xander's
not perfect but maybe we can help?  I'm a Marine.  John was one of
you." 


"No
one can help." 


"Don't
you dare!" John ordered.  He shoved at Winchester, making him go warn
Horatio.  "Put it down, Dietrich.  Now!" 


"I
can't!  They'll get me!" 


"The
whole neighborhood could die!" 


"Then
at least they won't get them too!" 


"No,"
he said, taking the switch from him.  He realized he could log into
Xander's memories and could tweak the wires.  He pulled one and sighed in
relief.  "You need help." 


"They'll
still get me and them.  I'm saving their lives!" 


"They
don't need saved this way." 


"Too
late."  He smiled.  "Xander can't disarm everything,
Hagen." 


Hagen
gave him a horrified look and looked around, finding another bomb. 
"God, man!  We can't help them!  You're an officer!" 


"They'll
be saved this way!" 


***



John
appeared in the back of the hummer again.  "He has multiple bombs,
he's flipped, and he's got enough ordinance there to take down a good part of
the block," he said.  "You need to evacuate it now, Caine. 
Hagen's not talking him down this time.  He said something's going to get
him and them.  He's saving them by killing them." 


"Demons?"
Sam asked. 


"No,
he said if it was, he'd let Xander kill it."  He pointed. 
"That way.  Two blocks to the right." 


Horatio
called that in.  "This is Lieutenant Caine.  I am going to the
sixteen hundred block of Loudres Ave.  We have reports of a massive bomb
somewhere on that block with a person who has snapped back into PTSD.  I
need units to clear it now."  He hung up on their assurance and sped
up, turning on his lights.  "A church.  Sam, start there. 
Where is he?" he asked John.  Who pointed at the house.  "Upstairs?"



"Back
of the house.  Ground floor."  He faded out, going to someone he
felt he knew.  "Doug?" 


"John?"
he asked, putting down his whiskey bottle.  "You're dead." 


"I'm
a white lighter for my boys.  We've got a bomb on the other side of the
block.  The cop there's going psycho and is going to save you all by
blowing you up." 


"I'll
help."  He got up and grabbed his pistols, heading out. 
"Get out of the building!" he yelled in Spanish.  "There's
a bomb that's going to take down the block!"  People started to
run.  He pulled the fire alarm.  The rest ran because they knew what
that meant. 


***



Xander
heard that call and groaned.  "Shit!"  He called
Horatio.  "Can I help?  Deal."   He hung up,
jogging out to the middle of the lab to hit the emergency switch. 
"People, Horatio just called in.  Dietrich has a bomb in the middle
of a pretty populous block on Loudres.   Someone tell the ME's to be
ready.  Officers are responding.  Any of you with special call outs,
go to them now!"  He headed off.  "Dean, take ballistics
and seal it.  You and Melissa do nothing until Calleigh gets back. 
I'm on call for SWAT." 


"Yes,
Xander."  He watched him go.  He came out.  "I'm
fairly good at field medic stuff." 


"No,
stay here.  If the ME's need that, we call out the local medical school's
students," Maxine said.  She got through to Alexx. 
"Dietrich went psycho again.  He's got a bomb on Loudres. 
Horatio called for an evac."  She hung up.  "Go lock it
down.  Clean or whatever you can, Dean."  He nodded, going to do
that.  She looked at Tim.  "He'll be fine." 


"I
know he will."  He looked at her.  "I'm hoping they can
disarm it." 


"Me
too."  She gave him a hug and they got back to work.  Neither of
them could help this time. 


Tim
went to take control of the lab.  Nearly everyone in the lab *knew* who he
had been.  It was natural.  He called Tripp.  "Please tell
me you heard the call out?"  He nodded.  "Good.  I've
got the lab."  He hung up and calmed himself down.  He hated
being in command. 


***



Xander
walked up to the SWAT leader.  "Where am I?  Field medics or
otherwise?" 


"Can
you stitch?" 


"Yeah. 
I'm not great but yeah.  I know enough to splint and move, that
stuff." 


"Good. 
We've got some injuries from people moving.  Some of the neighbors are
helping too." 


Xander
nodded.  "I can do that.  Where?" 


"The
church won't evacuate," one panted as he jogged back. 


"Let
me handle that."  Xander walked that way, looking up. 
"Sorry."  He walked inside.  "Father, do you really
want to meet your god today?" he asked.  "If so I can hand you
my sidearm so you can shoot yourself." 


"We
have relics, young man." 


"Are
they worth your life?  It's a thing, Father, and a building.  Out or
I'm arresting you.  I don't have time to be nice and I'm not known for
it." 


"You
would protect your own." 


"I
do protect my own and everyone else's, Father.  If you can't carry them,
walk out and we'll dig them out.  You're far enough away to only get
building damage.  Now, out!"  He walked him out, shoving him out
of the church and closing the door.  "Go help calm people down. 
They need you more than some relic.   People are more important to
God than things, aren't they?"  He nodded, looking ashamed as he
walked off to do that.  The SWAT team leader smiled at that. 
"Where do you need me?" 


"Victims." 
Xander went to do that.  Someone came over to him, whispering in his
ear.  Xander nodded he was right.  So he went back to the
captain.  "At least we can trust Hagen," he said. 
"And he won't die again." 


Xander
shrugged at that.  "No clue."  That got a nod of understanding. 
He looked at the gathered people.  "Let's move to the other side of
the street.  There's a small parking lot, we're going to commandeer it,
people."  He pointed for those who didn't understand. 
"Move there, it's safe there," he called in Spanish, and then in
Chinese.  They moved that way.  He grabbed a kit from an ambulance,
moving to help them.  A few had cuts and bruises from being knocked
around.  "Any stray kids, I want them by the Volvo so parents can
find them," he shouted. 


"That
way we keep track and nothing happens."  That got a nod and any kids
without parents were moved there.  With an officer watching over them so
no one could take advantage of the situation.  He looked over.  That
bad feeling was growing.  It was growing bad.  He started to mutter
protection spells at Horatio, John, and Sam since he was out here.  He
only flinched when the bomb went off.  "Fuck."  He handed
over the one he was bandaging.  "Finish that."  He ran
back.  "Horatio and our field intern?" 


"Both
fine in the other safe spot," someone called. 


"Good. 
Let's find survivors, people.  Now.  Team 3, come with me.  I
actually have construction experience," he said at the opening
mouths.  "And combat and field medic training."  They let
him go.  He waved at Sam.  "I'll start here, you start
there."  He nodded, going to the farther edge of the debris
pit.  He heard tweeting and moved toward it.  "An
alarm."  He checked.  Nothing near it.  He sent out magical
feelers.  "There," he said with a point.  "Someone
little and bleeding.  Unconscious." 


He
moved to another he could feel while they dug that one out.  Xander fell
back into apocalypse mode.  He had to do this then he could throw a fit
and shake later.  More officers came.  "The building's
foundation isn't stable," he called.  "Start on the north side,
work toward the middle!"  They headed that way.  He pointed at
some.  "Take the edge and move up.  The rest of you change out
or help carry to the ambulances!"  They nodded, coming in to help
remove people once they found them. 


The
buildings down here were flimsy.  He saw news crews coming and
groaned.  "Someone go stop them before they cause more
problems."  A few officers went to cordon them away from the
survivors.  Xander kept searching.  He found a few dead bodies and
went back to looking for them.  They deserved to come out of there
too.  It was nearly mid-afternoon before he was relieved of his search
duties.  He had found a lot of them.  He was walked over to where
Horatio and Sam were sitting.  "How are we doing?" 


"We'll
have the major debris moved by tonight," Horatio said.  He handed him
a bottle of water, watching him gulp it.  "Are you all right?" 


"Few
cuts.  I slipped once.  Nothing major.  Sam, did you tell Dean
you're all right?" 


"Yeah." 
He looked up at him.  "Why?" 


"I
don't know," Xander said honestly.  "I understand breaking
mentally.  I understand reliving the moment.  I don't understand
this."  Sam nodded, looking down again.  "We did what we
could, Sam."  Sam nodded.  "We saved a lot more than we could
have if it wasn't for your dad and John." 


Hagen
appeared inside the car they were leaning against.  "We're
fine.  We've been leading a few who're sensitive to psychics to some of
the living," Hagen said.  "I tried, Horatio." 


"I
know, John.  You did your best.  Thank you."  That got a
nod and he disappeared.  He looked at Xander.  "So did both of
you." 


Xander
nodded.  "Then we'll figure it out," he agreed.   He
sighed, grabbing another bottle of water and trying to head off but Sam stopped
him.  "Unlike interns, I can work overtime, Sam."  He went
back to it.  John was leading him to where he needed to be to find living
bodies.  There was a whole set of them.  "Guys, I need
help," he called.  They came over to pry off the debris, freeing the
family that was hiding.  And some of their neighbors apparently. 
They were walked off.  Someone tried to get Xander to come out again but
he went back to it.  He had to find them all.  No one deserved to
lose someone this way. 


Horatio
came out an hour later, stopping Xander from moving things.  "You're
bleeding.  You need bandaged and to eat," he said quietly. 
"Tim's waiting on you.  Eric and Ryan are taking our spots." 


"He
was my fellow tech," he said quietly.  "No one deserves
this." 


"No,
they don't."  He walked him off, handing him to Tim to bandage his
hands.  "Eric, Ryan, he was working on the blue building.  Take
his spot."  They went out to do that.  The Chief stomped
over.  "We tried to stop him." 


"Who
was it?  I heard your call and then the explosion call." 


"Dietrich,"
Xander said quietly, looking up at him.  "He had another flashback
and went off.  He may be the reason I'm missing a few guns from my
exemplar.  Or it could be Rosalie.  I have no idea, sir." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  What else happened?" 


John
Hagen appeared.  "He decided if they died it'd save them from
whatever was coming for him," he said quietly.  "I tried,
boss." 


"I
know you did, John.  You talked him out of it last time too." 
He stared at him.  "How many more survivors?" 


"I
feel six.  Winchester feels eight but he's on the other side of the
block." 


"Winchester?" 
Sam waved his hand weakly.  "Like this one is for Harris?" 
Sam nodded. "Good.  I'm glad you're here to help us, son." 
He patted him on the head.  "Xander, you cannot blame yourself. 
You probably haven't talked to Dietrich in days." 


"Weeks
and I should have." 


"You
can't blame yourself for not being omnipotent.  If Hagen isn't, you're
not." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Still guilty feeling." 


"That's
fine.  Timothy can talk you out of that I'm sure."  He looked
around then at Horatio.  "We did what we could, Caine." 


"I
know.  It's still something that I don't like." 


"Was
the other one you said was missing involved?" 


Hagen
shook his head.  "No, sir.  I have no idea where she is." 


Xander
looked at his dirty watch, wiping some smudged dirt off it.  "At this
time of night she's either at the lab or she should be awake."  He
found Horatio's phone.  "Tell me if someone finds my phone,
guys."  He dialed the lab.  "Why are you still there,
Dean?"  He nodded.  "That's reasonable.  Did Tim look
over your shoulder?  Decent.  Is the other intern in?"  He
nodded.  "Have him come down ... never mind.  I don't want to
put him through that.  Release him for the night, tell him to come in on
dayshift tomorrow for that meeting we should've had tonight.  Lock down
the lab.  If she's there.  Mary, Xander.  It was Dietrich,
Mary.  Find Rosalie?  She's missing.  Send the intern home, tell
Dean Sam's exhausted so I'll bring him to my place.  He can pick him up
there."  He hung up, handing it back.  "She knows her
haunts better."  He looked at Sam.  "C'mon.  You can
nap on the couch, Sam.  Then Dean'll pick you up."  He helped
him up.  "I'm sorry, Chief." 


"You
did your part, Harris.  Go home.  Take the intern with
you."  He watched him walk him off.  Hagen faded out. He looked
at Horatio.  "Are you all right?" 


"I'd
like to hit him," he admitted, looking at his boss. 


"Me
too.  Is anyone going to say anything about someone in your lab?" 


"Someone
might say something about how Xander was warped in the past but he's not going
to do this.  Even if he can find artillery within an hour's notice." 


"Good
to know.  Does he have any?" 


"I've
had him put it into very secure storage, sir.  It's a holdover from
apocalypse years." 


"I
can understand that.  Let me know if anyone else needs to be relieved of
duty."  He left, going to make a statement to the press. 
"Listen up," he shouted, getting attention.  "We're going
to continue to dig for survivors tonight.  Right now, by resident
estimates we're missing about twenty people." 


"What
happened?" one person shouted.  "We heard a call out that there
was a bomb?  Was it a terrorist?" 


"No. 
We know who it was and it was not a terrorist.  It was an unfortunate
person who ..."  He looked back then at her.  "He had PTSD
and he fell off the edge of sanity.  He said he was saving them from what
was coming for him.  As soon as anyone got any word of this, we started an
evacuation.  The residents helped the officers a lot."  They all
nodded, taking notes for those who didn't have cameras. 
"Unfortunately the officer who did this had only been missing for a little
over a day.  We had no idea he had done this or that he was having
problems.  We will be doing a review of the officers who have similar
problems to make sure any of them won't have similar outcomes.  This is
fairly rare to have someone in the middle of a PTSD episode snap this
way.  We're very sorry we did not see it coming and if we had, we would've
gotten the poor man help." 


"We
know which officer it was?" one of the reporters asked. 


"We
do but we're not releasing any names until we've notified his family if he has
any.  Let us finish digging out who we can.  Then we'll deal with the
rest." 


"How
long would it have taken him to make a bomb this big?" that reporter asked
him. 


"Probably
not more than a few hours," he admitted.   "He was former
military." 


"SWAT?"



"No. 
A detective but no." 


"I
noticed the lab was in attendance," another one said.  "We saw
Caine and Harris.  We know the initial call came from Caine." 


"Lieutenant
Caine was searching for the officer since he was reported as possibly missing.
He had one of our interns with us.  You saw him out there too." 
That got a nod.  "As for right now, the lab are some of the best
equipped to handle the searching.  They're used to searching for people
and signs that would indicate someone was somewhere." 


"You're
comparing searching for survivors to searching for clues on the ground?"
the first reporter asked. 


"No,
but I'm tired as well, people.  I didn't mean it to sound that
callus.  Just that they're trained to search." 


"Quite
a lot of us have been trained on search and rescue details," one of the
SWAT team said as he walked up behind him.  "The lab cross-trains
with us for those events."  That got a nod.  "As for why
the crime lab was here, it's because they're like that.  Harris and Caine
are both that way."  That got another nod.  "As for right
now, the residents need to be left alone please.  They need to finish
finding their loved ones and the Red Cross is opening a shelter for them. 
We will be putting guards on them so they won't be bothered tonight in their
grief.  If any of them want to talk to you, they can come out to do that,
but we won't let you bother them any.  Am I clear, people?" 
They nodded.  "Good.  Now, if you're going to be shining lights,
we're going to confiscate them for the rescue efforts."  The other
officers came in to get them.  "Thank you.  Ours have a few
cracked bulbs and won't be here for another hour.  They were damaged after
the last hurricane clean up."  He walked off again. 
"Chief, we have point of origin." 


"The
last of the survivors?" 


"We're
down to missing ten reported, sir."  He went back to
coordinate.  It was his turn.  His boss was taking a short nap in
their truck to calm down and rest for his turn later.  A priest walked up
to him.  "Sir, are you needing to report anyone?" 


"No,
Officer.  I was wondering what part the angels had in helping." 


He
looked at him.  "Father, are you sure you didn't hit your head?"



"I
saw the one that appeared.  Other officers have said that they saw them as
well.  They were talking about it." 


He
stared at him.  He knew who he was talking about.  "You'd have
to ask the Chief about that, sir.  If there were angels and they were
here, it's only for the help of the residents.  Please don't spread that
one around.  We don't need kooks that would come to a new holy site, Father."



"I
can agree to that.  May I open my church?" 


He
looked at it.  "Father, you're missing part of a wall.  They'll
probably make you move everything out so you can rebuild it."  He
looked at him again.  "For right now, go with the other residents unless
you have a home somewhere else.  If you want to minister to those who want
it, go for it.  They could probably use the calmness.  If not, let us
do what we can, Father."  He nodded, leaving him alone.  He went
to report that to his higher ups.  They'd need to know before the
fanatical sort showed up to verify the miracle. 


***



Xander
walked in the next morning, taking off his sunglasses when he ran into
Dean.  "Sam okay?" 


"Sam's
fine.  He had nightmares all night when he could sleep."  Xander
nodded.  "Thanks, Xander." 


"He's
well trained to help with that, Dean.  The same as I know I could've
counted on you to get out there with me if you could have."  He
patted him on the shoulder.  "C'mon.  We're going to have a few
very long days."  He walked into the lab after signing them both
in.  "Mary?" he called, seeing her office open.  She came
to the door so he walked up there.  "Did we find her?" 


"Unfortunately."



"Is
she or was he the reason I have three guns missing?" 


"She
was."  Xander sighed, shaking her head.  "I don't know
what's going on, Xander.  Usually she has more sense.  Her husband's
been a bastard to her recently and she's started to drink." 


He
looked at her.  "Have you talked to Calleigh?" 


"I
have.  I saw what she found.  The intern is yours." 


"The
whole lab is mine," he said dryly. 


"I
am putting her on administrative leave.  She was found drunk last night
after being tossed out of one of the casinos." 


"Wonderful,"
he muttered.  "Okay."  He looked at her.  "We
need to know if it's permanent or not." 


"I
can do that."  She watched him walk off.  He was so young
sometimes. 


Xander
ran into Horatio.  "Rosalie was tossed out of a casino last night,
drunk." 


"That's
not good news." 


"No,
it's not." 


"Can
you handle it?" 


"I
can but she had the three." 


"She's...."



"On
admin leave.  Mary's in her office."  He nodded, going to talk
to her.  He walked into ballistics, closing them in when he saw them all
there, including non-felony.  "We have to cover night shift in this
lab." 


Teller
looked at him.  "It was Dietrich?"  Xander nodded. 
Calleigh too.  "Damn!" 


"Tanner's
on admin leave for other issues."  He looked at the tech. 
"I'm too tired to be anything but blunt.  Were they yours or hers
with her signing your name?" 


"Hers,"
he said, looking down.  "I'm sorry, Harris." 


"We'll
handle it."  He looked at Teller then her night shift. 
"How is your night shift doing?" 


"We're
not usually overloaded.  Each shift has two interns." 


"We've
got four in this lab.  Dean's good, he can probably run swing if we can
get a night shift tech to watch the end of his shift."  He considered
it.  "Anyone feeling the need to switch labs?"  Melissa
raised a hand.  Evan too.  "Are we losing you to chem,
Evan?"  He nodded.  "That's fine.  Tell Horatio?"



"I
have.  He agreed to it." 


Xander
nodded at that.  "Melissa?" 


"I
was going to ask to go to nights.  They only had the one intern." 


Xander
nodded.  "Calleigh?  Teller?" 


She
considered it.  "I can switch to nights for now.  Looking over
the interns' work, Dean is nearly as good as you were when you came in,
Xander.  You had more varied knowledge of types of esoteric guns." 


"I
learned identification at pawn shops," he agreed.  Dean gave him an
odd look.  "Seriously.  I went to all the pawn shops in LA to
grope, take apart, clean, all that, every single weapon I could.  I can
identify some by feel."  He looked at her.  "Can he?" 


"I'll
let Dean take swing.  I'll take Melissa.  You take the other
one.  We'll split Dean." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can do that." 


"How
long before we know if Tanner's quitting?" Teller asked. 


"No
clue," Xander admitted.  "Mary said she's having spouse
problems." 


"He's
making her warp cases," Calleigh added.  Everyone winced but
Xander.  He already knew.  "I'll clear it with Horatio." 
They all nodded.  "Actually, let me and Melissa take swing,
Xander.  You take days.  That way I'm not too far out of the loop of
current cases.  We can still cover the lab but I'll pull back from field
work for a few weeks until we have an idea."  That got a nod so she
went to tell Horatio. 


Xander
looked at the others.  "Is that going to work for
everyone?"  They all nodded.  "Good.  Dean, I'll miss
having you come in for gun petting time with me." 


He
smirked.  "I'll be back soon." 


"Cool. 
You're... Richard?" he asked the kid, who nodded.  "Okay, you're
with me.  Melissa, you and Dean get your new schedules from Calleigh then
hit the bricks today.  Dean, if we have to, I can stop in to give Sam a
ride." 


"Thanks,
man." 


"Not
an issue.  You guys only live a mile from me."  He
shrugged.  "In other news, the site was cleared last night from the
explosion.  All the bodies were found.  Including
Dietrich's.   He had two bombs, one was slightly disarmed.  If
both had gone off, we would've had to clear the other block too." 
That got a nod.  "Field techs are going to be there today helping
with the clean up I think.  I'm not real sure.  I do know that one
reporter noted that a lot of us in the lab were there to help clean things
up.  The Chief did cover and did not tell them yet.  So I don't know
how that's going to fall out for the lab.  If any of you start getting
hostile reactions from other officers or from the general population, we need
to know immediately.  We all know we had nothing to do with it but the
general people will think that we should've stopped him.  It's the way the
human people work." 


"We'll
handle it for ours," Teller assured him. "Or you guys tell Horatio so
he can handle it."  The interns nodded at that. 
"Okay.  One other thing.  Xander, can you please work some magic
to get us some new samples of the two new street guns?  I know you guys
have one?" 


"I
have a copy of one of the newest six lego guns."  The interns looked
confused.  "A lot of the newest models of guns on the street are
hybrids.  You take parts of this one, of that one, then you combine
them.  Lego guns."  He looked at her.  "As for *new*
gear?  There's at least twenty that we need samples of that came out this
year if you include the new type of silencer and things." 


"Any
way we can get our hands on it?" Dean asked. 


"We
can ask the companies nicely.  Two are military issue that got removed
from their hands.  Oh, and we had a corner-shot killing last week so
they're back in town too. Those are Israeli made," he told the
interns.  "You can literally shoot around corners."  Dean
gaped in horror.  "Yeah.  We've had a few of those." 
He looked back as Calleigh and Horatio came in.  "New gear?" 


"We
don't have the funds for it but if we confiscate we can keep." 


"So
you want us to sorta lurk in the pawn shops to see if they're selling
any?" Melissa asked.  "I could handle that." 


"Hell
no," Xander said firmly. "We have officers who do that.  Interns
do not do undercovers.  Not even me and I was a pushy intern." 
Horatio smiled and nodded.  "See?" 


"We
do have the street units and those doing undercovers alerted," Calleigh
promised.  "As soon as we get one, we'll bring it to everyone so they
can see it and test it."  She looked at Xander.  "Unless
your friends at Ellory's might have a few?" 


"Probably
not the lego guns but the new silencer I think they have.  I don't
know.  I'll check my contacts too.  But I might need reimbursed for
some of it." 


"That
we may be able to do," Horatio offered.  "Not outright buying
it, but possibly reimbursing.  Especially if it were used and we could get
it off the streets." 


"Then
let me check the underground." 


"They
use guns?" Dean asked. 


Xander
smiled and nodded.  "Yeah, some do."  He looked at the
interns.  Then back at the bosses.  "Horatio, will that plan
work for you?" 


"It
will.  Calleigh will take swing so she'll overlap with you for about an
hour, Xander.  Dean, can you reschedule?" 


"I
can.  I told him yesterday that we might be moving shifts around due to
problems on the night shift.  He told me to let him know as soon as I
could." 


"Good." 
He looked at the non-felony people.  "Any problems that we should be
aware of?" 


"We
did warn them if they did face negative feedback about us not being able to
stop him to come to you, Horatio." 


"Thank
you.  Then let's get to work.  I'm sure crime didn't stop last
night." 


"I
checked with Dispatch.  It was pretty slow last night.  Most everyone
was apparently watching it on tv," Calleigh said.  "Usually
they'd take advantage of it." 


Xander
nodded.  "Bank robberies during tsunamis come to mind," he
agreed dryly.  He clapped his hands.  "Get to where you need to
be.  I'll work on that too."  They went back to their own labs
or got their schedules from Calleigh so they could go home.  Xander went
over the lab's protocol with Richard and made sure he could handle it. 
Evan removed all his stuff to Chem and it was better for him.  They
settled down to do what they did every day, protect the innocent from the
not-so-innocent. 


***



Dean
leaned back later that night, looking back at Sam.  "Think you can
sleep tonight?" 


"I
have a few of the sleeping pills left," he admitted quietly. 
"Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine."  Someone knocked and John appeared.  "Bad
news?" 


"Demon
stink." 


It
ended up being Xander when Dean checked.  "You smell like a
demon?" 


"I
took down two demon arms dealers with Tim's help."  He smirked. 
"We need help unloading at the lab.  Wanna?" 


"Calleigh
too?" 


"Interns
get the shit jobs," he said dryly with a smirk. 


"Bastard."



"You
know, I don't know.  I know my mother married her husband but I've never
been sure if I was his."  Dean swatted at him.  "Sam, want
some weapons petting time?" 


"No
thanks."  He smiled.  "Can I go hang with Tim?" 


"Sure. 
He's at home growling at the slime he needs to get out of things." 


"Thanks,
Xander."  He headed over in a cab while Xander drove Dean back to the
lab.  Their truck showed up a few minutes later and the two demons that
got out gave them dirty looks. 


Xander
grinned.  "Next time don't challenge me or offer to sell me
teenagers.  You know damn well the Overlord and I won't put up with
that.  I'm still a hunter."  They groaned but let the guys
unload the truck.  "Where's the other one?" 


"Hubert
wanted it." 


"Hubert
can kiss my ass.  I killed him, it's mine.  We need them in the
exemplar."  He grinned sweetly.  They groaned and one called to
growl that at him.  Xander took the phone.  "Hubert, baby, it's
Xander Harris.  Those are mine.  I got him when he challenged
me.  Besides, my babies in the exemplar need new friends."  He
laughed.  "Sure, you try to touch Tim.  I can do to you what I
did to Wolfram and Hart."  He spluttered and promised they'd be right
there.  "Thank you, my man, and by the way, Miami is still *my* city
to protect."  He hung up on his new spluttering.  "There
you go.  Thank you for your help, boys.  Need a tip?" 


They
grumbled but got into the truck to head off again. 


Xander
grinned at Dean.  "Demonic arms dealers deal with apocalypse demons
all too often." 


"Think
there's any in Cleveland?" 


"Yeah
but I think the remains of Riley Finn's people are using them.  Besides,
we can't get Cleveland PD to take a hunter into service."  They
rolled the cart inside to ballistics then came out when the guards called panicking
about the orange demons with guns. Xander took the guns, and their personal
weapons, then walked off.  "Thanks, guys.  Bring the artillery
here tomorrow so we can all pet it please." 


"Fine,"
one shouted.  "You're mean and evil." 


Xander
blew a kiss.  "Only if you make me protect others."  He
smirked.  "Though, my protégé of ballistics, Dean Winchester
here," Dean waved, "he was trying to figure out how to take out your
brethren in Cleveland.  Just to make the world safer."  They
groaned and left again.  He grinned at the guard.  "He
challenged me.  It was only fair.  Besides, I don't think demons need
to be dealing arms.  Do you?" 


"Can
we get you examined by the same people who should've caught that one guy?"



"I
hunted them for years.  They know that.  I'm a protector." 
He smirked at John Winchester when he faded in.  "I'm abusing your
son horribly by making him pet and learn new weapons." 


"I
doubt my boy's going to complain about that.  Some priest is saying
something about angels who were helping?" 


"Well,
I don't know, white lighter.  What do you think?" 


"Damn,
they caught us," he sighed, fading out.  He and Hagen needed orders
on how to handle this one. 


Xander
grinned at the guard.  "Wanna be a ballistics tech?" 


"Hell
no!"  He moved away from him.  "Please go away?" 


"Sure. 
If the vamp sucking off the patrol guy over there gets around to doing more
than blowing him for a quick dinner, let me know so she can be
staked?"  He walked off with the new weapons and Dean laughing. 
"What?" he asked once they were in the elevator, grinning some. 
"They all know I'm warped.  My t-shirts did it to me too." 


"I
heard how Buffy and Willow did it to you," he promised.  They carried
those into ballistics too.  "How do we notate demons handing over
their weapons?" 


"Ah,
we have a good cover story.  They were handed in for a gun
trade."  He grinned.  "We've had to do this
before."  They got to work and Xander showed him how to notate it for
the system.  "Gun buybacks are put in the same way."  Dean
nodded.  "Or any others that get left on your porch or anything like
that.  I run a 'hand it to me instead of selling it, but I still might
find a former user' service."  Rick Stetler stomped in.  "I
went hunting demonic arms dealers.  The guard on the door caught them
handing some over.  I freaked him out so he'd quit since he was trying to
tell gay jokes last week.  Pretty, huh?" he asked, holding one up. 


"We
already know you're warped, Harris.  We know you won't be blowing up
yourself or anyone else.  Unless it's an accident."  He looked
at the guns then at him.  "No artillery this time?" 


"Tomorrow
morning."  He grinned.  "Dean wants to clear out
Cleveland's." 


"You
don't work for Cleveland.  Let your psychotic former friends deal with
it."  He held up a report.  "Your exemplar?" 


"Rosalie
from what I'm told.  Dean spotted them missing.  We did an inventory
to find out what.  Including bullets.  Mary said she'd had some
problems.  Actually, that's how we found out Dietrich was heading over the
edge.  They were both missing.  Horatio went hunting him.  John
Hagen found out he had a bomb." 


"That's
reasonable," he decided.  "You all did what you
could."  He put down the report.  "They're flagged in the
system?" 


"That
would get them destroyed," he said, giving him a dirty look.  "I
have them noted as being part of an open investigation." 


"Which
it now is.  Code it for IAB."  Xander got into his system to do
that, printing off the new files for him.  "You'll need to
hire." 


"I'd
prefer one of my interns if possible.  But we'll see who applies. 
You know getting a position filled can take months." 


"Unfortunately
I do.  Happy overtime," he sneered. 


"It
means better prezzies for Tim," he shot back with an eviler smirk. 
He snorted and walked out.  "And that was Rick Stetler, Internal
Affairs.  He has a thing for Horatio, that's why he's stalking him all the
time and he tried to gay bash me when I was an intern.  I nearly sued
Miami over him." 


Dean
snickered.  "You're so bad." 


"He
tried to have Horatio fired for inappropriate conduct because I'm a hugging
person."  Dean burst out laughing, shaking his head. 
"Honestly."  He got back to work.  "We'll get to see
Teller and Calleigh bounce with joy tomorrow." 


"Good. 
I could like seeing her bounce." 


Xander
leaned closer.  "She has a thing with a certain redhead," he
said quietly. 


"Gotcha. 
Can I still look?" 


"He
doesn't mind as long as you don't make her too upset.  I make her blush
now and then.  She goes up to complain to him so he gets to calm her down
however they do that.  It works well for Horatio time for her." 
They shared a grin.  Calleigh was a beautiful woman who liked being
appreciated.  They got back to work. 


***



Horatio
and Calleigh both walked in the next morning.  "Were you here all
night?" Calleigh demanded. 


Xander
looked up from his inputting information, handing her something. 
"The new corner shot system.  It's an updated version of the old one
we saw a few years back.  Dean's napping in the exemplar on my emergency
sleeping bag."  He went back to inputting.  "I'm expecting
the rest of the delivery in a few hours, guys.  Let me know when they get
here." 


"Demonic
arms dealer?" she asked. 


"Got
us all but two of them.  We've already separated out for
Teller."  He pointed at that box.  "She'll be missing three
of the new things."  He looked back at her.  "Stetler had
me code those three missing things as being under IAB investigation." 


"That's
fine." 


"He
wished me happy overtime." 


"I'm
sure we both will." 


He
grinned.  "Tim needs new presents." 


She
patted him on the back.  "He could because you spoil him
horribly."  She looked at what they had with Horatio. 
"Oooh, that's pretty." 


"The
newest Remington."  He went back to what he had been doing.  "Ah,
there," he said once he got done.  "All ready for today's influx
of weapons."  He beamed at them.  "Let me get some
coffee." 


"Go
ahead," Horatio agreed.  "Dean, would you like some
coffee?" 


"Please,"
he moaned, getting up and heading after Xander.  He ran into his brother,
who gave him a dirty look.  "He found a demonic arms dealer." 


Sam
walked off rolling his eyes.  "Gun nuts." 


Eric
handed over the coffee pot.  "All nighter?  New case?" 


"Found
a demonic arms dealer who had some of the newer stuff we can't afford to get
for the exemplar," Xander said through a yawn, pouring himself a
cup.  Dean got one too and they headed back, drinking it in the hallway. 


"It's
like his mini-me only Dean's taller," Eric complained.  Dean shot him
a dirty look.  "You are." 


"Take
it back, Delko.  I'm not a mini anything," he said dryly. 
"Except next to Samzilla." 


"It
must be tough being the smaller brother," Xander teased. 


"There's
days I wanted to be an only brother," Dean said dryly. 


"Don't
say the 'W' word," Xander warned. 



"We
know.  Trust me, we know, dude.  We've run into it before." 


"I
dated a former vengeance demon," he sighed.  "There's days I
miss Anya's need for oral sex." 


Dean
gave him an odd look.  "You dated what?" 


"That's
a lot of his dating history," Tripp said from behind them.  "And
occasionally some of his friends too." 


"We
met Angel and his crew," Dean assured him. 


"We've
seen Buffy and Willow." 


"I'm
sure Buffy's all better now.  She won't come down to stab me again,"
Xander assured him.  "Dean wants to go bust their demonic weapons
dealers." 


"More
power to you.  I'd hate to see what they'd do with it." 


"There
are other planes of them and some of them are at war," Xander offered. 


"Yay,
they can build their own.  You're expecting some artillery?" 


Xander
nodded, following him down to oversee the unloading of his new toys. 
"Hi, guys."  They all grumbled but let him help them. 


Rick
Stetler stomped out.  "Harris!" he snarled.  Xander turned
to look at him, letting down the case he was pulling out of the truck. 
"You busted arms dealers to get new samples?" 


"No,
I went down there to buy new samples since we haven't found any on the streets
and we can't afford to buy them new.  I can usually get a pretty decent
price."  He grinned.  "Then one challenged me.  So I
beat him.  And one offered me a teenage boy.  So I killed him since
we can't arrest demons.  It would've been noticeable since he was
four-foot-two and a round ball of blue and orange fur." 


"What
did you do with the one he wanted you to buy?" he demanded. 


"I
took him to a hospital and handed him over with the explanation.  They
could call social services for him once they made sure he was all right. 
That's their job." 


"Can't
you get them busted by the ATF?  That's *their* job." 


"I
went down to buy, Stetler, not to intentionally get into fights.  It
happened those two wanted to get violent instead of selling stuff.  All
this I bought."  He shrugged and waved a hand.  "I'm a good
boy about that.  I keep track of it." 


"Caine
knows?" he demanded, hands going to his hips. 


"Yeah,
I keep him updated when I hear about new demonic arms shipments and what I get
from them.  Also what I personally keep in my private exemplar.  I'd
tell the ATF on some of the worst of them that I know sell to humans but they
won't bust demons." 


"These
were selling to humans?" 


"No
but I'm a special case," he offered with a grin.  "I didn't mean
to go to get into fights so I got stuff this way, Stetler.   I truly
didn't.  They pushed it." 


"Whatever. 
I want an account of how much you've turned over." 


"Horatio
has it in a file in his cabinet.  He's in his office.  I'll be adding
this to it later.  I'll be filing for reimbursement for the things I
bought too.  The Chief knows.  He asked after the first one and I
told him why.  He agreed ATF won't bust demons and if I'm taking them off
the streets it's good for Miami."  Rick moaned, rubbing his
forehead.  "Hey, did the officer the vamp was blowing last night make
it back to shift all right?  They didn't call to say I needed to stake
her." 


"I'm
sure he did," he growled, huffing off again. 


Xander
waved at his back, then looked at the demons. "Internal Affairs.  The
same guy who tried to gay bash me."  They laughed, helping him unload
the rest.  "You guys know I run a gun drop service,
right?"  They all nodded.  "Good.  I'd rather not have
them recycled if possible.  If it's going to go to any humans I have to
butt in.  I can't butt in on other planes but if you guys hear about more
stuff I should hear about let me know please." 


"Fine. 
Would you let them in human hands?" 


Xander
snorted.  "Hell no.  I trust most of you guys not to use them on
others.  Them I'd rush in with SWAT and Horatio behind me.  I'll be
damned if I don't bust every single human weapons dealer I can find. 
Demonic ones I'll leave alone as long as they take them out of Miami and aren't
selling to any humans or any apocalypse cults, anything like that.  I
can't touch the off-plane wars." 


They
nodded.  "I guess that makes sense," one decided.  "If
you could hit Cleveland there's a few good ones." 


"We've
got problems in the lab or I'd let the ATF borrow me.  You can pass back
that I do take dropped guns from them if you want and I'll gladly see if I can
buy some of their stock to take it out of everyone's hands." 


"I'll
pass that around.   How's your budget looking?" 


Xander
finished his coffee.  "Pitiful."  He shrugged. 
"It happens."  That got a nod and they drove off, letting him
conscript a few officers to help him wheel the carts inside to
ballistics.  "Ah, presents."  He sat down to fill out what
he had paid for last night, handing it to Dean.  "Go lighten up
Horatio's life.  Tell him one of them is passing onto Cleveland's demonic
arms dealers that I take dropped guns and that I might be willing to buy their
stock so it can't be used too."  He patted a box.  "Then we
can pat these babies." 


Dean
grinned, heading that way.  He ran into Horatio on the stairs heading up
to his office. "Xander's having fun petting the artillery he bought to get
it off the street last night, boss."  He handed over the
form.   "He said the ones who dropped it off will tell
Cleveland's people that he accepts dropped guns and might buy some of theirs to
keep them out of use." 


"If
I had more of a budget or another tech who could sub in, I'd let him go up
there to bust them himself," Horatio admitted.  He looked over the
list.  "He got what?" 


Dean
shrugged.  "I'm used to shotguns and handguns, not artillery. 
We don't have to handle many apocalypses." 


"Unfortunately
Xander's handled a few too many," Horatio complained.  "Rick,
did you want to see them?" he asked, catching sight of him stomping his
way. 


"I
saw him offloading them," he complained, taking that form.  He read
it over on his way to get some milk for his stomach.  Harris caused
too  many ulcers. 


Horatio
and Dean both came down to help Xander log in and pet the artillery.  Some
of it they hadn't seen before so they had to look it up.  It was very
educational.  When Calleigh came back in she nearly squealed in joy too. 


***



Dean
and Sam sat together that night, looking at each other.  "So,"
Sam said. 


Dean
grinned. "It was good to pet the artillery.  I had no idea we had
ordinance that could do some of that stuff." 


"Xander's
insane." 


"Some
of it's an act to keep people from getting too close, Sammy."  He
sipped his beer.  "How was your day?" 


"Not
nearly as full of squealing as yours.  He was loud!" 


Dean
nodded.  "He did squeal very well.  Tim came in to complain that
he should only be making those noises at home."  Sam snorted some of
his beer, choking a little bit too.  Dean smirked at him. 
"Maxine came in to see how phallic some of them were.   I got to
tease her back and ask her if she wanted to pose on top of some of them for my
mental enjoyment tonight.  She and Calleigh both swatted me for it but
they both blushed and laughed." 


"Xander's
warping you bad, dude." 


"He
is not, bitch." 


"Yes
he is, jerk." 


"He
offered Tim the same posing opportunity.  Max swatted him for it
too.  Then said she wanted pictures if he did." 


Sam
shook his head, drowning out his response with a new drink of beer. 


John
appeared, looking at his boys.  "I knew he was a bit strange and
warped.  The squealing gave Hagen a headache." 


"You
guys can get headaches?" Dean asked.  "That's good to
know." 


"Did
you have fun, son?" 


"A
lot, Dad," he said with a smug grin.  "You?" 


"I
haven't seen some of those outside of military ordinance."  He
settled in the chair, looking at them.  "Cleveland seems to be locked
up again." 


"All
of it or just the hellmouth?" Sam asked. 


"All
of it.  I don't know what Rosenburg did."  He looked at
them.  "So, anything else new?" 


"It
may take months to get a night shift tech back," Dean offered.  Sam
looked at him.  "No one even hinted at that, Sammy." 


"I
wouldn't mind if they did," he offered.  "You clearly like it
here." 


Dean
shrugged.  "We've still got nearly ten months on our
internships." 


"Good
point."  He finished his beer, getting up to get another. 
"Dad?  Dean?" 


"Please,"
John begged.  He looked at Dean.  "I won't stop you, son." 


Dean
shrugged.  "I won't be out of my internship by then, Dad.  Moot
point.  I might be asked to fill in the secondary spot when I am.  I
don't know." 


"If
not, Cleveland might." 


"Cleveland
won't take anyone who came out of that special program," Sam called. 
"I checked in case it was an option.  They want to ignore the demons
who're presently trying to take over their town."  He came out with
two more beers, handing his father his.  "You remember Xander and I
are hitting Disney in three weeks, right?"  Dean nodded.  John
grimaced but nodded.  "He wants to go and Tim's horrified.  So
we'll go and he'll get something to horrify Tim with at home."  He
grinned.  "Plus it'll be a nice weekend off.  Unlike the last
spring break we spent in Tijuana.  Which I still can't remember all that
well."  He took a drink, looking at his brother. 


"I
didn't let you kiss, grope, or sleep with the donkey someone offered you,"
Dean said with a grin. 


"Thanks,
really.  Did I sleep with any nasty things?" 


"A
couple of cheerleaders.  Neither one looked too skanky but they were only
wearing string bikinis and a pair of flipflops at the time.  I think you
went back to nursing there for a while on one."  He sipped his beer
while his father spluttered.  "It was Sammy's idea to go on spring
break, Dad.  I kept him out of trouble for the most part.  I didn't
let the rebels take him for a hostage.  I didn't let the drug dealers take
him as a toy.  I didn't let the cheerleaders keep him.  I did a good
job." 


John
faded out to go talk to his wife.  She'd make him see that his sons were
only playful, they didn't need to have sense beaten into them. 


"Wonder
if he heard that Bobby went with us that time," Dean said. 


"I'm
still wondering what he has in those pictures he's got for blackmail," Sam
admitted. 


"Of
Dad?" 


"Of
all three of us." 


"No
telling, little brother."  He finished his beer.  "You
didn't get me one?" 


"I
asked, you didn't say to bring you one."  He looked at him. 
"Long day?" he asked.  Dean nodded.  "I can....."



"No,
it's my job to get my own beer, Sammy.  I was only picking."  He
got up and walked in there. 


Sam
looked at him.  "Ryan taught me some of what he learned if you're
cramping." 


"Nah,
not the problem and you're not stacked enough to fix the other one. 
Thanks though." 


"We
could hit a club." 


"I'm
not on tomorrow but you are.  Plus Xander warned me we're coming up on the
ususal point where the interns get drug tested." 


"Hmm,"
Sam said, taking another drink.  "Remember to admit to yours." 


"I
usually do."  He came out a minute later with a plate of leftovers
and his second beer.  "Did you give Maxine back her dish?" 


"I
did."  He grinned.  "What're you going to do tomorrow,
Dean?" 


"I'm
going to spend the day sleeping in and then at the gym with the therapist since
I've had to miss a few sessions.  Artillery's heavier than it looks."



"I'd
suppose it was."  He finished his beer as he stood up, stretching
upward.  "Since I've got be in early tomorrow I'll see you after I
get back?" 


"Sure. 
Have fun digging tomorrow." 


"Hope
not.  I think I'm due in the lab tomorrow instead of in the field." 
He went to shower and then go to bed.  He got so filthy in the
field.  Thankfully lemons were cheap down here because half the bodies
stunk worse than zombies did. 


Dean
went back to his snack and his beer, relaxing for the whole night.  He
hadn't known how tiring being an intern would be.  How did Xander work
extra hours during his? 


***



Horatio
caught both boys when they came in the day after Dean's day off. 
"You two are both over hours." 


"We
are?" Dean asked. 


"You're
about twenty hours over, Dean." 


Dean
grinned.  "I wasn't sure but damn it seemed like a lot now and
then." 


"With
the explosion clean up, we all worked some overtime.  Overtime isn't paid
for interns so go home." 


"Calleigh
won't have any help," Dean told him.  "Melissa's off tonight."



"There
were only two shootings today and they were both robberies.  She has
nothing to do but clean guns."  The boys beamed and headed back to
the car so they could go have some fun. 


Xander
and Calleigh came out of the trace lab.  "They deserved it." 
He looked at Horatio.  "Are we holding it open for him if he wants
it?" 


"I'll
let an intern apply if he's very close to being done.  The Chief said we
can't hire anyone for the night shift lab for at least three months due to the
budget."  He looked at Xander.  "He said no more buying
weapons off the demons for the same amount of time." 


"Shoot. 
I wanted to buy the stupid bomb they have up there." 


Horatio
raised an eyebrow.  "Bomb?" 


"Yeah. 
In Cleveland." 


"Can
they get a human to sell it to someone?" Calleigh asked. 


"Riley
Finn's people but I don't trust him.  I can call Connor, see if Angel will
buy it and have it destroyed through my program.  That way the students
get to look it over." 


"That
might help," she decided. 


He
called.  "Gunn, me.  Actually, I was looking for Connor and
Angel.  There's a huge ass bomb up for sale in Cleveland through some of
the demonic arms dealers.  I was hoping, since I can't afford it or get
reimbursed for it for months on end, that they could and hand it to Professor
Destra so my future minions of evil can look it over?"  He
grinned.  "We definitely don't want it there.  Sure, I can list
all the demonic arms dealers I know.  Who wanted to know?  You mean
they're actually going to do something about them?  Huh.  Sure I can
start that list so you can compare it to yours.  Thanks, man. 
Gratsburg.  Yup, them.  Thanks."  He hung up. 
"He'll talk to Angel about it and one of us is in the ATF now. 
They're going to handle all sorts of demonic arms."  He beamed. 
"He'll be coming down in a few days for a list." 


"Please
let him handle some of them," Horatio ordered.  "That way you
don't have to wait to be paid back." 


Xander
nodded.  "I can do that.  Oooh!"  He smiled and
bounced some.  "We're making the last payment on the house this
paycheck." 


"Congratulations,
Xander.  Does Tim realize this?" 


"Yes,
he was making kitchen remodeling plans."  They walked off to talk to
him.  Xander went to start his list with his address book in his desk. 


***



Xander
looked at the guy storming through his door.  "Let me guess, you're
the hunter in the ATF.  You kinda move like Professor Kurt." 


"You're
Harris?" he demanded.  Xander nodded.  "But you're wearing
an eye patch." 


"Missing
an eye doesn't mean I don't know what I'm doing.  I'm a fully rated field
and ballistics tech.  For that matter, I'm from Sunnydale."  The
guy went pale and backed up.  He grinned.  "So, which ones did
you want to start with?  I usually only concentrate on the looser links. 
I get cooperation in Miami when I want to buy something for the lab, most of
the time.  Now and then someone wants to be violent so I have to deal with
it.  Got some neat artillery last week from it." 


He
blinked a few times.  "Someone?" 


"Well,
yeah, they are sentient.  Otherwise they'd be somethings, like dogs
are." 


"You
know this how?" 


"Sunnydale,"
Xander prompted.  "We worked with a lot of the harmless
species.  Especially after the Initiative." 


"You
were one of them?" he demanded. 


"No,
I backed up Buffy.  And Kendra when she was alive, and Faith when she was
hunting with us."  The guy shuddered.  "So, I take it
you're a kill 'em all sort?  I know some hunters are but that's not my
thing.  I'll leave peaceful things alone.  Why make them mad?" 


"You
infatuated or possibly in thrall to one?" he sneered. 


"No,
I've only dated former demons."  The guy gave him a horrified
look.  "Anyanka when her powers were gone."  He smirked
back.  "Now, anything else?"  He fled, going to report that
one to his boss.  "Horatio, slight problem.  The guy's a
panicking dweeb.  Look for better ATF agents to come in," he called
up to his office.  Sure enough, three hours later one of his favorite
local agents came in.  "Did you know he wanted to kill anything that
he couldn't identify as fully human?" 


"Yeah,
we know, but he's useful at the moment.  Then we'll get rid of him for
being racist."  He stared at him.  "We like it when you buy
from the locals but you leave some alone?" 


"They're
dealing with off-plane wars and things.  I can't touch those.  Only
the ones that are willing to sell to humans.  For all I know some of those
wars might have a really good reason or be fighting against a major evil."



"I
guess that's a good point.  That bomb in Cleveland was bought by your
former coworkers by the way.  Sent to your old school?" 


"That
way my future proteges of evil can see and grope one.  Plus, hey, not near
the current hellmouth."  He grinned.  "They wouldn't
reimburse me for that." 


"Figures. 
How many do you have?"  Xander handed him the list.  "All
that'll sell to humans?" 


"Yup. 
And I put there if they're open to working with the lab.  Some of them
will turn over guns or let us buy them but they're still pretty cash up front,
I don't wanna know what you're doing with it sorts.  Some don't care, some
do." 


"Good
to know."  He looked it over.  "I can handle this one and
him."  He looked at him.  "He's not staying in Miami."



"That's
cool.  I appreciate that and I'm sure the overlord would too.  He
looked kinda disgusted when I admitted I dated Anya." 


"I
don't know how you did." 


"Hey,
you got to miss Cordy showing up to chew me a new one a few weeks back,"
he said dryly. 


"From
what we heard about her time in that group in LA I'm glad I saved myself the headache." 
He shook his hand.  "Anything recent?" 


"Yup,
but I'm expecting a reimbursement check in about a month for it.  Which
will be in time to get a good anniversary of 'when I met you' present." 


"Sure,
I'm sure your boy will like that, Harris."  He walked off to tell his
boss.  The boss was chewing that agent a new one.  "These are
the loose links in the chain.  The ones who'll sell to humans.  He
marked a few who'll work with him when he needs stuff for the lab or he's buying
to get it off the streets.  Some are greedy though and some are
tighter."  He handed over the list.  "I promised Harris
this one wouldn't be here for very long." 


"That's
not a problem."  He looked it over.  "There's some links to
cases that we already have?" 


"I
didn't stop to search any of them, sir," he admitted.  He looked at
the hunter.  "Miami's a calm city.  Our overlord makes sure of
it.  If one of them causes problems, he calls Harris for that." 
He looked at his boss again. 


"But...
but," he spluttered.  "They 're *demons*!  They're evil and
wrong!" 


"Some
of them just exist and some of them have helped fight against evil," the
lesser agent told him.  "LA's protection detail is in the hands of a
vampire and his son.  He seems to keep apocalypses from happening all the
time." 


"Aren't
you glad you transferred," his boss said dryly without looking up. 


"Every
day I hear bad news from out there.  By the way, they bought the bomb we
heard rumors about in Cleveland to give to Harris' old program.  He said
that way his future proteges of evil can grope it." 


His
boss looked up with a smirk.  "We get some good techs out of UCLA's
program.  They're good at rehabbing the roaming hunter sort too.  His
current intern is one of those sort who had a car crash.  He's a lot
better suited to what he's doing and not doing anything wrong anymore." 


"Hopefully
he stays then."  He smirked.  "He bought artillery. 
He's waiting on Miami to reimburse him.  He said it'll be about the same
time as his 'meeting you' anniversary." 


"I
like his boyfriend.  He keeps him nicely calm.  From what we heard,
he jumped into every little thing he could in LA.  Having a white lighter
definitely calmed him down." 


"He
has one?" the guy demanded. 


"Yeah,
he's a former detective.  He was helping with the explosion search
too.  That's who the priest was going on about."  He looked at
his boss.  "How are we handling it?" 


"Think
we can get his intern?" 


"He
might not know artillery.  Plus they're down their night shift." 


"I
forgot."  He considered it.  "Send out a memo saying we
need someone who can handle strange cases.  It's going to be a long hunt
through multiple states and possibly somewhat international.  I'll take a
whole team if I have to." 


"You
know who they'll give it to." 


"Have
them deal with any in their area.  A few reach that way."  He
handed it back.  "Sort it into regions if you can."  His
agent nodded, going to do that.  He looked at the guy.  "How did
you get out of your education with that attitude?  Didn't your white
lighter at least knock that out of you?"  He stomped off. 
"Maybe I'll check on his graduated status," he muttered, looking up
the number to call out there. 


***



Dean
looked around the lab.  "Why aren't we busy?  It's gun crime
season everywhere else." 


"Everyone's
mellow today," Xander said with a grin.  "Feel thankful these
days, Dean.  Between the bust at the international docks by ATF last night
and a few other good busts by Vice, we're in the 'stockpiling' stage. 
We'll get a few murders in a few days.  Then we'll get the next dealer who
has too many and is busted.  But if you're that bored, you can call Teller
to see if she's overloaded and wants us to take some of them." 


Dean
called down there.  "Teller, Winchester.  We have nothing to
do.  Do you?"  He grinned.  "She's swearing at
us." 


"Who
got busted?" he asked with a grin. 


"ATF
wanted them to process the bust last night." 


"Why
not us?" 


"No
idea." 


Horatio
walked in with one of the agents.  "Because someone had one of
Xander's pieces of artillery." 


"Xander
only has three pieces of artillery.  The rest went to Ellory's to get us
the new exemplar after that explosion," Xander said dryly.  "And
unless they broke into it today, no they didn't." 


"One
said they got it from you, Harris."  He held up a picture. 


He
looked.  "That is Connor, Angel's son."  The guy
groaned.  "Or his evil twin.  I didn't think I left any back in
LA when I moved out here.  What did they have of mine?" 


"A
banned automatic rifle." 


Xander
considered it.  "I had one back then but I gave it to Gunn as a birthday
present one year and took it off my registration."  He got into the
files on himself, finding it.  "See, transfer of ownership.  Or
was it another one?"  The serial number came back to that gun so he
shrugged.  "I notated it in the system." 


"That's
fine.  You're covered for that.  Would you please talk to this
guy?  All he does is grunt." 


"He
was raised off-plane."  He got up.  "Dean, hold it down for
me."  He walked off, finding him in an interrogation room. 
"You took the gun I gave to Gunn for his birthday?" 


Connor
looked at him.  "We were using it to lure someone out so we could get
them." 


"If
you had asked, I would've helped, Connor."  He sat down. 
"Who were you down here to get?" 


"Patricks."



"Ah. 
Well, kinda a pity since he challenged me a few weeks back when I was buying
for the lab's exemplar." 


"I
heard that last night and then the ATF busted in to get some of the
international dealers who were meeting."  He shrugged at the
agent.  "Not my fault.  We were trying to get the little druggie
demon." 


Xander
nodded.  "He had went unstable.  The local overlord and I had
talked a few times about him going bad."  He looked at him then at
the agent.  "Did you need to know more than that?" 


"I
need to check his story." 


"That's
fine.  Do you want me to help Teller or send Dean?" 


"I'll
ask Winchester to go help her.  You can't since you used to own one. 
Keeps any hint of impropriety out of it.  You guys don't need more hell
right now." 


"True." 
He looked at Connor.  "Tim's not on today.  If they release you,
want me to call and see if you can come to dinner?" 


"Nah,
I'm good.  I've got a motel room."  He grinned. 
"Besides, I saw him earlier." 


"He
came to help?" 


"No,
they asked him about your collection." 


"Mine's
under Horatio's careful watch." 


"We
know that," the ATF agent assured him.  "We keep tabs on it as
well, Harris."  He smirked.  "If we have an apocalypse down
here...." 


"Hey,
I argued when the Powers tried to think up one," he said firmly. 
"That's why I got yelled at by Cordelia.  She told me God got drunk
to make me." 


He
patted him on the back of the head.  "You're not that unique but
close."  He went to check on the story.  He came back ten
minutes later.  "It does check out.  You're free to go, Connor
Angel, but try to be more subtle." 


"I
never learned subtle.  I was raised on a demon plane."  He stood
up.  "Nice seeing you again, Xander." 


Xander
grinned.  "You could visit.  Not like you and Dawn were banned
from the house or anything." 


"I'll
remind the bitch of that.  I swear she barks more than some
dogs."  He walked off shaking his head. 


Xander
grinned at the agent.  "Need me for more help?" 


"No
thanks.  She's nearly done.  She said you needed Winchester to help
you be less warped."  He walked out. 


Xander
followed, grinning at Stetler.  "My former coworkers." 


"Why?"
he asked, sounding miserable. 


"They
were baiting one of their sort who were dealing weapons.  We were going
after an international dealer.  Turned out to the be the same group,"
the agent told him.  "Harris used to own one of the guns so we can't
let him process.  We cleared his coworker of any wrongdoing." 
Rick walked off rubbing his head. 


Xander
watched him go.  "I think he's about to get an ulcer."  He
walked off.  "Horatio, if I'm responsible for Stetler having an
ulcer, should I send him something nice like pepto as an apology?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "It's thoughtful but I doubt he wouldn't bite back if
you tried, Xander." 


"Then
I'll send him something small like a card."  He went back to his
lab.  "The ATF guys think you'll try to unwarp me, Dean." 


"I
have tried, Xander.  It's too firmly entrenched.  Otherwise I'd
invite you over to watch the game tonight." 


"The
cheerleaders look like pretty hookers but Tim had the day off," he offered
with a grin.  "I might come home to a demolished kitchen." 


"Tim
wants to remodel?" 


"Yeah. 
I told him I'd help with it.  He's been making plans since we're paying
off the house this payday." 


Dean
nodded at that.  "Good job, dude."  Xander beamed. 
"What now, boss?" 


He
looked at the bin then around.  "We're clean, sorted, all that. 
Hey, Horatio, since I can't help Teller, can I show the interns how to do a pop
gun exam?" he called. 


"No,
Xander.  Do it tomorrow if you're still clear.  That way you can
bring her interns up for some fun too," he said dryly.  He went to
drink his own shot of pepto.  Sometimes Xander did drive him nuts. 
No matter how much he liked the boy.  Clearly it was rubbing off since
Dean was wearing one of Xander's t-shirts today and Xander's was a headache in
the making anyway.  He called Tim.  "Tell me you're doing
something nice to make your lover calm down?" he asked quietly. 
"Yes, that one.  Because his minion, as he calls him, is wearing one
of his shirts too, Speed.  He just asked me if it was appropriate to send
Rick Stetler something for giving him an ulcer.  I know the girls told him
about apology presents," he said when Speed said something smart. 
"Please?  Thank you."  He hung up and called down
there.  "Tim said you might need to call off tomorrow,
Xander."  He hung up.  He hoped Tim could calm him down that
much.  He enjoyed the calm days. 


***



Ryan
looked at Dean's t-shirt and shook his head.  "I did that a few times
too," he told him.  "Babysitting the lonely shirts makes people
give you funny looks." 


"It
creeped out Maxine.  She wanted to make sure I wasn't going to try to
steal him from Tim." 


"I
doubt that's possible.  Where is Xander?" 


"He's
running a bit late from lunch due to traffic.  He said he had to pick up
something."  Dean shrugged.  "Got something for us?" 


"Not
really.  It's been a slow week so far."  He looked over as
Xander came in without anything.  "Sending Tim flowers?" he
guessed. 


"No,
I caused an ulcer.  I decided I probably should apologize for
that."  He grinned. 


"As
long as you didn't cook," Ryan complained.  He looked at Dean. 
"So, how are you enjoying being an intern?" 


"I'm
learning a lot.  Including about bouncing around with guns."  He
watched Xander do that.  "That's not safe carry," he noted. 


Xander
beamed.  "Good catch, Dean!"  He went back to work. 


Ryan
shook his head.  He walked off calling Tim.  "Xander's bouncy
with his guns and even Dean's giving him looks like he's considering a straight
jacket for you to undo later."  Tim cackled at that.  "He
was sending someone something in apology he said."  He hung up. 
He went to warn Eric.  "Xander's bouncy." 


"Too
much chocolate bouncy?" 


"Demented
and cackling bouncy," he said dryly. 


Eric
sighed and called Tim.  "Your boy needs cured."  He hung up
and got back to work. 


"I
called him too." 


"Tim
will do something about him.  Hopefully.  He went to stop
Alexx.  "Xander's bouncy." 


"Who
fed him chocolate?" she demanded. 


"No
one that we know of." 


"Oh,
it's *that* sort of bouncy.  Well, I have a bullet for him." 
Dean came out and grabbed it then went back.  "Thank you,
sugar.  Are you feeling all right?" 


"Xander's
sapping all the energy out of the air."  He looked at his mentor once
he was back in the lab.  "Is it your idea to drive them all
nuts?" 


"They'll
call Tim, who'll pounce me later," Xander said with a wicked grin. 
"I may not be able to sit tomorrow but it'll be fun tonight." 


Dean
shook his head.  "Monogamy does drive you insane.  I knew it
would.  That's why I avoid it so hard.  First Dad and Sammy, now
you."  He settled in to work on that bullet. He had been bored. 
"Think Teller would let me go do her inventory?" 


"You
can call and ask if you want." 


"I
might after I do this."  He ran the bullet through the system,
starting his report.  Yeah, Xander was a cause for headaches.  Just
like the teachers had warned them about. 


***



Rick
Stetler opened the card carefully.  They had x-rayed it for him
already.  No one sent him anything that wasn't malicious in nature. 
He looked at the words on the card, then checked the signature. 
"Every time he does something like that I know I'm going to join him in
his insanity," he muttered.  But the pepto in the box was very nice of
him.  Since he had caused him to need it. 


***



One
of the patrol officers stopped Xander that night, giving him a dirty
look.  "You sent something to IAB?  The asshole of IAB?" 


"I
kinda gave him the start of an ulcer dealing with the shit that's been going on
in the lab.  I thought I'd apologize and send him some pepto. He clearly
needed it earlier when he walked off to guzzle milk instead of his usual
drink." 


The
officer looked at him.  "None of us would've done more than
cheer." 


Xander
grinned.  "I did cheer, but I was also raised and warped by girls,
who said I should apologize when I give people headaches, even if I don't
personally like them.  They said it was polite." 


"We
thought they only gave you those cute pet names for sports that make us all
drink," he said grimly, walking off shaking his head. 


Xander
shrugged.  "They did that too.  And the t-shirts probably since
they taught me what humor was."  The guy shuddered and walked
faster.  He headed toward his car but he found a bike in his way. 
"Hi, Tim." 


"Get
on," he ordered.  Xander got on behind him, wrapping his arms around
his waist.  "I should paddle you for doing it on purpose,
Xander."  He took off, letting his boy get some good vibrations from
the bike so he could do less work later.  Apparently his boy *really*
needed to be calmed down the hard way tonight. 


Xander
looked at the future interns he had been sent to talk to.  "For those
of you who haven't been told, I am CSI Harris.  I'm a ballistics tech
primarily but I am field rated and I do have a minor in trace as well." 


One
young woman raised her hand.  "I've heard that you help a lot of
disabled techs, sir." 


"I
do."  He popped out his fake eye and held it up.  They all
stared though a few were turning green.  He put it back in. 
"Just because you have a disability doesn't mean you can't work in the
lab, or even in the field for calls.  It means that you have to adapt some
things to help you.  I will not lie and say anyone with any disability can
go into the field.  I have had to work with one who was fully wheelchair
bound.  She wanted to do field work but it was pointed out to her that she
couldn't handle some of the duties.  I did this by taking her out to
multiple crime scenes so she could see them in action.  Then we talked
about how she'd have to adapt things and even with grabbers she probably
wouldn't be able to pick up some of the evidence.  As I told her, I'll
tell you.  Even if you can't be in the field, the lab is just as
important.  They gather it and we process it." 


One
guy raised his hand.  "So you're saying being a true lab tech is just
as important?" 


"It
is.  Who do you think processes all the evidence the field guys bring
in?"  They stared in confusion.  "Yes, some field techs do
process evidence but in most labs you also have a dedicated tech to cover and
work while they're in the field.  Because field techs can have up to ten
or twelve open cases at a time.  And that's about usual.  They go out
in rotation so the next one up gets the next case, even if they've got open
ones.  Like detectives will have a few open ones at a time because that's
the way crime falls."  They all nodded at that. 


"Now,
I will say in smaller departments, like county departments, it is important
that you can do more than one job.  They're always critically underfunded
and unless your speciality is something that would never get you any time in
another lab, then hiring a single topic tech isn't cost effective.  If
you're going to a larger city's lab, like Miami's or New York's, then single
topic techs are fine.  Field techs often have a minor that they do as well
for processing.  One of ours is the head of ballistics and the other two
are trace and chem techs." 


He
shifted, looking over the group.  "I will also tell you that being a
tech is one of the hardest jobs ever.  I'm not saying this to scare you
away from the field, but a lot of kids leave after a few weeks of doing the job
because they can't handle the stress of it.  That's one of the reasons for
your in-school internships.  To see if you can handle it."  He
pulled out some pictures and held one up.  "Who can tell me what
happened here?  These are actual crime scene photos from the last few
months." 


A
few people looked kinda green.  The teacher helped him put it up onto the
projector system.  "It looks like they were shot," one green
person said. 


Xander
nodded.  "He was but after the poisoning.  The person who was
poisoning him decided it wasn't acting fast enough so he shot him.  Not
fatally though.  It did let the poison finish its job.  So the
gunshot was secondary to the poison."  He looked at them. 
"As field techs, you cannot assume anything.  Even if it looks very
evident, you can't assume.  You have to make sure.  We have to follow
the evidence, even if it doesn't make us happy."  He switched out
pictures.  "How about this one?" 


"I'm
hoping she died of another method," the first young woman said, staring in
horror. 


Xander
checked the back then shook his head.  "Fortunately she died on the
second swing.  The first knocked her out.  The second killed
her.  The rest were him taking out his rage."  He looked at
them.  "Field techs see some of the worst parts of humanity. I will
not lie and say that it's easy.  You also can't tell others about
it.  Like doctors, we have to maintain confidentiality while a case is
open.  You can talk to other techs, you can talk to the other officers on
cases. 


"In
fact, some techs have opened a bulletin board so they can talk to ones in other
parts of the country about cases that they need to clear out of their
system."  He tapped the picture.  "Field techs see the
scene.  They gather the evidence.  Lab techs process the
evidence.  We only see part of it.  Sometimes that's easier to
stomach if you feel you have a calling to be in the field but can't stand the
nastiness that is some scenes."  He changed out pictures. 
"Any idea on this one?" 


One
girl slowly raised her hand.  "Bitten to death by something?" 


Xander
nodded.  "He was.  He was pretty drunk while going 'gator
hunting."  They all grimaced at that.  "Which is one of the
next points that every boss wants you think about before you sign on. 
Does anyone know what personal neutrality means?" 


That
one girl raised her hand.  "It means that no matter who it is, you
have to be neutral toward them." 


Xander
nodded.  "That's a good definition.  Did everyone understand
it?"  A few shook their heads.  He switched pictures. 
"In this case, the dead body here was a registered sex offender.  Not
a molester, but a peeper.  He liked to sneak in, fondle women's panties,
then lurk in their closets or plant cameras in their closets so he could watch
them change clothes."  He looked at the group.  "Even
though he was like that, we have to treat him the same way we would if it were
a priest or someone's mother.  We don't pick which cases get our
attention.  It's difficult to separate yourself and your opinions from
things, but it has to be done.  Your opinions cannot cloud your
work.  No matter what.  Even if they're racist against you
personally.  I've had to work gay bashing cases when all I wanted to do
was to make someone beg for mercy.  I couldn't because they were the
victims."  He gave them a small shrug.  "My opinions got
vented that night on my boyfriend.  He's a cold case tech so he understood
very well why I was pacing around the house." 


"You're
not going to consider yourself married?" one guy asked. 


Xander
shook his head.  "Tim said if I asked about a commitment ceremony
again he'd give me to one of the people who tried to stalk me."  He
grinned.  "He's not looking for a ring but we did buy the house
together."  He smiled.  "In the lab you will find some of
the best but a few of the strangest people.  Because we're all lab geeks
in one way or another.  Some of us are a bit stranger than others. 
Some of us are nicer than others.  Some of us still have the broomstick
inserted.  You don't have to deal with as many people as you do on patrol
but you do still have to be able to deal with people.  Only some QD techs
get away with not dealing with anyone and they usually quit the lab to go into
document restoration."  He changed pictures.  "Any idea
here?" 


"Where's
the body?" one guy in the back asked. 


Xander
pointed.  "There.  Before you can ask, it's sludge." 
They all shuddered.  He grinned.  "Field work is very
nasty.  If no one told you, buy lemons.  You rub them on your skin
and hair to take the stench away.  Trust me, lemons are cheap in
Florida.  We all love that.  We feel really sorry for our brethren in
places like England where they're really expensive."  The teacher
laughed at that.  "Aren't they?" 


She
nodded.  "They are.  When I interned at Scotland Yard's lab, we
had an herbal alternative that worked well enough.  I nearly begged for
some lemons when even that didn't work." 


Xander
nodded with a grin.  "I brought a pair of our current interns in to
answer questions as well.  The second half is going to be theirs. 
They're brothers.  One's my intern, one's a field intern.  I've been
overworking them so they get the day off to do this with me."  He
switched pictures.  "Anyone got any ideas?" 


"Was
the cutting post-mortem?" 


"Nope."



"Were
they awake?" one guy asked. 


Xander
nodded.  "They were." 


"Sir,
is that from that cannibal case that made the news a few years back?" 


"No,
but I have one of those."  He switched it out.  "He said
they each have their own methods of preparation.  This one liked to
microwave."  The class and teacher turned green.  "One of
my first field cases as an intern."  He switched it back. 
"Any ideas, guys?" he asked with a grin. 


"Self-inflicted,"
the teacher said, staring at it.  "Probably with staging by her or
someone else." 


"Staging
was after the death because they didn't want her to have the stigma of having
killed herself.  So were a few of the cuts," he agreed.  The
whole group stared at their teacher.  "After so long in the field you
can start to guess, but you still have to let the evidence lead you where
you're going.  Even if you have such a hunch that you *know* it's
right.  You can't make the evidence fit your feelings.   It has
to lead you where it goes.  A number of techs struggle with this. 
They also tend to end up fired for tampering with evidence, if not in jail
themselves." 


The
teacher nodded.  "I've seen a few who wanted so bad for their pet
theories to be right so they made the evidence fit instead of letting it tell
them what happened.  A good supervisor will go over each case before they
sign off on it to send it up to the prosecutors." 


"Now,
some prosecutors will jump the gun and take cases while you're still working on
them.  We like to call them targets for swift kicks.  I've had one do
that to mine and make the wrong assumption based on what I was looking
at.  And I blatantly told her so when I came in to get my witness out of
being a suspect.  The judge yelled at her and at me for
interrupting.  I told him that she had taken it before I got more than a
quarter processed and it wasn't fair to this guy to be blamed for it when he
witnessed it.  Then I walked off to file a protest with the head DA over
that stupid brat.  Which got her put back on probation."  He
shrugged.  "Some DA's aren't that bright.  By the way, half of
them can't read forensic reports.  They have no idea what you can and
can't do until we tell them.  Usually on a stand.  It's pitiful but
they're not concerned with it."  He switched to a blank screen and
turned off the projector.  "Any questions for me before I turn you
over to my current interns?" 


"What's
one skill that most interns don't come in having?" one young woman asked. 


"Report
writing skills.  Everyone, even me, started out over-writing our
reports.  I had mine cut down a lot by one of my professors.  She
pounded on mine for two weeks until it was minimal and able to be read in under
two minutes.  It's something that comes with experience.  Write it
like you would an oral report.  The sample was this, it had these
properties or was composed of this.  It was this size.  It came from
this source.  It relates back to this case how and where.  It relates
to any other case by name *and* number for easier searching."  They
all took notes on that.  "You can ask Dean about his reports. 
He had pretty decent ones, just a bit wordy.  Which again is something you
cut down on when you have hundreds of samples waiting on you to get them
done.  Because you can't rush the machines."  They nodded. 
"Any other questions?" 


"CSI
Harris, do you feel that there's a current of distaste for gay officers?" 


"Cops
are people too.  Even if the public doesn't often see it that way, we're
all people.  Normal people mostly.  We all have our own ideals,
prejudices, all that.  We have to put ours aside to do our jobs. 
Which is the hardest thing at times.  We've had officers that had to
arrest people for protecting themselves from people we'd want to set on fire
instead of let go.  But it's the law so we have to expect that the system
will not hurt them for protecting themselves."  That got a nod from
everyone and the teacher.  "That and the nastiness of some scenes,
because some will give you nightmares, are the hardest things about being in
the field.  We don't do this for the fun or for the clinical value of
looking at bodies that have had things done to it.  We do this because we
take bad assholes out of other people's way so they can't do it again." 


The
teacher nodded.  "That objectivity is one of the hardest things in
the field or the lab.  What happened to that one tech in a
wheelchair?" 


"I
looked at her grades and made an alternate suggestion.  She was very
smart, very good in chemistry and biology.  I suggested she become an
ME.  Then I introduced our shift's ME to her so she could talk to her
about how some other doctors did function in wheelchairs and how they could
adapt that for a lab.  It would still let her gather bodies in the
field.  It would let her find out what happened faster than most people,
maybe not who did it but what happened, and it would use her unique skills in
the best way.  The last I heard she was in her second year of medical
school."  He smiled.  "I think she'll make a killer ME some
year."  He looked at the students.  "Remember,  just
because we have an injury doesn't mean we can't do something.  I had a guy
with a pegleg who stabbed someone over a fish they were arguing over. 
Used his leg to stab him."  A few winced at that.  He
nodded.  "Fairly drunk too." 


"You
do see some unusual things that will give you nightmares," the teacher
agreed.  "I still have some from my time in the field.  I've
been teaching now for five years." 


"Wow,"
one student said.  She looked at Xander.  "What about
interpersonal relationships in the lab?" 


"It's
best if you don't date in your workplace.  If it doesn't work out, there's
always problems.  When Tim and I fight, the whole lab gets involved. 
Some sit with popcorn but some try to mediate, some try to get me to stop
sulking at him, but everyone tries to help somehow.  Then again, I had Tim
as a roommate before I started my internship and he started school." 
He shrugged and they all smiled.  "Generally it might work.  It
might not work.  A lot of us end up dating officers because they
understand the stress of the job and we understand theirs.  If you do and
it's causing stress in your department, one of you will have to transfer. 
Hopefully it'll be the one causing the stress but not always because life's not
always fair."  He looked around.  "Any other
questions?"  No one said anything.  "Okay.  Sam,
Dean?" he called.  They came in and he gathered up his pictures. 
"These two are present interns.  They can give you what it's like
down to the hours and the stresses.   Ask them anything you
want."  He sat down next to the teacher.  "Thank you for
asking us." 


"I
want my students to have a good, realistic look at what they want to
do."  She shook his hand.  "Thank you for bringing real
pictures." 


"You
can't experience it until you're on your hands and knees in the sludge." 


Sam
shuddered.  "I hated that case."  They stared at him. 
"I'm Sam, this is Dean.  Dean's a ballistics tech intern.  I'm a
field intern who also does trace."  They nodded at that. 
"Let's start with some basic questions if you want?" 


"Paychecks?"
one asked. 


"Craptastic,"
Dean told him.  "We get two grand a month stipend."  They
all winced. 


"Then
you sign on with a lab and go up to about fifty g's a year," Xander told
him with a grin. 


"Really?"
Dean asked. 


"Sam'll
make less.  Field techs do.  DNA, chem, then ballistics in order of
highest paid.  QD, then trace and AV techs.  Then field.  Sam
should expect offers to come in about half to two-thirds of what you'll bring,
Dean." 


"I
didn't realize that."  He grinned at his brother.  "I'm
older so it's only fair." 


Sam
snorted.  "Yeah, right."  He look ed at them. 
"We won't lie.  Every single tech complained about intern
paychecks.  Especially since you'll probably end up moving on it at least
once." 


"A
lot of bigger departments do have signing bonuses to help you move to
them," Xander offered.  "But not all." 


"Also
good to know," Dean agreed.  He looked at the kids.  "You
look like you have a hard question." 


"I
notice you guys are in jeans and t-shirts.  That CSI Harris is wearing a
logo t-shirt." 


"Tim
and our boss made him change from one with a saying," Sam said
dryly.  "Before he warped you all in the wrong ways." 


"What
you wear in the lab is up to the boss.  Field techs have to be presentable
but able to get down on their hands and knees at times.  Able to be washed
no matter what you get on it is good.  Lab techs have a bit more room
usually.  We have to have stuff for court but otherwise presentable."



"We
were told to expect dockers being about as far down as you could go but it's
lab by lab for policy," Sam said.  "Now and then I do get to
wear jeans into the field if it's really nasty or looking like we'll be on our
hands and knees.  T-shirts as long as they don't have things on them are
generally acceptable for everyone but court times.  You can wear nicer
shirts but again, make sure you can wash them.  Dry cleaners are amazing
but expensive."  Xander handed over something.  "Our lab's
dress code policy."  He put it on the projector.  He knew what
they were.  "That's for the felony lab for the Miami-Dade PD." 


"Xander's
sayings t-shirts are a perk," Dean told them.  "He uses it to
make people confess or to drive some techs who need them to naps." 


Sam
nodded.  "I was told he sent a lot of us some days." 
Xander grinned.  "Next question?" 


"How
can you stand field cases when it stinks?" 


"There's
this godsend of a gel you can use to stuff up your nose," Sam told him. 
"You'll still get some of it but not as much.  I know some guys have
something that they're allergic to to do the same thing.  As long as you
don't sneeze I guess that's fine."  Xander nodded. 


"Do
you guys get separate mentors?" one young woman asked. 


"I
have to share with the other field interns and Dean has to share with the other
ballistic interns, but generally we can pick one we want to mentor us.  I
like Ryan Wolfe so I go on a lot of cases with him.  I go out with the
others since they've been doing it longer.  That way I can learn from them
too." 


Dean
nodded.  "Our lab has four interns presently," he said. 
"With the problems night shift ended up having, Xander and Calleigh have
all four of us.  Xander manages to get us some individual time each day by
staggering how we come in.  Right now we're split with two interns on each
shift.  There's also people in every lab that you can go to when you're
having problems.  Case related and not.  Xander's one of ours. 
Our ME is another." 


"Our
head boss said he never wanted to see Xander walk out and take the gun from the
guy holding it on his girlfriend, who was an intern, ever again.  He
walked out and took it to look over, humming over it like he hadn't seen one
while walking it off.  The guy huffed so Xander hit him.  He's very
sorry he was so stupid.  He took a nice deal for a year in jail and a
DVP." 


"I've
talked with many interns about DVP's," Xander assured them. 
"Especially since that's one way that people can try to get you to decide
cases in their direction.  Boyfriends or girlfriends put pressure on you
to decide things in favor of their friends.  People who know you want you
to do things like fix their parking tickets.  People try to dig up things
and use it to blackmail you." 


"We've
had three of those so far in our internship class," Dean agreed. 
"They told Xander or Horatio and they handled it.  The shitbag who
was trying to shoot his girlfriend was one of them who came back a second
time." 


"Pity
but I'm sure he'll be much happier with the gay sex in  prison,"
Xander said with a grin.  "I'm not supposed to but now and then I do
taunt someone really stupid that they're going to enjoy the gay sex they'll be
getting in prison.  Especially if they hate that a gay man took them
down." 


"Horatio
yelled at him about that last week," Sam added.  A few smiled at
that.  "We're not supposed to make fun of them, just arrest
them." 


"We're
still human," Dean said.  "We all have our funny
ideas."  He pointed at one.  "No questions?" 


"Not
yet.  Most of us have done our in-school internships.  I know mine
kept me off anything too nasty so they wouldn't scare us off." 


"I'm
not doing this to scare you off.  I'm doing this to give you a realistic
expectation and some idea of what you'll be doing," Xander told him. 
"Every one of us flinched at our first really gross scene.  Mine was
a bits and pieces case."  Everyone in the room shuddered.  He
smiled at Sam.  "Did that stuff help you?" 


"A
lot.  He has an herbal thing that'll stuff up your nose better.  He handed
it to me when he heard we were going to have severely mutilated bodies on my
last one.  It worked well on that sludge case too."  Xander
nodded.  "They sent him on that one because he had been bouncy in the
lab that day and he has the strongest stomach." 


"New
York commonly has subway and sewer line bodies," Xander offered.  A
few shuddered at that.  "We have cases in the Everglades where we
have to pull remains out of the water.  And then kill the things we find
nibbling on them.  Because it might have evidence." 


"That's
disgusting, dude," Dean told him. 


Xander
and Sam nodded.  "Welcome to field work," Sam quipped with a
grin. 


Xander
laughed.  "I told that to a few techs over the years."  He
looked at the students, who were green again.  "Ask away,
people.  We'll answer anything reasonable." 


"Do
you find it's hard to find good people to date now that you're techs?" one
asked. 


Dean
shook his head.  "No more than usual.  Some girls think that
makes us dangerous.  I was more dangerous before I became an intern. 
I also seemed to have more free time then." 


Sam
nodded.  "Some won't come near officers.  Then again those
probably have something to hide.  I get more problems because I'm so
tall." 


"What
about the rumor that interns get drug tested more often?" one girl asked. 


Dean
snorted.  "We've been interns now for nearly five months.  We've
been drug tested three times.  And I had to fight with one of them since
I'm on pain killers for my leg." 


"I
had to help with that one.  I walked down something to smack him on the
head with and handed over your doc's name and number so he could check your
dosage," Xander admitted.  "There are certain types of drugs you
may never have in your system.  Our tests can also pick up if you drink
heavily." 


"They
think we still party like frat brothers," Sam told them. 
"That's why they test us so often." 


"We
had one intern removed because she was partying too often," Dean
said.  "She kept coming in with a hangover or calling off for
them."  Xander nodded.  "Not the first?" 


"Nope. 
I will warn you to expect a drug screen about the second paycheck.  Most
interns use the first to pay off bills or to prepay some rent, catch up on
stuff.  The second one basically goes to having fun.  That's when we
get to remove a lot of interns for drunk driving, using some drugs while
partying, and other assorted minor sins that you probably got away with in
college.  It's a hard and fast wake up." 


Dean
nodded.  "We went from eighteen interns in the lab to twelve right
after that payday and lost another three since then for stupidity." 


"You
both look older than us.  Did you do something else before going into
training?" one guy asked. 


"We
worked in the family business before Dean got hurt," Sam told him. 
"We did a lot of traveling because of it.  Dean couldn't so we
started taking classes while he healed.  Xander's former teachers talked
us into it."  Xander grinned at that. 


One
young lady in the back raised her hand.  "How hard is it for women in
the lab?" 


"In
ours, not at all.  I guess that would depend on who was running the
lab," Sam offered with a shrug.  "We're all really normal
people.  Some people can't stand working with women." 


"You
don't see too many of those in a lab," Xander offered with a small
frown.  "Mostly because the lab has to have open minded people. 
You get more of those in the detectives.  Ones who've been there since
before women in the law enforcement field was more common." 


"Our
lab has a female second-in-command," Dean told her.  "A female
DNA tech, a few other techs as well, and a female head ME.  If anyone says
something anti-woman around them, one of them will get them."  Xander
nodded.  "Or he will."  Xander grinned and nodded. 
"He got an officer for picking on the head of ballistics for being
five-six and blonde.  She yelled at him but he said 'why make you mess up
your nails' and walked off humming." 


"Which
is why he got the sludge case," Sam said with a grin.  "Dean
stood up for someone and got to help gather at a dumpster case." 


"Women
in law enforcement have to prove themselves," the teacher told her. 
"I've said that in the past."  That got a nod from that
one.  "Most of us are very sure we can handle it and get offended
when guys try to handle it for us.  Because it seems like they think we
can't." 


"I
don't want my boss upset.  She'll huff and break a nail, which will put
her in a cranky mood so she'll take my exemplar cleaning time," Xander
told her.  "That's my calming down, not hers.   Besides,
that guy was a stupid idiot who played gay sex in teams, I mean football."



Dean
looked at him.  "Horatio said if you called it that in public he'd
start sending you on everglades cases." 


"He's
sorry, girls raised him," Sam told them.  "Generally I find that
the other women in the lab want to be equal and force it so even if you're
being mannerly and holding a door for them they scowl back.  When she did,
I politely told her I was raised to have manners around women.  Which was
why *I* got to go on that sludge case." 


"We're
used to women who can hunt their own dinner and field dress it," Dean told
them.  "Some of the ones we work with are more huffy and insistent
that they don't want treated specially.  Some pout if you don't
though.  As they grow up it seems they grow out of it." 


"They
get more secure," the teacher assured him.  "Backwoods,
boys?" 


"Midwest,"
Sam said with a grin.  "Originally from Kansas." 


She
nodded.  "So probably practical folks too."  They both
nodded.  Xander too.  "You're from where?" 


"Three
hours outside of LA," he said dryly.  "Small town." 


"How
do you handle a chronic illness in the lab?" one guy asked. 


"Most
bosses will let you tell them about what you need to handle things and then
maybe push you a bit here and there," Xander told him.  "We
don't baby people.  Some bosses will because they're scared of the injury
or illness.  Horatio wasn't sure what I could do when I first showed
up.  He and I ended up in a yelling match one day where I had to tell him
missing an eye didn't mean I was retarded.  He learned and let me set my
own boundaries but he pushed me back down some when he thought I was doing too
much." 


"We
heard you jumped into another shift's work," Sam agreed dryly. 


Xander
grinned. "Yes I did.  And then I got the flu." 


"I
came in and said 'I can do this, I can stand this long, I need to be able to
sit most of the time," Dean said.  "Horatio nodded and asked
questions about how my physical therapy was going and how it had went.  I
was in a wheelchair for a year and a half after the accident.  He lets me
sets my boundaries and if he isn't sure if I can handle something, he'll
ask.  I usually try to do it anyway and if I have problems, I let them
know, take a break, and tend to come back.  Some people live like their
injuries are the reason for their lives to suck.  I'm more stubborn than
that." 


"So
that can depend on the boss or the person involved," the teacher said. 


Dean
nodded.  "We've had ones that wanted you to feel sorry for them for
it.  Even if it was a birth defect.  Most of us consider it a
limitation and work around it." 


Xander
nodded.  "Those are the sort I see very often for a two-week eval to
see if they can hack field work again.  I'm one of the top injured or
handicapped techs in the US." 


"You're
also one of the top techs in the US, out of any other category," Sam
reminded him.  Xander nodded he knew that.  "So, what do you
guys want to know about being in the lab or the field?" 


One
of the more intense young women looked at him.  "Where did you two
study?" 


"All
three of us graduated from UCLA's four-year program," Dean told her. 


"Instead
of taking criminology or a science major and then a masters in forensics, we
get it all at once," Sam added.  "It was hard work. 
Organic chemistry about drove us both nuts.  Even with a tutor." 


"Quantum
mechanics nearly did me in permanently," Dean said. 


"I
told Tim he was my reward for passing that class," Xander told them,
cracking the teacher up.  He grinned at the students.  "We get
all the same classes only we get ours without all the extra classes you guys
had to take with the masters track.  We had to take the standard englishes
and things but we spent a lot of classes with pre-nursing students and then
moved to our speciality classes." 


Sam
nodded.  "They planned on us taking five years for our degrees
instead the usual four so we could get in time for an internship and a few
extra classes." 


"So
you guys had to pass all the same classes but you didn't have to take as many
of the 'standard' classes?" one asked.  Both guys nodded. 
"So you're just as good only with less time in classes."  They
all nodded again.  "Huh.  I should've done that." 


"We
still had the in-school internship period and then the year long one after
school.  Which we're in now," Dean told her.  "We had less
of the stupid classes that you have to wonder why you're taking." 


"We
only had to have two language classes instead of the four everyone else
needed," Sam added.  "One english since ours are writing
intensive with reports.  Pre-med biology and chemistry, then organic chem,
quantum physics, and then chem two and three." 


"Field
work classes, specialist classes.  Six classes of field work so you learn
how to swab, pull up, pick up, and how to do things like fingerprints. 
DNA was a good section of one of those unless you wanted to go into that
field.  Then you had special, extra science classes.  Chemistry tech
wannabes had the same." 


Sam
nodded at that.  "Since we both wanted to be field techs with minors
in trace or ballistics we had a few classes that emphasised them. 
Balistics one, two, and three in Dean's case.  I did ballistics one anyway
since I do know a good bit about guns already." 


"He
got trace one and two and then another class on elements, grass, dirts, all
that stuff he'd have to deal with so he could identify it," Dean told
them.  He looked at Xander.  "Your class got to blow up a
building with a rocket I heard." 


"Yep. 
Land-to-air rocket.  I was the one who got to fire it off.  I was the
only one that could hold the sucker up."  He grinned.  "We
loaded a concrete building full of numbered bricks and then reconstructed it as
a class project to find the damage coefficient.  It was a fun
exercise." 


"We
came up with stories about how he drove everyone nuts," Dean told them,
getting a few smiles.  "And to never eat his cooking." 


"Tim's
a great cook though," he said with a grin. 


"He
is.  I'm going to get fat soon," Dean told him. 


"Do
you find it hard to work with the varied personalities in the lab?" one of
the guys in the back asked. 


Dean
shook his head.  "No, not really.  I'm used to talking to people
for various reasons and to find out information so I don't have too much of a
problem.  I will limp away as fast as I can when some of them try to
mother hen me.   Sammy gets used as a diversion for that a lot."



"Which
means I have to share my cookies when he pouts but they know not to walk up and
fuss over us," Sam added with a grin.  "It's not that
hard.  We'd have to deal with people anyway.  There's almost no jobs
where you don't deal with the other people.  Like on any job, you get
along with some, and you're stiffly nice to the others who have clearly sat on
the broomstick too many times.  We have a few techs that I think got some
splinters the last time they sat on it."  A few of the kids and the
teacher laughed.  "Like any other job, you've got to deal with
it." 


"Are
there any really strange lab techs?" one asked. 


"There's
a goth lab tech in one of the federal labs in DC," Xander said. 
"I've seen her at conventions.  There's a few in ballistics who
border on anti-government nuts with compounds.  But they're very good at
what they do.  A few of them are very gun control too because they don't
want anyone who doesn't need it to protect themselves or hunt for food to have
one.  We have ballistics techs who hate guns.  They're in the field
to destroy as many as they can." 


"A
lot of field techs are officers who went for extra training," Sam told
them.  "I think the truly strange among them get weeded out in the academy." 
The teacher nodded. 


"Are
scenes really that nasty looking?" one young woman asked. 


Sam
nodded.  "Pictures don't do justice since you can't smell them. 
Or see the insects that've come if it's been more than a few hours since the
body was dropped off.  Blood soaks into the ground so it's a bit damp
around the body."  The class was turning green again. 
"Even Horatio's had moments where he looked a bit disgusted at what was
going on.  He's got a good impartial, neutral face mask so he doesn't show
too much of what he's thinking." 


"Is
that necessary?" one of the guys asked. 


Sam
looked at Xander then at him.  "You shouldn't show the person you're
questioning what you're thinking but you don't have to emotionally detach
yourself from your cases.  Some do, because it's easier on them, but most
of us feel the whole way through.  It makes us want to solve it faster for
the victim.  That can lead to browning-out your emotions but now and then
you have to be able to feel for them." 


"Most
people feel on certain cases no matter what," the teacher told him. 
"Cases involving kids.  Rape cases.  Things like that you'll
find it very hard to detach your emotions from.  But you can't let them
rule you either or you make stupid mistakes that lets the people get away with
it.  A slip in questioning.  A slip in evidence processing. 
However it happens, it can happen." 


"Then
why do we do it?" 


"Who
else is going to take the evil shits out of the game so they can't hurt
people?" Dean asked. 


"True,"
one agreed.  "If we don't, no one else will."  She looked
at her fellow students then back at them.  "Scenes weren't that nasty
in our internships." 


"That's
because they didn't want to scare you off," Sam said, grinning at
her.  "You probably got enough to know whether or not you could
handle doing it so you could graduate.  Then your year-long one is going
to break you if you can't stand the field." 


"It's
painful, but a good third of interns leave their spots every year because they
can't hack it," Xander told them.  "Another fifth of them are
removed for things like drinking too much, drugs, and other sins that aren't
allowed."  They all nodded at that.  "Now, if you guys are
doing your post-grad internships, you should have an idea where you're going to
by now." 


"Some
of us have to interview at the upcoming interns convention," one told him
with a small grimace.  "Most of us have to actually." 


Xander
nodded.  "So did I.  Remember, this is a job interview and
whoever you interview with will probably remember you.  Even afterward
when you're applying for you first real job after your internship.  So
make good impressions.  Be yourself, but make good
impressions."  They all nodded.  "I know I'm on to
interview for MDPD's felony lab this year for field and ballistics, plus a
trace intern."  That got a few smiles.  "There's also a lot
of handy seminars that can answer any other questions you have.  Also,
there's a chat room that got set up by some of my program's students.  You
guys might check into that to see if you can form a solidarity pack. 
Because, yeah, you'll complain that we're all mean bastards when we're
overseeing you." 


Dean
nodded.  "I did one day and Xander made me go help in DNA." 


"It
wasn't your fault I was annoyed, it was his.  So you got to annoy him
back," Xander said dryly.  He grinned at them.  "Remember
to be yourself, guys.  We'll be with you for a year.  Thirty hours a
week for a year.  We need to know if there's going to be personality clashes."



One
intern raised her hand.  "Only thirty hours?" 


"Supposedly,"
Sam said dryly.  "Field interns usually get a few more a week but we
keep track of them so we often finish up about two weeks early.  Dean's
been doing overtime." 


Dean
looked at Xander.  "I had to dispute I was your clone the other day
since I'm pulling extra hours, I jumped in to help in chem the other day, and I
was wearing bad t-shirts." 


Xander
grinned.  "Just think, you guys will be done with your internships at
least a month early.  That'll give you time to pick where you want to go
and get there.  Instead of having to move over a week and then
stress." 


Dean
rolled his eyes.  "This one kept doing overtime." 


"I
had a minor too," Xander told them with a grin.  "Actually two
minors.  It came down to a few more classes so I took them over a
summer." 


"Plus
we heard he jumped in on another shift when they ended up short." 
Xander nodded, still grinning.  "And then he got the flu so bad he
had to be hospitalized." 


"Which
was how they found out about Tim," Xander told them.  He looked at
them.  "None of you are expected to do that.  Interns don't get
paid overtime.  Then again, neither do I."  He stood
up.   "For those who have minors or plan on having minors,
expect to need half as many hours as you need for your full internship for it
to count.  We're used to those things and most of the time techs don't
mind interns.  You guys are a bit more work since we have to fill out
evaluations and mentor you, but most of us don't mind.  We all realize
some year someone's going to have to take over for us when we quit and move to
somewhere nice and quiet without too many bad guys." 


"Tim
said he's not moving to Canada," Sam told him. 


"I'm
sure he doesn't want to but we'll see.  Maybe Bermuda or
something."  He saw the grinning people.  "Yeah, they're
like little brothers.  Even though Dean's older than I am by a few
years."  He clapped his hands.  "Any other questions we can
answer to scare you off or make sure you want to come to the lab?" 


"How
many spots does your lab have open for next year?" one guy asked him. 


"We
have planned two in ballistics, one in trace, three field, one DNA that Maxine
specifically went after, two in chem, one QD, and one in AV or
fingerprints."  They all nodded at that.  "That's only the
felony lab though.  Non-felony has their own quota."  He looked
around.  "Any other questions?" 


"How
competitive are internships?" that more intense young woman asked. 


"Very,"
Sam said.  "There's about a third more techs than there are positions
open.  Some of those get lucky and fill in the spots that come open later
on when people leave." 


"Some
decide that they'd rather hit a secondary degree to make themselves seem more
attractive," Xander said.  That got a nod.  "Basically, if
you're highly rated in the student ranks, you've about got a spot somewhere as
long as you can make something of a good impression somewhere.  If you go
to a really lower level lab and you're in the top ten of your field, then
people will wonder why, and that can impact later spots, but basically you have
a spot.  If you're in the lower tenth of your class, it's going to be a
later spot opening or something unless you make a *really* good impression or
there's something like special skills or prior military service that'll help
raise you in the eyes of the interviewing staff.  Then again, most schools
limit the number in their programs so they can't flood the field with a bunch
of people who won't ever be able to find an internship.  With forensics
becoming more important even smaller towns are putting on a few CSI instead of
making their state police deal with scenes." 


"So
you're saying that there's going to be more need and if we keep up the present
staffing and enrollment levels then it'll even out and start to be less
competitive as time goes on?" that woman asked. 


"Yes,"
Xander agreed.  "Last year at the interns convention we had a whole
group of people interviewing who had never had interns before.  Some of
the supervisors sat down to talk to the nervous looking ones.  Including
sharing tips on what certain things meant because some of you guys bring in
stuff that they weren't sure why.  Things like report samples. 
Because getting them someone who's very good at what they do means that they
don't have to forward as much stuff to labs like ours." 


"Do
you have very high expectations of your ballistics techs?" that woman
asked. 


Xander
and Dean both nodded.  "His are tougher than Calleigh's," Dean
assured her. "Xander came in basically able and ready to run his own
lab."  They stared.  "He had temped in during his last
semester and things.  He was fully able to handle a lab by himself. 
He expects a lot from us.  Our first day in the lab he expected us to go
into the exemplar and write down what each gun was by name, model, caliber, and
if it was clean.  At the end of our internships he expects us to know more
of them on sight."  Xander nodded.  "The ones who're tops
in their fields seem to be more tense about their qualifications." 


"Calleigh
usually hires our interns," Xander said with a smile.  "Then we
split them among the various shifts.  Mine do get ridden harder because
I'm more uptight.  As the whole lab knows, I'm the protocol bitch about my
lab."  They smiled at that.  Dean nodded quickly behind his
back.  "I've even shoved agents who were there to evaluate us out of
my lab for breaking protocol."  Sam and Dean both nodded at
that.  He looked at them.  "You guys weren't even there
then." 


"We
heard," Sam assured him with a grin. 


Xander
rolled his eyes, looking at the kids again.  "Most of us will make
you live up to our standards.  Some of us will want you to live up to an
ideal.  I know the NYPD, Manhattan Felony lab's ideals are very
high.  Their head's a Marine.  We all live up to his standards even
if you don't work with him." 


"You
worked there?" 


"Miami
didn't have an open post-grad spot after my internship.  I was up there
for a little over two years.  I took a good paycut to come back to Miami
but Tim has family here and the lab has my mothering sort in it too. 
We're still friends.  Every now and then Mac calls down to see if he can
steal us back." 


The
teacher laughed.  "You worked with Mac Taylor?" 


"Yup. 
Sure did," he said happily with a beaming smile.  "We got along
pretty well.  Now and then I made him take a nap due to my t-shirt of the
day but that was on purpose most of the time." 


"I
heard about that," she said, bursting out laughing.  She waved off
the students.  "Taylor is a hardass when you're in his lab but Harris
did do a lot of good work up there.  Drove people nuts because he doesn't
play politics when it tries to go on around him." 


"I
don't do it in Miami either," Xander agreed.  "When politics
starts around me I try very hard to find out why and stop it immediately. 
I don't, my boss doesn't, the lab head doesn't.  We're not there to be
politicians." 


"Never,
ever get involved in that," Sam told them.  "It will come back
to bite you on the ass." 


"Never
talk to the press," Dean told them.  "Unless ordered to. 
That gets you in trouble, gets you a rep, and then officers don't want to work
with you."  Xander nodded at that.  "Also, if you're having
problems, admit to it, people.  We had one last month Sammy had to call
our boss about because he was starting to sound suicidal and no one realized it
because he was hiding it." 


"I
found one that had a serious drug problem that hadn't been caught too,"
Sam told him.  "You get a mentor for a reason.  If you can't
talk to them, then talk to someone else in the lab who might be nice.  If
all else fails, call one of your teachers or friends.  Even if they aren't
in the field." 


Xander
nodded a bit at that.  "We've had to talk people off the roof in the
past.  A case and the pressure with it got to them.  Not one of my interns
but a field intern.  They never said anything, everyone thought they were
handling it fine until they day they stomped out of the lab and up to the
roof."  He looked around.  "If all else fails, and no one
else can talk to you, call our lab's ME.  Tell her you're an intern in
another lab but you need help.  She'll probably listen."  The
kids nodded at that.  He looked at the teacher. 


"I
hope you all have a very long, fruitful career in the labs catching bad
guys.  I hope your careers are easy and stressful case free as much as
possible.  Remember, some day you'll be teaching the next generation of
greatness."  The kids looked awed.  "The same as I was once
a student and then an intern, now I'm teaching."  He smiled. 
"You'll do fine when it's time."  He winked at the
teacher.  "Need us for more or are there more questions?" 
No one said anything.  "Then have a good rest of the day.  I'll
be seeing some of you at the convention."  He gathered up his things
and walked out behind the boys.  "That went well." 


"It
did," Sam agreed.  "Though that's a scary thought, Xander. 
Us teaching the next version of you?" 


"He's
in LA being Connor's backup and weapons support.  He came in with
Dawn." 


"We
met him," Dean said with a grin.  "He's a little smartass
too.  By the way, her daughter is adorkable sometimes." 


Xander
grinned.  "She is.  I've seen pictures but she hasn't brought
the baby down to visit.  Only called."  He clapped them on the
back.  "In ten years, you guys will start to terrorize interns and
make them see how bad the field can be, so they want to be lab techs
instead."  Sam laughed at that.  "And advise them to plant
lemon trees." 


"Definitely,"
Dean agreed.  They piled into their cars and headed back to the lab to
tell the others how it had went.  "Do you think he's hoping I get a
spot on the night shift?" 


"He
might be," Sam said with a smile.  "They'll be hiring for it in
a few months."  He was driving since Dean had leg cramps all last
night. 


Dean
nodded, looking at his bad leg.  "I'm getting better." 


"We'll
talk about that when you're back to running without help," Sam reminded
him.  "Then we'll decide about going back on the road or not,
Dean." 


Dean
looked at him.  "Are you satisfied with the living in one
place?" 


"It's
nice.  I won't lie and say that there's been no days I'd like to have left
and gone somewhere else due to the stress but it's nice to have friends I can
talk to again.  Someone I can go over and hang out with." 


Dean
looked back at the road.  "I guess that can be nice." 


"It's
great when Alexx cooks for us too." 


"It
is," Dean agreed with a smile.  "She's a good cook.  If she
wasn't married I think she'd be making Dad blush a lot more often." 
Sam laughed and nodded.  "We should talk about that." 


"We
will when you're ready to," Sam promised.  "Until then it's
making plans ahead of time." 


"True." 
He settled in.  "If not, anywhere you want to go?" 


"There's
been a few spots open near Bobby in their state police labs."  Dean
shuddered.  He hated the cops out there.  "There's the New York
lab.  With Xander's ties we might be able to get an in with them." 


"New
York's an exciting, expensive city," Dean said. 


"There's
also the subway so we wouldn't have to drive or worry about parking," Sam
reminded him.  "Chicago's doing a second round of rebuilding soon
from what they're putting out.  They had a massive hiring effort because
of a mandatory retirement thing that went off badly." 


Dean
shuddered.  "You're serious?" 


"Yeah. 
They lost about a third of their force to it.  They've done one round of
hiring for necessary things now they're replacing the people that couldn't hack
it after that round.  They've got three labs within the city police
department.  They're posting for openings in the spring in both our
fields.  Decent enough pay and benefits." 


"That's
closer to home." 


"Kansas
City is looking for field techs but not ballistics techs.  Their state lab
is looking for a ballistics tech and a few others, but I'd have to go to the
academy to be a field tech."  He glanced at him.  "Lawrence
is looking for a field tech," he offered quietly. 


"Dad
would shit bricks." 


"Probably,"
Sam agreed.  "But he might like that."  He grinned. 
"St. Louis is too." 


"I'm
too well known there." 


"I
talked to Horatio about that before we hired on.  He talked to them and
they found out that the DNA didn't match."  Dean said a lengthy
prayer at that.  "So yeah, off that hook. They stole your
identity."  He turned the corner.  "I think Xander's
heading for food." 


"He
didn't eat breakfast.  He was nervous," Dean told him.  They
went back to the lab to log in and get back to work.  Calleigh looked at
him.  "It went good." 


"Good." 
She smiled.  "I'm going to be totally nosy.   You two are
looking at later spots?  You'll probably have your pick." 


"We're
talking about that," he admitted.  "We're not sure beyond being
in the same lab so I can protect him.  Sammy gets into some of the
weirdest shit sometimes." 


She
gave him a look.  "I heard about the identity theft, Dean." 


"Stupid
skinwalker," he muttered.  "Literally stole my
identity."  She shuddered.  "Thankfully that got cleared
up." 


"Good!" 
She looked around.  "Xander went where?" 


"Looked
like Mickey D's.  He didn't eat breakfast."  He got back to work
once he had his coat and gloves on. 


She
sighed and called, getting a very curt 'not now, boss, hostages'
response.  "Talk about weird crap.  Horatio," she called,
walking out of the lab.  "I called Xander to see where he was and he
said 'not now, hostages'." 


He
moaned, going to call dispatch to see what was going on.  If he needed
backup, they'd have to go help him.  Apparently they had it covered so
they only had to wait.  With Tim when he heard thanks to Dean.  Tim
would be spanking Xander later for that. 


Xander
walked in with the two guys in cuffs.  "Leave it to me to walk in to
get lunch and have two guys stomp in to hold up the place," Xander said
dryly.  "And them to catch sight of my ID badge."  He
handed them to the patrol guys.  "Please, have the moron tower
fucking idiots." 


One
patrol officer laughed.  "You'd think they all knew about you by now,
Harris." 


"I
thought so," he said dryly, cracking the other one up too.  He looked
at them.  "I still didn't get lunch," he said dryly.  He
kissed Tim as he walked around him.  "I wasn't in any danger but he
was trying to hold a few of the underpaid people hostage, guys.  They're
very sorry.  I'm going to raid the machines." 


"Sure,"
Tim agreed, following to talk to him in there.  He knew Xander was grumpy
without food and caffeine in his system. 


Calleigh
looked at Horatio.  "Dean said Sam gets into the same sort of
trouble." 


"We
saw that last week when the officer got to arrest some girl that thought he was
a starlet on a crime scene."  He walked off to get a better report of
what happened from Xander.  Before he gave in and gave him back to Mac. 


Calleigh
sighed, going back to ballistics.  Dean had it well in hand so she had
nothing to do.  "I'm going to chem or trace if you need me,
Dean." 


"One
was marked specially for you to handle," he said with a point at her desk.



She
looked at it, frowning at the envelope.  "Where was this?" 


"In
basket." 


"Huh." 
She checked it over again, pressing on it.  It was too big to be an
evidence envelope and too little to hold most mail.  She looked at the
address and winced.  "Horatio!" she called.  He came
strolling in.  She handed it over carefully.  "Dean found it in
our in bucket." 


He
looked it over.  "I'll have it scanned for you, Calleigh." 
She pointed at the sender's name and he grimaced.  "I'll definitely
have it scanned."  He went to do that, muttering at Hagen to make
sure he hadn't sent it. 


Dean
looked at her.  "Big problems?" 


"It
said it was sent by John Hagen, Xander's white lighter.  Why would he send
mail?" 


"I
didn't look at that.  Sorry." 


She
patted him on the arm.  "It's not your fault, Dean.  Now and
then we all turn paranoid because of our former cases."  She winced
when she heard stomping going past the doorway.  "There went Eric."



He
looked.  "There went Xander and he looks pissed.  That envelope
something bad?" he called. 


"Yup. 
Keep her with you.  It was inter-office mail, Dean." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, closing the door.  He smirked at her.  "The boss
ordered. 


"Technically
I'm the boss, Dean." 


"Then
let us have a macho day protecting you, boss."  He stared her down
until she huffed.  "Thank you."  She stomped out. 
"Sammy, trail her.  She got suspicious inter-office mail." 


Sam
came out of trace, following her.  She glared but he grinned. 
"The only authority I follow is his.  Besides, if someone wants to
hurt you, we're used to dealing with those sort of things." 


"Uh-huh. 
I'll be fine.  I'm heading down to see Alexx." 


"I
need results anyway," he promised, following her down there. 


"If
I go to the bathroom are you going to follow me in there?" 


"Lurk
outside the door," he assured her with a good boy grin.  "You
women do strange, scary things in the bathroom.  My former fiancee said
so." 


She
sighed, but went down to see Alexx.  She gave Sam an odd look. 
"Xander made them both paranoid.  Dean sicced him on me." 


"I'm
sure he had his reasons, dear." 


"Suspicious
inter-office mail," Sam told her.  "That's all Dean said." 


"That's
a good reason," she decided. 


John
Hagen faded in.  "Yes, it was a threat and a small bit of
explosives.  Just enough to have hurt you."  He stared at
her.  "The boys are all going to be overprotective until they put you
in  Horatio's care for the night, Calleigh." 


"Who
sent it?" 


"I
didn't see it.  I know that Wolfram and Hart is trying something
again.  Xander just got subpoenaed and he's not real happy." 


Sam
looked at him.  "Fallout or revenge?" 


"Revenge. 
Though I think there's something seriously wrong.  He's nearly cackling in
evil glee and he's starting to hum and bounce.  Tim's already vowing to
lock up all the plastique they have." 


"I
didn't need to know that," Alexx assured him. 


"Yeah
you did.  They tried to take over your husband's law firm last year,"
he shot back.  She glared.  "Truth, Alexx."  He faded
out.  "Watch her very carefully, Sam.  She's slippery now and
then." 


"I
don't need it," she snarled. 


"Tough,
suck it up.  It's us or Xander, Calleigh," Sam said.  He grinned
at her.  "It could be him." 


She
shuddered.  "No thanks.  He's worse."  Alexx handed
over folders to both of them.  "Aww, thank you.  Just what I
need."  She looked at him.  "I suppose that means you're my
rookie today." 


"That's
cool.  Let me give this to Ryan."  He walked out with her,
handing it over on the way out the door. 


***



Xander
looked at the judge he had put in the order to make them stop with. 
"Your Honor, I do have a lawyer but he's presently detained in another
hearing." 


"That
happens.  This is a hearing for an emergency order to make them stop doing
something, CSI Harris?" 


"Yes,
Your Honor.  I want them to stop trashing my rep in the press. 
Especially since they're saying I mishandled evidence that I've never even
touched.  The press does know this now and that these few lawyers are the
last that weren't arrested when their whole law firm got raided by us and the
FBI." 


The
other lawyers tried to protest but a good glare told them to pipe down until it
was their turn.  "I saw that on the news," he admitted. 
"You have proof that they're being malicious?" 


"Yes,
Your Honor."  He handed over a stack of files.  "That is
the report on the case that they cited in the press.  It did not have any
samples I would have dealt with.  That is also the report on where I was
at the time since I was out of the country on vacation when it came up.  I
had to look the first up due to the second.  The third is proof of who was
on that case, which I think is the real problem here.  You see, they got
busted because they had a plan to discredit me in the lab and I found all their
dirty laundry because of it." 


The
judge looked at him.  "A bit vindictive, are we?" he asked
dryly. 


"Yes,
Your Honor.  Very.  Especially since their chosen agent kept trying
to hit on my boyfriend.  I was livid and then the FBI got to finally quit
ignoring them and step in.  It resulted in hundreds of arrests, including
of some dirty agents, and their worldwide system of literally evil lawyers who
did things like human sacrificing and killing judges or jury members being
brought down.  At that time they thought I was Officer Ryan Wolfe. 
Apparently they still think I'm Officer Ryan Wolfe." 


He
looked it over.  "I do see credit card statements saying that you
were in Barbados at the same time as the case.  As well as a statement
from the manager of the hotel?" he asked, holding it up. 


"Yes,
sir." 


"I
also see reports from the case that do list Officer Wolfe being involved in
some trace samples.  I see Lieutenant Caine was listed as the main CSI in
charge.  I see Detective Delko was his secondary on this case." 


"Yes,
sir.  Which is what amused the press when I told them that I wasn't
involved in that case and showed them that evidence." 


The
judge looked at the other side.  "Do you have any evidence he was
involved in this case?" 


"Your
Honor, he's the trace tech of record," the lawyer said.  "There
is no Xander Harris." 


Xander
coughed.  "You'd think, since I was working with Angel when he took
over the LA office, that you'd have read my file," he said dryly. 
They glared at him.  He pulled out his wallet, handing the bailiff
something.  "That is a copy of my birth certificate.  California
does give mini ones.  That's also a copy of my degree from UCLA. 
That's also my ID, my work ID, and my last ID from LA." 


"You
used to work with them?" the judge asked. 


"Not
quite.  You see, I worked with someone who was handling some of LA's
protection from people like them.  They bribed my boss with taking over
their LA office if he'd handle some of the bad situations that they got
themselves and the city into," he finished dryly.  "So we took
it over for a while and ran it ethically.  Including shutting down their
biowarfare lab." 


"Why
would lawyers have one of those?" 


"Government
contracts and they like to use it, Your Honor.  They were charged with the
deaths of over a thousand people in the last ten years.  Some by
poisoning, some by other means." 


"I
see."  He looked over that evidence.  "Do we have anything
from Officer Wolfe?" 


Xander
pointed.  "Him?" 


"Officer
Wolfe, do you have anything that proves who you are?" 


"I
had to stop at home but I found my birth certificate, my last two ID's, my
current ID, my work ID, my academy graduation certificate, and pictures of me
during that, Your Honor," he said, handing it to Xander, who handed it off
to the bailiff.  "I have no idea how they're getting us mixed
up.  We look nothing alike.  Xander is only a part-time field tech
and our main ballistics tech with a minor in trace." 


He
looked it over, then let the lawyers see it on his overhead system. 
"That looks like they're two different people.  Since they're both
standing here, I'm sure that they're not twins.  How can you say that
they're the same person?" 


"Sir,
there's no evidence of Mr. Harris ever being born," the lawyer insisted. 
"That's clearly a made-up birth certificate." 


"I'm
from Sunnydale and ours were kept in a separate book," Xander said. 
"We can call the state records office and have them do a quick search if
you want." 


"I
can do that," the judge said, nodding at the bailiff to do that.  He
looked at them.  "What about his graduation from UCLA,
gentlemen?" 


"Sir,
it's clearly false.  None of his teachers remember him." 


Xander
coughed.  "I have two interns right now that were directly sent to me
by one of my former teachers, Your Honor.  She called me personally to ask
me to take them in because they're a lot like me.  Similar pasts and
things.  My boss talked with her about me multiple times, including when I
was an intern." 


"Why?"
the judge asked.  "That doesn't sound standard." 


"He
jumped in a lot," Ryan told him.  "Overtime, the other shift,
little things like temping during his school years that he didn't originally
count but we ended up counting for him." 


"I
see."  He looked at the bailiff as he came back.  "Is he
registered as a live birth out there?" 


"Yes,
Your Honor.  They do have him registered as a live birth, no death
certificate listed for him.  They also have copies of his old ID if we
need them.  I told them it was being used as a possible false ID. 
They said they could get them for us so we could compare pictures." 


He
shook his head.  "I don't think it's necessary.  His ID from out
there was when he was twenty-one and it's the same person, though he had two
eyes then."  He looked at Xander.   "Injury?" 


"Removed
due to an attack.  I trained after I lost it." 


"That's
reasonable.  Something like that might make you change fields." 
He looked at the lawyers.  "Do you have any proof that they're the
same person?  Anything that would suggest Officer Wolfe wasn't real or
that they're in fact twins?" 


"Sir,
there's no evidence," one lawyer said firmly. 


Xander
coughed and pointed at the bottom of the bench.  "I think he proved
that there was."  The lawyer looked and moaned.  He knew that
those symbols prevented the court officers from being magiced.  He grinned
at the judge.  "So can you please make them stop before I sue them
for defamation of character and trying to hurt my career, Your Honor? 
My  coworkers think I might have a bit too much evil fun if I get to sue
them." 


"I
can stop them.  If you sue them is up to you, CSI Harris."  He
looked at him.  "How did you recognize them?" 


"I'm
from Sunnydale.  The other of my former friends are in Cleveland." 


"Ah." 
The lawyers gave him a horrified look.  "Didn't know that about
him?" he asked dryly. 


"You'd
think that they would've read my file," Xander said dryly. 
"They killed the first guy who got us mixed up and tried me, which got
them taken down.  It's clearly in my file that I'm a vindictive ass when I
have to be.  Put in those words." 


The
judge laughed.  "I can see why, Mr. Harris."  He signed the
desist order.  "Stop it.  He can sue you.  Case
closed."  He handed back the evidence and went to laugh his butt off
in his office.  He hoped the boy did sue them. 


Xander
handed Ryan back his things and smiled at the fuming lawyers.  "I
wasn't in the country then.  There's no way it was me and we did review
those samples thanks to your allegations.  They were found to be correct. 
Pity for your client."  He walked out, Ryan in front of him because
if they attacked he could handle it better.  He nodded at the process
server waiting.  "The judge said that they're fair game," he
told him. 


"Mr.
Wilmington Marsh?"  The lawyer glared.  "You've been
served, sir.  Please sign the clipboard."  He held it out. 
The man stomped off.  "That's fine, I'll present it some other time,
sir.  Including a press conference."  The assistant signed for
it and took it.  He smirked at their backs.   Everyone in the
city knew messing with the lab was suicide.  Look at what happened to that
one city official who had screwed with Caine over a prostitute.  He walked
around the current press conference outside, where Xander was laying out
evidence that cleared him and Ryan Wolfe both of any wrong doing.  The
press were going to love that. 


***



Dean
looked at Xander when he stomped into the lab, clapping some. 
"They're so stupid." 


"They
still have me mixed up with Ryan.  They claimed I didn't
exist."  He looked at his boss.  "Served with a lawsuit,
the press knows that it wasn't us and that Quality Control cleared Ryan's
samples, and the judge laughed his ass off because they tried to magic
him." 


"Remember
to spoil Tim with whatever you get, Xander.  He's growling in DNA." 


Xander
went that way, smiling at his mate and Max.  "They're still confusing
me with Ryan.  Told the judge I didn't exist.  Try to prove it by
magicing him." 


Tim
looked at him.  "Excuse me?" 


"Yeah."



He
groaned, shaking his head.  "Stupid idiots." 


"Very. 
Ryan proved he was real.  I proved I was real.  The judge is
laughing.  The press knows, I gave them the statement Horatio
prepared." 


Tim
sighed, looking at him.  "Try not to destroy anything else this
week?" 


"Then
they should leave me alone.  It says in my folder that I'm vindictive if
you try to screw with what's mine.  They tried to take my most precious
thing."  He grinned as he walked away. 


"Awww,"
Maxine cooed, smiling at Tim.  "That's so sweet!" 


"I'm
his reward for passing quantum mechanics," he said dryly. 


She
laughed, batting him on the arm.  "You're more than that to
him." 


"I
know," he said.  "But he'll get mushy later." 


She
nodded.  "Probably.  Expect to be spoiled." 


"I'm
going to turn into a brat soon.  He spoils very well." 


"That's
my boy," she said proudly. 


Tim
laughed.  "You're insane." 


"It
was his t-shirts."  Tim walked off cackling to get a drink. 
Maxine smiled and went back to work.  Tim was so much happier with Xander
than he was before he died. 


***



Dean
took his first real steps without his cane and winced.  The therapist gave
him a look.  "Let me get used to not leaning on something." 


"Take
your time, Dean.  You've worked hard to get to this point." 


"What's
the odds of me being able to run after deer in the woods again?" 


"You
got this far."  He shrugged.  "It might happen but I can't
guarantee it.  You've kept up good muscle tone.  You've worked your
butt off.  You're still in pain so I'm guessing there's always going to be
problems at least on that level." 


Dean
nodded, making himself not brace on the bars he was walking between.  He
took another careful step.  He heard clapping and looked around, spotting
Sam and John waiting.  "Go away," he moaned. 


"This
is a big moment.  It deserves celebrating," Sam told him.  He
came over, watching him.  "So, running?" he asked the therapist.



"Probably
fifty-fifty if I'm being pessimistic.  The pain probably won't go
away.  So maybe minor running but not marathon or more than short sprints."



"Field
work?" Sam asked. 


"The
crouching might hurt more.  Being on his knees still kills him.  I'm
not sure if that's something that'll go away with more work or not." 
He watched Dean.  "He's come a long way though." 


Sam
nodded.  "He has."  He walked over to the end of the
bars.  "We'll schedule you with your orthopedist to get an official
declaration of what more you need to do?" 


Dean
looked up then nodded.  "That'll be good.  Field work?" 


"You
did take the classes.  You could probably if you wanted to.  Like
Xander does.  Two, three cases a month, sick days." 


"Maybe,"
he said.  He walked the other direction, smiling at his father. 
"I made it this far." 


"This
is a momentous day, Dean," he said, clapping him on the back.  Dean
had to grab the bars.  "Sorry." 


"Not
a problem.  I'm kinda tired." 


"You
have to build up slowly," John reminded him.  "Unlike when you
first learned to walk and you took off running after your mother.  A few
minutes today will turn into an hour or so in a few weeks.  Then
eventually you'll be fully off it. " 


Dean
nodded.  "Probably within three months he'll only need one around for
bad days," the physical therapist told him.  "By then he should
have built up to being able to know if he can run again." 


"Which
will be within months of us ending our internship, so we'll have time to make
plans," Sam said, looking at Dean, who grinned and nodded. 
"What do you want to order tonight for dinner?  I'll pay." 


"We
don't get paid until next week, Sammy." 


"Remember,
I went clubbing with Xander recently."  John moaned, shaking his
head. Dean gave him an odd look.  "Yeah, that same thing that happens
to him happened to me because I was with him.  So, what's for
dinner?  Steaks and beer?" 


"That
sounds really good.  Going out?"  He finished his walk and
leaned on the bars, resting against the pain.  Sam helped him to a seat
and squatted next to him, working on the cramps.  "You do that nearly
as good as the women at that massage parlor I found," he teased with a
grin. 


"For
different reasons, Dean.  I'm not that kinky."  He got him
uncramped and stood up.  "Sports bar or other place?" 


"Let's
not run into the other interns.  They're all pouting about their mid-term
evaluations," John offered. 


"Don't
remind me," Dean moaned.  "I have to look mine over to sign
them."  He looked up.  "It almost feels like federal orders
in some way." 


"It's
not that bad," Sam told him.  "I looked at mine.  I got
very good marks.  The two things I was a bit low on when I came in I
pulled up to above satisfactory.   They ranked me second highest in
the field interns.  One of the ones in non-felony is apparently the
genius, does nothing but field work, can't have a life outside of it sort so I
don't mind that." 


Dean
looked at him.  "Horatio admitted that the guy gave me an extra sheet
to measure myself against Calleigh and Xander." 


"That's
because Xander's in the top twenty in the US.  Calleigh's up there
too." 


"I
didn't think about that.  So that's probably a good thing?" 


"Probably." 
He smiled.  "We'll look at it later." 


"Sure." 
He stood up with a groan, rubbing his knee.  "Let me shower before we
hit the restaurant?" 


"Sure,
go for it," Sam promised.  Dean grinned, heading for the center's
shower area.  Sam looked at the PT.  "Fifty-fifty?" 


"For
fully outrunning things charging at you?  Probably.  I think he might
be able to force himself to do sprints right now but not chasing a suspect a
few blocks." 


"Can
he work up to that?" 


He
shrugged.  "I don't know.  The orthopedist might have an
idea.  His original one wasn't sure he'd get off the cane.  The one
down here knew he could but wasn't sure he'd get full function back." 


Sam
nodded.  "Dean's a stubborn bastard when he needs to be." 


"It's
helped him get this far.  He might make it back.  He'll probably
always be in pain though." 


"Thank
you."  He shook his hand, going to make sure Dean was all
right.  He heard him groan and left him in peace.  He was clearly
letting some tension go.   He came out splotchy looking. 
"It's a natural reaction," he said quietly.  "It's all
good.  Only I saw, Dean." 


Dean
nodded.  "Thanks, Sammy."  He got his clothes out of his
locker and sat down to put them on.  "You mind?" 


"Yeah. 
The bigot from the last fieldwork case just walked in."  Dean
groaned, getting dressed faster.  He also took a pain pill.  Sam put
them into his pocket so it wouldn't be left here overnight this time. 
They gathered everything and headed out together.  John joined them beside
the cars.  "At least you can't say that it's not usually bright and
sunny in Miami," Dean joked when he saw John squinting. 


"I
was wondering if that's smoke," he said with a point. 


Dean
looked then nodded.  "They said there was a small glades fire,
Dad."  He took the keys.  "I can do it." 


"Sure." 
He got into the passenger's side.  John got into the back.  "The
steak place by the college or the one down by the suburbs?" 


"I
like the one by the college.  It usually has pretty
waitresses."  He backed the car out of her spot and headed off. 
"He really came in?" 


"Yeah,
apparently he's out on bail.  I moved before I saw more than his ugly
hair." 


"Think
we'll have problems?" 


"Probably
not," Sam admitted.  "If he comes near us to threaten us or
anything that's an instant revoking of his bail." 


"Good
point."  He stopped at a stoplight, watching an ambulance go
past.  Then a CSI hummer.  "That wasn't us, right?" 


"No,
that was non-felony's Marquez.  She's one of the main field
people."  Dean nodded and went on.  Apparently they had it. 
Dean would get to flirt with some pretty waitresses.  They'd get some
really good food that they didn't have to cook.  Plus if Dean bragged, and
he probably wouldn't, Maxine and Alexx would make them cookies or
something.  "Are we announcing this?" 


"Don't
know," Dean admitted. 


"Alexx
might make us brownies.  Max too." 


"Could,"
Dean admitted.  He did like brownies.  He called Tim.  "I
can walk a few feet without help."  He smiled.  "Thank
you.  Sammy's treating me to dinner and beers.  Oh, that sucks. 
Thanks for the head's up, Tim."  He hung up.  "Rumors state
that we're being piss tested again tomorrow.  Two of the field guys failed
theirs by the federal evaluator." 


"Shit,"
Sam sighed.  "It'll catch a beer, but we're not chronic
drinkers.  We can claim it.  We're not going to have enough to get a
hangover and Dad can drive us home." 


"Good
point."  He nodded.  "We can claim it."  He
pulled into the place's parking lot.  "Not too full
tonight."  They got out and the pretty hostess smiled at them. 
"Three of us please?" 


"Sure,
boys.  College students?" 


"CSI
Interns," Sam said with a grin.  "We're having a happy, good
day." 


"I'll
make sure you're near the tv and away from the family with eight kids
then."  She walked them to a corner booth, letting them settle
themselves in with Dean on one end.  "There you.  Your waitress
will be right with you." 


Dean
smiled.  "Thank you."  She blushed and walked off. 
"I love places like this." 


Sam
nodded.  "They're good when you're a student too."  He
looked at the waitress.  She was older but still mostly pretty by Dean's
standards.  Dean still got to flirt and she soaked it up.  She looked
a lot less tired when they left too so apparently it had done her some good. 


***



Dean
walked into the morgue with Maxine, then put his cane aside and shakily took a
few steps.  Maxine squealed and pounced him.  "That's such good
news, Dean!" she squealed. 


"Careful,
still working up to fully doing it," he said, making sure she couldn't
knock him over. 


"Oh,
sugar," Alexx said, coming over to give him a hug too.  "That's
a major accomplishment from where you started."  She pinched him on
the cheek.  "Good work." 


"We're
so having lunch today and I'll see if I can make you some cookies
tonight," Max said, going to tell the others. 


"She
spoils you boys rotten but this deserves it."  Dean grinned, grabbing
his cane.  "How much longer before you're without it?" 


"They
said three months.  Then we'll see if I can get back to running." 


"Good
work, Dean."  He smiled and walked up to ballistics.  She went
to add some notes for herself about shopping later. 


Dean
walked into the lab and found the IAB asshole that bothered all of them waiting
on them.  "My turn to piss?" he asked blandly. 


"No. 
You have an excuse for what we found in yours." 


"I
can admit to having two beers last night too, right?" he asked
dryly.  "Dad drove us home." 


"Fine." 
He wrote that down on his form.  "What's the name of your
painkiller?" 


"Sammy
had my bottle.  That way you can get dosage too.  Sammy?" 
It got tossed to him, letting him catch it.  He handed it over. 
"Took my last dose last night after PT." 


Stetler
wrote that down then handed the bottle back.   "Just two
beers?" 


"Yup. 
We were celebrating." 


"Good. 
Get in line, Winchester."  He got the next intern. 


Dean
took his turn at the urinal to pee, handing off the cup to the guy in there.
The guy nodded at that so he washed his hands before leaving, going back to
ballistics.  "What crawled up his thong today?" 


"Someone
picked on him about my apology present.  I got hit first."  He
grinned. 


Dean
snorted.  "Wonderful." 


"Eval
turn in is by tomorrow," he reminded him. 


Dean
sat down at the desk, finding his envelope in it. He opened it after staring
then looked at his scores.  Very high.  He looked at them against
Calleigh and Xander's present ones.  Still fairly high.  Lower than
either of them but really good.  He blinked, looking at the enclosed
note.  "Huh." 


Calleigh
came over to look at the note he was staring at.  "That's
interesting." 


"Yes
it is," Dean agreed."  He looked up at her.  "Any
idea?" 


Xander
looked over then smirked.  "That asshole?  Yeah.  He got
his mind blown.  He used to be in Cleveland.  He moved there after
LA."  Dean snorted, shaking his head.  "Ignore that
part."  He looked at the scores, finding his own evaluation behind
his diploma.  He handed it over.  "My midterm." 


Dean
compared them.  "I nearly tied you and got one higher in one
thing." 


"He
was really sick that day from eating his own cooking," Calleigh told
him.  "Xander, why haven't you opened your US rating letter?" 


"Because
it's thicker this year so they had to add extra pages.  That means I fell
and I don't want to be depressed right now." 


She
shook her head.  "They printed everyone off the top thirty if you got
one." 


"I
still don't want to know that I fell." 


She
sighed, sitting down to open it for him.  He tried to take it. 
"Stop it."  She opened it and blinked.  "You didn't
fall."  She held it up for him to see.  Xander wobbled. 
"TIM!" she shouted.  He came strolling in.  "He's
about to pass out.  He went up in the ratings." 


"Who
died or retired?" he demanded, looking at her. 


"Plentha
retired.  Two others retired in the mid-teens rating.  They were
ancient though.  They probably got to play with muskets when they were
brand new.  Plentha retired after that lab assault got her shot in the
lung.  I think one other retired too." 


"That
doesn't explain why I went from twenty to nine!" he said frantically. 


"It
means that you're one of the best," Tim reminded him gently.  He
walked Xander into the exemplar.  He'd calm down faster in there. 
Xander was huffy and nearly panicking but he got him calmed down and sitting in
a corner to talk to him about why this panicked him. 


Calleigh
looked at their intern.  "Those girls of his never told him he did
good," she said quietly.  "He thinks something bad's going to
happen every time he gets official notice.  Last time, the girls came down
to bother him and us." 


"I
can see how that works," Dean admitted.  "It brings him to other
beings' attention." 


"Basically." 
She walked off, spotting Horatio.  "Tim's calming Xander down." 


Horatio
looked at her.  "Bad news from Cleveland or LA?" 


"He
went up in the ratings.  He's at nine." 


"That's
a good jump.  How many retired?" 


"Four
if I  heard right." 


"Interesting. 
Well, last time he was counted down for being mouthy with the
evaluator."  He smiled at her.  "He'll be fine.  In
the exemplar?"  She nodded.  "Good." 


"We
need to have a conference too," Dean called.  "Plus I need a day
off for a doc's appointment." 


"That's
fine, Dean."  He walked in there.  "New development or new
pain?" 


"I
can walk about two feet without my cane but I'm exhausted when I do," he
said with a grin. 


"Congratulations. 
Will you be able to get off it fully?" 


"He
thinks within three months.  He's not sure about running yet, but he
thinks I can ditch it except for the really bad days." 


"Good
work.  When is your appointment?" 


"Sammy's
making it today." 


"I'll
get it from him then."  He patted him on the shoulder. 
"Xander, remember, they can't come down here and try to ruin things this
time.  The only possible problems are demonic in nature."  He
walked off to find Sam.  "Appointment?" 


"I
need to make that at lunch time." 


"Let
me know when you do." 


"Of
course.  What's wrong with Xander?" 


"He's
worried something will happen since he went up in the ratings." 


"I
can see how that happens when you're around girls like his."  Horatio
nodded so he walked off.  He got to work for three whole hours before
Stetler came in looking too smug to be alive.  "I claimed the two
beers." 


"You
didn't claim anything with poppy in it." 


Sam
looked at him.  "I don't like poppyseed muffins, Lieutenant
Stetler.  Why would I?" 


"Some
showed up," he said smugly. 


"Like
it would from Dean's medicine if I handed it to him and I was sweaty?" 


"No. 
That barely showed up and it's reasonable in your case.  I pointed that
out to them.  So where did you find the opium?" 


Sam
frowned.  "I don't.  Um..." 


"Where
did you eat last night?" Ryan asked. 


"The
steak place by the college." 


"They
use poppy seeds in their steak marinade."  He looked at him. 
"You got Eric and I for that once.  Horatio too." 


"I
do remember doing that, yes.  Can you prove that it's from that?" 


Sam
shrugged.  "I can call and see if what we had last night would've
been marinated.   Let me do that since you probably want me out of
the lab." 


"Yes
I do."  He walked him off.  He gathered the other two techs that
popped positive, settling them all in the break room to gloat over them while
they tried to make up more lies. 


Horatio
walked in with a statement.  "This is a copy of their bill. 
This is a copy of what was marinated and what was not.  Sam's came with a
barbeque sauce that had some in it."  He handed that over. 
"Did Dean not pop up?" 


"Dean
took half of his home.  He was exhausted by then," Sam
admitted.  "Would that account for it or would you like to pull hair
or blood for an official test?" he asked. 


"Hair." 
Horatio plucked one for him and went to have it run.  The other two
volunteered theirs too to clear it up.  Stetler walked out to watch them
be broken down.  He nearly growled when Winchester's came out clean except
for some light traces of his brother's medicine.  Near the end he popped
for another drug so he went back to him.  "You were borrowing from
your brother about a year ago?" 


"No,
I screwed my back about then.  The doctor put me on percocets because he
was thinking I might need surgery if it didn't straighten itself out. 
Dean's therapist helped me get over that weakness.  I have my medical
records at home if you need to see them to clear me." 


He
stared at him.  "I can't tell when you or your brother are
lying," he said dryly. 


"The
life we lived had to now and then," he said quietly. "I'll gladly
produce records, Lieutenant Stetler." 


"Do
so.  You're relieved of duty until then."  John appeared with
the folder.  "Of course you called him," he sneered. 


"He
didn't call.  I heard.  I do watch them," he said, glaring at
the human. 


Stetler
took them to go back to around that date, finding it mentioned and that he had
tested positive but had claimed it before.  "They didn't remove you
from the program for this?" 


"I
still could be a trace tech without the field work," Sam pointed
out.  "I was on them for about three weeks.  You probably caught
the end of that dosage.  I knew I needed a haircut." 


John
nodded.  "Tonight, son." 


Stetler
stared at him.  "What would happen if I looked around, Winchester? 
Would I find a juvie file or anything?" 


"No,
sir.  Any files we had were cleared up.  Including that problem in
St. Louis where someone stole Dean's identity and got killed while trying to
torture and kill people." 


"Cleared
up how?" he sneered. 


Sam
shrugged.  "I have no idea, sir.  It was checked before we went
to UCLA."  Stetler growled.  "It's not our fault." 


He
handed back the folder.  "I'm watching you." 


"I'm
sure you are, sir.  We're both very handsome young men and a lot of people
watch us."  Stetler huffed and stomped out.  "Does that
mean I can go back to work?" he called after him. 


"Until
I find something else." 


"Sure." 
He looked at his father.  "Thank you for the timely save." 
He went to find Horatio.  "I need a haircut." 


Horatio
smiled and nodded.  "Might help." 


"He's
going to go snooping into our pasts." 


"We
have seen other hunters like you two were.  It was all cleared
up?"  Sam nodded.  "Good.  Now, go back to work,
Sam.  I'll help you handle him." 


"The
other two?" 


"I'm
not sure yet.  They're not done running."  He nodded, going back
there.  Horatio got paged to chemistry a while later and sighed.  He
had such high hopes for one of them.  He found Stetler hovering behind
him.  "It's very infrequent.  Can we talk about NA?" 


"For
an intern?" he sneered. 


"One
who got very high marks.  The evaluator wanted her in federal
service." 


Stetler
snorted.  "Not likely now."  He went to gloat over
them.  "Cocaine," he said as he walked in. 


She
looked up at him.  "No I don't." 


"Yes
you do."  He handed her the test. 


She
looked at it, then got something out of her purse, handing it to him. 
"Please test that, sir?  My grandmother makes it for me whenever I
get too anemic and sick.  Because I don't do drugs.  I never
have." 


Horatio
took it to have it run.  He liked her, he wanted her to succeed and be the
next generation of tech.  He came back twenty later with a report, nodding
at her.  "It is." 


"Where
would she get that?" Stetler demanded. 


"Sir,
my neighbor has a coca plant," she said dryly.  "He's a drug
researcher.  She gets him to make it.  It's something he experimented
with." 


"So
you're taking an experimental drug for your medical problems?" he
demanded. 


"I
was taking something herbal as far as I knew.  Which technically that
would be.  It's from the leaves or something.  I asked once but she
only babbled something about leaves from the neighbor and he knew it'd help
when I got too bad.  I can get a statement from her about how often I use
it and who makes it if the DEA needs it." 


"We'll
talk about that.  For now, go home."  She nodded, doing
that.  He looked at the other one.  "Do you have some
implausible excuse?" 


"No,
sir," he admitted.  "I kicked weed when I was in my teens but
now and then I slip.  I always make sure I'm not on call the next
day.  I called off that last time."  Horatio nodded he knew
that.  "I'm sorry.  I've been struggling with this problem for
years.  I used to slip a lot more often, especially when stressed. 
That's the first slip I had in over three months." 


"Are
you getting professional help?" Horatio asked. 


"Yes,
sir.  I've been in NA.  I did official rehab through the state, my
mother helped me sign up when I told her I had a problem.  It's damn
hard." 


"He'd
know," Stetler assured him.  "His brother was hooked on
meth." 


"Not
relevant at this point," Horatio told him.  "When was the last
time you went to a meeting?" 


"Two
days ago.  I craved.  I left early to hit a meeting because I wasn't
sure I could fight it off.  I tried really hard but I let myself have a
taste to end it.  Literally a single taste on the end of my pinky.  I
tried, sirs." 


Stetler
stared at him.  "He was off the next day?"  Horatio
nodded.  "We'll be talking.  This will go before a panel. 
They'll have to make that decision."  He walked off. 


"Come
in with information from rehab and from your sponsor.  Bring them if
they've been helping you," Horatio ordered quietly.  "Any
information you can."  He nodded, still looking destroyed. 
"It's very possible they'll put you on probation, Henry.  I've seen
it done before even for interns."  He looked up.  "You're
honest and you've been doing what you could to fight it.  You took good
precautions when you couldn't stop yourself.  All addicts slip
sometime."  He patted him on the shoulder.  "I'll let you
know when it is.  Go home, try not to cave in today.  It's hard and
it's not good right now but you can do it."  He nodded, going to head
home with the IAB guards coming off the elevator.  Horatio sighed, going
to make notes. 


Xander
leaned into the lab.  "Mine was clean, right?" 


"It
noted some recent alcohol?" 


"Tim
made sherry-flavored beef thingies the other night." 


"That's
probably what it was then."  He smiled.  "It'll be all
right.  Sam's in the clear."  He nodded, heading back down
there.  Horatio took a moment to relax.  He hated losing good interns
this way. 


***



Dean
looked at his present doctor.  "So?  Any judgement on running,
jumping, and playing?" 


"There's
no chance for pro sports." 


"Running?"



He
stared at him.  "You'll probably always limp, Dean.  Not that
bad, worse when you're tired.  I see nothing that says you can't get off
the cane fully but it's likely you'll always have pain issues and you'll be
limping at least slightly.  You may be able to get back to the point of
being able to hide the limp." 


"So
no running?" he asked. 


"Only
if you're going very slow.  It's not a question of muscle mass in your
case.  It's a question of the stresses on your joints."  He
looked at him.  "I noticed all the scars."  Dean
nodded.  "I know you got referred to me because of my cousin and you
do the same thing." 


"I
did.  The whole family did," he admitted. 


He
considered it.  "You'll never be able to run full out through the
woods again probably.  It's a small chance that I'm wrong and you may be
able to get back there, but the next day you're going to feel it. 
Probably for the next week." 


"So
realistically, if I do, I'll be slower than I was before." 


"But
then again, that's a function of age.  You're thirty-one this year. 
You're in incredible shape for thirty.  Your body reads like it's five
years younger if you discount that side of your body."  Dean nodded,
nearly biting his lip.  "But, and this is my professional, knowing
what you did, opinion.  You probably won't be fast enough to handle things
and if you break it again, which is a possibility with a former break, that's
not going to heal right.  You'll probably end up at least on
crutches." 


"So
I'd have to watch out for being banged into again," Dean said, starting to
sulk. 


"It's
not as bad as it sounds but how many times did you hit walls and things the
year before the accident?"  He rolled his stool closer. 
"You have to take that into account, Dean.  Think about it
realistically.  Will you be able to hunt like you did?  Can you stand
to be in the car for eight or ten hours a day now?  Can you take the abuse
that you put your body through for the last twenty years?" 


Dean
nodded.  "So I need to think." 


"It's
possible that you'll out-stubborn me and get back to being able to run
fully.  You'll still probably feel it the next little while." 


"To
be honest, I felt it some before the accident." 


"That's
a function of age and how much abuse your body took," he pointed out
gently.  "Can it take that again?  It's your body and only you
can make that decision." 


Dean
nodded.  "I understand.  Thank you." 


"Not
a problem.  How's the pain issue going?" 


"I'm
still taking one after PT most days.  This month's prescription has lasted
nearly one and a half but I'm about to need a refill in three more pills."



"I
can write that for you today."  He did that.  Then he looked at
him again.  "Take some time and talk to your body, see if it's
willing to go through that.  I'm sure it hurts when you get slammed into
walls.  I saw my cousin with some very impressive bruises." 


Dean
nodded.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome."  He handed over the prescription.  "There you
go."  Dean gave him a weak smile.  "At least you've found something
that'll help you still hunt," he offered.  "I don't see a reason
why you can't hunt the way you have been for the last few months.  You can
try to take on harder cases that way to see." 


"I
might do that."  He shook his hand and left, paying his copay on the
way out.  Sam was waiting for him.  "You took off work?" 


"It's
nearly three, Dean.  I left ten minutes early."  He looked at
him.  "Bad news?" 


"Home." 
Sam nodded, taking him that way.  He settled into the car.  "We
need to see if I can handle bigger things with the way we're hunting right
now," he said once they were on the road. 


"That's
a reasonable way to test it," Sam agreed.  "Once you're more
steady I'll look around for a haunting.  There's plenty locally." 


Dean
nodded, looking at him.  "He says I'll probably limp, Sammy. 
Maybe not a lot but some." 


Sam
nodded.  "I kind of expected that.  It's taken three years and a
bit to get back to fully walking.  It'll be nearly four by the time you're
off it full time.  I figured there'd be some lasting damage." 
He glanced at him before pulling out of the parking lot.  "So?" 


"He
said some of it was age and past abuse." 


"Could
be.  Even Xander aches some days." 


"I'm
not Xander." 


"No,
you're not.  You're Dean.   Just pointing out that it happens to
all of us."  He glanced over.  "It's nothing bad,
Dean."  He pulled over and looked at his brother.  "I'm not
comparing you to him.  Different circumstances totally, dude." 
Dean relaxed and nodded.  "But Dad had arthritis in one knee and his
hands when he died.  I'm starting to have some in an ankle when it
rains.   There's a reason there's not that many older hunters. 
They're slower and they end up dying." 


Dean
nodded, thumping his head on the headrest.  "I know." 


"So
we'll figure out if you can handle it when you're more steady.  We'll go
salt and burn a ghost.  Miami has plenty that can go." 


Dean
looked at him.  "Then what?" 


"Then
we'll make a decision based on how good or bad that went, Dean.  If you
don't want to stay in a lab, we'll go back into the field.  That was
always the plan.  It's all up to you and what you decide." 


"You're
happy in the lab," he pointed out. 


"I
feel that I'm making a bigger difference.  Before, yeah, we saved a few
people every few months.  Now I'm doing it daily with the same skills and
for the same reason.  They're monsters and demons who hurt regular
people.  People that shouldn't have to deal with people like that because
they're not trained to.  Our training is kick ass for hunting them down too. 
I spot lies better than Eric does." 


"Maybe
I should get into the field then." 


"Have
Xander evaluate you for that.  He does it for other techs.  Like that
one last month that was injured.  Have him see if you can do it. 
With the classes you're qualified to do that." 


Dean
considered it.  "I might.  After we salt and burn that
ghost." 


"Sure. 
Let me know when you're ready." 


Dean
nodded.  "Say next month?  I'm up to ten minutes without
it." 


"Good. 
We can plan for that.  I'll start looking for a medium level of difficulty. 
Nothing too cake-walk but nothing that'll try to bring down a building on top
of us."  He grinned.  "Plus we're covered because of that
degree." 


"True." 
He yawned.  "Home?" 


"Yeah,
we can do that."  He patted Dean on the bad knee.  "It's
good to have you nearly back, Dean.  I missed hearing you stomp around
when you were heading to the bathroom in the middle of the night." 


Dean
smirked.  "Now the ladies will give me more than pity fucks." 


"Could
be."  He pulled back out into traffic, heading for their rental. 


***



Xander
looked at the bill from the mortgage company.  "I thought we paid
that all off." 


Tim
looked over.  "So did I."  He called them. 
"Account number...."  He read it off.  "Darren
Speedle."  He listened to her read over the account.  "We
paid that off already.  Please do check the payment history.  We've
been overpaying most months to take down the principle."  He listened
to her go over the payments and how it changed things.  "Hold on,
that's a math error."  She pulled up her calculator to figure that up
and said something.  "Okay, that's good, go on please." 
She went back over it. 


"We
just made a payment to cover that last two grand last payday but we got a bill
for our usual payment this time."  She read it over then said it was
probably a computer glitch.  "Can you make sure?  I don't want
that to go on as a non-payment."  She made a note and made sure the
payment was there.  It wasn't going to take that last reduction so she
called over her supervisor, who looked over the payment history.  It
clearly showed they had paid it off last month.  He looked at Xander and
shrugged.  "So why did we get a bill this time?  That's what I'm
making sure about."  The supervisor tried to fix that.  It
wouldn't take it off. 


"What
if we pay it?" Xander asked.  "Would it get sent back to
us?" 


"No,
it's listing that it's two days past due."  He listened. 
"That's what he suggested but we're out of payments.  I don't
understand why we got a bill this month.  We received an official letter
saying we paid it off."  Xander dug that out of their important
papers drawer. "I'm looking at it," he said once it was handed
over.  "It says it was paid in full."  The supervisor
looked that letter up and found it but it still wouldn't close out the
account.  "Is there any way we can figure out why?  I can do
that.  Thank you."  He hung up and called Horatio.  "I
need to hit the mortgage company tomorrow, H.  Their system won't close
out our mortgage even though we paid it off."  He smiled. 
"Thank you."  He hung up.  "Car." 


Xander
went to look, letting the boys into the house.  "You look
bummed," he told Dean.  "Bad appointment?" 


"Fairly
decent but we need to think now.  Test it maybe." 


"Okay. 
We can handle that.  Want me to find you a demon that's a problem?" 


"We
did a lot of work with spirits so I'll find one," Sam said with a
grin.  "No, he wanted to talk about evaluating him for field work
once he's a bit more steady on his feet." 


"He
can be evaluated right now," Xander told him.  "That's not a
problem.  He can up it once he's more steady.  That's kinda how it's
done." 


Dean
looked at him.  "Seriously?" 


"Yeah." 
He went to find his usual evaluation sheet, handing it over once the boys were
sitting.  "This is what the federal evaluators want for their people
who've been injured.  I can mark what you can and can't do right
now.  That'll at least get you into the field now and then.  
You passed those classes fairly highly if I remember right." 


"A's
in all but one.  He got a B there," Sam told him. 


"That's
more than good enough.  I can take you out on my next case and go over the
full range of motion.  We can do some of it in the gym so we can test if
you can get into the hands and knees and crouching position."  Dean
nodded at that.  "Then take a field case.  That way you'd have a
full baseline.  At the very least I'd say you'd qualify for being in the
field now and then.  Nothing too dangerous or strenuous but as you get
stronger you can have a reevaluation.  Yearly if it's going to be an
ongoing problem.  I do that myself with Horatio and Calleigh because of my
eye." 


"How
long could I have qualified for this?" Dean asked. 


"Pretty
much as soon as I saw you could handle the basic field tasks.  You never
asked."  He grinned slightly.  "I didn't think you wanted
to go there until you were ready.  That's something that I can
understand.  If you're not ready, you're not ready.  I figured you'd
ask when you were." 


Dean
nodded.  "I think I am." 


"Then
we'll do the position testing tomorrow and I'll take a field case later this
week."  He handed over the sheet.  "So you can go over it
with Sam and John.  Put yourself against Sam for that part.  As long
as you can do the majority of the work, there's not a problem." 


"So
I have to score how many out of a hundred?" 


"It's
a thirty point scale.  Full qualification is twenty-five. 
Provisional is fifteen.  If you score over twenty you only have to do it
yearly." 


"I
might be able to do that." 


"Provisional
will get you in the field, but it'll be lesser cases.  Nothing where you
have to climb into a dumpster or crawl around a field looking for bullet
evidence." 


"So
I have to get at least fifteen," Dean said.  Xander nodded. 
"I think I can." 


"Then
we'll work on it tomorrow."  He smiled.  "I'll need to take
my frustration out anyway since the mortgage company is screwing around. 
We paid it off and they forgot to close our account." 


"Ow,"
Sam muttered. 


"We
like the house, but buy from someone else," Xander said quietly. 
"If you guys stay." 


"Is
someone thinking about Dean and that night shift job?" Sam asked. 


"Horatio
and Calleigh have to give recommendations to Mary by the end of next month.
Then she'll interview but it'll be about four months before it gets
filled.  By then you guys will be nearly out of hours so he might be
eligible."  He grinned.  "I said I'd like it if it was a
former intern or someone I could work with.  Be damned if I want to have
to redo someone's work every day." 


"It's
important to have someone good there," Dean agreed.  "Thanks,
Xander." 


"Welcome. 
If you do decide to go in for it, I'll gladly recommend you.  Calleigh
said the same, Dean.  She knows you can do it if that's what you
want.  But you gotta let us know if that's what you want." 


He
nodded.  "I can do that."  He smiled. 
"Thanks." 


"Not
a problem.  I know being compared to me all the time sucks.  I'm not
exactly normal and you're more a normal guy.  You can't do face masques or
anything." 


Dean
nodded.  "True."  He got up with a small groan. 
"Long day." 


"We
can hold it off if you want." 


"Nah,
I'll be fine with some dinner and sleep."  He left with his brother,
heading home to go over the list that he had to qualify on.  If he had
known this he might've tried earlier.  He didn't like Sammy being in the
field without someone he trusted as backup. 


***



Tim
walked in the next day, smiling and happy.  "They closed out the
account.  They took off that last payment that we didn't need to make, and
they apologized for the computer glitch.  We are fully paid off." 


"Good."



"You
don't look happy.  Xander in the field?" 


"In
the gym.  Two bigots tried to say something to him and Dean.  Dean
punched one.  Xander got the other and his two friends who tried to
help.  The Chief has suspended the bigots and warned Xander, since the
tape showed he tried to deflect it and tried to get them to give up before
kicking them around." 


"Good. 
Dean okay?" 


"Fine. 
The bigots are letting Stetler be a bit evil today."  He rolled his
eyes.  Horatio smiled.  "Otherwise, it's been a day of
scenes."  He walked off, spotting Ryan coming in looking bruised and
rumpled.  "Problems?" 


"The
wife tried to beat me to beat her husband for dying before her immigration
deadline came up.  I tried to stop her from beating Alexx and the
body.  Alexx had her taken by EMTs because she was hysterical." 
He looked tired.  "I'm wiped, Horatio." 


"Cause
of death?" 


"Hit
and run it looks like.  So it's a case."  He walked around
him.  "Let me clean up and I'll work on it." 


"That's
fine, Mr. Wolfe."  He watched him go, shaking his head.  It had
been a long day all the way around. 


***



Dean
finished up the joint case and handed it to Calleigh to proofread.  She
nodded and walked it off.  He looked at Xander.  "How badly did
I tank it?" 


"Actually,
being impartial, you scored a nineteen."  He smiled.  "So
you're provisionally good.  As you get more steady without the cane,
you'll get higher." 


"So
in six months I can redo it?"  Xander nodded.  "That might
be nice." 


"Cool." 
He nudged him.  "Be careful tonight.  John's fussy for some
reason.  I don't know why." 


"You
too then."  He walked off, going to tell Sam the good news. 
Calleigh and Xander had both worked on it so Xander couldn't be biased because
he liked him.  She handed him the sheet she signed off on with Horatio's
signature already in place.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
You deserve it."  She patted him on the cheek.  "When
you're fully off that cane for a month, redo it."  She walked off
again. 


Xander
came out of trace, heading back to ballistics.  He paused, feeling
something wrong.  The elevator started to open and time seemed to slow
down.  He ran to Dean, giving him a shove into chemistry and trying for
ballistics.  All his guns were in there.  He only had a pocket knife
on him.  He felt the fire of a wound on his arm and one hit his outer
thigh but he made it into ballistics and shut the door.  He grabbed the
weapon out of his desk while someone kicked at the door, getting a clip in
before it opened.  He fired on the person coming in, getting them center
mass.  Body armor.  Wonderful!  He took a head shot and they
went down.  The one behind them too.  Xander was wobbling.  He
was in pain and losing blood from his arm but be damned if he was going to die
today.  He heard other shots and took one last one down before he passed
out. 


Calleigh
saw Xander push Dean and looked then dove for cover and her gun. 
"Invasion!" she bellowed.  "Shut the lab!"  Those
who had guns came out to help.  They were heading for ballistics. 
They wanted Xander.  She moved up to help him.  Horatio was on their
other side.  Five guys came down to three that made it in.  She got
the one that was in there when Xander went down.  He was already dead but
hadn't fully fallen yet.  She groaned, looking around.  "How in
the hell did that happen?" she shouted. 


"Someone
check the officer on the desk!" Horatio ordered.  "Get him an
ambulance.  Two wounds!"  He moved in to help hold them closed. 


Dean
came in and grabbed the first aid kit.  "Move," he ordered firmly. 
Horatio moved.  He looked and got the one on his thigh bandaged.  He
was packing the one on his arm when the paramedics got there.  "The
bullet's still inside." 


"Can
we, sir?"  He got out of their way.  "Good packing and
bandaging job."  They got him loaded and taken off.  Tim ran to
get in with them.  "Sir?" 


"I'm
his boyfriend.  Suck it up," he said. 


"Yes,
sir." 


"CSI
Speedle." 


The
paramedic shot him a look.  "Brother to the one we lost years
ago?"  He nodded.  "Thank you."  He checked,
calling in his vitals and that they were bandaged and packed when they got
there.  That would help keep him until they could get him to surgery. 


Calleigh
helped Dean up.  "Thank you." 


"Not
an issue.  Kind of used to it really."  He looked at the
bodies.  "What were they after?  Xander shoved me into chemistry
and I nearly tipped a table over." 


"No
clue," she admitted.  "We'll find out who they were and that'll
tell us hopefully." 


Ryan
walked in.  "Officer on the desk was unconscious.  Gassed. 
They tried to make sure no one would stop them but not fatally."  He
squatted down, taking off a hood. 


Dean
looked.  "He's not human.  He's a fucking demon. 
Sammy!" he bellowed.  He came in.  "You're better at
identification.  Help Alexx."  He nodded, helping her gather the
bodies to go over what they were and if there were any similarities. 
"Let me call the overlord, see if he heard anything about this.  Yo,
Dad?" he called.  He appeared.  "Hagen?" 


"Watching
over them.  Xander's not in real danger of dying so he's just worried. 
He knew something was going on but not what." 


"Tell
the overlord?  The five guys were demons." 


"Going. 
You all right?" 


"I
nearly fell when he shoved me but yeah.  He was trying to protect
me."  John nodded and faded out.  He looked at the blood then at
them.  "Melissa can scrub, right?" 


Calleigh
cracked and laughed, starting to cry.  "Yeah, she can
mop."  Horatio led her off to get her calmed down. 


Dean
went to help Sam.  Hit teams of demons weren't standard.  Not with
different species. 


***



Xander
woke up and stared at the ceiling.  "Damn." 


"You
lost a few pints of blood," Tim told him.  "They had to remove
the bullet from your arm.  Your thigh was just a graze.  Dean's
handling the case with Sam since it was demons," Tim said quietly in his
ear. 


Xander
turned his head to look at him.  "Why would demons want me that
badly?" 


"I
don't know.  They're trying to find out."  He stroked over his
hair.  "You can go home tomorrow." 


Xander
nodded.  "Just stitches?  No therapy or anything?" 


"No. 
It hit muscle.  You'll be sore but fine." 


Xander
nodded, yawning some.  "I hate sedatives." 


"I
know.  Sleep it off, Xander.  I'm here guarding you." 
Xander nodded, drifting off again.  He leaned back, staring out the
doorway at the goings on.  Horatio had stopped by but everyone else was
trying to figure out why the lab had been invaded this time. 


***



Dean
walked into the lab later that night, handing Horatio a tape and a
picture.  "That's why he was attacked.  They still can't tell
him from Ryan." 


"The
stupid lawyers?  Again?" Calleigh demanded, coming out of the office
to look over his shoulder.  "Did we arrest them?"  Dean
pointed at the picture.  She looked and grimaced.  "Never
mind.  Are they gone?" 


"Yup." 
He saw Stetler coming and coughed "asshole alert".  She smiled
at that.  Horatio gave him an amused look.  "It was the damn
stupid lawyers again." 


"Are
they under arrest?" he demanded.  Dean held up the picture, letting
him snatch it from him.  "What is *that*?" 


"The
damn stupid lawyer," Dean told him.  "Who still thinks Xander is
Ryan Wolfe." 


"He
doesn't gamble," he said dryly, handing it back.  "Unable to be
arrested?" 


"Dealt
with anyway," Dean finished. 


"Your
brother?" 


"Swearing
since he wanted to be a lawyer at one point in time.  He nearly interned
in their LA office way back when.  Then we find out they have people
signing soul contracts and things."  He looked at Horatio. 
"Which case is Ryan on that they want to handle so badly?" 


"I've
been trying to figure that out for weeks," Horatio said.  "The
one the FBI agents gave Xander took a plea.  They're not listed as being
part of any other case." 


Dean
went into the office to log into the system so he could look up that lawyer's
name.  He found his boss's name and printed that fact sheet off. 
Then another one.  No other mentions, even when he pulled up their
webpage's index of lawyers and cross checked them all.  He pointed. 
"Those are the only two in the system." 


"One's
a robbery.  With a suspiciously sick criminal who has a lot of repeat
offenses.  And one's an embezzlement case."  He let Calleigh see
them.  She went to pull them up.  The robbery had a gun so they'd
have that one.  The other, they probably would've handled. 
Technically it was a federal offense and that would've come through their lab
if the agents hadn't wanted to do it in their own building.  She came back
with a box.  "Ryan's involved?" 


"The
robbery.  He was the main scene tech."  She let him see what
they had.  "The other we arrested and handed over.  It was
caught as a side action to another offense.  That went through
non-felony." 


"Not
to be nosy but a few of them seem to have a lot of accidents recently?"
Dean asked. 


"Probably,"
she agreed.  She called down there.  "It's Duquesne.  We
have linked the invasion earlier back to the law firm CSI Harris took down with
the agents.  They keep mixing him up with Ryan Wolfe.  Yes, the same
ones that tried to sue him," she agreed.  "We think that there
might be a connection to your string of accidents?"  She
nodded.  She read off the case number.  "That's the only one
that has any of their lawyers listed."  She smiled. 
"Please do.  I'm sure Xander will feel very happy if you do." 
She hung up.  "They've had three field techs end up in the ER. 
One who apparently ate Xander's cooking when he hasn't cooked recently. 
They know better because they were a food thief." 


Stetler
shuddered.  "They probably learned after the first bite." 


Dean
nodded.  "We got warned about every semester."  He looked
at Horatio.  "So, boss?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Guard yourself and Sam tonight, Dean. 
Tomorrow, ballistics and the interns are yours." 


"Melissa
needs her proof day," Calleigh said.  "I'll be in the field
because Eric's off." 


"I
can handle it," Dean reminded her. 


"I
know but we need to make sure Melissa can handle it.  So can you play
second and guide her if she gets stuck?  It's subtle but might need to
happen if she panics." 


"I
can do that.  If she screws up majorly, I can step in?" 


"If
she screws up that badly, you have my permission to send her on a break and
then call once you've cleaned it up.  Do we think she will?" Horatio
asked. 


"She's
kind of a bit panicky recently.  I'm not sure why." 


"I've
seen that," Calleigh agreed.  "We're really not sure why,
Horatio." 


"Then
we'll see tomorrow since Xander won't be back for at least a few days." 


"Try
weeks," Stetler snorted. 


"Xander's
like I am.  As soon as you can, you go back on the job," Dean told
him. 


"He's
been in the day after being shot before," Calleigh reminded him. 
"Alexx and Maxine both tried to get him to go home.  He came in the
day after he was stabbed by Buffy too." 


"He
tried to come in the day after the explosion too," Horatio said
dryly.  "He drives Tim and Miss Valera insane doing it." 


"You
don't get time off when you're one of the few in the field," Dean said
quietly.  "We've went out with casts, with concussions, broken ribs,
all that good stuff.  We tried really hard to be gentle on them but if the
case called for it...." 


"I
understand why," Horatio agreed.  "Down here it isn't that
critical.  We have others who can fill in.  He's never gotten out of
that mindset." 


John
Hagen appeared.  "Neither do most combat veterans and Xander's
leaning more toward their way of doing things than not, Horatio.  You know
that."  He looked at Dean.  "Sam's threatening to make
Xander dinner and starve you." 


"Sammy
knows I can cook better than he can.  It's those four extra years of
practice." 


He
smiled.  "You know, you could be happy if you made that one
choice." 


"Maybe. 
We're still testing the boundaries." 


"That's
logical.  But probably painful in the future.  Because you push
yourself too hard.  Just like the kid does."  He looked at
him.  "He wanted out already." 



"They
won't let him this time, not with Tim standing there," Calleigh said with
a small smile. 


"The
nurse tried to make him go away but she lost.  Claimed he was only a
boyfriend so he couldn't stay.  Tim nearly threw her through a
window," Hagen assured her with a mean grin.  "He said he'd let
Max take some of the fussing duties for him.  Xander won't want to stay
unless he's guarded.  So, there's probably about fifty of them left on
this plane.  How many more do you think it'll take before they realize
that Xander and Ryan are different people?" 


"You'd
think they would've learned after the hearing," Dean said dryly. 
"I know we pointed that out in the middle of their board room when we went
to talk to them.  By the way, their backup location is here," he
said, writing down an address.  He handed it over.  "In case the
agents want to go there too." 


"I'll
let them know," Horatio promised with a smirk of his own. 
"Thank you, Dean." 


"Welcome. 
I'll try to baby Melissa tomorrow." 


"We've
got to see if she can handle running her own lab," Calleigh reminded
him.  "The same as we can drop you off for a few days already and
only check now and then.  We've got to be able to do the same thing with
her." 


He
nodded.  "I'll try."  He walked off, heading down to pick
up to Sam.  "Yo, Sammy, let's go." 


"Coming. 
How many more do we think will try this?" 


"Who
knows.  Wonder if someone's taking bets or if there's a bounty on
him?" 


"Could
be.  He did help in a few major events," Sam said.  He shrugged
a bit and got into the car, Dean driving this time.  "We should stop
in tomorrow." 


"We
can do that on the way in.  I've got to let Melissa try her hand at
leading the lab tomorrow." 


"Every
intern has to have that sort of test," Sam told him.  "I already
get some individual field cases if they don't sound too complex." 


"I've
been left in the lab for whole shifts for the last few months," Dean
said.  "Now it's her turn and I'll play second to her." 


"Don't
tell her it's her test, just watch and take notes for them," Sam advised. 


"I
can probably do that."  He drove them off the lot and into
traffic.  Which he hated.  "Why can't rush hour only last an
hour?" he demanded at the first minor traffic jam. 


"There's
a basketball game tonight." 


"Oooh,
yay.  Another reason to have a beer tonight." 


"You
know, if we stay in the lab, some day you'll have your own interns.  It'll
be like having kids only you don't have to change diapers, only hold their
hands now and then as they learn new things." 


Dean
glanced up.  "Please don't let me have kids for him to warp some year
into mega geeks?" 


"Sorry,
some year I want grandkids, boys," John said as he appeared in the back
seat.  "From one of you." 


"I
probably shouldn't.  They might get the visions and stuff," Sam said
with a grimace. 


"No. 
They won't," Dean said.  "Bobby killed that demon while we were
both still nearly comatose, remember?" 


"Good
point.  Still, I haven't found anyone nice to date unless I start to tease
Maxine." 


"That'd
make you like Xander's step-father," John teased. 


"He's
not a bad stepson.  Kinda fussy now and then," Sam taunted. 
"Hey, instant grandson, Dad." 


John
glared at him.  "I meant the normal way, son.  Or if you have a
witch like Rosenburg do it, maybe one from you.  I've been told she can do
that." 


"Tim
warned us about that," Dean said, moving up through traffic. 
"There's no way this is normal even for a game night." 


Sam
opened the window and sighed.  "I hear sirens." 


Dean
groaned, working the car carefully over a lane so they could get onto a side
street and head around whatever was going on.  They passed by the wreck
and winced.  There was a hummer.  "Ours?" 


"Eric. 
I can see him swearing at someone."  He called.  "It's Sam
and Dean.  You okay?  Just drove by your wreck."  He
winced.  "Horatio and Calleigh were both in the office,
why?"  He nodded.  "Oh, have some fun with
that."  He hung up.  "That was the mayor's son who was
drunk driving when he crashed into the hummer and three other cars." 


"How
fast was he going?" John asked. 


"Ran
the red light and sped up."  Sam looked back.  "Horatio
babies those hummers.  Someone's going to be wishing for a butt cheek
implant tomorrow." 


"If
his daddy's smart, he'll still be in jail," Dean told him.  "Of
course, they're rich so not all that much common sense."  He pulled
onto the street they needed to get home.  "By the way, Stetler saw
the picture and the tape." 


"That's
fine.  He can have nightmares too," Sam said with a small
shrug.  "Not like I don't have nightmares about demonic
lawyers." 


John
shuddered.  "If you guys knew what they've done on this side, you'd
be horrified." 


"No
thanks, already have enough from them," Dean quipped.  "Mom
good?" 


"She's
fine.  She's very proud.  She's nagging someone to try to take my
place for an hour.  They're threatening to have her reborn soon." 


Sam
laughed.  "I can see the hell you'll cause then, Dad." 


"Definitely. 
We'd have to be somewhere nearby.  Not twins, but nearby." 


Sam
grinned.  "I'm sure you will be."  They parked and got out,
heading up to the small rental.  Where they got to call their fellow
officers about the guy sitting on their couch eating pizza he had apparently
ordered.  Dean did a nice tackle though.  Knocked him right
out.  The officers that responded saw Sam's held up ID and smirked. 
They got the guy and walked him off, yelling at him about screwing with Caine
and Harris' lab.  After earlier, they weren't going to be happy. 


Dean
and Sam sat down on the couch with a sigh, putting their feet up.  It had
been a long day.  "Using a sword and a cane is kind of sucky,"
Dean said finally. 


"You'll
be off it sometime soon," Sam reminded him. 


"Which
way do you want this to turn out, Sammy?" he asked quietly. 


"Honestly? 
I'd be happy to be in the lab.  We get more real hunting time and less
danger.  Plus less problems of funding." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can see that."  He looked at his leg. 
"I don't know." 


"We
have time, Dean.  You've got to be able to fully walk." 


"What
if it takes longer than three months?" 


"Then
apply for the lab opening.  You can always turn it down if we decide to go
back on the road.  If you do get it, we already know the area and all that
good stuff.  Plus we'll be there to help Xander and Tim as they slow
down." 


Dean
nodded.  "Maybe.  I'm not sure that wouldn't be cheating." 


"Make
sure they realize that you're still undecided but if you decide to stay in the
lab you want to stay here.  We have all the support we could want.  A
really good paycheck.  We know the area pretty well.  You have a doc
you like and a physical therapist that helps you.  Plenty of pretty
girls.  Spring break." 


Dean
nodded.  "All good points." 


"Many
demons that are usually peaceful.  At least three hundred hauntings within
the county."  Dean looked at him.  "Honestly.  Some
have been banished but came back.  There's a lot in the outer reaches of
the county.  Holding, downstairs from the lab, has two.  They're
ignoring them very hard because they're scared of what Xander would do to
them." 


"Our
way is probably gentler than banishing them," he decided. 


"If
you wanted to stay somewhere warm, there's two openings in Orlando.  You
can go live near that friend and work cases at Disney and Universal." 


Dean
looked at him.  "I think they'd hate it if we figured out that Walt
was still wandering around and I know they'd hate it when I punched a character
trying to hug me, Sammy." 


Sam
grinned.  "There's other parts of the county too.  Like here,
they even have some smaller, scary backwoods sort of areas in the farther
reaches of the county." 


Dean
groaned, shaking his head.  "That's mean." 


"Well,
yeah," he agreed with a grin.  "Up to you.  New York might
have openings but we might be in different labs until one of us could
transfer." 


Dean
shook his head.  "I don't want New York.  It's full of strange
crap.  Xander saw plenty, including something high-up that came to eat a
born sacrifice at the station by starting with cops as appetizers." 


"I
heard that story."  He settled in better.  "Dad, got an
opinion?" 


"I'm
staying out of this one.  It's your decision, boys.  The higher ups
don't care one way or another as long as you don't go dark." 


Sam
looked over.  "I'm not like that." 


"I
know that." 


"Uh-huh."



"I
do." 


"No
fighting or I'm beating both your asses with my cane," Dean ordered. 
They all turned to look toward the bedroom when something in there
scraped.  Dean sighed, getting up to handle it.  "CSI, don't
move," he ordered.  The person climbing in gave him a horrified look. 
"What?  They let you go already?  How fucking
stupid."  He punched and knocked the guy out.  Then he called
dispatch and Horatio on a conference call.  "This is Intern
Winchester, out of ballistics.  We just caught the same guy we had removed
from our apartment a few minutes ago sneaking back in through our window. 
He's half out of it right now and unconscious so if you don't want him to fall
three stories I'd come get his stupid ass again.  Thank you.  Dover
Residence Motel, yes.  Thank you."  He hung up and watched him
until someone knocked on the door.  Then Horatio walked in.  "A
patrol guy removed him." 


"Dispatch
told me who it was.  I'm having Frank chew him a new one."  He
hauled the guy in with John's help, cuffing him.  "Thank you,
Dean.  He won't be coming back tonight." 


"Next
time I'll knock him out and let him fall.  A few years in rehab in prison
should cure that problem of his." 


"Yes
it would."  He walked the guy out since he was starting to come
around and groan.  "Thank you for annoying our ballistics tech and
one of our field techs.  Feel very lucky they didn't feel like dealing
with you in person."  He shoved him at the patrol car that came to
back him up.  "Climbing in a window this time.  Somehow he got
free of the other patrol officer." 


The
one driving nodded.  "We got told that by Dispatch, Lieutenant. 
Are they all right?" 


"It's
been a long day with that lab assault, boys." 


"Then
let us handle it, sir.  I was helping at the wreck too." 
Horatio growled.  "I'm sure the mayor is not looking forward to
seeing you on his doorstep." 


"Probably
not but he'll be seeing me soon.  Thank you, boys."  They took
him off, reading him his rights.  Horatio got into his hummer and went to
visit their beloved mayor.  His wife answered the door. 
"Thankfully, your son and everyone involved only had minor injuries."



"My
son?" she demanded.  He held up a picture.  "That
stupid.... brat," she said, trying to keep from swearing. 
"Please come in..." 


"Lieutenant
Caine.  Felonly crime lab.  That's our hummer and one of my
CSI." 


"Oh,
dear."  She walked him back to her husband's study. 
"There's a problem." 


"There's
always a problem."  He nearly spit out his current drink when he saw
who was behind her.  "Tell me it's not a serial killer or something
that'll look bad enough to keep tourists away?" he begged.  Horatio
held up that same picture.  He snatched it to look at.  Then looked
at him.  "Injuries?" 


"Minor. 
The hummer needs a whole side and all the gear in the back rebuilt.  Three
other cars were also slammed into when he ran the red light.   His
field BAC was .21." 


"Keep
him in jail.  He's going to rehab tomorrow.  I'll make sure our
insurance pays to repair that, Caine.  I'm very sorry he's such an
idiot.  He wasn't like this before." 


"I
don't know why but this is his second one in six months." 


His
wife winced.  "His girlfriend broke up with him then," she
muttered.  "We'll handle him, Lieutenant.  Believe me, he will
not be skating on this.  He will be taking responsibility, and I will be
making sure he gets help.  Even if I have to take an untraditional route
and have him given to someone who can beat him night and day for it.  Tell
them we're very sorry and we had no idea or we would've killed him
earlier." 


"I
can do that.  Do be aware there were two news crews there."  The
mayor grimaced but nodded.  "I thought it better coming from me than
the process servers or a reporter banging on your door." 


"Thank
you, Lieutenant Caine.  We will be beating him severely." 
Horatio nodded and left the picture there.  He picked up his phone once
the man was gone, calling his assistant.  "Find out where my son is
being arraigned.  Tell the judge he will make bail so he can go clean up
so he can pay society back.  No, he's not going to be skating on it. 
Next time, if there is one, tell me before I hear it from Caine
please."  He hung up and went to pour himself a real drink. 
"Want one?" 


"I
think I want to call my mother.  She'd love to have him visit once he's
sober." 


He
shuddered.  "That's nearly evil, dear.  She'll kill him." 


"Exactly. 
Then that nice lieutenant can get her for it.  That way she quits trying
to get me to give you a daughter to warp."  She went to call her
mother and sob to her about her son.  That way her mother would want to
help her straighten him out. 


"She's
nearly as good at politics as I am," he said, raising his glass in
salute.  He looked at the picture then flipped it over.  Then he sat
down to prepare a statement for the press before they started to jump. 


***



Xander
blinked at the nurse who woke him up the next morning, glancing at Tim then at
her.  "It's not time to get up yet." 


"Yes
it is.  It's time for morning medicines," she said with a happy,
cheerful smile. 


Xander
glared at her.  "I'm a ballistics tech.  No it's not." 


"We
have pain medicine for you." 


"I
don't need any and it's not time to get up.  Really.  It's only
five."  She huffed but pulled out the needle to put into his
IV.  "No more pain killers." 


"The
doctor said....." 


"I
don't care," he snarled. 


"It'll
make you feel better." 


Xander
made himself sit up, looking at her.  "I'm.  From. 
Sunnydale," he said slowly and clearly.  "I.  Hunted. 
With.  Slayers."  She backed up, giving him a horrified
look.  "No more drugs."  He smiled.  "I'm
perfectly content and my lover will make me feel better very soon. 
Okay?  I get to go home today." 


"I'm
peaceful," she said quickly. 


"Good! 
I still don't need drugs.  Even if Wolfram and Hart are still getting me
confused with Ryan Wolfe." 


"Is
that...."  She waved a hand.  He nodded.  She sighed. 
"They're usually so much smarter than this.  I'll make a note in your
chart that you refused pain medicine but you're a bit growly.  Breakfast
is soon." 


"It's
only five." 


"We
feed you at six-thirty, then do a bed bath." 


"I'll
do it at home.  Thanks.  Really.  No one touches my butt but
him." 


"That's
fine.  You can be as grumpy as you want.  I hear gunshot wounds
hurt."  She bounced off. 


Xander
looked at Tim, who was smirking at him.  He knew what he was
thinking.  "You're that bouncy when you don't have caffeine,
yes."  Xander moaned and laid back down. "Eat your morning gruel
then we can leave probably."  Xander nodded.  "Then we can
go home, take a nice sponge bath, and then a nap." 


"And
then check in with the lab since we left Calleigh in the field with Dean and
Melissa on today." 


"After
your nap you can call to check." 


Xander
looked over at him.  "I can go visiting.  See if there's damage
we need to fix." 


"No
you can't.  Horatio said to stay home."  He turned on the tv,
letting him see the top news story of the evening.  "He had to notify
him.  He's not happy." 


"Is
Eric all right?" 


"Fine. 
I called, he's got a headache but no concussion.  The hummer needs major
body work though."  The nurse came back with a tray and handed it to
Xander before leaving. 


Xander
looked under the lid then handed it over.  "I can't eat that." 


Tim
looked then went to talk to her.  "Um, he's human."  The
nurse gave him an odd look then shook her head.  "Yeah, he is." 


"His
bloodwork said he's not." 


"He
was exposed to mermaid parts back in high school.  He's still
human."  He handed over the raw tentacles.  "Really. 
Burgers, fries, chocolate, not tentacles.  He barely eats fish sticks
because he doesn't want to bother with that stuff."  He walked off
again. 


She
called up his test results, frowning at it. "I think the lab had a
booboo."  She called her supervisor.  "His lover said he's
fully human.  That he was exposed to mermaid essence.  That doesn't
make sense with this." 


She
looked then sighed.  "Someone's been in the files," she
muttered, moving to reload his file and correct it.  "Fully human,
just tainted."  She walked off.  "Get him eggs and
stuff."  She took that plate off.  She could use a snack anyway.



The
nurse called down there to correct that, getting him a new plate.  Which
he'd probably share with his boyfriend since they were cute that way. 


Xander
walked into the FBI office the next morning, going to the same agent. 
"They're still annoying me by mixing me up with Wolfe." 


He
looked up.  "There's almost none left after the raid last night,
Harris." 


"There's
apparently plenty of them.  One of them tried to firebomb the house. 
Pity that I know explosives better than the flame demon."  He stared
at him.  "Do I really have to finish stopping them?  I'll tell
Rosenburg." 


"No,
let us try one more thing." 


Xander
nodded.  "Please do.  I'm going to check on my lab." 
He walked off, heading back to the lab.  He had snuck out while Tim was
asleep, but he had left a note so he wouldn't worry.  Tim even got to miss
him being impressive with a sword.  He walked in and waved at the
receptionist, putting on his badge.  "In for a visit to see what
damage I need to fix." 


"Just
the door.  Horatio said you can't go work." 


"I'm
not.  Apparently I have to finish taking down a law firm."  He
walked into the lab, looking at the overly full bucket.  "We're that
backed up?" he asked Melissa. 


She
sniffled.  "I don't know why, Xander.  We were nearly on target
last night." 


He
shrugged then winced, holding his stitches.  "You'll handle it. 
Do one piece of evidence at a time.  That's how we all do it.  That
way you don't make rookie mistakes."  She nodded, getting back to
work.  "I would suggest that you start your report while it's
searching.  And maybe see if you can borrow Evan for the day if Dean's
off?" 


She
beamed and went to ask for him back.  She even babbled at him. 


Xander
walked off, waving the button at Horatio.  "Did the news crew pulling
past the neighborhood catch me being super with a sword again?" he asked
as he walked past him. 


"They
did.  It was quite impressive.  Did you tear more stitches?" 


"Nope. 
You might wanna look over her shoulder.  She's backed up." 


"I
can do that."  He went to check, wincing at the amount of things that
had to get done.  This was not a good test day for an intern.  Even
if she had gotten the other former ballistics tech from chemistry. 
"Evan, are you sure you can handle it?" 


"Yes,
Horatio.  We can call him or Dean if we need help, right?" 


"You
can.  I'll be checking in periodically until Calleigh gets out of
court.  If you have problems, come get me."  They both nodded
and got back to work.  He left to watch from the catwalk.  They were
still both terribly slow.  He called Dean.  "How many samples
did you leave yesterday?"  He winced at the answer of 'five'. 
"She's got a full bucket and said that she might be calling for help now
and then.  I have no idea.  Thank you, Dean."  He hung up
and watched them work for a bit longer.  It was not a good day to be a
ballistics intern.  Even if Dean did have it off for some bikini scoping
time. 


Sam
walked up to him, looking in there then at him.  "It's not like I
don't know guns, Horatio.  Not as well as Dean but I know how to run the
searches and do test fires." 


"I
might let you," he admitted.  He smiled.  "Go find out what
happened last night?" 


He
handed over a file.  "Dean told me to look it up.  Drug
dealers.  They got most of a gang." 


Horatio
moaned, shaking his head.  "Go help.  I'll check over your
shoulder too." 


Sam
nodded, going to do that.  He walked in with a smile.  "Not like
I didn't do some cross-training, Melissa." 


She
gave him a hug.  "Thank you, Sam.  I have no idea what
happened." 


"Dean
called from the beach.  Drug dealers.  They got most of a gang."



"Oh,
shoot.  Why did they have to hurt Xander!" 


"They
wanted Ryan again," he told her.  He pulled out the top piece of
evidence and got to work on the system there.  It was a bullet.  He
knew what they were.  He knew how to search and write reports.  Apparently
he knew it better than them since he was working about twice as fast.  He
printed and resealed his sample then made sure they were in the right place so
he could move on.  During his break, he texted Dean.  He wasn't going
to have a happy day tomorrow. 


***



Xander
got the call from the agent saying he couldn't do anything else.  He
looked at Tim, who was still growling about him going out this morning. 
Then he pushed the big, red button.  Willow appeared with a
crossbow.  "Bad time?" 


"Why
are you injured?" 


"Wolfram
and Hart can't figure out how to separate me from Ryan Wolfe.  That
sandy-blond guy who wears pastel a lot?  They sent in an assault team
yesterday to get me because they still think I'm him.  Even after we
proved it in front of a judge and sued them over it." 


She
slumped, shaking her head.  "We're having a small apocalypse." 


"I
took out a flame demon this morning, the day after having a bullet removed from
my arm." 


She
growled.  "They shot you!" 


"They
sent demons to the station to shoot him," Tim told her. 
"Twice.  The other's a graze." 


"Oh,
they're so toasty," she muttered.  "I'll talk with Connor and
Dawn tonight.  You rest, Xander.  Need some soup or a
book?"  Xander pointed at Tim with a grin.  "Fine, he can
baby you." 


"If
I can't, his adopted mother can." 


"Good!" 
She disappeared, going back there.  She put down her crossbow and pulled
up magic.  She clearly had other issues to help with today.  Buffy
looked at her when the demons suddenly disappeared.  "They're in the
middle of the ocean since they're water soluble.  Did you know Wolfram and
Hart can't tell Xander from one of his coworkers?  They shot him
yesterday.  They sent demons to his lab to shoot him." 


Buffy
glared.  "Is he all right?" 


"Stitches
on his arm and leg it looked like.  He said they sent a flame demon this
morning so he got to fight it off the day after getting shot." 


Buffy
growled.  "They're so toasty." 


"Good! 
You can help so I don't go all veiny and scary again."  They walked
off together.  The minor apocalypse was over with.  The new one was
just starting.  Starting with a cheerful warning to Dawn. 


***



Horatio
looked up as someone walked into his office and pulled on his arm. 
"What's wrong, Frank." 


"Big
shit, Horatio."  He walked him down to the break room, letting him
see the news coverage.  "Can Harris do that?" 


He
stared at the mess going on.  "No, I believe he called his friends
since they're evil." 


"Clearly,
and stupid too!  They're still burning!" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "They might be used to it with the way they take
souls." 


"Still
not a good idea." 


"Is
that the local office?" 


"LA's. 
The local one was raided again but there's still a few."  He sat down
to watch the coverage going on.  Clearly someone was pissed as hell. 


Horatio
sat down to watch too.  It was so much nicer than paperwork.  He
almost wanted popcorn but it would probably freak Frank out if he made himself
any.  He looked up.  "John?" he called quietly. 
Winchester faded in.  "Did the Cleveland group do that?" 
He pointed at the tv. 


He
looked then shook his head.  "The LA group did that.  The
Cleveland group went to their home realm to take out the higher beings that're
behind them.  The Powers are pissed as hell.  We all pointed out they
brought it on themselves but they don't seem to care too much at the
moment.  They're still insisting that Ryan is Xander's new identity. 
Even the higher ups don't know why."  He faded out, going back to
watching it from a safe distance.  He didn't want to be too close. 
That Willow girl was really dangerous.  No wonder she had warped the kid. 


***



"Mr.
Harris, I'm Niles Prescot.  I'm from Wolfram and Hart but I'm here to
apologize." 


Xander
looked back at him.  "Go talk to my boyfriend.  He negotiates
and calms people down after I go into a destruction mood.  You can have
the person you bypassed at the sign-in desk call him."  It took them
three days, he was amused at that he guessed. 


"Boyfriend?"



"Tim."



"Oh,
your white lighter." 


"No,
he descended.  John Hagen's my present white lighter."  He
smirked but the guy couldn't see that. 


"I
didn't know they could do that," he muttered.  "Is he here
today?" 


"DNA
but you still have to sign in to talk to him.  Those are federal and local
rules." 


"Of
course, I wouldn't want to break those," he promised.  "Do you
think he'd be open to negotiating a settlement of that suit as
well?"  Xander shrugged.  "Thank you for telling me who to
talk to, Mr. Harris.  Have a good day playing with the...guns." 
He walked off quickly.  No one had told him that Harris was still active
in the slaying business or that he had access to high powered handguns. 
He signed in.  "Could you please summon Timothy Harris?" 


"He
goes by Speedle usually but sure," she said, calling DNA. 
"There's a Niles Prescot here, Tim.  Clearly a lawyer.  Thank
you."  She hung up.  "Give him two minutes to rebag a
sample then he'll be out to talk to you, sir." 


"Thank
you."  He waited while the young man came out.  "Sir, Niles
Prescot.  I'm here to apologize for some of my former coworkers complete
stupidity and arrogance; also to see if we can talk settlement about that
lawsuit.  Mr. Harris said he destroys things and you negotiate." 


"Usually
it's more calming people down but we can talk."  He led him to an
interrogation room, setting in across from him at the table.  "Are
they truly going to stop?" 


"Our
higher ups are no longer clouded with that strange information that they're the
same person and they're very sorry." 


"Is
that because you only have about ten lawyers left?" he asked dryly. 


"Mostly,"
he admitted with a small smile.  "But the ones who are left are
quality people instead of being the lower members."  He pulled out
something and handed it over.  "Our board has shown their displeasure
on the lawyers that were responsible for starting off this problem." 


"Did
they get the souls of the ones that broke into the lab to shoot Xander the
other day?" 


"They
did?  That was not ordered by any of us, sir.  I assure you. 
I'm an assistant to a board member and none of them ordered that." 


Tim
grimaced but nodded.  "Thankfully I can tell when you're lying. 
Those ones are dead." 


"I'll
bring that up so they can gather those souls for a ...discussion.  I'm
sure they'll regret it and tell who sent them so they can regret it just as
much." 


Tim
smirked at him.  "Have fun with that but take it out of Miami." 


"We're
going to have to close some regional offices anyway.  LA's is totally
destroyed thanks to Miss Summers' temper tantrum the other day.  We heard
that her daughter has been sick so she hadn't been sleeping well before
then.  I'm sure that's reasonable for mothers now and then."  He
coughed to clear his throat.  "We have every intention of closing the
Miami office, the LA office, and paring down the New York office.  That
will be our only east coast office while the Seattle office will take over west
coast duties.  At least until we can hire and that could take decades to
rebuild.  By then you'll be retired, hopefully peacefully." 


"Possibly
but Xander wanted to retire from hunting and they sent him to the special
program out of San Francisco." 


"We
heard and we do welcome it.  It does help maintain the balance and takes
out some annoying things that get in everyone's way."  He smiled as
he pulled out another form, handing it over.  "This is the settlement
the board has authorized on that lawsuit.  They're very sorry." 


"Willow
show up?" he asked dryly. 


"Yes,
it was nearly a Sunnydale and Summers woman reunion event in their home
realm.  They were not pleased.  Especially since all the slayers came
up to help.  Some of the senior members got slain when they said something
about the girls needing chocolate for their tempers.  Another one got
slain when he unwisely asked the younger Miss Summers where her daughter
was.  Apparently she was giggling over the bad singers at a demon named
Lorne's bar for a few hours." 


"Even
lesbians don't like it when you talk about them having PMS," he
agreed.  He looked it over then handed it back.  "Not good enough."



"On
what front, sir?" 


Tim
smirked meanly, going fully evil for a minute.  "Because I'm getting
most of it as a spoiling present from my boyfriend.  After all, I had to
baby him through another gunshot wound.  He's not fun when he's injured
and they don't pay me enough to put up with whiny, cranky ballistics techs who
like artillery." 


The
lawyer knew he looked a bit nervous.  "We heard he had given that
part up." 


"Nope. 
Ballistics techs get to play with that.  He even buys from the demon arms
dealers for the lab." 


"I
see.  I'll bring that back to the board and be back with their next offer,
sir.  Thank you for talking to me and not hitting me." 


He
pointed behind him at Hagen and Winchester.  Those two were clearly
hanging out too often since they were in the same stance and had similar scowls
on their faces.  "They'd do it for me.  I'm not a physical
brawler but Xander's still sore." 


He
looked then nodded.  "He has two?"  What was he doing that
he needed two white lighters? 


"I'm
here for my boys," John said dryly.  "Sammy said he almost fell
into your trap by interning back when he was in law school." 


"Oh,
you're a Winchester.  I understand.  We do like them down here. 
The ones who were thinking about Miami have decided to move elsewhere because
of the team of hunters locally."  He nodded politely at Tim. 
"I'll be back in a few days.  Thank you for your time."  He
got up and strolled out, trying very hard not to look like he was fleeing in
terror.  A white lighter could destroy him.  He wouldn't do his
bosses any good if he was permanently dead.  Next time he'd have to make
sure that former white lighter took the deal he offered.  His bosses would
want to know about what happened to him too. 


Tim
walked back to the lab, stopping in ballistics.  "The offer was way
too low for any real spoiling."  Xander shot him a grin then got back
to work.  "Both of them scared the piss out of him for some
reason."  He came in to look over his shoulder to see what had him so
engrossed.  "What is that?" 


"Alexx
pulled it out of someone's leg and it was what started the blood clot that
ended his life.  It looks like it was shot but I'm still trying to figure
out what it is." 


"Can't 
we run a piece to see what it's made of?" 


"You
can shoot nearly anything, but he had a lot of little pieces of plastic like
this." 


"Buckshot,"
Dean told him.  "You can pack those shells with nearly
anything.  We use rock salt." 


"Bet
that stings," Tim said, considering the bullet.  "How hard is
it?" 


"Not
very," Dean said.  "But the wound didn't look like it was shot
that way." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I know someone's trying to make a good plastic
bullet that won't show striations like metal does.  Maybe it
fragmented?"  He took a kiss.  "I told him you calmed down
and negotiated after I got done destroying," he offered with a grin. 


"Of
course I do."  He let him get back to it.  His boy's mind was
leading in scary agent places this time instead of regular crimes. 


Xander
put it up on the monitor so he and Dean could look at the various little
pieces.  "It's kibble." 


"Chewed
on and puked," Dean agreed, leaning back, crossing his arms over his chest
as he stared at it.  "Recreate?" 


"If
it's buckshot we won't be able to.  Plus heat warping." 


Dean
pointed.  "Those two could go together.  So either he broke
something up for irregular shrapnel pieces or it fractured once it entered the
body." 


Xander
cocked his head to the side.  "You'd almost have to break something
up to make it."  He pushed those two pieces together then found
another piece that might work.  At the very least they'd be able to tell
what he broke.  Maybe. 


Horatio
came in.  "I have an order to hand over all evidence on a case."



"Let
me guess, the scary agent who used the plastic bullet doesn't want us to find
out why they shot a homeless guy?" Xander asked dryly.  Horatio
nodded.  "Pity but the last time I knew they couldn't take over a
homicide unless it was a matter of national security.  Them doing weapons
tests isn't." 


"They've
got broader powers since 9/11.  They can basically classify it that
way," Dean reminded him. 


Xander
shook his head.  "No, not unless the homeless person volunteered or
he was something other than homeless.  Which, from what Alexx said, might
be.  She said he was awfully clean." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "They want it now, Xander." 


Xander
smirked.  "You go ask Alexx for hers first." 


"Please
don't get the lab shut down." 


Xander
laughed, taking the form to look at.  "Sure."  He walked up
there.  "They sent you because I'm here or because someone under you
fucked up playing around with new ordinance?" 


"How
did you know it was me?" Finn asked with a sigh. 


Xander
stared.  "It's your group that does orders like this, Riley.  The
others are all scared to death of Horatio.  Only someone who's stared into
something like the hellmouth isn't."  He stared at him. 
"The homeless guy?" 


"I
can't say." 


"I'll
find out anyway." 


"That's
a desist order," he said impatiently. 


Xander
smirked.  "Some of his crap hit a kid.  He was driving by when
he shot him.  So, no, unless you're taking the wounding case as
well?"  Finn stiffened.  Xander smirked.  "See, two
hunters in ballistics, Riley.  We know more about ordinance than you've
ever learned.  Cute plastic bullets.  Was it buckshot or not? 
We're debating that." 


"Not,"
he ground out.  "He was out of line." 


"And
the homeless guy wasn't.  Your boy still hit a civvie.  Granted, a
minor wound...." 


"It's
a new trial and it's crap," he admitted. 


Xander
nodded.  "Figures.  Now, you're still scared and I know it's not
of me so that leads me back to... the guy he shot was important?  Or in
hiding or something?" 


"Or
something." 


"Ah. 
Well, that was down in gang land for Miami.  So he was spying on some of
the South American gangs?"  Riley glared.  He smirked. 
"Like I said, the kid's mother wants to know too." 


"He
made a fatal error and the people who sent me already corrected him for that
mistake of taking testing ordinance out into the streets.  Tell her that
if you want." 


Xander
handed over the order.  "Don't do it in Miami, Riley.  Because I
will find out." 


"I'll
let them know." 


Xander
grinned.  "Just think, Wolfram and Hart kept mixing me up
recently." 


Finn
shuddered.  "We saw their shutdown.  The people that sent me
aren't happy." 


"Then
they should've read my file and not gotten me mixed up with one of the field
CSI, huh?" 


"Good
point.  I'll pass that on." 


Xander
grinned.  "Tim's my reward for putting up with Buffy and Willow for
so long." 


Finn
laughed.  "I can see that point, yes," he admitted dryly. 
Tim strolled in.  He stared then moaned.  "You're his special
friend?" 


"No,
I'm his lover.  His special friend is behind you."  Riley looked
and waved.  "Finn, tell your masters that Miami doesn't play well
with the covert teams.  They should realize that by now.  Not like
Horatio retired and he's trained Xander in how to be scary in his place. 
If we keep his intern, it's going to be scary for decades." 


"We'll
make sure they hear that part too.  So, are you two married now?" 


"He
won't let me propose," Xander said with a small shrug.  "He
doesn't want presents like Anya did either.  Even if he does still owe me
a dog." 


"Keep
it up, I'll make Willow make you a dog," he teased. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I hated being a dog the last time." 


"I'm
picking, Xander."  He patted him on the arm, watching him hiss. 
"Let me see it."  Xander huffed but let him see his arm. 
"Wolfram and Hart's assault team."  He checked under the
bandage.  "Antibiotics?" 


"Of
course.  I think I need another set though.  I'm seeing him tonight,
remember?" 


"Good
point," Horatio said as he walked in with the folders.  He looked at
the wound.  "Make sure he gives you more antibiotics,
Xander."  He handed over the folder.  "You can tell whoever
sent you that the covert agent died fairly quickly of the stroke the shattered
bullet caused.  You can also tell them that they're watching the wrong
gang.  That one only does drugs.  Not weapons.  The ones who
rule six blocks over is more tied to terrorists."  He handed over the
folders.  "And don't do this again in Miami, Agent Finn." 


"Next
time I get to go back with you," Xander said with a grin.  Tim
smacked him on the head. 


Riley
looked at Tim.  "It's good you have him on a leash.  My bosses
wanted me to have him moved to Cleveland's PD but they won't take anyone with
his special degree." 


Xander
looked up.  "Moving me to Cleveland means that I have to handle the
hellmouth *my* way instead of the slayer way."  He looked at him with
a grin.  "The Powers are really getting headaches recently about
me.  Ask Cordy." 


"Saw
her recently.  She told my bosses to leave you alone.  The Powers
want you here guarding this part of the US.  They had to accept it but
they'd like all of us back in Cleveland." 


"It's
not big enough for me and Willow," Tim assured him.  "And our
interns are to go only if they want to." 


"Agreed. 
We should be able to handle it.  They're paranoid." 


"Which
means there's a prophecy," Xander reminded him.  Riley
shuddered.  "So let me know if we need more ordinance.  Not like
I don't have underground contacts." 


"Sure,
we can do that," he agreed dryly.  "Thank you, Lieutenant. 
I'll make sure they know that the Miami crime lab doesn't like this sort of
thing happening in their area and were about to sic your attack dog on
us.  I'm sure they'll be less pleased.  Someone taught the agent that
erred a very harsh lesson already." 


"As
long as it does not happen again," Horatio warned. 


"It
hopefully won't."  He looked at Xander.  "I'll tell them
you said hi and you're better now."  He left with the folders. 
He was wearing a wire so his bosses could hear all of it.  They really
hated Xander.  He had no idea why.  They hadn't even worked with him.



Horatio
looked at Xander's arm.  "That does not look good." 


"I've
done what I should.  Tim wouldn't let me use the herbal stuff." 


"That
came from my orders," John told him.  He looked at it. 
"I'm not sure that the infection isn't something that was on the bullets,
Xander." 


Xander
looked at him then sighed.  "Then we'll swab the wound to see if
there's residue.  Alexx should be able to do that." 


"True,"
Speed said.  "I can do that."  He let Xander pop a stitch
while he found a swab to use.  He came back with it and ran it between
Ryan running tests, grabbing the results on his way back to ballistics since
Xander was back at work.  "Nothing in it but infection." 


Xander
pulled something out of his bottom desk drawer, putting it on the wound. 
He hissed but it started to drain.  "This stuff is a super puss
puller," he told his intern.  He let him have the tin. 
"I've never had an infection when I used it.  This time they wouldn't
let me." 


Tim
watched his arm.  "That's gross.  Let's get Alexx to clean
that?" 


"I
can," Dean offered. 


"Lab
rules, Dean.  If we're at home, go for it," Tim told him, walking
Xander down to the lab.  Alexx was in her office fuming over that agent
issue.  "He used his herbal stuff because he was still infecting."



She
looked.  "I can see that.  That's disgusting
looking."  She got her bandages and stuff to clean it for him. 
He put on some new salve and it was better.  She put a clean bandage over
it.  "Do what you should, Xander."  He nodded, walking off
with Tim after giving her a short hug.  She cleaned up her small mess and
went to make a note on her time sheet.  That was disgusting looking. 


Hagen
appeared, looking mussed and wind blown.  "They didn't want you to do
that." 


"I'm
not dying for their pleasure today," Xander told him. 


"They
said that Willow's latest batch went bad.  Not that they were trying to
kill you." 


"That's
not Willow's."  He smirked. "That's the herbal stuff I get off
the blue demons.  I like Willow's for other stuff, but I carry this
because it works faster on things that could get infected, like bites." 


"Oh,
okay."  He went to tell them that.  That got cleared and he got
sent to tell Willow about her last batch of herbal stuff before it hurt someone
else.  Then he went back to watching over Xander.  Those
panicking  higher demons over some covert agents were not happy
today.  He suggested that Cordelia should show up and tell them why Xander
should be in Miami or New York.  She smirked and got clearance then went
to blast them with some truths.  They decided to lay off Miami.  And
New York.  Hagen faded into Mac's office.  "You're
welcome.  The covert demons over some idiot agents decided to leave you
and Miami alone."  He faded out again. 


"I
probably don't want to know about that," Mac decided.  He sent Xander
an email anyway.  In case it was something he had to hear about.  A
young woman appeared.  "Yes, can I help you?  Someone else's
white lighter?" 


"Messenger
duty," she said with a smirk.  "The demons who were working with
some of the higher authorities, but not all, decided that New York and Miami
are too risky to work in and are not good targets for special duties for some
of their guys.  They think Xander warped you guys too.  They really
hate Xander but they don't want to know what he'd do to them if he got pissed
like he did at Wolfram and Hart.  Though, they might like going
head-to-head with Rosenburg.  Not real sure if they're that dumb or
not."  She faded out again. 


Mac
shook his head quickly and amended his email to Xander.  Apparently that
was a good thing but the warping hadn't been that much he thought.  He got
one back from Tim saying that had been Cordelia, Xander's ex.  That
explained a lot to him. 


***



Calleigh
pulled Dean up to the office a few days later.  "How sure are you
that you want to apply?" 


"We're
going to test if I can go back to hunting once I'm more steady on my
feet."  He considered it.  "I'm all for it.  Sammy
loves the idea but we grew up hunting the evil bastards that do bad things to
people.  I realize I can do that here, but there's a lot of rules. 
Some make sense but now and then it gets really frustrating when our old life
was pick up and go when things got too warm or we finished something." 


"I
can see that frustration.  I have seen it a few times.  Generally lab
techs don't have to play the politics field techs get over cases." 


"I
get that.  I've seen it go on around Xander and him ignore it
completely."  He gave her a long look.  "Does this mean I'm
in the running for the secondary spot?" 


"It
means we'll be hiring one person to cover night shift and it's between you and
three others who've applied," she admitted.  "Which is why I
have to know soon, Dean.  Two of the others were Xander's interns as
well.  None of them really stood out as spectacular.  They were good
techs.  They had good terms as our interns.  The other one really
wanted to work with Xander.  Horatio thinks there's a bit of an obsession
over a higher tech going on there." 


"So
it's really me against two former interns?"  She nodded. 
"I get that."  He looked at his cane.  "When do we
have to know?  I can push myself a bit faster so I'm off it more
often." 


"Do
not do anything that would endanger you getting better," she warned. 
Then she smiled.  "We all know you'll get there.  If it's next
year, it's next year." 


"And
doing it for a year might be a good idea?" he guessed. 


"I
wouldn't tell that to the hiring panel.  Or your doubts about going back
to hunting."  Dean nodded at that wisdom.  "I know that
they wanted more people who could do field work and you passed with a partial
ability.  At least until we test you again once you're off the cane full
time.  That shouldn't matter but they are all former officers." 


"So
they'd be thinking 'what can they do in the field'?" 


She
nodded.  "But they've also seen Xander kick butt in the field. 
Literally in one case.  He showed up to look over an intern who was
part-time field and most of the time chem and fingerprints.  Her ex showed
up and pulled a gun.  Xander was in a very bad mood that morning and took
it out on him.  He nearly sued us until it was pointed out that he
threatened someone and Xander would've arrested him but it's not his job. 
They decided that Xander had fun until the officer quit being so paralyzed thanks
to the member of the hiring panel that nudged him out of it.  He needed
three reconstructive surgeries but oh well.  Shouldn't have pointed a gun
at an officer.  They told him next time to shoot the guy
instead."  Dean grinned at that story.  "Half the board
will see the injury but you can tell them that you're very close to being off
the cane.  So you'll have a small limp and at that time you'll be cleared
for field work again." 


"Why
are you helping if I'm still considering going again?" 


"Think
back to high school, Dean.  How many of them do you remember from your
last one?" 


"Two."



"And
they're doing what?" 


"Met
them as strippers actually.  I think one I had in my ninth grade year is a
state senator or something though." 


"Interns
are a lot like that.  We see many of them every year.  We see them
come, we mentor them, we see them fledge and either fly or fall to their deaths
when they leave us.  Not many stick out in our minds.  Frankly, I
think if you stay you have a very good chance of being a tech like
Xander.  One who can brag about being in the top thirty in the US. 
Some year you can teach interns what you know, both about hunting strategies
that get them arrests faster and about ballistics.  Those other two,
they're good, but they're not that memorable as someone who really did
something to stand out." 


"I'm
so handsome I stick in your mind?" he teased with a grin. 


She
pinched him on the arm.  "You're not my type."  He just
smirked.  "You're too cute.  I can't go for just cute.  I
need major brains and a big heart."  She smirked back when he
laughed.  "We're going to offer each of them a week's trial in the
night shift lab.  Yours is going last so you have more hours done. 
To be honest the fact that you've got about two months of hours left is going
to count you down some.  They'll be expecting Horatio and I to grade
them.  Horatio is over all the labs, Mary's going to give him her opinion
on the matter." 


"Mary
likes Sam." 


"Mary
does like Sam," she agreed.  "And he could be hired on there or
non-felony.  Very easily actually since we're hiring for them in about six
months time.  If he puts in now that can short that out." 


"Okay,
so I'm seriously in the running and I've got a month to figure it out or have
to wait a year?" 


She
nodded.  "Yes.  Because if you leave in the middle of a contract
year, they'll make you pay penalties.  Part of your signing bonus back and
those things."  He nodded.  "So I need you to really think
and tell me within a few weeks.  They're meeting with the applicants then."



"I
can do that." 


"Good." 
She smiled and patted his cheek.  "Now, go be head of ballistics for
a few hours.  Melissa's in but she's still panicking.  I don't know
why." 


"I'm
not sure she shouldn't be tested," he said, making smoking motions. 
She grimaced.  "We've seen plenty over the years." 


She
nodded.  "I'll be talking with her later.  She's falling behind
on performance goals." 


"Hold
on, I only have two months?" 


"Yeah. 
Xander's had you working overtime again, Dean.  You're about a month ahead
at the moment.  You and Sam both really." 


"So
it's really possible I'll get hired on."  She nodded. 
"We'll talk about it tonight." 


"Good." 
She walked off.  "Melissa, conference in the office.  Dean's
taking over."  She let him walk around her.  Melissa resealed
and followed her to the office.  "You've had some problems recently
that seem a bit like panicking.  Do you need to talk about it?" 


"I
don't know what's wrong, Calleigh.  It's not the pressure.  I'm good
with that part, but it's like nothing's going right and I'm almost paranoid
that Xander's going to snap my head off." 


"He
doesn't do that unless you screw up majorly," she told her.  "If
you're not tampering with evidence then you don't have to worry about it."



"He
went psycho over that law firm going near his boyfriend and he's been growly
recently.  I don't know what I'm doing wrong." 


"I'll
talk with him.  You could've come to me sooner." 


"You're
a field tech, even if you are one of us, Calleigh." 


"I'm
still the head of ballistics, Melissa.  Or you could've went to
Horatio." 


"He's
kind of scary too." 


"No
he's not."  She stared at her.  "I'll talk with
Xander.  For now, get back to work.  We'll talk again later, all
right?"  She nodded.  She texted Xander to come up and talk to
her.  He walked in and shut the door.  "What did she do
wrong?" 


"She's
been smelling off.  Like she's been hitting on Tim.  I don't know why
she smells like Tim but even he's noticed it and started to avoid her." 


She
nodded at that.  "Have we noticed anything?  Or is he reacting
to you growling at her?" 


"I
don't know.  I think he noticed it too and started to avoid her.  I
was off the day Max said he started to be absent for lunch breaks." 


She
nodded.  "I can see that.  Get him up here?"  He did
that.  Tim came strolling in.  "What's going on with his
intern?  He hasn't had any problems with any of the others.  He's had
a lot of female interns." 


"None
that smell like my aftershave and come in smelling like sex and my
aftershave." 


Calleigh
stared at them.  "Can we prove she's doing it on purpose?" 
They shook their heads.  "This is really subtle." 


"Alexx
noticed it," Tim said.  "She asked me why I was avoiding the
interns.  I told her I had a bad feeling about her.  Then Xander
started to smell, basically, me on her." 


"She
does smell like she scent marked herself with you," Xander admitted. 
"I don't know why.  I'm trying to keep it out of the lab." 


"She
said you went psycho over that law firm touching him." 


"Well,
kind of," he admitted.  "But necessary." 


"It
was," she agreed.  She sighed, looking at them.  "Okay, I'm
going to start working with Melissa.  Dean's up for that spot on night
shift, Xander.  The panel will be giving each of the four people a week's
trial.  Which Horatio and I will be grading." 


"I'll
send you any irregularities." 


"Thank
you.  For now, let me work with Melissa." 


Tim
shook his head.  "I want H to work with her.  See what she
does." 


She
stared then nodded.  "That could help.  I can do that. 
She's got to do a few field hours anyway, right?"  Xander
nodded.  "Then I can do that.  Let me talk to him. 
Avoiding is fine.  No more growling, Xander." 


"Even
Sam noticed it," he said quietly.  "He's not sure why and had
his dad ask John.  John's mystified too." 


"Let
us work with her, see where it's coming from," she ordered.  Xander
nodded, heading back down there.  "Tim, do you feel threatened or
anything by that?" 


"I'm
very worried why she's doing it.  I'm at the point where I'm starting to
think that she's a more subtle version of the DNA intern." 


"Dean
thought she was on something the other day," she admitted quietly. 
"Okay, let me handle this."  He nodded, leaving her alone. 
She went to find Horatio, pulling him into an alcove so they could talk. 
"Xander's having problems." 


"I've
noticed Melissa's been wary of him.  Why?" 


"He
says she smells just like Tim and his aftershave for some reason." 


"Interesting."



"I
know she needs some field hours.  We're going to ask you to do
them."  He nodded at that.  "That way you can evaluate her
for that," she said, catching sight of her coming their way. 


"I
can do that."  He looked at the young woman as she appeared. 
"Problems in ballistics?" 


"Dean
just fell.  Xander sent me to find Sam and I can't.  Do we know where
he is?" 


"No,"
she said.  "Last time I knew he was in trace."  She nodded,
going to look there again.  Calleigh looked at Horatio.  "She is
wearing the same aftershave," she said quietly. "I just realized that."



He
nodded.  "I'm going to do a little test then we'll see where it
falls.  See if she leads back to that stupid law firm?" 


"I
can do that."  She went to get Frank's help with that.  She
leaned down to get next to his ear.  "We need to background check
Melissa, Xander's intern."  She stood up again.  He looked up at
her.  "There's been something off recently.  Xander's growling
at her but not for the usual reason." 


"Why?"



"He
said she smells like Tim.  Too much like him.  That she scent marked
herself." 


"That's
strange."  He got to work on that.  "Let me see what I can
find.  Have Cooper use that laptop the boy got from Willow." 
She smiled and went to do that.  He dug into her past.  If it was
that way, something was going to snap and Xander would kill her.  He had
fierce bitch syndrome about his boyfriend. 


***



Sam
walked into ballistics, finding Dean sitting on the floor.  "Got
dizzy and fell or tripped and fell?" he asked, squatting in front of him. 


"Tripped
and I don't know why since there wasn't anything there."  He looked
at him.  "We're not haunted and Dad won't come," he said
quietly. 


Xander
walked in and shut the door.  "Hagen?" he hissed.  He
appeared, looking at him.  "Did someone on that side trip Dean?"



"Yup."



"Why?"
Dean demanded, looking at him. 


"Because
otherwise you'd be in the way of the rampaging later on and get very badly
hurt.  Better a turned ankle now with a few bruises than being caught in
the middle of that."  He looked at the boy.  "So said your
dad." 


"It
was him?" Sam demanded, standing up. 


"Yup." 
He smirked some.  "Something about problem witches."  He
looked at Xander. 


"We
didn't realize that?" he asked dryly. 


"I
didn't look." 


"Neither
did I.  So why is she Tim-scented?" he asked quietly. 


"Because
she wants to be, Xander." 


"She
can't have him." 


"She
doesn't want him.  Someone wants you two split."  Xander
growled.  "I know," he said, backing up some.  "Calm
down.  I'll lead Horatio and Frank to where they need to be.  Let me
watch Tim.  Okay?"  He nodded.  "Good.  Sam, take
Dean home for the day.  He'll end up in the middle and get hurt much worse
when things start to go bad."  He looked at the younger boy. 
"This is keeping you both out of the ER today so shoo." 


Sam
nodded, helping Dean up.  "Tell Dad we want to hear this from
him." 


"Did. 
He's sulking because his wife just tore a strip offa his ass."  The
boys smirked at that but Sam helped Dean out.  He looked at the boy. 
"Relax.  If it happens it does," he reminded him.  "I'll
guard Tim." 


He
nodded.  "Thank you."  Hagen disappeared.  Xander went
to clean up the small mess from handling his bruised ankle.  Horatio
walked in.  "Dean tripped." 


"I
heard.  Is he all right?" 


"Bruised
ankle, slightly turned.  Bruise on his bad knee.  John Hagen said to
bring him home for the day." 


Horatio
closed the door to look at him.  "Why would John Hagen be involved,
Xander?" 


Xander
smirked and plucked at something, changing her back.  "Cute, Melissa,
really." 


"How
did you do that?"  He just stared her down.  "Do you know
how much you messed things up for others?" she snarled, moving closer. 


"Usually
because I had to.  The battle plans from the higher ups sucked
sometimes.  They weren't looking at reality, only their plans." 


She
glared.  "It's not your job." 


"It
is my job if I make it my job.  Now, this is my job." 


"Not
for long," she sneered.  "I'll make sure of it."  She
ripped her blouse. 


He
pointed at the corner.  "Cameras, Melissa.  We have cameras in
all the labs and I check them every day to make sure no one tampered. 
Especially with interns being left alone so often.  That way I can do
subtle checks on you guys."  Someone pounded.  "It's not
locked."  Calleigh stomped in.  "Hey." 


"What
happened to her?"  Xander pointed at her.  "Melissa, why is
your shirt torn?" 


"He
did it," she sniffled. 


Xander
got something from his desk, then ran the cameras back, letting Calleigh see
it.  She glared at him.  He looked, it was what happened.  So he
threw something on her that would break the spells.  She shrieked as the
potion hit her.  He grinned. "Feeling more like yourself?" 


"Yes,"
she said.  "What was that?" 


"To
break stuff like Willow can do."  He replayed the video.  She
glared at the girl.  He glared at her too.  "Nice try. 
Hair based?" 


"How
dare you," she snarled.  "You have no right to get into the
business of slayers or anything else." 


"I
was already in that business, dear.  I was born there.  With my
gifts, they would've come for me.  And then I would've destroyed a hell of
a lot of things.  Thanks to Cordy, I found out what I'd be like when I was
turned."  He smirked.  "I wasn't pretty.  Angel
torturing was apparently a lot more fun that way."  She tried to
attack him.  He tripped her, using her momentum against her.  He
wasn't going to physically hit her.  That would give her ammunition. 
Rick Stetler stomped in with two guards.  "Do we need to find more
potion for you?" 


"Why
would you?" he sneered. 


"Because
she's like Willow and trying to discredit Xander," Calleigh said, replaying
the tape for him. 


Rick
watched then looked at her.  "That's very interesting.  Is she
like that one intern?" 


"No,"
Xander said.  "I think she leads back to the Council."  He
stared down at her.  "Don't you?"  She tried to get
up.  He moved out of her way.  "I don't like to hit girls. 
It makes me feel like a bully and I'm not." 


"You've
interfered for the last time, Harris!  You screwed everyone's plans
up!  You have to die for that!  Before you cause the next
apocalypse!" 


Xander
quirked an eyebrow up.  "How can I, a human, cause an
apocalypse?" 


"Tim,"
she sneered.  "White lighters don't descend." 


Xander
smirked.  "There's more than one power in the universe,
Melissa.  We called on ones outside the Powers.  After all, no one
was sure why I got a white lighter since I have visions." 


She
glared.  "That's your own stupidity for being where you shouldn't
have been." 


"Where
I was born and living?  Yeah, I belonged there.  Jumping in saved my
ass many times."  She tried to hit him.  He only blocked. 
"But you're not going to win." 


"The
Powers sent me," she sneered. 


Xander
grabbed the second vial and tossed it on her.  The thin glass broke and
she shrieked as the potion soaked her.  "I'm sure you think they
did."  She tried to cast something at him.  It came out but it
fizzled inches from her.  "Before you ask, it's a leeching
potion," he said blandly, leaning against the edge of the desk. 
"I'm not going to play these games.  I don't need your shit on top of
the stuff I already get.  Really."  She tried to grab him but
Stetler put her down this time.  "Thank you." 


"This
won't hurt anyone else?" 


"Only
if they're in the middle of major spell casting.  By the way, can you see
why she smells like Tim?" 


Rick
gave him an odd look.  "How did she do that?  Are we thinking
she somehow got something and made herself pregnant?" 


"Tim's
sterile," Xander said quietly.  "So I'm doubting it.  But
you never know."  They nodded at that.  The officers hauled her
up.  "I'm sorry she had to expose you guys." 


"I
brought them because they've seen you work in the past," Rick
admitted.  "She filed an abuse of power complaint." 


"Watch
the cameras," Xander offered.  "We have one in here and have for
years.  It's how I check on the interns when I leave them alone for hours
at a time." 


Rick
smirked.  "Not that unwise." 


"I've
had good interns except for her." 


"Two
others and Dean applied for the night shift," Calleigh told him. 
"Bart and Cynthia both did." 


Xander
grinned.  "They weren't bad.  They lived up to my expectations
and standards.  I checked into their first few months in their new labs
and they were handling it all right.  Any of the three of them would be
more than acceptable to me."  She struggled but the officers were
keeping her in grip.  He looked at Rick.  "You know me too well
to know that I push around my power.  If I want the interns to change that
much, I'm subtle about it.  Or I nag.  Her, since she came in
smelling like my boyfriend, I've been growling at.  I'll admit that."



Horatio
walked in.  "What happened?" 


"She
attacked him," Calleigh told him. 


"Why?"
he asked Xander. 


Xander
sighed.  "I need more of that potion." 


"I'll
let you have my shirt if it'll help," Calleigh said dryly. 


"No." 
Tim walked up behind Horatio and hit him with it, messing up his hair and the
back of his jacket.  "Ow.  Sorry, Horatio.  Had to
happen." 


He
looked back at Tim.  Then at him.  "I feel less clouded. 
Why?" 


Xander
pointed.  "Her doing.  That counteracted any spells on
you.  Hers or Willow's."  That got a small smirk.  "I
figured she did.  If not, Dawn might've." 


"I
see."  He looked at Rick.  "You had fortuitous
timing?" 


"Abuse
of power complaint." 


"Interesting
method of getting Xander back.  Wolfram and Hart?" 


"Former
Watchers," Xander said with a smirk.  "Which means someone has
to tell Giles." 


"Go
for it," Rick said dryly.  "I don't want to."  He
walked out.  "With me, boys.  We'll deal with her in my office
so she can't attack anyone else." 


Xander
sat down, shaking his head.  "Thank you, Tim." 


"Welcome. 
Glad I made more."  He came in to look at him.  "You
screwed things up so they actually worked, Xander.  That's not a bad
thing.  That was necessary.  The oldtime watchers are fucking
idiots."  He took a kiss.  "Calm down."  He
walked back to DNA.  He had dosed Max and Alexx earlier in the day when
Hagen had told him what was going to happen.  The rest of the lab would
get a more human body friendly version from the coffee maker. 


Horatio
called the Council's present headquarters.  "Mr. Giles please. 
Horatio Caine.  Tell him we have a problem with a former watcher's
offspring."  It was transferred to a young woman.  "I
needed to speak to Mr. Giles.  Ah, Miss Rosenburg.  No, she was sent
to break Tim and Xander up, plus to discredit him, because of what happened
back in Sunnydale and how he had to change plans so they worked." 


Calleigh
took the phone.  "She said repeatedly that he screwed things up on
their plans.  Yes, that intern.  In Rick Stetler's office at the
moment." 


"I
used a leeching potion on her," Xander called.  He looked at
Horatio.  "I'm very sorry my old life keeps coming back this
year." 


Horatio
smiled.  "You make sure it's never boring, Xander.  How's your
arm?"  He let him see it.  "Good.  Much nicer looking
today.  Where's Dean?" 


"Home. 
His dad tripped him so he couldn't be involved." 


"That's
probably very wise in this situation." 


"Dean
might've killed her for casting in here," he admitted.  "They
did hunt bad witches." 


"With
what I've heard about what some of them have done, I'm not
surprised."  He patted the boy on the head.  "Clean up in
here.  Take a lunch with Tim."  He left to change clothes. 
Then he went to get some coffee.  There seemed to be something on the coffee
that made him want some.  He nearly poured out the cup when he realized
that.  He went to see Tim.  "Coffee maker?" 


"Antidote
to what she did," he said dryly.  "Small compulsion so everyone
gets it." 


"Thank
you.  I didn't want it to be her." 


"Nope. 
Just me."  He smirked.  "My boy okay?" 


"Talking
to Giles.  After he's cleaned up, take him to lunch in the bushes,
Speed."  He walked off sipping it.  That way no more spells
would be on him, no matter which source caused them. 


Xander
came out after cleaning up the small mess she had made.  Tim came out of
DNA when he saw him walk past.  "Did we bring lunch?" 


"No. 
Truck's here by now."  That got a grin and they went to get something
off it.  Then sit off to the side by the trees so they could have some
personal time to calm down.  They hated it when demons and witches came to
the station. 


***



Dean
and Sam stalked the ghost through the graveyard.  Dean had a brace on his
bad leg so he didn't have to use his cane tonight.  Sam was going slower
than normal so he wouldn't have to catch up.  Dean had silenced their
shotguns with a homemade silencer. Now all they had to do was find her grave,
salt and burn it while holding her off, and they'd have done another one. 
Sam found the grave, putting down their shovels so they could get to
work.  The ghost showed up so Dean blasted her.  She faded.  He
got to work too. 


"I
didn't know grave diggers worked at night," a guy said.  "Grave
robbers are trashy and should be shot."  The ghost came back. 
"See, that's why!  They come back!" 


"She
was already back, we're sending her on," Dean told him.  He looked
back.  Gang member, damn it.  "We're sending her on so she quits
attacking you guys."  He went back to digging.  The guy tried to
stop him so he elbowed him in the throat, knocking him down.  Sam kept
digging while Dean dragged him to a safer spot.  Then he came back to
help.  His leg was aching like hell.  More guys came.  Dean hit
the casket before they got there.  "Salt her and burn her,
Sammy."  He turned to look at the group.  And one cop. 
"Sending it on," he told the officer.  "She's been hurting
people." 


"I
heard about Harris." 


"I'm
one of his interns." 


"He
can't do this himself?" he demanded. 


Dean
smirked.  "My family's been doing this for decades."  The ghost
came back and headed for the gang kids.  Dean pulled up his shotgun and
hit her with a new rock salt shell.  She screamed and faded. 
"Sorry, rock salt."  He felt the fire start behind him and
looked.  "We good?" 


"I
can hear her screaming as she's forced on," Sam said.  They let the
fire go for a bit then shoveled back in the dirt.  Usually they left the
clean up but this time they'd handle it.  They patted the dirt over it,
then straightened up.  "Thanks for the assist, guys.  Can we go
now?" 


"You're
still doing strange crap in our turf," one sneered. 


"And
I'm still a CSI intern," Dean told them.  "Which means I'm with
the police department, like he is." 


"He's
family," one sneered. 


"Harris
won't like it," the officer warned.  "You know how he is." 


"He
won't hurt us for doing them." 


Sam
moved to a more ready stance.  "Yeah he might.  But we're not
the easy sort."  They rushed.  Dean got two and he shot one with
rock salt, making him howl.  "Hurts, huh?" he asked dryly. 
He got the next one with the butt of the rifle to the chest.  He went down
gasping for breath.  Dean wasn't doing too well so he got one of them off
him and down.  Dean knocked the other one down.  "Let's head,
Dean.  Next time something tries to eat them, let it." 


Dean
looked at him.  "Not like we do it for the thanks."  He
looked at the officer.  "Have a better night." 


"I
think we'll enjoy the hell out of arresting you two for shooting off firearms
in the cemetery," he said with a grin. 


Dean
smirked.  "Really?"  He looked behind him. 


"Oldest
trick in the book, kids." 


The
officer behind him tapped him on the shoulder.  "Problems?" 


"We're
Harris' interns," Sam told him.  "Handling something." 


"I
heard there's been a few assaults.  Shift Supe said to up patrol here. 
Saw the fire.  Why?" 


"Sending
her on," Dean told him. "Salt and burn." 


"Heard
about that."  He looked at the officer then at the groaning gang
members.  Then back at the boys.  "Hit the bricks, boys. 
Go be good for the rest of the night."  They walked off.  Dean
was nearly wincing in pain at each step.  He looked at the officer. 
"That was stupid and you knew it." 


"They're
strange little pricks," he sneered. 


"I
don't care.  Do you want to handle things like her?  I'd rather let
them do it and avoid them.  That way I don't have to do it myself." 


The
officer grimaced.  "He attacked." 


"Bullshit. 
I saw it myself, kid."  He walked him off by the back of his
neck.  "Let's have a talk." 


***



Sam
knocked on Horatio's door.  "We got caught salting and burning the
ghost.  There were a few gang kids and an officer there who decided to try
us.  Another one stepped in and sent us off.  Dean's in a shitload of
pain so he might be a bit late tomorrow." 


"That's
fine, Sam.  Where were you two working?" 


"Crestview."



"I
know of it and the assaults recently.  Thank you.  Head home and baby
his leg."  Sam grinned, heading to do that.  Horatio closed the
door, going to make a note to the chief of detectives.  He kept track of
when Xander had to hunt. 


Sam
got them home and helped Dean up to the couch, letting him flop down.  He
got his painkillers and handed over the bottle and a soda.  "You know
you can't drink with it," he said at his brother's dirty look. 


"Yeah,
well, still sucks," he muttered, taking the much needed relief.  He
put a pillow under his ankle to keep his leg straighter and took off the
brace.  "Speaking of sucks." 


Sam
sat beside his foot, looking at his leg.  "Want me to work on the
muscles?" 


"No
thanks." 


"Hot
bath?" 


"If
you suggest bubbles I'm going to use the brace to beat you senseless." 


"Of
course you will.  I'd ignore it if you put bubbles in," he promised
with a grin.  "But it could help the pain." 


"I'll
be fine with some sleep." 


"I
told Horatio you might be a bit late.  In case you're stiff and can't
drive.  He said that was fine."  He shifted, putting Dean's foot
in his lap so he could work on the tense muscles.  His brother hissed and
grabbed the couch.  "It'll feel better in a second." 


"Let
go, Sammy." 


"Dean,
let me help." 


"Samuel,
let go," he snarled. 


Sammy
had only heard that tone of voice once and the last time he had gotten a
concussion for not doing what his brother had ordered.  So he let his foot
go.  "If that's what you want," he agreed.  "I was
trying to help." 


"It
hurt like a bitch." 


Sam
sighed.  "I'm trying, Dean.  You know that." 


"I
know." 


"So
quit being mad at yourself." 


Dean
glared at him.  "I'm not." 


"You
are.  Because it wasn't the same as it used to be."  He stared
at him.  "I didn't feel the same as when we used to hunt
either.  It's worse than it was after you picked me up at Stanford." 


"Whatever." 
He shifted and hissed, grabbing his back.  "That's new." 


"You
haven't had to dig in a while," Sam reminded him.  "Roll over,
let me get that one at least." 


"I'm
fine." 


"Shut
up, Dean.  Let me help." 


"I
said I'm fine." 


"Let
your brother help," John called.  "Before I paddle your ass and
hand you to him to fuss over." 


Dean
glared at the ceiling.  "Butt out, Dad."  He found himself
flipped over and Sam working on his aching back no matter what he wanted. 
Those extra few inches of height and some added weight were working against him
right now.  Really, he didn't want to admit that it was helping but he was
slowly relaxing. 


Sam
hid his grin.  Dean would paste him the next time he was able to chase him
if he saw him grinning about winning this time.  He moved up to get his
neck and moved down.  He was still too tense.  "Keep it up,
watch me hire you the most skanky prostitute in Miami, Dean." 


"Don't
wish an STD on me, Sammy, or I'll start making wishes that you become the
father of triplet girly girls who coo at pink things and puppies." 


"Jess
would've loved them."  He kept going, making Dean finish relaxing and
untense finally.  "There, how's that?" 


"Good
enough." 


"I
can do more." 


"I'd
hate to have to beat you with something." 


"Fine. 
Want that hot bath?  It'll help and you know it will." 


"I'm
not really the soaking type." 


"Then
fall asleep in a really hot bath, Dean.  I don't care.  You need it
to stop the pain."  He stood up, letting Dean sit up again. 
Dean nodded his thanks at him.  "You sure?  You, a decent enough
Playboy, some soaking to take the pain out of your leg?  It really could
help." 


"Dad
said you nagged like Mom," he complained.  "I'm glad I didn't
inherit that part of the legacy." 


Sam
gave him a dirty look.  "I wouldn't have to nag if you let me help or
took care of it yourself, Dean." 


"Let
me nap.  The pain pill will help the rest." 


"If
you're sure.  Want dinner?" 


"No,
I'm not hungry."  He limped to bed, curling up to get
comfortable.  His leg was throbbing and the pain pill wasn't doing much to
help it.  He would not give Sam the satisfaction of knowing he was right
and a hot bath would help.  He sighed, shifting position. 
Eventually, the pain pill won out and he did fall asleep. 


Sam
checked on him, then went to run the hot bath he knew would help Dean.  He
came back to find his father undressing him.  "I gave him the
stronger one," he said quietly.  John smirked at him for being so
sneaky and they carried Dean to the tub together.  Sam arranged him so his
legs and back were in the hot water.  He was even nice enough to leave a
can of soda, unopened, and a Playboy in there for him when he woke up.  He
shut the door and headed to his own bed.  It had been a long night. 
"Dad?" he called.  John walked in.  "It felt wrong
again." 


"It's
been a long time since you two hunted ghosts," he pointed out.  He
sat on the end of the bed.  "What part felt wrong?" 


"Having
to take out the gang kids.  I felt like I should've produced an ID and
cuffs."  He grimaced at his lap then looked at his father
again.  "You're not going to be really pissed if I want to stay in
the lab?" 


"I
think you're doing something that's just as important for humanity,
Sammy.  We ran into plenty of monsters that we couldn't take out because
they were human.  I always found a way to get them noticed, but we didn't
have CSI like you and Dean then.  They probably would've been stopped
sooner, before they caused more hurt."  He shifted, looking at his
son.  "I think that the training you boys have as hunters will serve
you well finding all sorts of monsters.  Plus, with his injury, guarding a
location instead of generalized hunting is probably going to be easier on
Dean.  He's probably going to have arthritis in those joints before too
much longer from the injuries.  The heat will do him good."  He
smirked.  "Plus Xander could use the backup for when he finally has
to retire."  He faded out, going to check on Dean, finding him
glaring at the tub wall toward Sam's room.  He settled in on the toilet,
looking at his oldest boy.  "Dean, being practical, it's going to be
easier and better for you." 


"The
family's never done things the easy way," he pointed out. 


John
stared at him.  "Want a really good reason then?  In three years
there's going to be an apocalypse locally.  Something about an apocalypse
cult.  Human, not demons, and magic users.  Do you think Xander's
going to be able to handle them?  Even he's slowing down and he's Sammy's
age, son." 


"He
is?  I thought he was mine." 


"Sammy's. 
He's about six months older.  With the way he is, I'm almost surprised
that one demon didn't try him."  He leaned forward.  "It's
a higher calling.  Remember that asshole in Iowa that killed and ate that
child?  Someone like you could've stopped him before then.  You can
still handle demons.  You can still salt and burn ghosts.  You can
help other hunters if they show up locally.  But this area of the country
needs guarded." 


Dean
stared at him then grimaced.  "I hate being compared to Xander."



"I
don't think they are really.  I think Xander set the bar fairly high for
hunters coming in.  He's the measuring stick.  He came in with a few
good years of work, multiple apocalypses under his belt, and emotionally
damaged thanks to those girls.  You and Sammy brought in your own
skills.  Technically, Xander's more oriented toward the heavier weapons where
you're more used to handguns and shotguns.  You two should compliment each
other very well in the lab.  You cover his weak spots.  The boy's
been searching for a hunter to cover some of those." 


"He's
not pushing me for the lab spot." 


"That's
because Xander's not real sure what people are thinking.  Demons he gets,
people other than those who warped him are mysteries sometimes.  You
understand a lot more about people than he does, son.  That's one of the
glaring faults that Tim was meant to cover.  That and his inability to
cook."  He smiled slightly.  "I'm proud of how good you've
done.  You're doing something that's just as much of a calling as being a
priest or a hunter." 


Dean
nodded.  "So all the stories they told us weren't comparing?" 


"I
think they were more warning you.  You got to know Xander fairly well
before you showed up in Miami.  Right?"  Dean nodded slowly at
that.  "Could you have handled Xander on day one with the way he was
warped without it?" 


"He
would've driven me nuts," Dean admitted, realizing that. 


John
smirked.  "Destra's a fairly smart cookie, son.  She knew
that.  She reads people very well.  That's why she suggests that
certain interns of hers don't apply down here.  That way they can't be
driven nuts by the boy.  She heard about you from Angel and knew you'd do
good with the boy.  That's why everyone told you stories.  The ones
at the other school probably did some measuring.  A few other hunters have
went now.  Xander came in and had to show his ass to get that year skipped. 
His first teacher tried to tell him demons didn't exist and Rosenburg was going
to teach the magic classes." 


"He
bust her?" 


"Within
minutes of seeing her there."  He smirked some.  "That
wasn't comparing.  You can measure yourself against him but in a lot of
ways you're very alike.  The only big difference is that Xander knows more
about the lower classes of demons, artillery, and bombs than you do.  He
knows very little about the classes of demons we dealt with.  He had no
idea how to do ghosts before San Francisco.  He doesn't handle them very
often either unless they're having a problem and then he tries the talking
route.  That's why he's still got a former Roman slave living in an urn in
his study." 


"How
did that happen?" 


"Delko
ended up possessed by him.  He's a nice boy.  Scared to death of
crossing over because he thinks it's dark.  Joyce Summers, Buffy and
Dawn's mother, has been helping him too." 


"So
he banishes more than salts and burns?"  His father nodded. 
"We learned that it was the proper way." 


"He
probably did too.  But Xander's also a medium.  If he gets that
close, they can use him like a suit.  I think he has a white lighter
mainly to keep him from being taken over again."  He shifted, leaning
back some.  "Beyond that, Xander needs you and your skills,
son.  That apocalypse is going to be bad and the slayers aren't going to
get here in time.  They're overly concerned with one area and not
everywhere else.  Xander's going to be injured again right before then
from what has been foreseen.  Hagen was swearing at Cordelia when she told
him.  Plus, think of all the assholes you can keep from hurting their
wives and kids.  Or keep from hurting anyone else if they've already done
it." 


Dean
nodded.  "I'm not against it.  I just felt like I wasn't
measuring up to the yardstick of Xander." 


"Son,
Xander doesn't always measure up to his legend," he said dryly. 
"Tim's tried to combat that and failed a few times.  Xander also got
told by Destra that she had told you two what he was like so he was
warned.  And she said it that way.  That's why he's never pressured
you but let you find your niche in the lab and mentored you to be the tech you
are.  Not him junior." 


Dean
nodded, relaxing some.  "I didn't look at it that way.  He
doesn't baby my injury either." 


"When
he and Horatio had that 'I'm not retarded, quit treating me like missing an eye
makes me that way' screaming match that one time, he had to break a lot of
barriers.  The lab down here hadn't had more than someone who was a pure
lab tech on a set of those arm-band crutches.  She didn't want to go into
the field.  She was an AV tech if I heard right from Tim.  She never
pushed for anything more than a few extra days for doctors appointments. 
She decided to go to a fairly inactive lab.  Xander had to make his own
barrier battering ram.  At first all they saw was the horrible t-shirts
and his eye." 


Dean
nodded.  "Which is why he lets me set my own boundaries for how to
treat my injury." 


"Yup." 
He smiled.  "He's a good boy.  He knows that you got told all
that stuff, but he heard it was a warning.  He's been a bit confused why
you got pissed recently." 


"A
few of the officers compared me to him again.  Not in a good way. 
They said I was less creepy but a more boring, plain tech." 


"That's
not a really bad thing.  Plain techs get backed up.  Xander in the
field doesn't get backup.  They think he's handling something in his other
area instead of a field case.  The whole PD knows what he can do. 
After that fit, he had to handle something in a hotel in front of
officers.  When Buffy came down and stabbed him, the officer didn't want
to help at all.  He tossed him cuffs instead of coming over to
help."  Dean shuddered.  "So that may have been a
compliment, son." 


"Maybe,"
he decided.  "I've seen officers helping him." 


"Those
are on the shit list, son.  They have no choice." 


"Oh."



"Which
means that every time Xander has to pull something spectacular because he's not
backed up, his legend grows.  If he was backed up for normal things, then
he wouldn't be nearly as awed about." 


"I
guess that can happen.  They really don't back him up?" 


"No. 
He's been left at scenes and things.  Horatio's written officers up,
gotten some fired, all that.  It won't stop the problem.  Eventually
Xander will get really injured again and he'll have to retire.  That means
he'll need someone who can take over and then teach the next one of you that
goes through the program." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can see that.  So he's seeing me like a next generation."



"Yes
he is.  Which is why he's letting you look at his artillery notebooks and
his explosives manuals.  That way you know what to do when you have to but
he's not there.   Horatio will probably be made to retire at the same
time from injuries.  That'll leave you and Sammy being the badasses of the
lab.  Wolfe could be but he's got problems that have kept people from
seeing how bad he can be." 


"Calleigh
could." 


"Calleigh's
got a slight temper but no, son.  She won't be able to.  The sort of
scenes where Xander and Horatio handle things quietly, she'd never be able to
do.  After the first she'd break down.  Horatio had to go after gang
members and ended up shooting a few of them.  She's had to fire in the
field but she's a normal cop.  Sometimes officers come out as the quiet
ones that handle things.  That's Xander and Horatio.  She and Delko
are normal cops.  They follow procedure.  If Horatio has to shoot
someone, he has to and then he turns it in after it's all over with. 
Xander's the same way, mostly because he has to be.  That and he's used to
no one telling him he did a good job.  Every time he gets told he did
something good, he expects things to go to hell." 


"I've
seen that."  He grimaced then let it clear up.  "So I'm the
one who'll take over his spot and teach the next few when he's too
injured." 


John
nodded.  "If you want it.  It's a hard job.  Even seeing
what you do can be soul sucking.  That's what got to Hagen.  He
committed suicide behind Calleigh in the ballistics lab." 


"Damn."



"Yup. 
So you have to decide if you can keep doing this stuff.  I know you can
handle it.  I know not traveling will get boring.  Just don't make me
a grandfather with some cute thing on spring break, Dean."  He faded
out. 


Dean
leaned back to consider that new information.  He hadn't known that Xander
didn't read people.  He always seemed to but maybe he just read body
language to find threats.  He'd have to watch him for the next few
days.  He opened the soda and picked up the Playboy.  Since he was in
here, he might as well take advantage of it.  It was making his leg feel
better.  Not that he'd ever tell them. 


***



Hagen
faded into Horatio's apartment, waking him without waking Calleigh.  He
nodded at the kitchen, heading that way.  Horatio grabbed his robe and
followed, glaring at him.  "Cordelia came out with a head's up for a
few years from now," he said quietly. 


"How
bad?" 


"Apocalypse
cult of humans.  Using magic to summon things to make sure of it. 
With your boy's inability to get backed up, it'll be you, him, and Dean if he's
still here.  Sam will help but we think the demon will try to get him so
he might be in protective custody." 


Horatio
nodded once.  "How long?" 


"About
three years before they start to show up.  They will mange to summon or open
something to get something huge here.  The slayers won't be paying
attention because of their own problems.  Which means you'll have an
apocalypse off to the west of the downtown area.  Not in the 'Glades but
in the 'burbs, Horatio." 


"So
we need to make plans for when it happens?" 


Hagen
nodded.  "Yes you do.  We need to start setting up an apocalypse
vault for the lab.  With oversight by the boys.  Dean can handle it
but he's more used to guns and shotguns." 


"I've
seen that.  It's a spot where Xander has technical knowledge but limited
experience in daily handling."  He considered it. 
"Confiscated all right?" 


"It
should be fine," he told him.  "I have no idea if you want to
clue in the higher ups or not.  I know they know about me and Tim. 
Also, avoid the question about how Tim descended.  The Powers didn't help
that, other higher authorities did because Tim was needed here for the boy and
others.  Otherwise he would've died years ago and you would've had to
handle all that on your own, leaving Miami and therefore the South
unprotected." 


"Good
to know.  How much?  Like the problem in LA?" 


"Hopefully
less.  Get him to tell you about Glory.  It'll be about her power
level but have a lot more powerful minions that will be causing problems. 
I'll see if Tim can dig up anything on the cult when they start to
gather." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Thank you for that warning." 


"Not
a problem.  Hate to see you on this side, Horatio.  You might take my
job."  He faded out. 


Horatio
went back to bed to think.  What did Miami need in an apocalypse
vault?  Three years to gather it would let them do it subtly.  Could
they use the excuse of a terrorism preparedness vault?  Homeland Security
would like that.  They had wondered why they didn't have one already. 


***



Horatio
stopped Dean and Sam the next morning.  "My office to consult,"
he ordered quietly.  They went up there.  He noticed Dean was limping
very badly.  He checked ballistics, no Xander.  He went up to the
office.  "Is Xander off today, Dean?" 


"Yeah. 
It's his scheduled day off.  Though he was warned he might get called into
court."  He shifted in his chair.  "What's up?" 


"John
Hagen told me last night that we'll be having an apocalypse cult in about three
years.  That we need to start preparing supplies."  He looked at
Sam.  "He also said that the cult or the demon that they're going to
call may be coming after you, Sam." 


Sam
grimaced.  "Again?" 


Dean
snorted.  "Probably because of the first one, Sammy.  So we need
to know what we have that we can count on and build up from?" 


"We
do. I know you don't handle artillery but I need to know what's in our present
exemplar and plan for something slightly less than the invasion in LA.  I
was told the demon would have powerful minions but it would only be as strong
as whoever Glory was." 


"She
was a special lecture and research topic at the second school.  Glory was
a hell goddess that wanted Dawn's blood so she could suck her hell dimension
onto earth," Sam told him.  "She nearly managed it but Buffy closed
her portals by dying.  Bringing her back caused the First Evil
stuff."  He shifted some.  "She was fairly powerful but she
was rumored to suck sanity from her victims to top her own off." 


"So
we may be looking at a hell god?" Dean asked him. 


"She
had a small flaw that was meant to contain her.  She had to have a host
body.  She could take it over fully and change it to look like her, but
she had to have a body to inhabit.  From the stuff I got from Tim, she
fully changed the guy's body to hers." 


Dean
nodded at that.  "So, really fucking powerful with a
limitation." 


Sam
nodded.  "These minions are going to be how powerful?" 


"All
Hagen said was powerful.  We have no idea which one it is yet." 


Dean
nodded at that.  "Good to know.  Okay."  He stood up. 
"I'll start looking at what we have, what Xander has, and talk to him
about what we can get subtly and store in case of ...terrorist attack." 


Horatio
smiled.  "Exactly.  Homeland can't really complain about that
since I had to blow some up a few years back with a LANS system." 


"Cool,"
Dean said.  He grinned.  "Let us look, Horatio.  Sammy's
the geek god of research at times." 


"Thank
you, boys.  Dean, your time in the night shift lab is in two weeks." 


Dean
nodded.  "Let me know when I'm supposed to start.  I'll handle
it."  Horatio smiled, quirking up an eyebrow.  "I think
hunting's on hold.  We're getting plenty of evil bitches going to hell
this way for now."  Horatio nodded at that decision.  "But
I'd want Sammy on my shift so he didn't need his own car and I could protect
his stupid ass when he gets into something only he and Xander could." 


"Mary
does have an open spot for some lucky intern." 


"Thanks,"
Sam said, heading to find that form to fill it out for her. 


"Dad
told me Xander doesn't get backup," he said quietly. 


"No,
he doesn't.  If you should have that problem, I want to know immediately
so I can try to head them off." 


Dean
nodded.  "That's fine with me.  You know, more hunters might
join the PD if they knew that they could still hunt demons."  He
left, going down to ballistics.  He ran into Tim down there. 
"Not your day off too?" 


"No,
not this week.  You okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  Still a bit sore from last night." 


"Yeah,
those two officers talked and we reamed them a new one.  By the way, nice
work with the gang."  He smirked as he walked off. 


"Sammy's
a research geek, Tim." 


Tim
smirked back at him.  "Of course he is.  When we know, he'll
know."  He went back to DNA to find his next cold case to see if
there was anything someone had missed. 


Dean
walked into ballistics, finding Melissa in there.  "How did you get
back in?  I heard you got fired." 


"Why
would I get fired?" she asked with a sweet smile, waving a hand at him. 


"Magic
crap doesn't work on us, Melissa." 


"Why
not?" 


"Because
we've been demon hunters for a very long time."  She shrieked and
tried to hit him.  He knocked her out then leaned out.  "Hey,
Horatio, didn't Melissa get fired?  She just tried to take me out." 


He
came in to get her with two officers.  "Thank you.  Do we have
any more of that stuff he threw on her the last time?" 


Dean
got into his magic and necromancy kit, handing it to him.  "More
powerful.  Sammy overcooked it." 


"Thank
you."  He poured it over her then let the officers drag her off while
he called Rick Stetler.  "Didn't you take that ballistic intern's
ID?"  He hung up and handcuffed her on the couch.  Rick stomped
in to deal with her.  "I applied more of that liquid Xander
used." 


"Good." 
He sneered at her.  "We'll see what's going on." 


"She
tried to attack Dean." 


"That
was really dumb.  He's probably gotten in more fights than some pro
boxers."  He hauled her up.  "To my office," he told
the officers.  They walked her that way.  "Wonder boy not here
today?" 


"It's
his day off."  Rick groaned, heading off to deal with that problem
again.   Horatio made notes and then emailed Xander so he'd know that
there had been a problem but it was solved.  That way he didn't have to
come in on his day off.  He heard a shriek and looked out, finding a young,
brunette woman with a child against her leg in the middle of the hallway. 
"Do none of you appear more subtly?  Perhaps in a bathroom or an
elevator?" he asked as he walked down to her. 


"I
would but it was full.  Is Xander in today?" 


"It's
his day off.  You're which one?" 


"Dawn." 
She smirked at him.  "The nice Summers woman that never treated him
like crap."  She looked down.  "Mandy, do not go
visiting."  Her daughter pouted.  "Is Tim in then?" 


"He's
in DNA.  Let's get you to somewhere you're allowed to be and I'll get him
for you." 


"Sure." 
Mandy saw someone and squealed, running at them.  "Amanda!" she
complained.  "Get back here?" 


Tim
walked out of DNA, looking at the baby.  "Hey, Princess
Summers."  He looked at Sam, who was staring at the baby oddly. 
"She likes you," he said with a mean grin. 


"She
thought she knew me but she hasn't seen us since before she was walking. 
She ran over to hug me."  He gave her a hug then handed her to
Tim.  She pouted at him.  "Don't do that.  I'm not who you
think I am, little one." 


Dean
came out of ballistics to look at her, then smirked at Sam.  "Maybe
she sees something similar?" 


Dawn
strolled over.  "Better not be or I get to mash Connor's nuts in with
my spikiest heels."  She smirked at him.  "Beyond that, she
has a thing for tall guys.  No idea why.  You must be Dean and
Sam?"  They nodded.  "Dawn Summers.  You caught her
with Gunn babysitting during patrols."  She smiled at Sam. 
"You might as well.  She'll start to be noisy to get another
one."  She looked at Tim.  "Frolanx demons trying to take
over Orlando and the former watcher there is now down." 


"Xander's
got the day off but he's mostly retired and they're a bitch to kill," he
told her. 


"Yeah,
but these ones want to party at Disney.  They're trying to rent the park
out for the day.  The people aren't obliging so they're going to cause
problems.  Got someone to call up there?" 


"I
can do that," he decided, going to find his cellphone and do that. 


Ryan
came out, staring at the baby.  "You're too small to be a
suspect.  I hope." 


"She'd
better never be a suspect or I'd beat her ass like my mother would have beaten
me if she had caught me shoplifting." 


Dean
snickered.  "Not your sister?" 


"No,
but Xander did."  She took her daughter back.  "Also,"
she said, smirking at Sam and Dean.  "Huge ass problem at the local
magic store.  It got taken over by a possessed person trying to make
mystical drugs." 


"Xander
handled that already," Tim called from where he was calling. 


"Okay,
that's good to know.  Third thing.  Wes's will was
probated."  Tim came out to stare at her.  She smirked as Hagen
appeared.  "Thank you for the placement, precious." 


"You're
welcome, Dawn.  We like you being the only good woman from Sunnydale that
ever liked him."  He looked at Tim.  "When Xander finally
does get to retire, fully retire, he'll be the local watcher and
resource." 


"We
need more library room," Tim said dryly.  Dawn smirked and
nodded.  "Damn it.  I don't want to move.  We just paid off
the house and remodeled the kitchen." 


She
pinched him on the arm, letting her daughter do the same.  "So
don't.  Add more bookcases." 


"Tim's
a booknerd," Dean told her.  "They don't have room for more
bookcases.  Add on an addition?" he suggested. 


"I
might be talked into that.  How bad, Dawn?" 


"Very. 
The thing that got him knocked Gunn stupid and got both our slayers in
LA."  Tim moaned.  "Connor and I managed to kick its ass so
it's dead now but Gunn's got some major healing time coming up.  Head
cracked nicely and cracked the pavement as well."  Tim winced. 
"Exactly.  So we're off to bum more from Cleveland and let you guys
know that two of the major idiots headed this way decided to detour and hit
Chicago instead.  They heard about what happens when they touch you. 
They don't want to mess with Xander."  She put the baby down, rubbing
her wrist.  Mandy instantly stuck herself to Sam's thigh and grinned up at
him.  "He's not yours and I'm not dating him, dear.  We live too
far away for that."  Mandy pouted at him.  "It's not his
fault we live in LA, Mandy.  Quit trying to get a stepdaddy's who's a foot
taller than I am."  She looked at Tim again.  "Anyway, got
the list of stuff," she said, pulling an envelope out of her back jeans
pocket to hand to him.  "All his." 


He
looked it over.  "We need a second house." 


"Not
my fault.  But hey, room to store other stuff too." 


"Not
cute," he assured her with a smirk. 


She
grinned back.  "Yes I am.  Xander taught me how to be
cute."  She beamed.  "Anyway, we need to set up an intel
exchange so others realize what's going on.  Because Wolfram and Hart
decided to try to reopen the LA building." 


"The
guy told me they were going to have an office in Seattle instead." 


"Pity
but they were using it to start a blood power rite.  The LAPD contingent
that caught Xander blowing things away for Angel with artillery got told and
they stopped it for us.  They've been begging me and Willow to leave them
alone."  She smiled sweetly.  "Fat chance."  She
looked at her daughter then at Tim.  "The last page is an emergency
contingency plan in case something that big happens in LA.  We don't think
it will...." 


Tim
looked it over then at her.  "You sure?" 


"You
want them to turn her into the next Xander?" 


"I'm
not sure we could find another white lighter who could deal with that,"
Hagen said dryly.  "Tim got chosen.  I learned to respect the
boy.  We'd almost have to taint someone beforehand." 


"Plus
Mandy has some of my skills," Dawn said dryly with a smirk. 
"And I'm going to let Xander teach her gun and artillery skills, plus self
defense over a few summers if that's all right?" 


Tim
nodded.  "That'd be fine, Dawn.  I'm sure he'd be squealy with
delight."  She beamed and gave him a hug.  "Get off,"
he said dryly.  She punched him on the arm, making her daughter swat
him.   He looked down.  "You're mouthy like your
momma," he told her.  She just beamed and hugged Sam's leg harder. 


"She
keeps trying to set me up with really tall, pretty guys," Dawn quipped
then waved a hand around.  "Anyway.  That's your head's up of
the week from the lower sources." 


"Dawn,
could I have you talk to a young witch who was trying to break Tim and Xander
up to get back at him for jumping into the hunting?" Horatio asked. 


She
smirked evilly. "Sure I can beat her ass for you, sweetie.  Mandy,
c'mon.  Bad witchies need spanked."  She pointed at Sam and
grunted, giving her a begging look.  "You learned that off Connor
when he was begging for cookies," she said dryly, plucking her daughter
off him.  "Say thank you for the cuddles." 


"Fank
you!" she shouted with a beaming, happy grin and a wave. 
"Cuddle good!"  She beamed at Dean too, giving him a hug. 
He patted her, making her a happy baby.  "Bad witchies, momma?" 


"Yup,
bad witchies that want to annoy Uncle Xander."  Her daughter
scowled.  "You're so fierce," she teased with a grin.  She
followed Horatio off. 


Dean
looked at Sam.  "If she lived on this coast...." 


John
Winchester appeared, shaking his head.  "No way in hell, boys. 
She's got a destiny problem.  She's the female version of Xander only she
uses magic instead of guns.  I don't want either of you to be widows like
I was." 


Sam
smiled.  "Her daughter was adorable.  Clearly brilliant." 


John
glared at his son.  "I said no, son." 


Sam
grinned at Tim.  "Think she'd like to go out later?" 


"Could,
yeah.  She needs someone better than the baby's daddy who's a
shitbag.  Wolfe, you could use someone that nice too." 


"My
OCD would drive her nuts, Tim."  He went back to the lab since it
wasn't a problem. 


"I
wasn't sure about Xander teaching him to hunt as his backup but apparently it's
good for him."  He went back to his lab.  He and Xander would
have to talk about those books. 


Sam
grinned at Dean.  "You'd like a niece, right?" 


"Yeah,
she seemed sweet and smart.  Dawn's kind of mouthy but I can see you and
her together."  John huffed and disappeared.  Dean smirked at
his brother.  "So bad," he mouthed.  "I taught you
well, Sammy."  He went back to ballistics. 


Sam
went back to Trace, still grinning at the way they were driving their father
insane for making that deal to save Dean's life.  He knew better than to
make deals with demons.  He had taught them that.  He should've
listened to his own advice. 


***



Three
weeks later, Dean was dressed up more than usual.  He had to meet with the
hiring committee.  It was his turn to interview.  He walked into the
room they were meeting in, closing the door behind him. 
"Morning," he said. 


The
three-member panel looked at him.  "Mr. Winchester, I'm told that
your affliction is temporary?" 


"I've
been slowly getting back to being without the cane since the accident. 
I'm nearly fully off it.  Then I'll be evaluated for field work
again.  I passed provisionally already." 


"Sit,"
one told him, waving at a chair.  Dean checked it then sat down. 
"We've seen your work.  We've gotten lab evaluations from CSI's
Harris, Duquesne, Caine, and Moriston." 


"Who?"



"Mary,"
one told him. 


"Oh. 
I didn't know her last name.  We haven't worked together too often." 


"She
had some good things to say about all the interns trained by CSI Harris,"
the third member told him.  She stared at him.  "It's come down
to the three interns.  Harris isn't hard to work with but he does have
high expectations.  He trained all three of you to have the same sort of
expectations.  The other one wasn't as...fussy as he can be now and then
about the lab's protocol." 


Dean
nodded.  "Xander complained that he didn't clean up a mess he made in
the firing pen." 


"Before
or after your week?" the first member asked. 


"After. 
I've spent plenty of time mopping for him." 


"So
he trained you to be just as fussy," the third member told him.  Dean
nodded that was true.  "How certain are you that you'll be field
worthy?" 


"I'm
told it's a thirty point scale.  I passed with a nineteen.  At twenty
you're fully field cleared.  Since I plan to be mostly off my cane within
three months, I'll be tested soon after that.  Last time I couldn't crawl
if necessary or squat down." 


"Will
you be able to afterward?" 


"I'll
ache.  I already have a brace for those days," he told them. 


They
nodded, making notes.  "So, you'll be fully able to handle any
duties," the second said.  Dean nodded.  "Can you
now?" 


"The
only problem I've had was doing the bullet sorting.  That requires some
bending and stretching for a good, long time.  I cramped the first time I
tried.  After that, I brought a smaller stool in to sit on.  That
storage system is a bit low." 


"I'd
have to do that myself," the third member admitted.  She looked at
him after making a note.  "We've heard that you and your brother both
wish to stay on the same shift?" 


"We
do.  Sammy and I have watched each other's backs since we were kids. 
Sammy used to draw some of the strangest problems.  Plus I'm used to how
he thinks.  A lot of the field techs think very...clinically.  Like
their minds are in a table chart and they're going down the table as they
exclude ideas.  Sammy and I are used to handling things happening without
having to categorize every little thing." 


"So
you do have a similar background to CSI Harris?" the middle one asked. 


Dean
nodded.  "We both did.  It was his mentor that came to us after
the crash to get me into the program.  She had heard that we were a lot
alike." 


They
looked at him.  "I'm sure you've seen that CSI Harris has had some
problems with the normal officers," the female said.  "Have
you?" 


"Now
and then we get a few funny looks but my brother and I are more subtle than he
was.  Xander grew up in a town that had a high denial rate.  He told
us at one point in time they had walked down the street with openly carried
weapons and no one said a thing to them.  LA wanted to ignore it so bad
that they did the same thing in some areas.  Mostly where he had to work."



"Then
again, you can't be subtle when you have two officers who're in the same room
as the thing that's eating furniture," the female pointed out. 


"He
probably could've asked them to leave.   From what I understand, that
day he was having a really bad day that had started with an accusation from
internal affairs and had moved on from there to even worse." 


"True,
he did," she agreed.  "So he probably wasn't thinking too much
about being subtle?" 


"I
like Xander but Xander's not real subtle at the best of times, ma'am.  He
does things that get noticed." 


"Like
his t-shirt habit," the first one said dryly. 


"That
too," Dean agreed.  "Yet, have you noticed that you can overlook
him even when he's wearing something brain damaging?" 


"We
have," she told him.  "It's an interesting trait." 
She looked at her notes then at him.  "What things would you like to
see changed about the ballistics lab?" 


"I'd
like to rearrange our exemplar.  It was hung with weight considerations in
mind.  I'd arrange it more alphabetically.   Xander said that
would be fine to do, but the way they're hung could come down in a few
spots." 


"Didn't
he help with the rebuild in that area?" she asked. 


"No. 
From what he said it's a structural problem.  The ones who put the
framework up put the joists holding the wall too far apart so some of the
frames holding guns aren't anchored into stud walls.  I was told that
wasn't a problem with the fixing after the explosion or after the remodel, it
was an original construction flaw that he told us happened in other parts as
well.  Especially in one bathroom that now has a fully mirrored wall to
hide the holes that the towel dispenser caused when it kept falling." 


"I
saw that one in action," the middle one admitted.  "Do you think
you can handle field work?" 


"A
lot of the type of hunting Sammy and I did included questioning people about
events and doing research, sir.  It's a lot alike only this time we won't
get to salt and burn anyone or simply shoot them to keep them from killing more
people.  I think we've adapted wonderfully to not having to shoot bastards
that annoy us." 


The
female member burst out laughing.  "CSI Harris said he wished he
could shoot more of them when he was asked that question," she said with a
smile. 


"Xander
handled things like that one in the hotel.  Sammy and I handled things
like was happening in Crestview." 


"We
heard," the middle one told him.  "What would be your
expectations about being a full time tech?" 


"A
better paycheck.  To be honest, Xander's had me working extra hours. 
Sammy and I are already about a month ahead of the other interns for
hours.  I've headed ballistics while Xander and Calleigh were both in the
field on cases while watching the other interns.  I'd expect to be able to
relax some of the nitpicking that Xander can do now and then.  Other than
that, I'd expect to do the same sort of jobs I do now.  And some year to
have my own interns to fuss and nitpick over." 


She
smiled.  "He can be fussy.  Do you get along well with the ME on
that shift?" 


"Alexx
tries very hard to mother Sammy and I but we're not used to that sort of
attention.  Most of the time she lets Maxine deal with it since she fusses
over Xander." 


The
middle one nodded.  "Some boys can't stand being fussed over." 


"Our
mother died when I was four.  I'm not used to any mothering at all,
sir." 


"Good
to know."  He looked at him.  "How would you rank yourself
against Xander's skills?" 


"I
know some areas better than he does because we had to use more handguns and
shotguns daily.  He knows what they are, what they feel like and look
like.  I know how they fire and have fired a great many more of
them.  Especially shotguns and rifles.  He knows more about bombs and
artillery.  I've been taking his manuals to go through in case we might
need that information while he's busy with Horatio somewhere.  As for work
ethic, I didn't realize that he was upping our hours because working should be
full time.  I'm a very hard worker, just like he is.  We share
similar ways of looking at guns.  I think some day I'll be rated up there
with him if I get a good lab to work with me." 


The
female looked at him. "You think some won't?" 


"I
think one of the agents that came in on a case sneered that I'm using a
cane," he told her.  "I also think that we could go to a smaller
lab, somewhere where our other specialty is more needed, and be really bored
most of the time.  Miami has hardware I've never seen before.  I'm
used to hunters, those who hunt bad things and food.  We're Midwest
boys.  We have common sense, which seems to be lacking in about half of
Miami.  My brother nearly looked at a victim and asked her how she got
along without thinking last week because we're not used to flighty things that
are more concerned about their tans than their lives." 


"We've
seen a few of those," the middle one admitted, pushing his papers
together.  "We'll be considering among the final three, which you're
part of.  We'll tell you in a few weeks, Mr. Winchester." 


"Thank
you for considering me."  He stood up.  "Have a good
day."  He left, thinking he had bombed it.  He ran into Sammy
waiting on him.  He had taken today off.  "I so bombed." 


"Maybe
not," Sam told him.  "Sometimes they like to make you think
it."  He gave him a pat on the back.  "Lunch?" 


"Sure. 
I could eat."  He got into the car to drive, letting Sammy get in and
then head off to their favorite cheap lunch spot.  Intern paychecks really
were crappy.  "So, if we have to move, where're we going?" 


"New
York has an open spot.  Mac Taylor offered for us specially through
Horatio last night when he heard we might be open.  They pay more, there's
a variety of labs around the city.  We'll get a lot more interesting cases
according to him and Xander.  Did he tell you about the wolf costume
wearing cannibal?" 


"No,"
Dean said slowly. "I hadn't heard that story at all."  Sammy
went over it, making him shake his head.  "Interesting." 


"Very. 
So we'd get a lot more interesting cases.  Plus a lot more speciality
cases.  They have tours of haunted places.  Tons of demons living in
a mostly peaceful enclave.  Now and then something higher appears to try
to take over part of the city or nibble on people.  We'd have a slayer in
the city too." 


"That
might be nice," he admitted.  "How much more pay?" 


"About
five grand more a year to start, then merit and time-in based pay raises."



"Huh. 
So very good." 


"Very. 
Plus some great hospitals and specialists if you need one." 


Dean
nodded.  "Not a bad idea.  Cost of living about the same?" 


"Tim
said a bit higher in some areas.  Manhattan was atrocious.  That's
where you can pay three-quarters of a million for a guaranteed parking spot in
a new building.  Or over a million for a new condo that's a loft with one
bedroom." 


Dean
shuddered.  "That's bad." 


"Very. 
In the other boroughs it's supposed to be cheaper and less trendy. 
Manhattan is all about the trendy and rich.  Plus Broadway and the
park." 


"I'm
not much into plays, Sammy," he said dryly.  "Or the
opera." 


"They
have a lot of comedy clubs there too, Dean." 


"Fine." 
He pulled into the parking lot, getting out to go eat.  His phone beeped
with a text message, making him look at it.  "Xander's
fussing."  He sent back he wasn't sure but they didn't seem too happy
with him.  He got back an unhappy scowl text.   He reminded him
that things happened the way they did.  "Guaranteed in the same lab
up there?" Dean asked him. 


"Probably
but maybe not the same shift at first.   If we go to Queens instead
of Manhattan there's an almost guarantee of the same shift and lab. 
Manhattan would have you on one shift and field techs rotate out shifts. 
So I'd have a few shifts on yours and then a few mornings probably. 
Though I was warned by Tim that now and then you do pull quads as a field tech
up there.  Higher pressure for some cases." 


"I
guess that makes sense.  Stars are up there, the UN, all that
shit."  He  got out and headed inside to get them a table. 
The waitress smiled and got them their ususal.  They ate here a lot these
days.  It was nice to be known somewhere for a good thing instead of for
having given someone nightmares. 


***



Dean
walked into the lab a few weeks later, finding Horatio and Xander standing in
the doorway waiting on him and Sam.  "Did one of us do something
wrong?" he asked, dreading the answer.  He knew the hiring committee
had made a decision.  Calleigh had told him but she hadn't known what it
was.  Tim walked out to stand behind Xander.   Both Johns
appeared behind him.  "Guys, scaring the shit out of us like we just
turned evil," Dean pointed out when they continued to stare. 


"You
have to work within the dress code," Tim told him.  "Mary hates
Xander's t-shirts.  She blames it for the lab's stats for leave time going
up." 


Sam
beamed.  "Really?  We got it?" 


"With
two conditions," Horatio said.  "First, that you handle our new
apocalypse vault.  They don't want Xander to.  They think he'll
overload it with things that could endanger Miami." 


"Of
course you'll have input, probably more than you want," Xander told him
dryly. 


"The
second condition is that you let Sam work dayshift now and then," Horatio
told him smoothly, smiling at the boys.  "That way we have someone
beyond Xander who can work well with Ryan." 


"Which
means that sometimes we might have to have dual heads in ballistics, especially
if I'm in the field," Xander told him.  "Because we're about to
lose Calleigh to injury leave."  He glared at Horatio, who
shrugged.  Then back at Hagen. 


"I
tried, she didn't listen to me about her brakes.  It'll only be a
dislocated knee," he defended. 


"Uh-huh." 
Xander looked at the boys.  "They picked Cynthia to be your second,
Dean." 


Dean
grinned.  "I can deal with that.  So I'm really the head of
night shift ballistics?" 


"As
of when you graduate, as long as you do graduate your internship," Tim
said. 


"Which
brings up a problem," John Winchester told him.  "There's things
who want you to fail, boys.  We've got to stop them." 


Xander
snorted.  "Not really that big of a problem, John.  Most of them
ran to New York instead of pissing me off again."  He looked at the
boys.  "I'll expect the same level of work, Dean.  Even if you
do loosen some of the rules for her since she got really uptight with all the
little details I make interns handle so they know what to do when it's their
lab." 


"I
can do that.  Hold on, who's your second on dayshift?" 


Xander
snorted.  "Like I need one," he said dryly.  He smirked at
Sam.  "So you get to help Ryan now and then.  He's moving to
swing.  You guys are moving to late swing.  That way the only time
ballistics isn't covered is overnight.  They can wait for me." 


Dean
nodded.  "I can handle that.  Then some year I'll take over your
spot," Dean taunted with a smirk. 


"If
you really want it, I can get the girls down to warp you too," Xander offered
with a grin.  "That way you can really take my spot." 


"Don't
do that to my boys; I'll beat your ass, Xander," John Winchester
complained.  "Right after we burn Rosenburg at the stake." 


"Oh,
that's right, you didn't hear," John Hagen said with a smirk of his
own.  "Rosenburg's presently going head-to-head with Wolfram and Hart
again.  They tried to open an office in Cleveland." 


"You
know, the guy who came to negotiate didn't say they were going to do
that," Tim said dryly.  He smirked at Xander.  "They still
haven't settled that lawsuit." 


"It
hits the judge next week for mediation."  He smirked evilly. 
"By the way, boss.  They're presently really, really sorry for
screwing with Calleigh's brakes.  They're also tied up in the 
decontam and radiation vault."  He grinned.  "They've got
about another two hours of air.  Oh, and Tim changed the combination for
you."  He looked at Dean.  "Now you can make Cynthia sort
bullets and mop." 


Dean
snorted.  "I'm sure we'll work it out.  If she put up with you for
a year, she can deal with me.  How many more hours do I have,
Horatio?" 


"About
three weeks worth," he admitted.  "Let me go release them."



"And
remind them that I'm waiting on the settlement so I get spoiled," Tim said
with a grin. 


"Combination?"



"Fuck
'em," Xander said bluntly.  "Next time they shouldn't be caught
tampering with Tim's bike."  He walked off, taking Dean to
ballistics.  "All this shall be yours when the time is right and I
fall back to research and hunting help."  He looked at his most
recent protege.  "Now, it's your job to make Mary loosen up. 
She won't allow my t-shirts, or dirty jokes, but the whole of night shift needs
to loosen their thongs.  So have fun with that."  He clapped him
on the back.  "And go clean the exemplar for me.  I'm feeling
the need to go clean my babies in my personal vault.  Which is presently
in ours."  He winked.  "Horatio has no idea what I had
stored at home."  He strolled off to pet his babies.  He found
his non-felony counterpart giving them an odd look.  "An apocalypse
vault." 


"Why
do we need one of those?" she asked tiredly. 


"Because
we have terrorists and an apocalypse coming in three years," he told
her.  "So we're building up an anti-terrorist vault."  He
grinned.  "Homeland gave us a grant to buy from some of the demon
underground to get more neat stuff.  Dean's in charge of it once he takes
over night shift felony." 


She
looked at him.  "Cynthia didn't get it?" 


"She
got his secondary spot since he's a part-time field tech once he gets fully cleared."



"Who's
your second?" 


"Like
I need one?" he asked dryly.  "That's why I have interns." 


"Good
point."  She nodded, pointing at the case of rifles.  "That
got sent to my lab addressed to this room." 


Xander
looked then grinned at her.  "From some of the gun dealing
demons.  We'll need the regular people to be better armed while those of
us with special skills head out to handle less mundane things." 


"Uh-huh. 
I'll be retired by then," she told him. 


"It's
only an apocalypse cult of humans," he offered. 


"Yay."



"Wolfram
and Hart came after Calleigh earlier.  They're in the radiation
vault.  Tim changed the code." 


She
groaned, going to open that for Horatio.  Non-felony had their own
codes.  She gave him a slight shove and punched in her code, opening the
doorway.  Then she looked at him.  "Xander's insane again. 
Can't you make Tim screw him into better sanity?" 


"They
haven't had the same day off in weeks thanks to the maneuverings of these
sort.  He won't be getting one anytime soon either with Calleigh out with
a car crash."  She whimpered.  "Dean's taking over the
vault once he's fully on.  He's got three weeks left." 


"Thanks,
really.  I put the upgraded rifles that got sent addressed to that room in
there.  He told me why.  Can I quit about then?" 


"Take
a sabbatical but you might have to cover his lab for a while."  She
groaned, walking off muttering.  He looked at the gasping lawyers. 
"Did we perhaps piss off Xander again, gentlemen?" he asked
dryly.  "Or Timothy?  It's not often you get Timothy into a
destructive mood but when you do the only one who can calm him down is often
Alexx.  Xander cheers for him.  Last time he even had pompoms. 
Oh, Timothy said you forgot that the lawsuit is going up in front of a judge
next week."  They whimpered.  "Now, let's get you logged in
since it looks like someone stapled booking sheets around your
necks."  He summoned officers to come help him.  "These
nice people orchestrated CSI Duquesne's car crash this morning and were found
tampering with Timothy's motorcycle." 


"They
didn't learn the first time not to piss off Harris?" one asked him. 


"Apparently
not.  This time they made Timothy go into destruction mood.  He was
even humming earlier."  The officers all shuddered.  They knew
what it meant when Xander was in that mood. 


"That
poor law firm," one said.  "They'll never recover
now."  They hauled the people up to take them to booking since they
already had the proper sheets ready.  The booking sergeant looked at
them.  "Screwing with the CSI's again," he told him. 
"They didn't learn the last time." 


"Oh,
them again."  He took the first one's sheet off his shirt, booking
him into their holding cells.  "Most lawyers don't get to see holding
from the inside.  Feel privileged." 


***



Tim
looked at the nice lawyer who came back to negotiate.  "No, I'm
sorry.  They screwed with us.  They made Xander work overtime again
so I don't get my usual level of cuddles or anything else." 


"It's
a good offer," Niles Prescot said. 


"Except
for the fact that Calleigh's presently in traction and I nearly had my own
wreck?" 


Mr.
Prescot winced.  "That was not ordered." 


"Neither
was the office in LA or Cleveland reopening?" 


"I
didn't know about that." 


"They
did and Rosenburg is less than pleased."  Prescot flinched and
glanced around.  "So, no.  Not very good.  I know it goes
to mediation tomorrow."  He pushed back the paperwork.  "Do
better if you want to keep this out of the official news."  He got up
and walked off. 


Niles
called his boss.  "He said he's adding to it because we arranged to
open offices in LA and Cleveland, plus we made his boyfriend work overtime
thanks to the accidents arranged for them, sir."  He listened. 
"No, Mr. Speedle will not.  I can talk to Mr. Harris since he's the
one suing but he told me to negotiate with Mr. Speedle, sir.  Yes, that
one.  I have no idea.  Thank you.  I'll try but it may not be
good enough."  He got up and walked back to the lab.  "May
I talk to Mr. Harris please?" 


The
receptionist looked at him.  "Are you sure you want to do that? 
He's trying to keep Tim from destroying you guys.  He even pulled out his
pompoms." 


Prescot
winced.  "Technically he's the one suing us so I have to offer him
the current offer." 


"It's
your soul," she told him.  She paged him. 


Xander
came out to look at him.  "Didn't you talk to Tim?" 


"I
did, sir, but my boss wanted me to make sure you heard the current
offer."  He handed it over with a hopeful look.  "The board
was not involved in any of the situations he told me about." 


Xander
handed it back and wrote out something, handing it over.  "I'll
accept that and it'll get higher once it goes to mediation."  He
walked off.  "Or else I get to be mean because you're making me work
overtime and keeping me from calming Tim down.  Which means some crook's
going to cry soon, and probably the judge who complains about that fact
too."  He waved, turning the corner.  He kissed Tim on the
cheek.  "I gave him a counter offer that was thirty times higher than
they wanted.  That way we can take a vacation?" he offered with a shy
grin.  "Just us?  No white lighters, no interns?" 


Tim
smirked. "I could like that."  Xander grinned and bounced off. 


"Should
we check for plastique yet?" Sam asked as he came out of fingerprints with
a folder. 


"Depends
if they keep trying to lowball the negotiations.  He just promised me a
vacation together without anyone around." 


Sam
grinned.  "You guys deserve it for putting up with Dad." 
He walked off happier.  Xander was humming.  Dean was growling. 
Yeah, someone was going to be destroyed. 


***



Dean
walked up to the lawyer later that night in the demon bar.  "I don't
give a damn what your boss wants.  Give Harris whatever he wants before he
finishes destroying Miami to make sure he gets all of you.  He was talking
with someone earlier about the nuclear bomb they wanted to build." 
Prescot moaned a whimpering sound.  "Exactly.  And you're
keeping him from getting with Tim to calm him down again.  We've already
had to pull him out of our apocalypse vault.  Three times since lunch,
dude.  You won't last if you don't settle quickly.  This is the only
warning you'll get because Tim now has the pompoms and he makes a happy,
sarcastic cheerleader to Xander's destruction.  You thought it was bad
before?"  He got a beer and went to talk to the overlord. 
"We're really sorry if Xander destroys the city.  The lawyers are
lowballing their negotiations and they're making sure he can't get home on time
thanks to the accident Calleigh had."  He sipped his beer. 
"We've tried." 


The
overlord nodded.  "We know.  We heard from a source within the
PD.  Have him go clubbing?  It might get him some nice things for the
vault." 


"They
are.  Tim said he needed to have his topic switched tonight." 
He took another drink.  "Looks like we're staying on night
shift." 


The
overlord smiled.  "Congratulations, Dean.  I'm sure your father
is very proud of you.  I know you'll help to keep Harris calmer until we
have something happen." 


"Three
years, dude." 


The
overlord winced.  "I heard.  We'll have some donations for the
vault soon."  Dean grinned.  "Have a nice party the day you
graduate." 


"I
plan on it if the city's standing."  He finished his beer and headed
out to let Sammy drive them home.  They turned on the police scanner to
listen to what trouble Xander got into.  SWAT was already alerted just in
case.  Horatio was sedated so he didn't have to hear.  Their father
and John Hagen were off playing poker with Cordelia so she could distract
them.  It only took an hour, they were very proud of their mentors. 


***



Xander
walked in the next morning, handing over the keys.  "The very nice
people who were building bombs by the docks decided I was too cute to pass
up.  SWAT said to handle that." 


"What
are these keys to, Xander?" Horatio asked. 


"The
rental truck they were using.  They're in the back."  He
grinned.  "Along with the baggies of stuff so Rick can note it for
the records." 


Horatio
sighed, heading out to look.  What he saw did not amuse him.  He
called his former coworkers in bomb squad.  "Did we not want these
bombs?" he asked.  He listened to the reason why.  "I
see.  Of course.  Did we search the rest of their residences? 
Do have fun with that today.  Of course I can."  He hung up,
glaring at the stupid idiots.  "Next time, hire a prostitute instead
of going after Xander and Tim, ladies.  Doing so has ruined many
lives."  He got the field techs to come help him.  They'd have
to dismantle and find out where the various parts came from.   He
found the 'baggie' of things, which turned out to be a gym bag this time. 
He looked inside and sighed, going to hand it over to his boss. 
"Xander was trying to calm Tim down from his destruction urge last night
by clubbing.  Thankfully they found the nice women building bombs by the
docks."  He walked off to help his techs. 


Ryan
looked at him, looking very pitiful.  "Can't we give Tim and Xander
the day off together so we stop this trend, H?" 


"Dean's
in, right, Sam?" Eric asked. 


"He
is, he wants to get done with his internship as soon as possible," Sam
agreed, hiding his grin.  "Which one got given it?  Tim or
Xander?  I always figured that problem could rub off on Tim." 


"He
didn't say," Horatio admitted.  He went to check on Dean, who was
cooing over a new gun that had been brought in.  "Seized?" 


"Yup,
from a gang," Dean said, letting him see it.  "She's beautiful
and someone went to a lot of trouble to modify her so she'd be better than the
others of her kind." 


Horatio
looked it over, nodding and handing it back.  "Where did Xander
go?" 


"Court. 
He had that mediation hearing today." 


"Take
over in here for him?" 


"Gladly,"
Dean agreed with a smirk.  "Before they destroy everyone like they're
Godzilla twins." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Bomb makers last night." 


Dean
snickered.  "Good one, Horatio." 


"Not
kidding." 


Dean
groaned.  "Have fun with that." 


"You
too.  When he gets back, tell them to see me about taking the rest of
today off." 


Dean
nodded. "I can do that."  He turned up the radio he had playing,
letting him listen to the start of the hostage situation at the
courthouse.  "They didn't like it." 


Horatio
sighed.  "Wonderful.  Tell me if something major happens like
they're taken to the hospital."  He went back to help. 
"They're in court.  There's a hostage situation."  His
phone rang.  "Horatio."  He listened.  "Yes, sir,
I was told that by Dean Winchester.  No, Xander's got that suit against
Wolfram and Hart today.  Yes, that.  Because they weren't being
generous.  Tim and Xander decided they needed more to take a nice vacation
together somewhere there weren't people who needed destroyed."  His
boss choked but gasped out he agreed.  "So we'll be kept informed of
what's going on?  Thank you, sir."  He hung up, calling
Alexx.  "Your boy and his boy are presently in the middle of a
hostage situation with lawyers."  He hung up, getting to work on the
bomb parts.  This was going to be a long day. 


***



Horatio
looked at his two techs that were brought in wearing handcuffs. 
"Were they the ones taking hostages?" 


"No,
Lieutenant, but it kept CSI Speedle from attacking them again and Harris from
finishing them off for daring to hurt his lover."  He handed them
over once he had the cuffs off them.  "The commander of Rapid
Response wanted to know if they could have the rest of the day off.  They
were a bit stressed and upset in the courtroom.  They couldn't even come
up with good insults this time." 


"Yes
they can, as long as they order dinner in and don't come out of the house
except for emergencies until Tuesday."  The officer smiled, going to
report that.  He looked at his errant techs.  "Really,
Speed." 


"They
tried to say that Xander was bad!  Not like I'm going to let that
happen!" 


"I
do not care," he said bluntly.  "Take him home, Xander. 
Make him feel happier with the world.  Unless it's an emergency, don't
come out until you come to work on Tuesday.  Even groceries can be
delivered.  Or send Hagen."  They nodded, Xander walking Tim out
fussing over his bruised knuckles. 


John
Winchester faded in.  "The boy makes you want to drink," he
said.  Horatio smiled, nodding a little bit.  "I'd beat Sammy if
he turned into that much of a trouble magnet." 


"Mary
may appreciate that if it happens on her shift." 


"Are
the boys going to make it home for dinner?" 


"Dean
probably will.  Sam, perhaps." 


"Then
I'll leave him leftovers in the fridge."  He faded out, going home to
cackle at what had happened.  He and Hagen had seen the bombs and the
hostage situation. 


Horatio
sat down to call Mac.  "Would you like Xander and Tim
back?"  Mac said something.  "Bombs this time.  Club
presents."  He listened.  Then he sighed.  "I
understand.  No, it's very helpful but the law firm screwed up
again.  This time, Tim had to act, Mac.  Exactly.  Thank you." 
He hung up on the promise to call the boys to see if he could calm them
down.  Or maybe Stella could.  She was good at that.  Horatio
went back to helping trace parts.  They were going to be doing this for
days unless the ATF agents came to take it over for them.  He called
them.  "It's Caine," he said in greeting.  The agent Xander
liked over there asked a question.  "They went clubbing last
night.  Bombs this time.  We are.  Bomb squad is doing the rest
of them today.  That's what I was wondering.  Would you like the rest
of them?"  He smirked at his techs.  "Come to the lab
please."  He hung up.  "Bag it up for them, boys." 


Sam
waved a hand.  "Horatio, this one's got something running.  I
can hear a clicking."  He came over to look, removing the wire that
had been jostled.  "Xander didn't remove it?" 


"They
probably didn't do more than see if it was moving.  It looks like they
were ready to finish it and put the casing on it."  He patted Sam on
the back.  "Xander has a complete set of bomb manuals if you wanted
to look them over, Sam." 


"Dean
has been in case it's needed." 


"Good. 
It's a skill we sometimes need." 


"Some
people do like to take techs out for being so good," Eric agreed.  He
looked.  Six agents came off the elevator in formation. 
"They're trying for impressive." 


"They
can spend all night tracing all this," Ryan told him.  "I have a
date tonight." 


"Isn't
that usually his line?" Sam teased. 


"Yup,
but I still need to find someone who can put up with my OCD.  Or else I'll
have to let Xander set me up with one of his evil women." 


The
agent in the lead gave him a look.  "If you should end up with his
clubbing problem, try to arrest them if they kidnap you, Wolfe. 
Bombs?"  They pointed at the table.  The agents behind him
groaned.  "Just these, Lieutenant?" 


"No,
there's a few more safe boxes," he said, leading them to the ones stored
in the other room.   The agents whimpered.  "We also got
the makers, all female, in the same rental truck.  Then they went to the
mediation hearing for the lawsuit against Wolfram and Hart's remains." 


"I
heard about the hostage situation." 


"Timothy
lost his temper," he said dryly.  "They're grounded to their
home until Tuesday." 


"At
least Tim can cook," he decided.  "Boys, hike this down to our
truck."  They started carrying.  A few got help from Eric and
Ryan to gather up the parts.  They even gave them reports on what they had
found. "Major terrorist link?" 


"I'm
not sure," Horatio admitted.  "Rapid Response had their
houses." 


"I've
already got a call into Chuck, Horatio.  Relax and let us do it so Wolfe
can go on his date tonight."  He left with a smile.  It was good
that Harris drove others nuts.  He'd probably come bouncing in Tuesday
wearing a brain-warping t-shirt too. 


Horatio
looked at the much cleaner and neater labs.  "Sam, I do believe your
hours are done for the day." 


"Dean
and I are both working overtime to get onto our night shift jobs sooner,"
Sam told him. 


Horatio
smiled.  "You only have three weeks." 


"If
we can get that shift set up sooner, then Xander doesn't have to work as much
overtime, which means more time with Tim," he said. 


Horatio
nodded.  "As you wish.  I won't complain."  He went to
check on Dean, finding him cleaning the lab.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He grinned.  "The agents of doom take the bombs?" 


"Yes."



"Cool. 
We'll check on Xander Sunday or Monday night." 


"Thank
you.  Remember, you only have so many hours you have to do, Dean." 


"I
know." 


"And
an autopsy." 


"I
can go do that after I clean here.  Bring Sammy with me to gross him
out."  Horatio smiled, nodding some so he could go take something for
his headache.  Dean finished his cleaning and walked over to Trace. 
"Sammy, we have a mandatory autopsy we have to do." 


"Crap,"
he muttered.  "Give me a minute, Dean."  Dean nodded,
sitting on a stool while Sam finished up what he was doing.  Then they
headed down.  Sam smiled at Alexx.  "We have to do an
autopsy?" 


"Yes
you do, sugar.  You two pull stools over and ask questions where you need
to.  This one was unfortunately burned after being beaten." 


Dean
looked over the body, turning a bit green.  "Is that a hole?" 


"Yep. 
We'll see why in a few minutes.  Sit and watch.  Puke in the trash
can if you need to.  If you feel faint, try to fall on each
other."  They nodded, watching what she was doing.  They had
stronger stomachs than most interns. 


***



John
Winchester faded in.  "The Chief is pissed that you found a cult of
bomb making women." 


"Why
is he pissed at us for evil women hitting on Xander?" 


"He
missed a few."  Xander looked at him.  "Rapid Response
caught them and got to arrest them.  Horatio let them take credit for the
bust until the Chief heard why.  Horatio assured him that Xander didn't
want credit for more than handing over what he had heard in the club.  The
higher ups said no more clubbing.  Something about first a law firm, then
terrorists.  If he keeps it up he'll destroy Miami." 


"I
like Miami.  I'd never destroy it," Xander pouted.  "You
can tell them I said that." 


"Horatio
did, kiddo.  Just try to keep quiet for a few weeks so they calm
down.  Before they need psych drugs."  He faded out again, going
to check on his boys. 


Xander
called his boss's boss.  "You wanted me to leave them free so they
could use the bombs, sir?"  He grinned.  "I could
have."  He heard him complain.  "Not my fault they wanted
me.  Any more than the ones who give me money are.  Exactly. 
They didn't have money so they gave me bombs.  I don't know but it was
nice of them."  He grinned at Tim.  "Horatio said
Tuesday.  We can't.  Dean can't start on night shift until his hours
are done.  Then we're taking a vacation with what the judge told the
lawyers to give us after they cleared up the hostage situation earlier. 
He was really pissed that they tried to say I was Calleigh this
time."  The Chief of Detectives groaned, clearly having a bad night
now.  "So, yeah.  He threw the book and the bookcase at them
then gave us enough for a very nice vacation and retirement fund, sir." 


Tim
took the phone.  "Once things slow down and night shift is set up
fully I'm taking him somewhere quiet without any women.  Yes, a gay,
nudist resort, Chief.  I'm sure we'll like it.  Want pictures when we
come back?"  He got hung up on. He grinned at Xander. 
"There's one in Georgia." 


Xander
considered it.  "I might like being naked in the woods if I can play
hunter." 


Tim
smirked.  "We'll see if I can be a good prey."  Xander gave
him a wicked grin.  "Get the door."  Xander went to do
that.  They had ordered a nice dinner tonight to celebrate another threat
being gone. 


***



Dean
walked into his first shift in his new lab, looking around.  It looked
just like he had left it a few hours earlier.  He nodded at Cynthia. 
"Evening." 


"I
saw your cabinet had a case like Xander's.  You took the freaky thing
classes too?" 


"Yup. 
That's why they sent us to Xander.  My brother Sammy is the new field
tech." 


"Cool
with me.  How much did day shift leave us?" 


Dean
looked, handing over one thing.  "Card."  He sat down with
his, smiling at the congratulations and the promise of Tim making them dinner
the next night.  Cynthia smiled.  "How was your year with
Xander?" 


"Fairly
quiet from what I understand this last one was like." 


"Xander
was a bit bouncy and destructive, yeah." 


She
looked at him.  "You're just getting out?"  Dean smirked
and nodded.  "Then why are you senior?" 


"They
sent us to Xander because my brother and I had a similar background to
his.  We hunted for years." 


"Oh,
that reason." 


"That
and I'm a gun god like he is, only I like shotguns instead of
artillery."  She moaned.  "I consider you an equal. 
It means I have to do extra paperwork." 


"Have
fun with that," she quipped.  The first case's boxes came in. 
"Aww, work for us?" 


"Yes,
a lot of work for you," Ryan said with a grin.  "And then I'm
off." 


"Have
fun with her," Dean told him. 


"No
date tonight except with the vacuum."  He headed off after signing
out.  Maybe Miami would be more sane with two of them?  One could
only hope that two Winchesters were enough to counteract the chaos that one
Harris brought. 


The
End. 
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